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freethought criticism and satire

College Teacher 
In Mississippi

by Dave Berkman
In September, 1959, I began teaching at Mississippi 

Southern College—a white, state-supported institution 
of higher learning. In February I resigned the post in 
protest over violations of academic freedom.

With the highly efficient classroom spy system I en
countered; the actual frame-up, on-campus, of a Negro 
who tried to enter the school; attempts at censorship;
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the magazine of 
basic insecurity

This issue of the Realist has been sent to every 
faculty member listed in the current M.S.C. catalogue. 
To those of a segregationist persuasion, may I point 
out th a t the central issue is not ‘race-mixing’—al
though my views on this are quite clear—but rather 
academic freedom. To the large minority who share 
my views on the race issue, remember, before you 
sign your new contract, that document binds and 
commits you to employment by a state whose legisla
ture last year passed a resolution praising the South 
African government for its handling of the racial 
problem only a few days after it wantonly killed 
hundreds of defenseless natives; insofar as you sup
port by your words or deeds (or lack of them) the 
climate which makes such insanity possible, your 
very silence implies support of the Sharpevillc mas
sacre. Sincerely, Dave Berkman

and the aura of fear that permeated the faculty, I sus
pect my experiences would not have been too different 
had I been teaching at a German university in the mid- 
'30 s, or in a school behind the Iron Curtain today.

(Continued on Pago 15)
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Political Prisoners 
In Franco's Spain

Every issue of the newspaper, Espana Libre, has a 
box on top of the front page, reading:

VISIT SUNNY SPAIN 
LAND OF ORANGE GROVES 

AND JAILS

On June 18th, 1959, political prisoners in Burgos 
Central Prison in Spain signed a petition to the Min
ister of Justice "respectfully demanding the treatment 
and conditions, both maternal and spiritual, which cor
respond to our status as men of ideals, honest workers 
and intellectuals, who happen to be separated from the 
rest of the community for the offense of political appo
sition.”

The document reached the Spanish Ambassador in 
Washington, Sehor Areilza, who wrote a reply to one 
Rev. Owens based on information supplied by the Min
istry of Justice and the Directorate General of Prisons 
in Spain. The prisoners learned of the contents of 
Sehor Areilza's reply, which they termed "a travesty 
of the truth and falsification of the facts.” They pro
ceeded—with many sacrifices and enormous risks—"to 
re-establish the truth” in a long letter to Rev. Owens 
which has been published in pamphlet form by the 
Spanish Ex-Servicemen’s Association in London, and 
whose word the Realist is now privileged to spread___

The prison, situated some 900 metres above sea 
level in the ouskirts of Burgos, is in a region of ex
treme climatic changes, with winter temperatures 

(Continued ou Page 7)
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SIR REALIST:

Flattering Adjectives
I ^subscribe to or receive at least 

forty magazines or periodicals weekly, 
monthly or quarterly. None is more 
prized than your fresh, smiling, dis
dainful, witty, argumentative, stuffed- 
shirt-piorcing, honest, iconoclastic 
pages of well-written comment. En
closed is $25 for a lifetime subscrip
tion.

Matthew Weimar 
Lake Hamilton. Fla.

On the Other Hand
Please do not send me any more 

issues of your magazine. I find your 
“frecthought criticism and satire” 
crudely done, in extremely poor taste, 
and intellectually one rung above the 
level of a feral child. If you have a 
point to make, it certainly isn't evi
dent from your oddly self-conscious 
facetious blasphemy.

Tom J. Weiss 
Notre Dame, Ind.

Editor’ft note: Is that a regular one- 
year cancellation, sir, or would you 
care for a lifetime cancellation?

The Tragedy of Cuba
I read with gratitude the wealth of 

information about Cuba in your Febru
ary issue. As “liberal” after “liberal” 
fell by the wayside—even the New 
York Post, perennial master of un- 
construetive whimpering sympathy for 
the underdog—I felt so alone as a 
rooter of Castro since our “free” press 
bombarded us with a brainwashing 
which most of the “liberals” lapped up, 
sooner or later.

Then I would read the National 
Guardian, almost the solitary defender 
of Castro, and know if those hypocrites 
were liberals they would have raised 
their voices in protest against what 
happened in Hungary.

I feel much better now that a truly 
liberal (free, flexible, uncommitted) 
publication such ns the Realist not only 
defends Castro but has taken the ini
tiative to explore and print what 
otherwise would be unprinted. My re
spect for your publication is profound 
that no ideology has been able to 
swerve the Realist from its honestly 
independent points of view. Maybe a 
little more space should be devoted to 
Cuba each issue until the “free” press 
decides to assume the responsibility of 
reporting the facts there.

Ted Baker
New York, N. Y.

On the Other Hand
I read your paper for the first time 

and thought it pretty wonderful, ex-
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cept for your Cuban views. Your views 
on Castro and Cuba are unrealistic. 
If instead of Thomas Jefferson, Wash
ington, Paine, Patrick Henry, Frank
lin and those great leaders, we had 
gotten Napoleon or Robespierre or a 
kingship under Aaron Burr (instead of 
George III), would you still be de
fending the U.S.A. of 1776?

Figure it out. Batista has been gone 
a couple of years. He was bad, yes, but 
he’s gone. Castro must be judged on 
his own deeds. And where do you see 
the difference between his ant-heap 
Soviet and any other ant-heap Soviet? 
As far as I can sec, the Realist is 
realistic enough not to be for any kind 
of soviet, left or right.

Lew Arthur
New York, N. Y.

Editor’s vote: The difference between 
“Soviet ant-heaps”—a label I don’t ac
cept—is crystallized by the head of the 
American Legion, who would like the 
U S. to replace Castro’s regime by “any 
and all steps . . . including force, if 
necessary.”

Malice in Maryland
The saga of ultra-individualism in 

“Malice in Maryland” by Madalyn E. 
Murray (issue #23) has an exciting 
psychopathic ferocity rarely found 
either in life or literature. She has 
taken on “our entire culture as an op
ponent” with a heroism almost non
existent in our society.

As a study of superior individual 
versus status quo, it has much in com
mon with The Minority of One, C. 
Wright Mills’ The Causes of World 
TF«r Three, Norman Mailer, and Hen
ry Miller's A ir Conditioned Nightmare, 
to name the first that come to mind.

David Stalzer 
Ithinebeck, N. Y.

On the Other Hand
I am rather burned at Madalyn 

Murray. Such aggressive people are 
bound to make enemies, but the mini
mum we expect from people, especially 
atheists, is truthfulness.

Since I am the member of the Balti
more Ethical Society whom she knew 
and wrote to, and it was a “Dear Kay /  
Dear Madalyn” exchange of corres
pondence, the Society letterhead was 
not used. While I do not have her letter 
now, I am reasonably sure she did not 
ask us to communicate with the Amer
ican Humanist Association. She did 
add “Att. Dr. Frank”—not knowing he 
was not our president, as he was half 
a dozen years ago when she attended a 
meeting (and faded away just before 
the collection).

At any rate her problem was the 
subject of our next Board meeting, 
to which the general membership was 
invited and a Sun reporter scheduled 
to attend. He failed to show up. We 
prepared a statement for the School

Board on our position on the Church 
vs. State controversy in relation to 
her case—one of the very few state
ments they received on “our” side, ac
cording to the Sun.

She failed to see this in the paper 
anti wrote our president, excoriating us 
for not doing anything to help her, 
and demanding time on our platform 
to present her case.

I take back that “heartiest hand
shake.”

Kay Vining
Baltimore, Md.

Editor’s note: Here is Mrs. Murray’s 
reply—“My letter ieas addressed to 
Kay as representative of the Baltimore 
Ethical Culture Society, which 1 had 
on the address and on the salutation. 
I asked this question: 'Will your group 
help me on this matter? See attached 
letter.’ And I enclosed the letter I 
wrote to the Sun newspaper which was 
printed in the Realist. She replied that 
she had fonvarded the letter to ‘our 
president, Kenneth Milford,’ and 'you 
have my heartiest handshake.’ Milford 
never wrote, nor Kay again (and Kay 
runs the Ethical Culture Society and 
the American Humanist Association 
here; Milford is a figurehead). As vari
ous people hi Baltimore, struggling for 
inner direction and truth, seek out the 
ECS and the AHA here, hoping to 
derive from and give to the organiza
tion some human warmth and dignity, 
Kay has her eye on the collection 
plate.”

Signs of Health
The February issue of the Realist. 

is really the best yet. As to Lawrence 
Barth’s wounded outcry [a letter com
plaining about the editor’s bad taste],
I wish someone could explain to him 
that when one's sense of outrage is 
strained beyond the limits of the or
ganism, the energy of this tension can 
dissipate itself in one of two ways: 
hatred and aggressions—usually dis
placed aggressions—or in laughter. It 
is this saving sense of irony that the 
sentimental Mr. Barth seems to lack.

Nietzsche has an aphorism some
where on this subject which runs some
thing like: “Laughter, joyous irony, 
evasion, distrust—these are signs of 
health; everything absolute belongs to 
the realm of pathology.”

We would all be grateful to you, if 
you plan to run any more Barth col
umns [ire do], if you would take him 
aside and, carefully avoiding his sensi
tive areas (Clark Gable, Christ), point 
out to him that when he misses the 
irony and lashes out at the fools with 
his bladder or righteousness, he some
what over-rightcous-es his cause and 
becomes an object of irony himself.

William Laux 
El Portal, Calif.

(Continued on Page 32)
Th« Realist

http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/24-25
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Number 24/25 - March/April 1961 - Page 03 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/24-25

editorial type stuff
s

About This Issue
Although we try to come out with 24-page issues as 

often as possible, the regular size of the Realist is 16 
pages. Rather than strain the budget with a 32-page 
issue, as this one is, we've taken the liberty of making 
it two-issues-in-one, dated March-April.

Extra copies of this issue are available at the rate 
of 7 for $1.

Or, for $1, we’ll send our five best issues: #19, #20, 
#23 and this, #24-25.

Subscriptions are $3 for 10 issues, or $5 for 20 
issues.

The Realist, Dept. 25
225 Lafayette St.
New York 12, N. Y. 1

Corrections
When the Realist makes an error, it is not merely 

typographical; it actually changes the entire meaning 
of what was originally intended.

In issue #23, in the Impolite Interview with Jules 
Feiffer, we had him saying: “I’m sure [Bob Newhart] 
would not argue the point that his humor is far more 
dangerous” ; what Feiffer actually had said, though, 
was: “I’m sure |Newhart] would not argue the point 
that his humor is far from dangerous.”

In issue #21, we quoted Rabbi Arthur Hertzberg, 
of the Synagogue Council of America, as saying that 
“there is ample evidence both in the history of Judaism 
and the current state of the American Jewish com
munity to indicate that Jewish commitment to [the prin
ciples involved in the First Amendment] is itself am
biguous” ; actually, this was a comment by Reginald 
Dunsany in an article which quoted Rabbi Hertzberg's 
criticism only in regard to the lack of Protestant com
mitment to the First Amendment.

Sick Humor
As I’ve said before, I don’t agree with every

thing that’s printed in the Realist. Sometimes, I don’t 
even agree with the page numbers. But that’s my 
problem.

Readers have been objecting to—and cancelling 
subscriptions because of—the occasional so-called sick 
jokes we print, such as the one in issue #21, from 
a Nazi TV commercial: “The secret ingredient in 
this soap is Jews. . . .”

One of the techniques of humor is to take some
thing ridiculous—and what, really, could be more 
patently ridiculous than the murder of six million 
human beings (who happened to be Jews)?—and ex-: 
tend it to a ‘logical’ conclusion.

Sick jokes, like page numbers, exist. Indeed, 
they’re a part of our time—not just in this country, 
but in Cuba, in France—only in Heaven are there 
no sick jokes, to paraphrase Mark Twain.

You may not like everything wc decide to share 
with you in the Realist. But that’s your problem.

Because . . . there’s nothing in the Realist that you 
do like—that somebody else doesn’t. And that’s his 
problem, right?
March-April 1961
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How to Put On the Radio
Then there was this CBS radio interviewer who 

asked me what the purpose of the Realist is. “The pur
pose of the Realist,” I answered—and he took me seri
ously—“is to offend the reader.”

“Well,” said the interviewer, “are you one of those 
angry young inen we've been hearing about?” Where
upon I screamed into the microphone: “NO, I’M NOT 
ANGRY! WHAT ARE YOU ASKING ME QUES
TIONS LIKE THAT FOR? WHY SHOULD I BE 
ANGRY ABOUT ANYTHING?” The CBS-man looked 
a little horrified, and I quickly switched to a calm voice 
and said, “No, I'm not angry; there are certain things 
that do anger me, but I’m really not full of hostility.”

Now he wanted to know, “What burning issue is 
bothering you at present. Mr. Krassner?” To which 
I replied, “Well, I’m trying to get people to call me by 
by first name.” He turned off the tape recorder and said, 
“Now, c’mon, play the game.”

The game was that I couldn’t talk about the Realist 
uninhibitcdly enough to make ipe take the interview 
seriously. The program, it was explained to me, is, after 
all, “a fun show.”

The Murray Case IContinuedI
In issue #23, Madalyn Murray told of her 14-year- 

old son’s fight against religion in Maryland public 
schools. The story itself continues elsewhere in this 
issue, but we thought you’d like to see Mrs. Murray's 
letter to us:

“It looks like we are going to have enough money 
early enough so that we can pay the costs to get into 
the Maryland Court of Appeals. This I owe, in large 
part, to the Realist. I have received approximately $250 
in donations. There have been just letters from readers 
of the Realist, too, and I want to commend you on your 
clientele. I am bathed in endless excitement, ecstatic 
joy, und so wieder, from the quality of the letters. Some 
are couched in academic terminology and others in the 
language of the people, but through them all is the one 
strain that they recognize the artificiality of the 
‘niceties’ of our mass delusional commitments. . . .”

To which young Bill postscriptcd: “I hope you ap
preciate how much your mag means to all us deviants 
and that you will keep it in existence, by any means.”

Tragedy, Inc. fContinuedI
Last month, we suggested that an organization 

ought to be formed with the sole purpose of acting 
before a tragedy occurs. Apparently, a special branch 
of Tragedy, Inc. would be necessary, though, whereby 
volunteers—life-termers and others who have nothing 
to live for but who would like to contribute something 
to society—would offer their lives in a planned tragedy. 
Thus, for example, an airline crash could have been 
arranged, with press releases sent out in advance to 
representatives of all the mass media.

For, to quote from The Airways Traveler, official 
publication of The Airways Club, Inc., “The collision 
of a United DC-8 and a TWA Constellation over New 
York City, taking the lives of 134 persons, has stunned 
the nation and the industry. . . . Since 1946 [fifteen 
years!] this whole problem has been in one committee 
after another and through a procession of investiga
tions. As the crash occurred an investigation was in 
progress, in Washington, on this very situation. There
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are unquoted experts who. say this had to happen to 
force decisive action, that only tireless government 
controllers, able flight crews and good luck have avoided 
such tragedy before.. . .  If it had to happen, the spectre 
of Brooklyn and Staten Island—and a responsible, bi
partisan governmental approach as the administration 
changes—can help make air transport everything it 
must be.”

Now Krafft-Ebing W ill Tell One
It seems that there was this female gorilla at the 

Central Park Zoo, and she was in heat, only they 
couldn't find a male gorilla whose pedigree made him 
worthy enough to mate with her. even though they 
searched and searched.

Finally, zoo officials decided to approach one of the 
keepers, a burly Irishman who fed the animals and 
got along with them exceedingly well. At first, he pro
tested vehemently, but after much persuasion, he at 
last gave in and agreed to mate with the gorilla.

“But only on two conditions,” he insisted. “One. I 
don’t have to kiss her. And two, if there are any chil
dren. they have to be brought up in the Catholic faith.”

Money and Monotheism
"It was a bad period. Many men I flew with were 

being killed in training. Religion meant a lot to me 
for the rest of the w ar”

—Jimmy Stewart
The Saturday livening Post

So this anonymous letter arrives, see, and it accuses 
me of “making a living off denying God."

Just for the record, I manage to make my living 
as a free-lance writer; I don’t get a penny out of the 
Realist. But let me make this clear. I am not a martyr. 
Martyrs suffer. Me no suffer. Me happy. While the 
Realist was in the planning stage, I worked four hours 
a day for $15 a week for the owner of a textile firm. 
My boss was definitely not a happy man, even though I 
spent one day doing nothing but going around to dif
ferent banks to have the interest entered onto his vari
ous accounts. The job added some slight perspective to 
my sense of values.

As for denying God, let me explain briefly why I 
am an atheist. I, am simply not able to accept the con
cept of an all-powerful consciousness as long as I con
tinue to open the daily paper and see that innocent spar
rows are still falling all over the place. But I am bored 
unto laughter with discussions about how I should call 
myself an agnostic because atheism is too dogmatic. 
Listen, 1 don’t know—I mean I can’t prove—that walk
ing under a ladder won’t bring bad luck. But I am at 
least willing to take a position on the matter. As far 
as I'm concerned, though, atheism in and of itself is not 
enough to base a magazine on. Freethought -the word’s 
self-explanatory—is. But let me make this clear, too. 
1 do not feel superior to religious people. Just luckier. 
Like the character in Peter De Vries’ novel. Comfort 
Me With Apples, whenever I lock out the window on 
Sunday and see people on their way to church, I say, 
“There but for the grace of God go I.”

The Catcher in the Realist
There’s going to be some personal stuff in this, so if 

you object to that sort of thing, then you’d better stop 
reading right here.
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Now then (I see you’re still with me), back in issue 
#14, when J. D. Salinger’s letter was quoted. I men
tioned that his novel, The Catcher in the Itye, “was one 
of the many factors that brought about the birth of the 
Realist." Mrs. Barbara Nash of Northridgc, California 
has been wonderfully persistent in writing to ask me 
how.

First, though, I want to emphasize a point which 
Alexander King expresses like this: “These things are 
yeasting and fomenting inside of you for years—you 
don’t just all of a sudden decide to edit a magazine for 
the jewelry industry.”

There were many specific things about Catcher that 
I identified with, but I related most strongly to the 
general struggle between an individual and his herd 
instinct. Of course, now conformity is something that 
you have a television program all about, starring Art 
Carney, only you eliminate one of the skits because it 
makes fun of the Presidential family.

The impact of The Catcher in the Rye was part of 
the emotional force behind my intellectualized decision 
to oppose the Army loyalty program. I’m not telling 
this for flaunting purposes, but rather because of the 
ironies involved. The reaction of the girl I figured on

Tho Realist if published monthly, except for January and July, by 
the Roalist Association, a non-profit corporation founded by 
William and Holan McCarthy, to whom this magazina is dadicatad. 
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Subscription rates:
$3 for 10 istuas; 55 for 20 issuai 

Copyright 1961 by The Realist Association, Inc. 
Application for second class mail privileges 

is pending a t New York, N, Y.

marrying was, “What do you have to fight the whole 
Army for?” 1 never did marry her. If I had. I’m sure 
the idea of the Realist would have been aborted at the 
very moment of its conception. And she was the one 
who had introduced me to The Catcher in the Rye.

The reason I had to “fight the whole Army” was 
because I didn’t want to be just an ass-down liberal.

I had written an article for The Independent about 
the injustices of the Military Personnel Security Pro
gram, and now I was due to be drafted myself. The 
Korean War (or. as Mort Sahl called it, “World War 
Two Point Four” ) was over, so I was able to sidestep 
the problem of being a conscientious objector and con
centrate on challenging the loyalty program—for which 
I expected to wage a legal fight to get into the Army.

I had never been a member of anything (1 once 
tried to join the Boy Scouts, but I could never learn 
how to tie all those silly knots, and I didn’t even bother 
to take my Tenderfoot test), so the attorney at the 
American Civil Liberties Union was pleased: since I 
wasn’t trying to hide any subversive connections, I 
would be an ideal test case.

He did suggest that I state that I wasn’t a Com
munist. I refused. “I’ll tell you I’m not a Communist,”
I said, “but if I tell them that, then I might as well tell 
them that I don’t belong to any of the other 599 organi
zations on the list. I have to draw the line at the be
ginning or not at all.” The ACLU man apologized, and 
together we drafted this statement:

I am willing to certify that I hare not engaged 
in any acts of sabotage, espionage, treason, or sedi-

The Realist
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tion, and I affirm my loyalty to the United Staten, 
and am willing to take the Serviceman's Oath. How
ever, I refuse to further answer the questions on 
this 'loyalty’ certificate because 1 sincerely believe 
that such inquiry into my activities and associations 
is a serious invasion of privacy and violates the 
First Amendment.

Then came the waiting to be inducted. And the anx
iety. I didn’t mind for myself, but I dreaded the thought 
of involving anyone else—my brother worked for the 
government on the research and development of guided 
missiles (for an avocation, he rationalizes), my sister 
wanted to be a teacher, and my parents would have 
been traumatized by a Central Intelligence Agency in
vestigation of me—an automatic procedure once you 
defied the system.

Because of the anxiety, I developed a skin condi
tion. Because of the skin condition, the Army rejected 
me. And because of the rejection, we never got to the 
loyalty questionnaire. However, the Supreme Court did 
finally declare the Military Personnel Security Program 
to be unconstitutional by a vote of 8-1.

One of the things about The Catcher in the Rye 
that struck a chord in my psyche was the lack of com
munication between generations. For instance, my par
ents never knew about me and the Army loyalty pro
gram. I just couldn’t get myself to tell them. They’ll 
first learn about it here. They’re utterly ashamed of the 
Realist, but they continue to read it because I happen 
to be the editor. They would prefer that I weren’t.

They haven’t been sure whether or not I’m a Com
munist even though they know I’m against violence and 
against censorship. And then, because the Realist is 
“against” everything, they think 1 don’t love my coun
try. Yet it’s precisely because I love the principles of 
freedom, that I bitch and banter so much about their 
violation.

Otherwise it. wouldn’t really be love, it would only 
be infatuation.

Recently, I was invited to observe a meeting of a 
group of college students wanting to do something be
cause, said one, “You don't adjust to an insane society.” 
But virtually all of them felt hampered by parents who 
Just Want Things To Be Nice.

The little boy genius in Salinger’s short story, 
Teddy, describes his attitude toward his parents this 
way:

“I have a very strong affinity for them. They’re my 
parents, I mean, and we’re all part of each other’s 
harmony and everything. I want them to have a nice 
time while they’re alive, because they like having a 
nice time. But they don’t love me and Booper—that’s 
my sister—that way. I mean they don’t seem able to 
love us unless they can keep changing us a little bit. 
They love their reasons for loving us almost as much 
as they love us, and most of the time more. It’s no good 
that way.”

Some day I’m going to get married and have chil
dren. and if their doing what they believe is right hap
pens to hurt me. then it’s going to be their goddam 
duty to hurt me.

March-April 1961
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Eavesdropping o f the Month
John Wilcock, who contributes “columny” to the 

Realist this month, swears to Bertrand Russell that he 
overheard the following bit of dialogue between two 
men in a luncheonette, in reference to the rapist-killer 
of J-year-old Edith Kiereorius:

"Yeah, but what a vicious degenerate.”
“Well, nobody’s perfect.”

The Land of the Fat
Philip L. White, manager of Public Utilities in 

Norwich, Conn., has banned the wearing by female em
ployees of “leotards, bobby socks, knee socks, slacks, 
loafers, moccasins, ballet slippers and other shoes with
out heels.” Mrs. Judith Elwcll ignored his edict and 
came to work in low-heeled shoes which, she said, are 
more comfortable because of her weight. She was given 
a three-day suspension.

On another level, a doctor from Pennsylvania wrote 
to the Journal of the American Medical Association in 
regard to the fat content of semen. A previous item 
in the Journal had stated that normal semen contains 
“lecithin, cholesterol, and phosphorized fat.” Now the 
physician had this inquiry:

“During a discussion with a young married woman 
on the many facets of ‘married life,’ she stated that she 
enjoys fellatio. It occurred to me that she may be in
gesting as much highly concentrated fat each time as 
would be contained on an untrimmed large steak. This 
may account for her having trouble losing weight, even 
though she declares she is watching her diet rigidly. 
She has also noticed increased development of her 
breasts. Is there a possible hormonal factor of testo
sterone or another undiscovered hormone which may be 
aiding in this reaction and might be helpful to others? 
Obviously, the imagined or real need for help in this 
area is costing American women and their husbands 
millions of dollars each year as well as much emotional 
turmoil. In Beardwood’s chapter on obesity (in Cyclo
pedia of Medicine, Surgery, Specialties . . .) the possi
bility of the body converting some portion of protein 
into carbohydrates is stressed. Is there any newer 
thought along this line? Some people seem to get fat 
on air alone, or is this the bloating of starvation?” 

This was the A.M.A. Journal's answer:
“As far as this consultant is aware, while there may 

be some psychogenic and genetic factors concerned with 
obesity, it generally can be ascribed to intake of more 
calories per day than are expended. No cogent scientific 
evidence is known indicating that body fat is accumu
lated in any other way; in order to remove fat it is 
necessary to ingest fewer calories than one expends. 
It should be remembered that calories are obtained 
from protein and carbohydrate as well as from fats. 
In regard to the possibility of fellatio being a contribut
ing factor in obesity, one would be somewhat skeptical. 
Even assuming an ejaculation of 10 cc. of semen were 
all fat, this would be only 90 calories. It is extremely 
doubtful that this would have a significant effect on 
inability to take off weight unless, of course, it was 
practiced several times a day. . . .”

Perhaps the lady’s problem might be solved quite 
simply, however, if only the research efforts of those 
dedicated scientists who deal in a latter-day version of 
alchemy could lead to the successful development of 
semen-flavored Metrecal.
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Beyond Satire
“The Libido of a Conservative” by Herb Swartz in 

this issue is, obviously, a parody of Barry Goldwater’s 
political philosophy. Here are a couple of the Senator’s 
actual quotes, though:
•  “The United States should begin acting like a world 
power and quit groveling on its knees to inferior people 
who like to come to New York.”
•  “Where fraternities are not allowed. Communism 
flourishes.”

Launching Hoaxnik Three
I think the main reason why I’m not a socialist is 

because I’m a realist: the idea of a couple of Madison 
Avenue advertising executives having a conference on 
a campaign to put across a collectivist concept to the 
American public seems like something out of a Jules 
Feiffer cartoon strip.

And yet I’m appalled at the inhumanity that arises 
out of capitalism and—in the words of Judge J. Cullen 
Gancy in the electrical anti-trust case—“the organiza
tion or the company man, the conformist, who goes 
along with his superiors and finds balm for his con
science in additional comforts and the security of his 
place in the corporate set-up.”

Maybe the thing to do, as long as you have to work 
within the present framework, is simply beat 'em at 
their own game.

Out of the $32-billion petroleum industry, gasoline 
marketers will spend more than $l20-million on adver
tising this year, about $45-million of which will be 
spent on television. In 1959, for the first time, TV 
emerged as the prime medium for oil and gasoline, 
advertising. In 1960, the industry invested close to $40- 
million in gross TV time. That figure is expected to 
nearly double by 1965 if the major companies continue 
their national expansion.

They arc, you see, just plain scared. They are fright
ened by—get this phrase—“a shrinking increase” in 
the demand for their products. The American Petroleum 
Institute’s statistics reveal that motor fuel sales espe
cially are on the decline. The industry blames taxes 
which, they believe, have stimulated the growing use 
of economy-type cars that take less gas to operate. 
Compact cars may account for as much as 50% of new 
car sales this year.

And—all kidding about “free enterprise” aside, 
folks—the oil industry ain’t gonna indulge in any 
price cutting. Like the cigarette companies and the 
automobile companies, they're united. Sunoco and 
Amoco and Kssp and all the resto are doing their little 
soft-shoe routine to the tune of Side By Side, because 
price cutting would directly affect their profits, and 
while you may see local station price wars, the indus
try hierarchy’s feeling is that if one company cuts 
prices broadly, all will have to follow. So, instead, large- 
scale sales drives arc under way.

Texaco alone put $9,014,734 into network TV for 
the first nine months of 1960; the next closest network 
advertiser was Gulf with ‘only’ $1,216,919. Texaco is 
the outstanding TV network spender. They are what is 
known in the trade as “a 50-state marketer”—a goal 
much coveted by their competitors. And, whereas the 
Shell Oil Company is using a single medium this year 
—the.” r :e pouring $13-million into newspapers to
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dominate over the competition in that medium—Texaco 
is using that same strategy with television.

Now, you may recall that last month, in discussing 
Texaco’s soft-sell TV commercials on the Huntley- 
Brinkley newscast. I asked if it wouldn’t make you 
“more anxious to buy at a Texaco station if they were 
to send aid to, say, Africa and announce it on the air.” 
Television Magazine praises Texaco for “humanizing 
its retail ad approach,” saying that “the effect of the 
Texaco series is emotional rather than factual.” An 
article in National Petroleum News puts it to the in
dustry this way:

“You do not sell gasoline. You provide a cluster of 
value satisfactions which the customer wants and likes.
You buy customers by providing whatever cluster of 
satisfactions is necessary in order to make people want 
to deal with you.”

And that’s where our ‘hoax’ comes in.
If you’d like to participate, then sit down and write 

a letter—in your own words, on fancy letterhead if 
you have it, without mentioning the Realist—and say 
that Texaco’s nice soft-sell commercials aren’t enough 
to make you want to buy their product; however, if 
they will send a large donation to CARE and announce 
it in their commercials, you promise you will become 
a.loyal customer. The address:

J. W. Foley, President 
Texaco, Inc.
135 E. 42 St.
New York 17, New York

The Realist’s first hoax—currently being written 
up, I understand, for one of the professional journals— 
showed how much TV advertisers fear the viewer. It 
would be gratifying if you could help channel that fear 
into altruism this time.

Prudish Press Proscribes Prostitute's Prose
“In general,” wrote Paul Blanshard in The Right to 

Read, “the successful book must depend primarily for 
attention on the three great New York media, the Sun
day N. Y. Times, the Saturday Review, and the Sunday 
N. Y. Herald-Tribune.” This month. Lyle Stuart pub
lished a book called Pleasure Was My Business, where
in Madam Sherry tells the history of her deluxe bro
thel. Ads for the book were turned down by both the 
Times and the Tribune; Stuart didn’t even try the Sat
urday Review — their shame-psychology had already 
been experienced with sex-oriented books by Dr. Albert 
Ellis.

Madam Sherry’s guest list was a who’s who of two 
generations—public enemies and politicians, gamblers 
and judges, police chiefs and con men, hoodlums and 
royalty. She describes the antics of her girls with a 
prominent King, and she details her relationship with 
A1 Capone. Pleasure Was My Business is available from 
the Realist for $4.95.

What's My Corruption?
New York’s Mayor Wagner has a special post office 

box to which citizens may send anonymous letters with 
charges of municipal corruption; but every industry 
also has its own unique little corruptions, and you are 
cordially invited to let all the rest of us in on the par
ticular corruptions of your occupation, in a special new 
Realist feature. Names will be withheld, naturally—but 
saved—I may want to blackmail you myself some day.
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Franco's Prisoners Speak
(Continued from Cover)

reaching 14° C below zero (5® F ), yet the prison has 
no heating. Thus both solitary confinement cells and 
common rooms with 55 to 60 prisoners each are very 
cold during the long winter months. The majority of us 
suffer from chilblains and festering chaps, mainly on 
our hands and in our ears, yet we cannot enjoy, even in 
our beds, the minimum endurable temperature. Con
stant cold transforms the life of prisoners into a per
manent suffering. Moreover, the premises are in a 
deplorable condition of disrepair: the windows do not 
close, window panes are broken, and not being replaced, 
only a few badly constructed toilets, badly working 
showers with hot water provided only one hour per 
week, corridor floors which are never washed and, de
spite our efforts to keep them clean, have become 
sources of dirt and infection to keep them clean, have 
become sources of dirt and infection, inadequate electric 
lighting, etc.

Moreover, it is not only the prisoners, but also their 
families who suffer from this neglect, since when they 
are visiting us they are obliged to wait at the prison 
doors without the slightest protection against the ele
ments. Our parents, children or wives cannot take shel
ter anywhere since there are no waiting rooms, not even 
a small shelter outside the prison, despite our repeated 
requests.

Visiting Conditions
Ordinary visits are nearly always limited to 15 min

utes and the condition under which they are held make 
them a moral torture instead of a source of encourage
ment and consolation for us and our families. Two sets 
of prison bars, the outside protected in addition with 
a thick metal netting, are separated by a passage of 
175 cm. in which sits an official, and the prisoners and 
their relations can only see each other across them, 
making any intimate conversation completely impos
sible, especially since the visiting room is a common one 
where five to six prisoners receive their relatives simul
taneously, being difficult even to make oneself heard.

Thus it often happens that our relations, after long 
journeys sometimes amounting to hundreds of kilo
meters, are hardly able to see us or talk to us. What 
this means in suffering, especially when it is repeated 
over many long years, can only be appreciated by those 
who have actually experienced it.

We have seen in American and other films how the 
visiting rooms are organized in those countries. The 
difference is so great that it will not stand comparison. 
Yet, despite our persistent requests for the improve
ment in this most important aspect of our prison lives, 
nothing is done and we continue to suffer under this 
intolerable humiliation.

A Strangling Censorship
We should like to note that the legal Spanish pub

lications, which are submitted to a strangling censor
ship, are not allowed inside the prison, and only some 
of them after passing through an additional censorship 
(if one can call it as such) finally reach us! We are 
forbidden under pain of serious punishment to read the 
daily press, which is completely controlled by the Gov
ernment! Neither are we allowed to listen to the Span
ish broadcasting statu ns. There is no need to point out
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that if this is the attitude adopted with respect to the 
Spanish press and radio it is even more difficult for us 
to receive any foreign publications.

In addition to the fact that until recently we were 
obliged to pay for watching the cinema performances, 
our 16 mm. projector is old with defective lighting and 
sound. The films are, as a rule, of very low quality, and 
it is only the documentaries lent us by some of the for
eign embassies that are worth considering and contrib
ute towards our entertainment and education. After 
prolonged requests and work on our part we have at 
last been conceded the right to listen in the School 
building to microgroove records of classical and modern 
music, which now constitutes one of the few spiritual 
pleasures granted us.

The performances of artists from outside the prison 
were stopped more than two years ago, since the au
thorities dread the sympathy and understanding that 
always grow between the visiting artists and the po
litical prisoners.

We always accorded a warm welcome to the artists 
who performed for us, and this welcome was considered 
by the prison authorities as a “political demonstration.’' 
This happened when we were visited by the great pia
nist Iturbi, who was given a warm expression of our 
gratitude and who on taking leave conveyed to us his 
sincere appreciation. Then a few months later, he of
fered to give us another concert free of charge, but 
was refused permission. We should like to note that 
the artists who were the last to visit us were the musi
cal group of Maristas brothers, and the Circle of Rest 
and Education. The Spanish authorities fear that the 
truth about our tragic position will become known and 
deprive us, therefore, of any contact with the outside 
world.

The Food
Food was always one of the most important ques

tions in prison. Senor Areilza’s assertions that the food 
we receive can be compared favorably with that of the 
Army are groundless. It is only the permanent sacrifices 
of our relations and the rising help of the Spanish peo
ple and our friends all over the world that have kept us 
alive in the inhuman conditions of our long years of 
imprisonment. In fact, although the allowance for our 
food was raised by 9 to 12 pesetas per person per day. 
as the result of our petition, providing a certain im
provement, the situation in this respect still remains 
very unsatisfactory. In order to provide a better idea 
of the actual conditions, we append an official week’s 
menu.

Below we give a menu for a week with the excep
tion of January 25, when special food was provided. 
The breakfast was the same every day, consisting of a 
bowl of bread dipped in milk.
January 24

Dinner: White beans with pork. Black pudding. An 
orange. Supper: Potatoes.

January 26
Dinner: Red beans with potatoes. Fried Cod. An 
orange. Supper: Potatoes.

January 27
Dinner: White beans with potatoes and meat. Fried 
sardines. An apple.

January 28
Dinner: Chick peas with potatoes. An egg. An or
ange. Supper: Pea soup.
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January 29
Dinner: Vermicelli soup. Tripe a la Madrid. An
orange. Supper: lied beans with potatoes.

January SO
Dinner: Potatoes. Fried black pudding and chitter
lings. Supper: Semolina sausage.
Usually the cooking is bad and the quality of the 

produce used poor, especially that of potatoes.
Precisely for that reason the black pudding and chit

terlings served us for dinner on January 30 were rot
ten and badly cooked. Several prisoners got up from 
the table and in a correct manner showed their food 
to the Chief of Supplies, who was in the dining room 
at the time, stating that it was badly cooked, putrid 
and that it would be dangerous to eat in that state. 
Without protesting in any other way wc simply re
frained from eating the black pudding and chitterlings. 
The prison Medical Officer, who was called in, expressed 
an opinion favorable to us, although at a later date we 
were informed that the black pudding was analyzed at 
the city laboratory and found satisfactory. The Prison 
Authorities did not take any repressive measures 
against those who refused to eat the rotten food on that 
day, and they included all the prisoners, which proves 
that our complaint was justified. Moreover, we were 
informed through the crew leaders, who were sum
moned to the Office for the purpose, that in future this 
dish would not be included in the menu.

Since that date the food has been cooked slightly 
better and its quality has improved.

Correspondence Seized
In the last few months of 1959 and especially in 

1960, the political police has been seizing illegally the 
letters sent to us by our relations and those we send 
to them, thus causing great moral injury to us, and at 
the same time still limiting to the minimum the number 
of letters we are allowed to write. We are only allowed 
to write four post-cards of 20 lines each per month and 
only to those nearest of kin to us. In order to be able 
to write to the nearest of kin another two single page 
letters per month, we have to contribute 7 pesetas per 
quarter for a subscription to the weekly Redcncion 
(Salvation) edited by the Palronato (Church “Guar
dianship” charitable organization). To the police cen
sorship of our correspondence, is often added that of 
the prison authorities. In our correspondence we must 
not mention anything about our conditions here, the 
prison amenities, number of prisoners, food, treatment, 
etc. We must not mention how long we have been in 
prison or the sentences to which we have been con
demned. We are even forbidden to write the word 
“amnesty,” or to comment on our legal position.

This censorship, whose object is to isolate us from 
our relations and friends, our people and the entire 
world, has been driven to such extremes that wc arc 
even denied the right to write to our defense counsels, 
despite the numerous petitions recently presented by us 
in this connection. It is also made impossible for us to 
get in touch with official personalities or organizations. 
For instance, the 12 comrades of ours who were pun
ished in connection with the presentation of the docu
ment of June 18 last, were not allowed to approach the 
Minister of Justice asking him to cancel the unjust 
punishment imposed on them. The police nature of the 
censorship becomes clear from the above and also from
a

the fact that in many cases those who write to us or 
help us are being persecuted.

Similar methods are adopted with respect to the 
parcels wc receive. When clothes, food, books, etc., are 
sent to us, the authorities investigate their origin and 
try to persuade us not to accept them. Recently an 
official of the above service, Virgilio Gonzales Revilla, 
told one of our comrades that he had received several 
clothes parcels from the USA, and that if more parcels 
were sent, they would be returned to the senders, and 
also expressed the opinion of the prison administration 
that our comrade should tell his American friends that 
they stop sending any more clothes parcels, which our 
comrade refused to do, stating that the prisoners are 
in need of such clothes.

The Clothing
Seiior Areilza insists that we are issued with the 

required clothing. In fact, however, until recently we 
received no clothing whatsoever; we had no bunks and 
slept on the floor even without sleeping mats. Owing to 
our constant activity and the pressure exercised by the 
Spanish people and our friends abroad, double bunks 
have been recently installed and we were issued with 
one uniform of poor quality cloth consisting of a man
tle, jacket and trousers renewable every two years, and 
a summer uniform (cotton jacket and trousers) also 
renewable every two years. We are also issued with a 
pair of leather boots every two years and one or two 
pairs of rope shoes. The underclothes only amount to 
two shirts and two cotton pants for winter and sum
mer. As protection against the long winter cold, we re
ceive four blankets, but only two sheets and two towels 
to last us two years. The warm clothing, indispensible 
in this cold climate, such as warm winter underclothes, 
jerseys, pants, etc., we have to obtain from our rela
tives. Neither are there any clothes issued to those who 
are released and are in need of them.

Religious Persecution
Another fundamental question in which the Ambas

sador's account differs from the actual facts, is that of 
the prisoners' religion and freedom of conscience. 
Seiior Areilza asserts that the non-Catholics are guar
anteed the freedom not to attend the Mass and other 
Catholic services, and to practice other religions. In 
fact, the presence at all the Catholic services is obliga
tory for all the prisoners without exception, and it is 
considered as an “obligatory parade” announced by a 
bugle, when all the prisoners must fall into the ranks 
of their respective Brigades (Crews) and march to 
the service. This is a glaring example of the arbitrary 
and brutal violation of the freedom of conscience and 
freedom of religion carried out despite repeated state
ments by the overwhelming majority of the prisoners 
that they are not Catholics, yet are forced under pain 
of severe punishment to attend Mass and other services.

Several times, without result, we have requested 
that attendance at church services be made optional 
according to the official Prison Regulations. Our friend 
Jose Satue, in prison for the last 12 years and recently 
serving his sentence in the provincial prison of Sala
manca, where on his request he was not obliged to at
tend religious services, was lately transferred to Burgos 
and made to attend the services despite his repeated 
requests to be excused from attending. He was even 
threatened with severe punishment if he persisted in his 
request. Neither is it possible to practice other religions
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“ In origin, nature, structure, and 
general conduct the Franco regime 
is a fascist regime patterned on, 
and established largely as a result 
of aid received from H itler’s Nazi 
Germany and Mussolini’s  Fascist 
Italy ."

—from the United Nations 
indictment of Spain. 1916

since we have never had dealings other than with Cath
olic priests. Our Protestant prisoners, including several 
Germans, have no choice but to join the “compulsory 
parade" and attend Catholic services. Recently the 
Prison Director tried personally to force certain Mus
lims who were recently admitted, to eat the normal 
meals made of pork, forbidden by their religion. It was 
only their uncompromising attitude which obliged the 
authorities to provide them food without pork. In this 
prison Catholic religion is practiced with inquisitorial 
intolerance.

Outside Contact
Senor Areilza also maintains that the prisoners are 

allowed to visit their sick or inform i*elations, even if 
they are in parts of Spain far removed from the prison. 
The truth is that in his prison we only know of three 
instances when such permission was granted. Namely 
that of Antonio Zapata Borrego in 1947; Alberto Puen
te Garcia in 1958; and Manuel Gil Prieto in 1959. With 
the exception of these three cases all similar numerous 
requests were refused, although unfortunately many of 
us have lost our parents, wives and children during 
these long years of imprisonment without having been 
granted, despite our requests, the consolation of seeing 
our beloved ones for the last time.

The Ambassador also states that our lawyers can 
visit us freely. In point of fact that freedom does not 
exist. We are not even allowed to write to our defend
ing counsels. The requests of lawyers and journalists 
from many foreign countries to see us, were always re
fused. This is what happened to the lawyers’ commis
sion headed by M. Douzon, who was refused permis
sion to visit us in the spring of 1959. The same hap
pened to a lawyers’ commission which was in Spain in 
Novmber, 1959, and unsuccessfully requested permis
sion to visit prisons and especially that of Burgos. The

commission was only allowed to visit the prison of 
Alcala de Henares and the women's prison in Madrid. 
The object of General Franco’s government is to isolate 
us from any contact with the outside world, especially 
from lawyers and journalists both Spanish and foreign, 
in order to hide the great juridicial and human injus- 
1 ico being committed against political prisoners.

Punishment
Neither does the Ambassador tell the truth respect

ing punishments. Many of us have suffered corporal 
punishment in the past, and it is only the changed po
litical situation in the country, our dignified and firm 
attitude, and the rising national and international cam
paign in our defense which have influenced the prison 
authorities and provided the present more favorable 
conditions. Nevertheless, the rigorous punishments still 
imposed on us constitute a violation of human dignity 
disgraceful in a civilized country. Recently 12 of our 
comrades who were arbitrarily held “responsible” for 
the presentation of the petition of June 18, 1959, al
ready mentioned, were condemned to 95 days of solitary 
confinement with 40 of them in complete isolation with
out the right to buy food or have any outside help. In 
3958, three of our comrades were condemned to 40 days 
of solitary confinement for having written a respectful 
note to the Chief of State in which they defended our 
status as political prisoners in view of the statement 
made by General Franco to the Paris newspaper Le 
Figaro. It will be seen from the above that the punish
ments imposed are arbitrary and unreasonable, which 
makes them even more inhuman.

Last December, a common-law prisoner was con
demned to 40 days’ solitary confinement for saying 
aloud in church, “I will pray for my freedom,” in an
swer to a suggestion made by the priest in his sermon 
that we should ask Christ for what we desired most. He 
was thus severely punished in spite of the fact that it 
was Christmas. When on December 80 we were served 
with a putrid black pudding which was impossible to 
eat, and two of the political prisoners complained to 
the Chief of Supplies, they were condemned to 60 and 
40 days of solitary confinement respectively. Their 
health is greatly endangered by this punishment, since 
during winter the solitary cells are very cold and the 
prisoners there are deprived of sleeping mats and 
blankets during the day, and since they are not allowed 
to purchase any food and have to live on the meagre 
rations.

The persecution and punishment is not only directed 
against us but also against our relations. On President 
Eisenhower’s visit to Spain, hundreds of our relations 
had to report daily to the political police, and many of 
them were detained for several days, because General 
Franco’s government was afraid that they might at
tempt to inform the President of our real conditions of 
imprisonment. In actual fact two women relatives of 
ours were arrested at the very door of the USA embassy 
in Madrid, as they were attempting to deliver a letter 
to President Eisenhower signed by our relations. They 
were threatened and bullied and detained for several 
days. It was only when the College of Advocates inter
vened in their favor that they were released.

Police searches of the homes of our relatives, inter
rogations and insults are a common occurrence all over 
Spain. The relatives living near to the prison of Burgos 
suffer more than others from this constant persecution.
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The wages paid in the prison workshops are calcu
lated on an even more complicated basis than those of 
ordinary Spanish workers. This deliberate complica
tion makes it impossible to grade workers find results 
in each worker receiving a different remuneration. 
Moreover, the workshops do not operate all the year 
round, leaving prisoners for several months without 
work. For instance, the blanket-making shop functions 
only four or six months of the year. Similar conditions 
prevail in the shoe shop. The clothes, basket and wood 
shops often close down owing to the lack of orders or 
material. The bakery alone works regularly, employing 
only four prisoners.

If these conditions are taken into account, the aver
age wages of 20 pesetas per day mentioned by Senor 
Areilza, actually amount to half that figure. Even so, 
there are many wages which are much lower, since the 
Ambassador quotes the higher wages as average. The 
Ambassador’s statement that the working prisoners 
are also allocated 1,600 pesetas monthly each for a per
sonal fund, is completely incorrect. This has never ex
isted. In fact, the wages consisting of the 20 pesetas 
or less per day are partly paid to the prisoner and 
partly allocated at the rate of 18 to 20 per cent of the 
total to a personal savings fund. Thus nothing is paid 
in addition to the wages. As well as employed in the 
workshops, some of us work as painters, bricklayers, 
carpenters, and also in the prison farm. With the ex
ception of those working in the farm (4 workers), who 
arc paid 16 pesetas daily or 5 pesetas per day for tem
porary work during sowing, harvesting, and so on, the 
prisoners have no fixed wages. Thus the painters were 
paid some 1.50 pesetas per day for painting the prison 
buildings and residences of prison officials and their 
families. The gardeners are paid 15 pesetas per month.

Exploitation of Labor
The statement of Senor Areilza that the prisoners 

ejnoy the same benefits as those legally enjoyed by 
Spanish workers, poor as these are anyway, does not 
correspond to the truth. Very few of the prisoners are 
covered by the simplest social insurance, and those who 
are covered have to pay 7.2 per cent of their wages to
wards it. The conditions in this respect are so bad that 
even the Vertical Syndicates (Trade Unions) organ
ized, controlled and staffed by the government itself, 
were obliged to request the authorities to respect our 
rights. The November, 1959, issue of the journal Boletin 
de Madera y Corcho (Wood and Cork Bulletin) reported 
the proceedings of the Conference of the Central So
cial Security Department of the National Syndicates 
held in September 10-12, 1959. This included the follow
ing resolution: “Request again that all the work car
ried out in prisons be covered by labor legislation and 
the workers taking part in it to be included in social 
security schemes.”

Furthermore, it is not true that all the workers arc 
allowed to work and thus benefit from the Redemption 
Through Work regulations. The Redemption Agency 
issued a circular dated March 30, 1958, stating that 
prisoners who were originally condemned to death and 
whose sentences were later commuted to 30 years of 
imprisonment, cannot benefit from the Redemption 
regulation. Only prisoners whose sentences were com
muted before that date still benefit from the Redemp
tion. The effect of this regulation can be judged from 
the following figures. Of the 151 prisoneers here whose
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death sentences have been commuted, only 30 benefit 
from the reprieve. Neither does the reprieve apply to 
those sentenced a second time. Since those with com
muted death sentences and those who persisted in their 
opposition to the Franco regime are numerous amongst 
us, the benefits of the Redemption Through Work only 
apply to few.

Of the total number of 399 political prisoners |at 
this particular prison 1 only 235 are employed in the 
workshops.

Sanitation and Health
The sanitation in the prison, despite Senor Areilza’s 

assertions, is very bad, and so is the attitude of the 
authorities to this most important question. The neg
lected state under which we had to live until recently 
is clearly demonstrated by the fact that up to the spring 
of 1959 we had no drinking water inside the prison. In 
the past, practically all the prisoners had suffered from 
epidemic infections of the digestive organs owing to 
the bad water they had to drink. When chronic gastritis 
and other colon bacillary diseases were followed by 
paratyphoid, the dangerous situation forced the au
thorities to take note of our constant complaints and to 
lay drinking water mains from the city of Burgos to 
the prison. This measure soon reduced all the infections 
of the digestive organs and halted the paratyphoid 
cases, which were inclined to spread.

A whole book would be needed to describe the sani
tary conditions under which we had to live during over 
20 years of imprisonment. We shall only quote a few 
facts. First we should like to note that Doctor Gustavo 
Ceballos, who was throughout the period of dictatorship 
up to April, 1959, the official Medical Officer of the pris
on, always placed his hatred of democrats above his 
professional obligations, considering us as his political 
enemies instead of patients. This is the only possible 
explanation for the typical cases we quote below.

The Neglected Ones
Eduardo Delgado died of pernicious anemia in 

1947. For a long time during his illness the Medical 
Officer would not attend him. Finally he was taken to 
hospital in a most serious condition and died shortly 
afterwards. Alfredo Casaprima suffered under similar 
terrible negligence and died in hospital from euremia.

Bartolome Mendoza Caballero, who was suffering 
from a serious stomach and liver disease, remained for 
a long time in the prison infirmary. Afflicted by haema- 
temesis, he was transferred to the Provincial Hospital, 
but on request of Dr. Ceballos, he again returned to the 
prison infirmary, although he was still in a convalescent 
state. Shortly afterwards he was caught washing out 
his handkerchief at the time of the roll call, expelled 
from the infirmary and punished. Shortly afterwards 
he had another attack of haematemesis. returned to the 
infirmary in a grave condition and died there a few 
days later.

Manuel Tey Regueria entered the infirmary in an 
advanced stage of tuberculosis but was refused by the 
Medical Officer permission to be transferred to the Pris
on of Consumptives in Cuellar. He also died later in the 
infirmary, completely neglected by everybody. Fran
cisco Sidaller was gravely ill and was admitted to Ward 
14 attached to the infirmary, but he was not attended 
at all and died shortly afterwards completely uncared 
for. Joaquin Aransaz Raso entered the prison in a se-
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The Case of Damian Eeuder Llado
(T hirteen mon arrested  a t random were tortured 

by Franco police for sinking a hym n; here follows 
the statem ent of one of them.)

On May 19th last, I was in the concert hall on 
the occasion of a concert organized in tribute to [the 
poet] M aragall . . . when, at the end of the per
formance. there were some disturbances on the p a rt 
of the public, who wanted to  sing El Cant de Senyern 
[C atalan N ational H ym n]. When 1 tried to  leave the 
Jiall—having taken no part in these disturbances—I 
was arrested by the police, who ignored the rem arks 
of a priest who was try ing to protect me. From there 
1 was taken to police headquarters, where all the 
objects and documents I had in my possession hud to 
be handed over.

A fter a brief interrogation, they began to h it 
me on the face and other parts  of the body. Then they 
brought into the  same room Ignacio E spar whom they 
brutally  struck for some 4 minutes in my presence. 
When they had finished beating Espar. the policeman, 
referring  to me, said tha t “ we haven’t  beaten him 
yet,” and form ing a circle around me began to insult 
me and to strike  me again most brutally, with very 
hard blows on various parts  of the body—repeated 
kicks in the testicles, punching my nose, causing it 
to  bleed, and strik ing  various parts  of the body.

Furtherm ore, the officer who had beaten me with 
g rea test ferocity wiped the blood from his hands on 
my jacket. 1 was then taken to  the cell and kept there 
until the night of the 21st, when I was set free, 
having had to pay a fine of 1,500 pesetas [$25].

(No charges were laid against any of the 13 men. 
Their cases are neither isolated, nor are  the in
dignities inflicted on them  exceptional.)

rious condition due to the tortures inflicted by the po
litical police. Dr. Ceballos refused to render him any 
medical attention on the grounds that he was a political 
enemy; he prevented the required operation that was 
needed and only after numerous requests by his rela
tives was he transferred to the Yeserias Prison in 
Madrid and duly operated on.

Rafael Garcia Rubio, suffering from asthma and 
diabetes, was not attended by the Medical Officer or 
given the required medicines. One night he lost con
sciousness and died twelve days later without regaining 
consciousness. It was Dr. Ceballos’ practice not to admit 
anyone into the infirmary until they were about to die.

Since the arrival in April, 1959, of Dr. Luis Escri- 
bano, the new official Medcal Officer, things have im
proved. Dr. Escribano takes interest in the sick and the 
sanitary conditions of the prison. We have found out 
that he has recently dispatched a long memorandum 
to the Directorate General of Prisons, indicating the 
bad sanitary conditions existing here and requesting 
their complete reorganization and in the first place the 
improvement of the infirmary.

It is noteworthy to mention from this memorandum 
that owing to the prolonged imprisonment of the- ma
jority of the political prisoners, who have spent 10, 15, 
18 and 20 years in prison, many of them suffer from 
profound psychosomatic disturbances which should be 
considered as chronic and important illnesses. Probably 
all of us come into this category in some degree or 
other.
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Other points should be mentioned to illustrate the 
bad sanitary conditions in the prison:
(a) Only a small portion of the required medicines is 

provided by the prison authorities. The patients, 
their relations or friends have to buy most of the 
medicines, especially the more expensive ones.

(b) The services of the medical specialists required 
are not provided officially and we have to pay a 
certain amount if we need them. We must point out 
that thanks to the humane and disinterested atten
tion paid to us by specialists in the city of Burgos, 
including the occulist Dr. Urraca, we have had the 
required indispensible services of specialists in se
rious cases. We should also like to draw attention 
and express our gratitude to the personnel of the 
Burgos Provincial Hospital and particularly to the 
surgeon Dr. Mateo and the former director of the 
hospital Dr. Vara, who were always ready when 
requested to attend us with utmost consideration.

(c) The X-Ray apparatus installed in 1955 has hardly* 
been used and is out of order. Dr. Escribano is try
ing to improve this service.

(d) Wards Nos. 9 and 10 adjacent to the infirmary, 
lack the most primitive amenities. They have a ce
ment floor and no proper ceiling. They have no 
toilets worthy of their name, neither do they have 
any heating. A brazier was made for the prisoners 
out of an old oil drum in an attempt to keep the 
winter cold out.

(e) In the infirmary annex for old people there are 15 
comrades of ours whose ages vary from 60 to 70 
and who have been in prison between 12 and 15 
years. Their health is broken. They receive 18 
pesetas per day for their nourishment, but they re
quire another 300 to 400 pesetas per month to lead 
a decent life, and this they must find themselves.

(f) The infirmary bankets and mattresses are never 
disinfected or washed. The disinfecting chamber 
has been out of order since 1949.

When a patient dies or is discharged, his blankets 
and mattress are aired on a tree in the inner yard for 
several hours. There is no need to stress the danger of 
infection for the person who has to occupy the vacated 
bed, or the lack of any hygiene whatsoever. In his 
memorandum to the Directorate General of Prisons, Dr. 
Escribano requests at least 50 “Flex” mattresses to 
cover the most urgent requirements. Even in order to 
obtain clean sheets, the prisoners had to wage most 
determined battles.

If we add to the many defects already quoted the 
most important, that the food in the infirmary does not 
meet the minimum requirements of patients, or the 
special nutrition necessary in certain cases, an exact 
idea of the actual conditions in the prison wll be ob
tained, as opposed to the glowing picture painted by 
Senor Areilza.

The Number of Prisoners
Finally, we should like to clarify an important ques

tion which has been misrepresented in Sefior Areilza’s 
letter. He says that the Spanish prison population on 
June 1, 1959, amounted to 14,875, of which 860 were 
condemned for “crimes” against the State. Next he com
pares these figures with those of the period of 1935-36 
at the time of the Republic when there were 34,526 pris
oners, including 15,000 political prisoners. He does not 
mention, however, nor does the Minister of Justice
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when they quote these figures, that the people who 
were then imprisoned, until the democratic parties won 
the elections to the Chamber of Deputies on February 
16, 1936, included many of those who are now in this 
prison, since the political prisoners then included work
ers and peasants who took part in the strikes of 1934 
against the forces of reaction which then controlled the 
government.

Moreover, those who persecuted the people then are 
still persecuting them now, since in the repressions of 
those days the principal part was played by General 
Franco, and Generals Camilo, Alonso, Pablo Martin 
Alonso and others. This clarification shows that the 
number of political prisoners in 1935-36 and on June 1, 
1959 both point to the constant persecution of Spanish 
liberals and democrats by those who now are in power 
and who try to prevent by violent means the exercise 
of any freedom in Spain.

These are some of the most essential facts concern
ing our present conditions. We could have added an ac
count of our tragic lives during these long and painful 
years, of the suffering of our families and of our own 
suffering. We could have sent you a long list of the 
comrades of ours who were shot, of those who died of 
starvation and sickness in the last 20 years. We could 
have described to you the tortures, the moral oppres
sions and humiliations the persecutions, the constant 
attacks on our conscience and human dignity.

We shall refrain from recalling all these painful 
memories which will accompany us to the end of our 
days, since these years of imprisonment, of bitter ex
perience, have overshadowed everything else in our 
lives. We were young when we entered Franco’s jails 
and now we arc middle-aged and getting old.

We have wasted here years of our lives and aspira
tions. But we are not imbued wth hatred or a desire of 
vengeance. We arc not striving to settle accounts. 
Neither do we complain of the past. These are histori
cal facts which cannot be altered and we arc more than 
compensated by having lived with dignity and having 
maintained unconqucred, our courage and our ideals.

Our greatest desire at present is to contribute by 
our actions and our strength to the ending of the spirit 
of the civil war, of hatred and bitterness, by establish
ing national co-existence and understanding, saving 
Spain and its younger generation from the destruction 
of the past, from fraticidal war which should serve as 
a historical lesson to end the use of violence as a means 
to achieve political and social ends.

We desire from the bottom of our hearts, most sin
cerely and profoundly that Spain, having achieved the 
reconciliation of her sons, should adopt the civilized 
and democratic principle of respecting the most varied 
opinions. We wish with the fervor of those who have so 
generously sacrificed so much for such a noble cause, 
that Spain becomes a prosperous and happy land on the 
path of democratic development.

There is a deep contradiction between our descrip
tion of our conditions, of who we are and what are our 
aspirations, and that outlined by Seiior Areilza and in 
fact by General Franco’s government. Who is telling 
the truth? Who is right?

These questions can be easily settled. We, the politi
cal prisoners in the Central Prison in Burgos, request 
in the name of all the Spanish political prisoners, that 
International Commissions of the United Nations, or

12

the Economic and Social Council, or the League of the 
Rights of Man, or the International Association of 
Lawyers, or Doctors, or the International Red Cross, 
or the International Association of Journalists, or any 
other responsible and reputable organization, should be 
allowed by General Franco’s government to visit the 
prison, speak to us freely and find out the truth for 
themselves.

By allowing this, General Franco will show that he 
has nothing to hide. In fact, he does not do it because 
he wants to hide from the outside world what is hap
pening here.

In conclusion, we should like to beg you, Rev. Owens, 
that at the same time as you transmit this letter to the 
Spanish Ambassador, Seiior Areilza, you send it to 
newspapers and journals, organizations and individuals 
both in the United States and other countries who are 
interested in our conditions and those of our relatives.

We especially request you and all our friends to ex
ert pressure on General Franco’s government in order 
to obtain permission for an International Commission 
to visit the Burgos Prison and other prisons where 
there are political prisoners so as to make known the 
truth of our conditions.

We beg you, our friends in the United States and 
other countries, to support to the utmost the noble and 
just demand for an amnesty for all Spanish political 
prisoners and exiles.

Yours sincerely.
The Political Prisoners of the 
Central Prison in Burgos

Editorial Postscrip t: A sw eet little  old lady in a New 
Y orker cartoon a few years ago asked a travel ag en t: 
"Would you be kind enough to tell me which dictators we’re 
friendly w ith?” Franco would have topped the list. Ilis  re 
gime is an Unholy Trinity of church, s ta te  and arm y.

Lawrence Fernsworth wrote in his book. Spain's S tru g 
gle for Freedom, th a t " I t was the grea test and most d is
illusioning shock of my life when I was obliged, on the 
evidence, to conclude th a t the Jesu it publicists had s tan d 
ards of devotion to truthfulness which were different from 
those I had been taught to  respect." Recently over 300 
priests sent a le tte r to their bishops protesting Church sup
port of the present Spanish governm ent’s violation of fun
damental human rights. Several bishops rebuked the priests 
for their “imprudence.”

In his 1953 S tate  of the Union message. President Eisen
hower said : “ We shall never acquiesce in the enslavem ent 
of any people in order to purchase fancied gains for ou r
selves.” Later th a t year, nonetheless, the U.S. entered into 
a military-economic pact with Spain, by which we have 
poured millions into the dictatorship. An attorney, back 
from Spain, told the Realist that every foreign correspon
dent he spoke to there said tha t Franco wouldn't last a day 
without American money behind him. Not only our govern
ment aid. but private investment, too: Soronv Oil, U.S. 
Steel. Coca-Cola, Goodyear Rubber, National City Hank, 
Hilton Hotels—they’re all there—thriving, while human be
ings rot away.

A letter was smuggled out of a Spanish prison and sen t 
to Life magazine, pleading that "it is not enough to cap ture  
the superficial picturesqueness of bullfights or Holy Week 
processions . . . beneath the veneer of an apparent nor
mality, achieved by the massive use of coercive measures. 
Mica] the suppressed anger of an entire people." The le tter 
w asn’t printed.

The Committee for a Democratic Spain, P.O. Rox 159, 
Cathedral Station. N. Y. 25, N. Y, has been formed; they 
will publish a monthly new sletter, Spain Today, at S3 a 
year . . . sans bullfights or Holy Week processions.
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even if  you never see another movie, 
please don't reveal the ending of . , ,

D C ¥ f  U  i f  A  
6r  & h w m  i

(As the opening credits roll across the screen, the 
voice of Fabian is heard, singing Steve Allen’s lovely 
lyrics to D im itri Tiomkin’s  haunting melody, “Psy- 
chita’s Theme.”)

Cling to me, my darling nymphet 
Like I'm a rock, and you’re a limpet.
Your charm could fill the missile gap. li’l Psychita, 
Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh
You arc even sweeter than apple ci-ceder, 
Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh
So tell me, dearest one, no matter what 
The weather.
That clouds up above 
Won’t darken our love,
And we’ll have a lifetime of puberty,
Together.

/ The scene: An aerial view of a highway. Pan over 
to neon sign reading ”Mom ami Dad’s Motel.” Cut to 
■motel office. Mom and Dad, played by Robert and 
Loretta Young, are sitting and talking.)

MOM: Ever since they built that new highway a 
year ago, our business has been falling off something 
awful.

DAD: And we can’t always depend on Humbert 
Shmumbcrt in Cabin 5. Do you realize that he’s been 
our only guest for the entire past year? Let’s face it, 
he’s not going to stay at our motel forever. What hap
pens to us when he decides to go?

MOM: Well, frankly, dear. I’ll breathe a sigh of re
lief. I don’t like all the time that our daughter has been 
spending with Mr. Shmumbert. It’s not right. It’s not 
healthy.

DAD: You’re worried about Humbert Shmumbert? 
Why, that harmless fellow is no more lecherous than I 
am. And besides, Psychita’s too young for him. She’s 
only a child. What could a middle-aged man possibly 
see in her?

(Cut to fidl view of outside of cabin. Close-up of 
door, showing number .5 Cut to interior. Music: 
‘‘Psychita’s Theme.” Psychita. played by Evelyn Rudie, 
stands in front of a rumpled bed, wearing only panties, 
a half-slip and a brassiere. She is thirteen, going on 
fourteen.)

PSYCHITA: Humbert, will you please come help 
me fasten this darned old bra.

(Humbert Shmumbert, played by Oscar Levant, en
ters from bathroom, buttoning his shirt. He is forty- 
seven, going on forty-eight.)

HUMBERT: I don’t see why you have to wear one 
of these things anyway. (Helping her.) Your breast- 
buds have barely begun to grow.

PSYCHITA: I know, but Mom saw this advertise
ment for Tecnform, and it says, “The understanding 
mother now buys her daughter’s first bra, whether or 
not she needs it physically.” It’s supposed to give me 
poise or something. It even expands as I develop. The 
ad says they sell it at all “understanding stores.”

HUMBERT: Alas, the trend along Madison Avenue 
is becoming increasingly anthropomorphic.

PSYCHITA: Oh, stop showing off all the time with
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those big words, willya, please.
HUMBERT: God, I just adore you to pieces when 

you become perturbed like that.
PSYCHITA: You can let go of my brassiere now. I 

have to do my Algebra homework.
(Fade in to highway scene. Cars rolling along. Close 

iti on car being driven by beautiful woman, Janet Vic
tim, played by Tony Curtis. Close-up of the scat next 
to her, empty except for a paper bag, stuffed with 
$40,000. Janet’s thoughts can be heard as she makes 
driving grimaces.)

JANET’S VOICE: I’m a thief, that's what I am. 
If only I could tell somebody and unburden my con
science. But how could anyone ever sympathize with a 
common ordinary thief? Why, they might just as well 
—they might just as well identify with—with a pedo- 
philiac! . . . Hmmmm. it’s starting to rain. (Starts to 
rain.) I’d better pull up at a motel for the night

(Cut to Mom and Dad’s Motel. Janet’s car pulls up. 
Cut to interior of motel office. Dad is reading the paper. 
Mom is sewing. Psychita is doing her Algebra home
work. Humbert is twiddling his thumbs. Janet Victim 
enters.)

JANET: Oh, hello there. I wonder if I could have 
a room for tonight.

MOM: Surely. Just sign the book there.
(Close-up of Janet’s hand signing registry book: 

“Janet Pseudonym, Thief River Falls, M inn”)
DAD: Nasty night for driving.
PSYCHITA: Two x  equals y plus one.
HUMBERT: I’ll help you with your luggage (looks 

at registry book). Miss Pseudonym.
JANET: Oh—yes. Thank you.
<Humbert takes her suitcase. Janet carries the pa

per bag full of money herself. Cut to outside shot, show
ing Psychita standing on motel office porch, as Humbert 
and Janet enter Cabin. Close in on door, showing num
ber 4. Cut to interior of Cabin 4.)

JANET: I would like very much to confide in you, 
Mr. Shmumbert.

HUMBERT: Call me Humbert. Tell me, do you have 
any pictures of yourself when you were a little girl— 
perhaps at the age of twelve?

JANET: No, I'm sorry, I don’t. Listen, I’ve stolen 
some money.

HUMBERT: Oh, that’s too bad. You don’t  happen 
to have a younger sister, do you?

JANET: No, I’m sorry, I don't. I think it’s forty 
thousand dollars.

HUMBERT: Perchance you have some young fe
male cousins?

JANET: No, I’m sorry, I don’t. Would you help me 
count the money, please?

(Cut to outside, of motel office. Psychita is still 
standing on the porch. Cut to interior. M m is still 
sewing, and Dad is still reading. Close in on clock over 
the desk. As if  to indicate the passage of time, the 
hands move from 8 o’clock to 9 o'clock within two sec
onds.)

DAD: There goes that crazy clock acting up again.
MOM: Yes, we really ought to have it fixed one of 

these days.
(Cut to outside of motel office. Follow direction of 

Psychita’s eyes to Cabin 4. as Humbert leaves i t  and 
returns to his own cabin. Cut back to close-up of Psy- 
chita’s face. Her eyes harden with anger. Through tight 
lips, she speaks.)
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PSYCHITA: Why, that no-good, two-timing, dirtv- 
rotten, double-crossing fink!

(Cut to interior of Cabin 4- Janet is just stepping 
into shower. She smiles when she sees what brand of 
soap is there. She lathers herself up, smiling a toothy 
smile all the while. Suddenly, the shower curtains part. 
Standing there is Psychita, large butcher knife in hand. 
Music: “PsychHa's Theme." Janet stops smiting.)

PSYCHITA: For the first time in your life, feel 
really dead.

(Psychita wields the weapon over and over again. 
Camera achieves montage-in-motion effect by series of 
quick cuts: to knife, to Janet's arm, to knife, to look of 
horror on Janet's face, to knife, to Janet's thigh, to 
knife, to look of vengeance on Psych it u's face, to knife, 
to Janet’s chest—very important in this scene to show 
all that violence but no nipples. Cut to interior of motel 
office. Mom and Dad are sitting and talking.)

DAD: Nothing exciting ever happens around here.
MOM: Why don’t you see if there’s anything good 

on TV?
DAD: I guess I’ll go put on one of those stupid 

family situation comedies — but you never see them 
watching television.

(A moment after Dad exits, Psychita walks in, un
noticed by Mom. She stands there, dripping blood.)

PSYCHITA: Mom, I have to talk to you. Some
thing has just happened which is going to change my 
whole life.

MOM: Why, of course, dear. I feel sorry for girls 
who can’t go to their mothers for frank talks. Thank 
goodness you and I have never been embarrassed with 
each other. I can make it all sound so simple and easy 
and natural that you’ll get over your nervousness in a 
hurry. You’ll feel sure, secure, safe. Nothing can show, 
no one can know. I’ll tell you the nicer way.

PSYCHITA: I know all that jazz, Mom. No odor, 
no chafing, no binding. “Don’t be an outsider,” the 
Tampax ad says. Hut what I’m trying to tell you is—

(Humbert bursts into the room.)
HUMBERT: You must call the police! Right away! 

Someone has murdered Janet Pseudonym. Someone—  
(Sees Psychita, still dripping blood)—Psychita! You! 
How! Why!

PSYCHITA: Big man. you always use such big 
words, now look at you. I did it because of you, ya big 
lug. I saw how long you were in her cabin.

HUMBERT: But we were only counting the money 
she’d stolen. Forty thousand dollars in singles takes a 
lot of time to count. It’s not as if we were doing any
thing wrong, Psychita.

(Fade in on the office of Dr. Listen, a world-re- 
noivned psychiatrist, played by Sal Mineo. Mom and 
Dad sit in rapt attention as he speaks.)

DR. LISTEN: Well, the money was returned to 
Janet Victim’s employer, and Humbert Shmumbcrt is 
in prison on two counts: one. for impairing the morals 
of a minor; two, by witholding information from the 
police, as an accessory to an embezzler. But I’m sure 
that what you’re really interested in hearing about is 
Psychita. As you know, she’s been committeed here at 
State Hospital for an indefinite period of time, depend
ing on our final prognosis. We’ve tested her in every 
possible way, from the Stanford-Binet to the Rorshach, 
from the Multiphasic Personality Inventory to the The
matic Apperception Pictures, from sensorimotor co
ordination to encephalographical examination, from
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hypnosis to sodium pentothol. Basically, this is what 
we’ve uncovered. As in the case of any teenager. Psy
chita becames a product of her culture, which is, essen
tially, an imbroglio of romantically-oriented fantasmn- 
goria.

MOM AND DAD: Yes, Doctor.
DR. LISTEN: Her world was built of concepts de

rived not only from the two of you in your roles as 
parents, but she also most definitely internalized quite 
deeply the values imparted to her by movies, advicc- 
to-the-lovelorn columns, popular fiction, magazine ar
ticles, window displays, tabloid newspapers, and so on 
ad infinitum. Our civilization, through its various me
dia of mass communication, does everything it can to 
imbue its members—and teenagers are of course the 
most susceptible—with one of society’s pivotal para
doxes: that lust in and of itself is bad, but that it be
comes automatically transformed into love concomit
antly with the act of marriage.

MOM AND DAD: Of course, Doctor.
DR. LISTEN: Now then, the average teenage girl 

is able to accept this inconsistency by getting involved 
with the details of vicariousness—wearing lipstick, for 
example—but Psychita’s environment, you must real
ize, also included the motel which you both operate. A 
motel by its very nature is dedicated, to a very large 
extent, to the promulgation in actuality of the loveless 
lust which Psychita’s peers were able to rationalize 
through lustless (or puppy) love.

MOM AND DAD: Go on, Doctor.
DR. LISTEN: Well, when Humbert Shmumbert hap

pened to come along, Psychita was psychologically 
ready for him. She was also, unfortunately, keenly fit
ted to satisfy his particular perversion. For an entire 
year, then, they carried on a glorious—albeit aberrant 
—affair. And then, Janet Victim entered the picture. 
Psychita became, literally, insanely jealous. Her schizo
phrenic environment which I have described — com
bined with a predisposition resulting from certain 
hereditary factors—led her almost inevitably to com
mit her crime of passion.

MOM AND DAD: Certain hereditary factors, Doc
tor?

DR. LISTEN: Ah, yes. When you first adopted 
Psychita, it was thought advisable not to reveal to you 
the truth about her medical history. Now, however, the 
story can—nay, must—be told. Fifteen years ago, a 
psychotic by the name of Normal Bates was committed 
to this very institution. I shan’t go into the details of 
his particular split personality. Suffice it to say that 
Normal had a classical Oedipus complex. Whether or 
not we accept the orthodox Freudian doctrine of uni
versality is immaterial, for most of us do not kill our 
rival-fathers. To all intents and purposes, though, Nor
mal Bates did exactly that. He killed his mother—a 
divorcee—and her lover. The guilt and anguish he felt 
as a consequence of committing matricide toppled Nor
mal over the brink to the insanity toward which he had 
been heading all along. In order to convince himself, 
so to speak, that he had not killed his mother, he be
came her. Not constantly, mind you. Sometimes, he was 
himself. Other times, he was her. And still other times 
he was, simultaneously, both himself and his mother.

MOM AND DAD: But what does all this have to 
do with Psychita, Doctor?

DR. LISTEN: Well, you see, in some of the lower 
forms of life, there appears to be a gradual anatomical
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College Teacher in Mississippi
(Continued from Cover)

Actually I was, in effect, fired at the 
end of my sixth week. I was informed 
that my contract would not be re
newed the next year because “your 
continued employment might place us 
in a dangerous position with our con
stituency which supports us.” I was 
told this by the Dean of the institution 
at a meeting also attended by the Dean 
of Arts and Sciences and my depart
mental chairman.

The meeting had been scheduled at 
my request. I’d learned that a spy sys
tem was operating in my classes and 
that reports on my lectures had been 
received by the deans. When my chair
man mentioned to me that one of them 
had expressed concern about the con

tents of these reports, I requested the 
meeting since I felt the mere fact that 
the administration was taking cog
nizance of them was not in keeping 
with what one expects to find in a sup
posedly free American institution of 
higher learning.

The Promise 
Perhaps I was naive, but I had not 

expected this. I had believed promises 
that were made to me before I accepted 
the post. When I was interviewed by 
the Dean of Arts and Sciences the pre
vious April, I made my feelings on in
tegration quite clear. I was assured by 
the Dean that these views would pre
sent no difficulties as long as I did not 
go out of my way to bring up the race

issue. I agreed to this, but pointed out 
that I could see where such matters 
might arise contextually within 
courses, or that questions about per
sonal beliefs might be put to me, in 
which cases I could not see myself 
avoiding issues or hesitating to speak. 
/  was told by the Dean, that this was 
agreeable. I would not have accepted 
employment under any other circum
stances.

I kept my promise. The administra
tion did not keep theirs.

God’s Punishment
In the interim between my interview 

and arrival in September at the begin
ning of the academic year, Rose Bar
nett was elected Governor by an over
whelming majority. In his campaign, 
Barnett, who was the White Citizens 
Councils’ choice, stressed that “nig
gers” were made different because God

combining of the sexes. This is true, for example, in 
the ostracods, a group of shell-fish which actually re
produce their species by the process of self-impregna
tion. But this of course becomes rarer and rarer as we 
ascend the evolutionary scale. Nevertheless, it was dis
covered during a routine physical check-up of Normal 
Bates that he had a certain type of tumor known as 
the arrhenoblastoma, so named because it contains blas
todermic cells. The blastoderm is one of the basic 
membranes in an unborn child, from which all the 
organs of the fetal body develop. Now, even though 
Normal Bates' actual mother was dead, her personality 
remained alive in one half of his mind, while—logically 
enough—in the other half of his mind Normal’s  Oedi- 
pal desires likewise remained alive. And, although it 
has been a well-kept secret all these years, one night he 
shattered medical history.

MOM AND DAD: You mean?
DR. LISTEN: Yes. Normal Bates was a functional 

hermaphrodite. He was Psychita's father and mother, 
both. He was also, as it  were, her brother.

(Fade in on a room in  State Hospital, empty ex
cept for Psychita, sitting on a chair atid smiling wanly. 
She is holding a middle-aged-man doll. As the camera 
moves further and further away, her thoughts are still 
audible—accompanied by slow, muted music.)

PSYCHITA’S VOICE: So they think they’re get
ting even by keeping me here till I’m an adult, huh? 
Oh, sure, I’ll miss living a normal teen-age life. I’ll 
miss exerting a strong influence on family purchases 
from furniture to automobiles as well as commanding 
a sizable amount of disposable income on my own. I’ll 
miss being a member of a group that saved the movie 
industry, that buys 90% of all the single records sold 
and half the albums, that spends more on clothes than 
the average for the total population, that spends $300- 
million a year on cosmetics alone. Yes, I’ll miss being 
part of the $10-billion teen-age market. But I'll have 
the last laugh, society—because you haven’t gained an 
inmate—you’ve lost a consumer.

(The strains of “Psychita's Theme'’ become louder 
and louder, drowning out the sound of a child-like 
giggle.)
March-April 1961
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Rumors of the Month
Film producer Stanley Kramer has confessed 

that he paid an official of the National Space Agency 
to put a jacket on Ham, the astrochimp, with a 
message on the back, reading: “Go See Inherit the 
Wind.”

<] Edward It. Murrow, as the first official act 
•in his capacity as head of the U.S. Information 
Agency, has initiated a project called Radio Free 
Dixie.

Newly-appointed Postmaster Day has issued 
a new postal cancellation, which reads: “Pray for 
Separation of Church and State.”

<1 President Kennedy has asked for old bowling 
balls to be sent to Bedlow’s Island in order to con
struct a rosary for the Statue of Liberty.

<1 Richard M. Nixon, in a futile post-clcction- 
mox-tem gesture, telephoned long distance to Congress
men, asking that they vote affirmatively to give Negro 
Robert Weaver a Cabinet post.

<J Matinee idol-like Senator Barry Goldwater 
is going to make a movie for 18th Century Fox.

<3 The polling firm of Sindlinger & Co. has 
found that whereas 1,583,972 persons mentioned or 
discussed the murder of Patrice Lumumba during a 
two-week period in February, 20,465,397 mentioned or 
discussed the shooting of rock ’n roll singer Jackie 
Wilson.

Life Magazine has signed a contract giving 
them the exclusive publishing rights to a song lyric 
by Adolf Kichmann, entitled: “If I Knew You Were 
Coming, I'd Have Baked a Kike.”

q A leading automobile manufacturer has an
nounced that he will base an entire advertising cam
paign on the premise that his car was the only one 
which did not win anything in the Mobilgas Economy 
Run.

4J The U.S. State Department has broken off 
diplomatic relations with East Orange, New Jersey, 
because they cannot guarantee the safety of errant 
book-borrowers there.

«J The Pepsi-Cola Company is taking over 
sponsorship of the Peace Corps. They have already 
renamed it “International Sociables.” Applications 
from Jack Paar and Ed Sullivan have been turned 
down. Sullivan, incidentally—were he to appear on 
the Paar show—would have to pay himself only $320 
every Sunday night.
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wanted to punish them; therefore no 
“nigger” will ever enter a white Mis
sissippi school. Now, apparently, nei
ther can any mention of Negroes that 
does not support this viewpoint.

With Barnett Governor-elect, the 
school administration—some' of whose 
members have reputations as genuine 
liberals—retrenched. The new and irre
vocable position became that the insti
tution will at all costs be kept open 
during Barnett's four-year term, and 
anything that might antagonize him 
and his Citizens Council supporters 
must be avoided. Since a Mississippi 
Governor is constitutionally prevented 
from succeeding himself, perhaps then 
another Governor like J. P. Coleman, 
Barnett's predecessor, and a moderate 
—at least by Mississippi standards— 
will be elected. Thus I was told by the 
same Dean who made the agreement 
with me when I was interviewed, that 
“the academic freedom of an individual 
cannot be placed above the welfare of 
the entire institution.”

(There is, by the way, no question 
of my successor having to face the 
same problems. This was seen to in 
advance. The school placed an adver
tisement in a professional placement 
bulletin which concludes: applicants 
“must be in accord with the social cli
mate of the state.” In other words, a 
person must first hold a prescribed set 
of social—and within the context of 
conditions as they exist in Mississippi, 
therefore also political—views in order 
to be even considered eligible for em
ployment as a teacher in a public in
stitution.)

Never So Naive 
Up to the time I was fired, I had 

mentioned matters relative to Negroes 
on four occasions. I made accurate 
mental notes of what I'd said and the 
content surrounding it on each of the 
four. (I felt a certain repugnance about 
finding myself having to carefully note 
anything I'd said in my own classroom, 
but I was never so ‘naive’ as not to 
realize the atmosphere in Mississippi 
is such that when one mentions any
thing relative to Negroes, this is the 
‘safe thing’ to do.) Interestingly, only 
one of the four instances touched on 
the integration issue at all.

Before I relate the four, since they 
indicate the absurd lengths to which 
fear of ‘controversy’ has been carried, 
let me give the background, first as to 
why a ‘liberal,’ such as I regard myself, 
would accept a post at a segregated 
Mississippi institution, and secondly 
how I originally learned of the exist
ence of the spy system. (Spying works 
two ways and, as it turned out. I had 
mine too—a sort of ‘non-commissioned 
counter-intelligence agent.’)

The Background 
My field is Broadcasting, specifically 

educational television (ETV) in which 
I’d spent the previous two-and-a-half 
years as a producer-director at a uni-
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versity-operated midwestern station. 
One of my superiors there told me that 
a former classmate of his, now a 
Speech department chairman at a Mis
sissippi school, had an opening on his 
staff for an assistant professor in, and 
director of, Radio-TV.

The South is the region most active 
in ETV (an interesting paradox when 
one notes the regional per-capita edu
cational outlays), but Mississippi is 
one of the few Southern states not yet 
so. Thus it appeared probable they 
might be initiating some sort of TV 
operation. Since this school was the 
only one in the state offering a curricu
lum leading to a major in Radio-TV, 
it seemed a logical place for ETV to 
begin. Initial correspondence confirmed 
the possibilities of this, and 1 began 
seriously to consider the idea of going 
there.

But there were still doubts to re
solve surrounding the variance of my 
views with those prevailing among 
whites in the state. (A serious mistake 
often made even by the most liberal 
reporters and commentators is their 
constant references to the wishes, de
sires, etc., of the South. What they 
usually mean, of course, is the white 
South. To omit this important word 
only serves to validate the disenfran
chisement of the Southern Negro by 
Southern states. Yet this means ignor
ing what in Mississippi constitutes a 
group making up almost 50% of the 
population.)

I began to tell myself that running 
away from something solves nothing, 
and besides, even in Mississippi a col
lege or university must be an oasis of 
some enlightenment. Also, even though 
my resume listed among other affilia
tions implying ‘liberal,’ the American. 
Civil Liberties Union—an organization 
whose strong pro-integration stand I 
suspected made it almost as anathema 
as the NAACP—I ica# being consid
ered.

Cards On the Table
Still, I did not want to enter any

thing like this blind—especially after 
having read the previous ACLU re
port which stated legislative pressures 
were being effected against state insti
tutions to ferret out even hidden sup
porters of integration—so I asked for 
the interview.

As a result of the previously noted 
promise made at this meeting—plus the 
potential the job hold; a salary not 
bad even by Northern standards; and 
such ‘fringe benefits’ as a moving al
lowance, expenses and time-off to at
tend the two annual national educa
tional broadcasting conventions, and a 
faculty apartment in a soon-to-be- 
completed campus project at very low 
rent—I accepted the post.

I arrived in September, and for the 
first five weeks everything went 
smoothly—or so I thought until my 
spy made his report.

The Counterspy
Friday evening of the fifth week a 

student came to my house to speak to 
me about an “urgent matter.” He had 
been told about the classroom spies by 
someone who was involved, but who 
had no reason to believe that this stu
dent, who is himself a native Southern
er and an avowed segregationist, would 
come to see me about it.

(This was one of the big surprises 
the South held for me: many ardent 
segregationists, the race issue aside, 
can be pretty decent people. Although 
I'm afraid my own prejudices made me 
doubt this before I went there, I met 
too many white Southerners I can say 
this of. The answer to this apparent 
paradox probably lies in the well- 
known psychological phenomenon of 
compurtnwntalization. Thus a student 
who could condone segregation, found 
the existence of a classroom spy sys
tem so against other principles he held.

he felt he had to inform me as soon as 
he learned of it.)

“Preaching Integration”
This student was one of two in my 

classes who work for the same firm in 
town. Ilis employer hud just told him 
that he’d been receiving reports on 
what I’d been saying in class from the 
other student, that on the basis of two 
statements (third and fourth ‘inci
dents,’ below), he was convinced I was 
"preaching integration,” and was re
porting this to the administration. He 
said his employer also told him still 
other prominent people in town were 
receiving reports on everything I'd 
been telling my classes, and that this 
surveillance had been decided upon 
even before I arrived because it was 
known I am a New York Jew.

(Let me emphatically stress, how
ever, that I am positive the school’s 
subsequent actions were in no way in
fluenced by my being Jewish—though
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of course their decision to fire me was 
based on reports apparently resulting 
from suspicions aroused because of 
this.)

At the time, I didn't place too much 
credence in this student’s story. But I 
had to accept it as true in its entirety 
since three days later my chairman 
told me the student’s employer had 
called one of the deans and cited the 
same two remarks which the student 
said would be reported.

The Incidents
I relate the four ‘incidents’ now in 

their chronological order. At the meet
ing I learned from the Dean of Arts 
and Sciences that he had also received 
reports of the first two (though wheth
er in these cases it was directly from 
students, and or through townspeople, 
I do not know).

The first occurred in my Basic 
Speech class. On my very first day of 
teaching, a student delivered a brief

speech based on a magazine article sur
veying the integration scene. (Other 
faculty members who teach Speech— 
though not all—have avoided the ‘dan
gers’ inherent in such a situation by 
making “integration” the one topic on 
which students cannot speak.) Before 
I was able to call on the next speaker, 
a girl who was apparently aware of 
my Northern background suddenly 
asked whether I thought Negroes 
should be allowed to enter the school. 
I replied I had gone to school with Ne
groes for seven years and certainly I 
thought they should. (This brief reply 
was, of course, in complete accord with 
the agreement made at my interview 
with the dean.)

Questions of Turf 
The second mention of Negroes oc

curred in the same course. A girl de
livered a speech on juvenile gang out
breaks. Having been in New York City 
at their height the latter part of the
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previous summer, and having read fur
ther into the matter, among a number 
of clarifications I made was that, con
trary to what certain Southern Sena
tors have said, these were not racial 
conflicts, but revolved around questions 
of turf, the meaning of which I then 
explained—to wit, those street blocks 
which each gang considers its own in
violate territory.

(Regarding any question of rele
vancy—and teaching would become im
possible if we had to justify the rele
vance of every remark we made in 
class—a prime tenet of modern Speech 
theory is that content, especially ac
curacy of facts, is of paramount im
portance in any speech situation, and 
throughout the quarter I made such 
corrections or clarifications in innu
merable instances on speeches of every 
sort.)

“Negro Stations”
The third ‘incident’ arose in my Sur

vey of Radio-TV Programming course. 
In considering the various stations as 
distinguished on the basis of program
ming formats, I lectured on minority- 
appeal outlets including the so-called 
‘Negro stations.' 1 pointed out that 
many Negroes of higher socio-economic 
status tend to look down on these sta
tions since they play little but rhythm 
’n blues, and that since this is where 
an obviously disproportionate share of 
Negro buying power lies, this is a fac
tor advertisers and agency time-buyers 
should keep in mind. I said I based 
this both on what such Negroes I have 
personally known have told me, and on 
a long conversation I’d had with a 
leading Negro sociologist who recently 
published a report on Negx‘o listening 
habits and with whom I’d spoken at a 
convention last year.

(It was suggested to me by a ‘safe’ 
faculty member — in an atmosphere 
such as exists in Mississippi, one soon 
learns through the grapevine who is 
and isn’t ‘safe’ to talk with—that this 
may have been the cardinal sin: stat
ing that even though educated in the 
North, I’d spoken to Negi*oes as equals. 
Apparently the white South will not 
tolerate integration anywhere—even if 
it took place in the Midwest.)

Script Changes
Fourth, in enumerating examples of 

Broadcasting’s general hesitancy to 
deal with controversial material, 
among those I included (in both the 
above and my Introduction to Broad- 
casitng courses), was that where ra
cial incidents are depicted at all in 
dramatic form, they usually end up in
volving Mexicans or Indians rather 
than Negroes, in order to avoid offend
ing the white South.

I think it is obvious that both the 
last two ‘incidents’ concerned matters 
basic to any academic consideration of 
Broadcasting within the particular 
courses in which they occurred. There
fore, to have avoided them because of 
fear of possible repercussions would

not only have impinged on my aca
demic freedom as a teacher, but equal
ly important, would have been an abro
gation of the students’ rights and ex
pectations to be fully informed by an 
instructor about all relevant material.

Previous to the meeting with the 
deans, I had submitted a report to the 
administration through my chairman 
in which I outlined, among other 
things, a plan by which an educational 
radio station could be set up. Included 
in u list of potential programming 
courses was the National Association 
of Educational Broadcasters (NAEB) 
Tape Radio Network, a service sub
scribed to by the vast majority of edu
cational stations in operation. I was 
informed, however, that NAKB pro
gramming—much of which is origi
nated by Northern institutions—is “too 
controversial” and therefore I would 
be expected to look for and censor such 
materials! I told the Deans I found 
this on the same plane as bookburning, 
and informed them of my refusal to 
do so.

l’lay-it-Safe Warning
At the end of the meeting I stated 

my position that I did not believe their 
decision on contract renewal in any 
way abrogated the agreement made 
during my interview. I would continue 
to conduct my lectures in accordance 
with it, and include any materials I 
deemed pertinent as long as 1 remain
ed. To this the Dean replied that 
should any further such reports reach 
his attention, I could expect to be 
called to his office about them.

When I was not called in for the re
mainder of the Fall quarter—although 
I'm sure such reports continued to be 
received—I assumed this was an idle 
threat. I could not have been more 
wrong.

Shortly after return from the Christ
mas vacation and the beginning of the 
Winter quarter, Governor Barnett was 
due to be inaugurated and the State 
Legislature reconvened. After his in
auguration a committee had announced 
that an investigation would begin into 
the alleged teaching of “Communism, 
apostasy and integration” at state- 
supported institutions of higher learn- 
ning. While initially limited to one in
stitution, there was no doubt others 
would soon be involved, and when ours 
was reached, I would be among those 
called.

Needless to say, were I to testify 
that I was hired by school officials who 
had known my strong pro-integration- 
ist views, it would not have sat too 
well with the “red-neck” and Citizens 
Council members of the legislature 
who control the school’s purse-strings. 
In addition, it had long been rumored 
that Governor Barnett had promised, 
if elected, that he would try to oust the 
school's president, and this might have 
provided the perfect pretext on which 
to do so.

Thus, in a three-week period bc-
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tween the end of January and the mid
dle of February, I began to be hit with 
a series of complaints designed to raise 
questions in regard to my competence. 
(Somewhere, administrative wires must 
have been crossed, because at the same 
time a local clergyman, who had been 
one of my few confidants, had informed 
me that he’d met the Dean of Arts and 
Sciences at the end of January and 
had inquired of him about my situa
tion. The Dean told him that the school 
had regretted the decision to let me go 
since there had been only praise for 
my teaching. However, the adminis
tration felt that with the new Gover
nor, it was simply ‘too dangerous’ to 
keep me around.)

In other words, the purpose of the 
sudden series of harassment# was 
clearly an attempt to force my resig
nation—and it succeeded.

The Harassments
The first was a complaint concerning 

the high number of drop-outs in my 
basic Speech course during the Winter 
quarter. This had been due to my grad
ing which had averaged out to about 
a ‘D.’

On the basis of oral reading assign
ments, I would estimate that about half 
the students could have been considered 
‘functional illiterates’ (though it must 
be borne in mind this was only a sub
jective evaluation). Public address as
signments were characterized by the 
most commonplace ideas, faulty logic, 
mispronounciations of the grossest na
ture, a style seldom rising above the 
monosyllabic and featuring frequent 
confusion between prepositions such as 
for, of, from, os, at, to, etc., and as not 
atypical examples, confusion by two 
Juniors over the difference between is 
and arc, and ivas and were, and my 
shattering obliteration of another up
perclassman’s apparent life-long belief 
that the plural of man was mans.

Academic Standards
Yet although I had been told by my 

chairman on many occasions that 
maintenance of high academic stand
ards was not only proper, but badly 
needed, and that there would be no 
pressures to conform to any grading 
curve, he suddenly expressed his ‘grave 
concern’ over the drop-outs and their 
possible effect on future enrollments.

(I might note here my impression 
that the general academic level of the 
student body as a whole was low—con
siderably lower than that of the East
ern and Midwestern schools with which 
I was familiar. A number of students 
made no secret of the fact they were 
attending school in Mississippi because 
they couldn’t find Northern schools 
that would accept them, or because 
they had flunked out elsewhere.

(Yet in all fairness, I had an Intro

ductory Broadcasting section that was 
perhaps the eqbal of the best classes 
to be found at almost any school. The 
ability of at least a third of these stu
dents to express themselves on paper 
was extremely high, and I often found 
myself having to defend statements 
and interpretations made in lectures 
against questioning and arguments 
characterized by the keenest analysis 
and insights.

(But even here, I found a crib-ring 
had been organized after the quarter 
ended when one bright fellow handed 
in a report he had copied from an
other student—glaring errors and all— 
at the end of the term. In the true 
Southern tradition of Gentlemanly 
Honor and Conduct he was willing to 
spill all to save his own neck until I 
threw him out of the office, telling him 
the only thing I despised more than 
cheating was informing. Inquiries I 
later made of students whom I had 
confidence in revealed that about a 
third of the class had organized a book- 
report crib-ring. I asked for no names, 
of course, and was never able to dis
cover who they were.)

"Only a Weird Mind”
Because student popoulation reflects 

the high proportion of fundamentalists, 
and therefore the provincialism in
digenous to the area, discussion of 
race was not the only area considered 
‘controversial.’ Thus, the second com
plaint . . . my Chairman expressed 
his ‘deep concern’ over a report from 
two girls that they had been ‘offended’ 
by a lecture I had delivered on the use 
of motivational research and sexual 
symbolism in advertising. (One of the 
girls’ comments to me that ‘‘only a 
weird mind could even consider such 
things” and that "this Freud must 
have been pretty sick” were typical of 
the attitude of a student minority.)

Yet my Chairman had previously 
told me such complaints are frequent 
whenever materials dealing with sex 
arc introduced, such as Psychoanalyti
cal theory in Psychology, and that in 
fact frequent complaints were lodged 
against him when lie lectured on the 
phallic nature of Ancient Greek The
atre in his History of Drama course. 
He stated, however, that since the Ad
ministration was aware of what lies 
behind these complaints, they are never 
taken seriously, and therefore I should 
never feel under any pressures to avoid 
such materials. Yet as soon as the girls 
complained he called me in to express 
his ‘concern.’ (It should be noted no 
such complaints were l-cceived during 
the first quarter in either of the two 
sections where I'd previously given the 
same lecture.)

Memos and Campus Cops
The third ‘complaint’ consisted of a 

strongly worded memo addressed to 
myself and the student staff members

of the campus radio station threaten
ing to fire me if the campus police re
ported any further instances of care
lessness on the part of my students in 
locking the building and leaving via 
unauthorized exits after the station 
signed off at midnight. Carbons were 
sent to the deans.

Suffice it to state that it was shown 
beyond any doubt that my students 
were not the ones responsible. When 
I brought proof of this to the chair
man all he could do was smile weakly 
and say that this was to be expected 
since the campus cops often made such 
vague and unsubstantiated charges. 
This of course, raised the obvious ques
tion of why he had sent out a memo 
without checking in the first place.

The Final Straw
Then came the final straw. Two days 

later I received a letter from the Pres
ident stating that I would be dismissed 
immediately should there be any more 
complaints about my conduct. None of 
the previous ones were noted, but he 
did list a new one as an example: I 
had smoked, and permitted students to 
smoke, during classes. (With all these 
serious complaints this was the only 
one he would list!) Here he had me; 
the charge was true. But it had been 
true since I began in September, and 
with their spy system they must have 
been aware of it since that time. It 
was also true, according to my stu
dents, of about a fifth of the rest of 
the faculty. Now suddenly I was 
threatened with dismissal because of it.

Then ensued a series of letters in 
which I specified what the charges he 
had in mind were, and pointed out 
that three (including the mention of 
racial matters) were in complete ac
cord with what I had been told was 
proper and even desirable, and that 
the fourth was completely false. Not 
knowing what else the school might 
have in store for me, I offered a pro
test resignation which was accepted 
immediately.

Birth of an Article
I lost nothing by this. Ever since 

the meeting with the deans the fifth 
week, I had been in contact with vari
ous persons and organizations con
cerned with matters of academic free
dom and had been advised to write an 
article on my experiences. An official 
of an organization I’d made an ap
pointment with during Christmas had 
warned me the one thing I would have 
to watch out for above all was the 
very real possibility of a frame-up by 
the school in order to provide an ex
planation of their decision not to re
new my contract. Because of the in
cident I'm about to describe, I knew 
anything might happen next, and de
cided I'd better leave before any new 
and perhaps really serious charges 
were brought against me. As for the

18 The Realist
http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://vmw.ep.tc/reallst/24-25
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Number 24/25 - March/April 1961 - Page 19 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/reallst/24-25

Of Dolls and Dreams . . .  by Bob Margolin
Wool worth’s is now selling large 

Negro dolls which they have placed 
on their shelves alongside white 
dolls. Each row of dolls consists of 
alternating whites and Negroes. 
Both the white and Negro dolls look 
exactly the same, so it is my con
jecture that they were made from 
the same mold, using a different col
oring process. I feel, however, that 
this was an economic, rather than 
a physiological concession. Likewise, 
the dolls are attired in the same 
cute little dresses: different colored 
dresses for the white and Negro 
dolls, though.

'Hut, what with the picketing ttnd 
everything, there probably aren’t too 
many Negroes shopping in Wool* 
worth’s these days. And certainly no 
bigot, would buy a Negro doll for

his kid. Admittedly, children of 
middle-of-the-roaders might profit 
from playing with Negro dolls. Yet 
there is still a great untapped mar
ket: the manufacturers might start 
making life-size Negro dolls for lib
erals who give parties and don’t 
have any Negro friends. You simply 
buy a couple of these life-size Negro 
dolls, put drinks in their hands and 
stand them up by the blues-blasting 
stereo.

“Hey, what you got there. Mis
ter?”

“Nothing much, kid, just these 
little plastic models of the American 
Dream.”

“How much do they cost. Mister?”
“That depends, kid, how much you

got ? ”

> Legislature, they could read all about
it when this article was finally pub
lished.

At the faculty meeting prior to the 
opening of school in September, wo 
were warned by the President not to 
discuss the matter—then on the front 
pages of the state’s papers — of the 
Negro who had announced he would 
try to enter the school at registration. 
The President said he would do all the 
commenting and would “deal with the 
matter.”

The Frame-Up
The matter was very effectively 

“dealt with”—so effectively that it re
ceived national press and radio cover
age, and probably would have received 
even more had it not coincided with 
Khrushchev’s first visit.

This Negro, known throughout the 
community as a devoutly religious per
son who neither smokes nor drinks, 
was arrested for illegal possession of 
whiskey and reckless driving while still 
on campus, as he walked to his car 
after his admission reo.uest was turned 
down. This, despite the fact that ar
resting officers were never able to gain 
entrance to his car to make the plant! 
(Mississippi is the only ‘dry state’ left, 
ami so possession of liquor is illegal. 
Yet a substantial source of revenue is 
the bootleg tax imposed by the state on 

» illegal whiskey—an interesting insight
into general moral conditions as they 
prevail in the Magnolia State.)

Faculty Cowards
That this was a frame-up was uni

versally admitted—and proudly so by 
the more ardent racists. (The reasons 
for it were apparently twofold. First, 
if  this student ever tried to register 
again, he could be turned down on 
moral grounds because of his ‘criminal 
record.’ This would have avoided the
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inevitable Federal Court fight should 
he have been turned down fOr reasons 
of race, and the possible order for his 
admittance which would have meant 
Governor Barnett’s dosing down of 
perhaps the entire state-supported 
system of higher education. Secondly, 
it would serve as a warning to any 
other ‘uppity’ Negroes who might en
tertain similar ideas about entering 
'white men’s schools.’) Yet, despite the 
fact that all this was well known, albeit 
legally hearsay, not a single faculty 
voice was raised in protest!

Now, why do I relate all this, and 
what can be done about it? First and 
foremost, all this is Liking place in 
the United States—a country which 
proclaims its right to the moral lead
ership of a “free,” as opposed to a 
“totalitarian,” world. Obviously, when 
situations such as exist in Mississippi 
are allowed to continue within its 
borders, this claim is laid open to 
question.

The “what (if anything) can be 
done about it,” is far more complex.

Individual vs. Institution
As of now, all pressures on the state 

school system emanute from an ex
tremely vociferous and powerful racist 
right. No matter what the cost, the 
state school system will accede to any 
demands made by the Barnett admin
istration and its Citizens Council sup
porters. (As I was told at the meeting 
of the Deans: “The academic freedom 
of an individual cannot be placed above 
the welfare of the entire institution.”)

Thus, in October, a film presented to 
the state education department’s audio
visual library by the B’nai B’rith of 
Mississippi, which dealt with the prob
lems faced by a Polish family when it 
moved into a previously all Anglo- 
Proteslant neighborhood, was with

drawn after 94 showings. On the 94th 
it was seen by a White Citizens Coun
cil member of the state Senate who 
claimed it was full of XAACP propa
ganda.

Cancelled Speakers
In the past two years, scheduled 

speaking engagements of two out-of- 
slatc ministers were cancelled by the 
state institutions at which they were 
scheduled to speak l»eeause both were 
known to entertain pro-integration 
sympathies.

At the institution where I was em
ployed, a local clergyman was not in
vited to speak on campus for the first 
time in eight years, no doubt because 
of his known pro-integrationist views.

A scheduled appearance by the Dave 
Brubeck Quartet \Vas cancelled by two 
schools after it was learned that one 
of tlie members of his group was 
Negro.

Mississippi is the only state whose 
state-school athletic teams are pre
vented from meeting integrated teams 
even away from home. (This apparent
ly is a cause of discontent among 
athletes at the school I Liught at. Both 
the football and basketball teams are 
nationally ranked, and the basketball 
players especially, many of whom are 
from New York and New Jersey, could 
not undersLind why they were unable 
to participate in any of the national 
tournaments.)

D.A.R. Textbook Hounds
A state legislative committee is in

vestigating various textbooks used in 
state schools which have been attacked 
by the D.A.R. (One of the reasons 
cited for changing a text in my own 
department — admittedly an inferior 
one on many grounds—was that it con
tained pictures of integrated class
rooms. )

With Barnett in the next three years, 
things can only gel worse.

Therefore, effective counter-pressures 
must be exerted.

The first is one that already exists 
in large measure, but which must be 
intensified. Teachers and scholars look
ing for jobs must be made aware of 
the repressive atmosphere existing at 
such schools. (Even the researcher is 
not immune. One can never tell, as the 
Russian geneticists well know, when 
the ‘truth’ you are pursuing in your 
lab will suddenly take on important 
social and psychological ramifications 
for the state. Psychology, Sociology 
and Education professors in Mississip
pi will attest right now as to how diffi
cult it is to include previously-confirm
ed laboratory findings in their lectures 
which prove there arc no innate mental 
or social differences between Negroes 
and Caucasians. Remember: “niggers 
were made different . . .”)

Except the South
Already, “Situation Wanted” ads in
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various professional journals and place
ment bulletins frequently contain 
phrases such as “Will locate anywhere 
except South.” Also, it is a common 
practice for departmental chairmen at 
Northern institutions to attend South
ern regional academic meetings in or
der to lure away the best men remain
ing in the area. Thus the school where 
I taught, for example, has many posi
tions going unfilled, or staffed by per
sons who do not meet optimum require
ments—and accrediting associations are 
quite strict about the proportion of 
Ph.D.'s a faculty must maintain.

In other words, as the deplorable lack 
of academic freedom at these schools 
is made more widely known, few will 
accept the glib promises that I did, and 
the flow of academicians Southward 
will be further reduced. In addition, 
present faculty members will give sec
ond though to staying as they realize 
they will have to watch themselves 
even more, perhaps to an impossible 
degree, and resign.

The Rationalization
I find personally interesting the 

lengths to which many Northern ‘lib
erals’ and ‘moderates’ at such schools 
have gone in order to rationalize their 
remaining. What it usually amounts 
to is that their mere presence will, ap
parently thru some mystical osmotic 
process, influence or change the life
long prejudices held by the majority 
of the student body.

The process must be mystical and 
osmotic since such a person seldom ever 
ventures to perform u concrete act, or 
express views on anything ‘controver
sial,’ even where they are germane to 
his lectures. However, when you press, 
and ask him what good then can he pos
sibly be doing, he protests.

(And let me emphasize that it is he 
who f\rst insists that this ‘doing some 
good’ is one of his more important re? 
sons for remaining. He must believe 
this. Otherwise how can he live with 
himself when he secs half those around 
him constantly exploited and degraded, 
and one less than 30 miles away, 
lynched?)

Armchair Bravery
“Why, right in my office, in plain 

view where anybody can see it (!) I 
have a copy of The American Dilemma, 
you know, the one by Gunnar Myrdal— 
‘the Damn Swede’.” (Imagine that—a 
Professor has a book!)

Or, a more common retort: “Why I 
just called a kid in class on using the 
word ‘nigger.’ ” (Actually, it turns out 
he didn’t reprimand the student in 
class; instead he asked to sec him af
terward in the safety and privacy of 
his office where he told him, “We don’t 
uso naughty words like that in my 
class.”)
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Such ore the bold acts of the profes
sorial summer soldiers and the ]>eda- 
gogical sunshine patriots—and I never 
cease to be amazed at how a person can 
honestly convince himself that ft is 
thru such brazen displays of raw cour
age that he is reforming the South.

Hit ’Km in the Pocketbook
However, you can rationalize a situ

ation only so far, and then it becomes 
untenable. Thus, as qualified teachers 
become harder to attract or retain, 
schools will find an effective counter- 
pressure emanating from their accred
iting bodies, and a second from the 
sheer numerical lack of instructors to 
handle increases in student enroll
ments. Freshmen planning to enter the

Jimcrow Humor
The joke at Mississippi Southern 

College went like this: the NAACI* 
wants to integrate outer space, and 
their slogan is "A Coon to the Moon 
by June.”

teaching profession outside the state— 
as a large number do because of the 
unbelievably low salaries paid in the 
elementary and high schools—or stu
dents who pursue professional or grad
uate study, will become quite wary of 
entering any school not accredited. 
Since this would force their parents to 
send their children to distant institu
tions with resultant cost-increases, per
haps this might cause these parents to 
.start placing additional, opposite pres
sures, too.

Credence to the Myth
There is also a serious question in 

my mind as to whether schools such as 
the one where I taught can even be 
considered academically valid institu
tions of higher learning. The mere fact 
they lend credence to the immoral, su
perstitious, and scientifically unsound 
myth of racial inferiority by segregat
ing the races, is the basis for this.

In addition, it must be remembered 
that the right-wing racist quite often 
does not concern himself solely with 
questions of integration or other mat
ters pertaining to Negroes. He is usu
ally suspicious of, and therefore effects 
pressures against, any utterances ox- 
textbooks supporting, or even objec
tively treating, economic, social, his
torical, psychological and artistic theo
ries contrary to his own. Therefore, 
can schools which accede to his pres
sures claim they are valid institutions 
of higher learning, when such institu
tions are supposed to be at least theo
retically dedicated to promoting and 
supporting the free exploration and ex
position of ideas?

Another Pressure
Perhaps a step in the right direction 

was a bill introduced into the New 
York State Legislature which would 
have made it illegal for colleges or uni
versities chartered by the State Board 
of Regents to admit students on the 
basis of transcripts from racially seg
regated schools. That bill died in com
mittee. But should such bills be passed 
by New York and other Northern states 
with leading graduate and professional 
schools, such as Michigan, Ohio and 
Massachusetts, a further source of 
pressure would be exerted.

Also, ns experiences such us mine, 
and the general atmosphere pievailing 
at such schools, become more widely 
known, perhaps Northern Congressmen 
will give second thought to permitting 
Federal funds to be used for building 
construction, research grants and aca
demic expenditui-es at these institu
tions.

A Conscience Committee?
Even in Mississippi, with its recent 

past record of condoning the Till and 
Parker murders, such pressures might 
not go unnoticed. In 1955, despite the 
fact that he pointedly refused Citizens 
Council hacking, Governor Coleman 
v:us elected. Perhaps still respected 
voices within the state, such as Hodding 
Carter, William Faulkner, and even 
Coleman, might find the situation—not 
only us regurds schools, but generallj 
—becoming so bad that a sort of ‘con
science committee' might be formed as 
a source of counter-pressure.

(This may not be too far-fetched. 
Coleman, for example, in his final 
speech to the Legislature as Governor, 
warned against closing the state’s 
schools when integration comes, and of 
the tragic consequences that would re
sult.)

The Educated Bigots
Needless to state, a majority of 

faculty members—though not enough 
to adequately staff an institution—in
cluding native Southerners and the 
few Northerners who genuinely hold 
to the prevailing white Southern views, 
will not resign. (I wish the ‘moderates’ 
who mouth pious platitudes about how 
"education is the answer,” could sit in 
the faculty lounge, as I did on a num
ber of occasions, and listen to the ‘nig
ger jokes’ being told by staid profes
sors steeped in the rich traditions of 
their ‘liberal’ arts and other academic 
disciplines.)

The issue, I feel, is clear. The ‘racial 
question* cannot be considered sepa
rately, or be divorced, from such ques
tions as academic freedom and quality 
of education. The South must be made 
to clearly understand that it must get 
in step and accept not only the Four-

(Continued on Page 28)
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The Libido of a Conservative
by Garry Boldwater 
(as told to Herbert Swartz)

Backward
I am a politician, a United States Senator, and no

body knows better than I how periphrastic that is.
1 know America. It is a land of Conservatism. The 

trouble with our Conservatism is that we have espoused 
the theory of the conscience and failed to put into prac
tice the libido.

Conservative political philosophy rests on the truths 
of the past. Apply these to the present and we’ve got it. 
made. We must meet Communism with the past: with 
the wisdom of Hobbes aiul Burke and Plato. And if  that 
doesn’t work we shall go back even farther. ■

This book, then, is an attempt to show where the 
libido and the past must join forces.

Chapter I: Nag, Nag, Nag
The first thing we've got to oversome is the notion 

that Conservatives are not interested in people, as the 
Liberals charge. And right here is where the impor
tance of stressing the libido comes in. Has anyone ever 
heard of a libido having economic status or privilege? 
Of course not. Only people have libido. The libido of a 
Conservative is people. It is the Liberal who considers 
the materialism of a man. The Conservative looks at 
the whole man—his spirit. Keep man's spirit free, and 
his libido will bourgeon.

Thus the Conservative has no intention of making 
another man’s choices for him. This is why the Con
servative opposes raising Social Security. Let a man 
spend his earnings during his lifetime as he sees fit. If 
he goes to the races, so what? At least he had fun. His 
children can always take care of him in his old age.

The concern of the Conservative is with freedom, 
protecting it and making it grow. With increased libido 
and more horse racing, we can maximize freedom.

Chapter II: The Present Is Tense
The Conservative knows the problems of too much 

government. Our government is now the biggest gov
ernment in history and that’s dangerous to freedom. 
The government interferes too much in our lives. My 
aim is not to pass laws* but to repeal them. With fewer 
laws, there will be less government printing. The cost 
of running the federal government will decrease. I do 
not undertake to promote welfare, for I propose to ex
tend freedom.

As for the refusal of the courts to handle test cases, 
that seems an outmoted relic of the past. All past is 
good, but some parts are better than others.

Chapter III: Are States' Rights Left?
The cornerstone of the Republic—states’ rights—is 

being destroyed. Can freedom withstand this attack? 
Only. I say. if we look to states like Louisiana to show 
us examples of increased individual liberties when the 
states take over. Otherwise we shall fall victim to those 
scurrilous bureaucrats in Washington hatching up such 
schemes for slavery as unemployment compensation, 
urban redevelopment, better health and safety stand
ards. For, above all else, the diseased, the sick, the
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impoverished, the idle, the lame, and the halt, want 
freedom. This is their main concern.

There are certain things we must not forget about 
our states. They know their own problems best. The 
state governments are composed of and led by those 
friendly people you know and trust: the butcher with 
his thumb on the scale; the furniture dealer ordering 
his signs for next week’s fire sale; the school commit
teeman reading Peyton Place in the bathroom.

The federal government has no right to judge the 
performance of individual states as is being done by 
means of federal grants-in-aid and matching funds. 
This is political blackmail to get better roads, schools, 
hospitals and conservation methods. How much more 
in keeping with our Constitution, surely, if the states 
refused to accept these monies.

Chapter IV: Are Civil Rights Right?
The only rights a man has are those rights written 

down and given him in the law. Nowhere in the Consti
tution is the federal government given authority on 
education. In making the infamous Brown integration 
decision, the Supreme Court relied on the strength of 
the “equal protecton” clause of the Fourteenth Amend
ment. Error all the way, I maintain. That Amendment 
was strictly concerned with guaranteeing voting rights. 
That’s all “equal protection” is.

Now don’t get me wrong. I believe it is both wise 
and just for Negro children to attend the same schools 
as whites. To deny this opportunity would carry strong 
implications of inferiority. It’s merely separate sessions 
that I am urging. Two sets of schools would cost too 
much money.

Rut though we should disregard the Brown decision, 
let us not discard it. Some day, who knows, a state 
may decide to teach Russian in the public schools, and 
the case would be a very handy precedent for asserting 
federal control in education.

Chapter V: How You Gonna Keep Them Off the 
Farm—After They’ve Seen Parity . . .

The problem of the farmer is near and dear to all 
Conservatives. The solution: we must do away with all 
forms of subsidy instantly. Let the law of the market
place—supply and demand—take efTect. There are too 
many farmers producing too much, and this seems the 
only fair way to thin out the ranks.

It is indisputable that the foremost opponents of 
abolishing subsidies are the highway builders. They 
fear that once subsidies are abolished, there will be too 
many country folk walking, driving old wrecks, and 
generally clogging up the highways and interfering 
with road construction. They remember the last time.

The last subsidy given to each and every farmer, 
I propose, should be a helicopter. Then they can leave 
their homes without slowing down macadam progress.

Chapter VI: Some Things You 
Have To Make the Best of . . .

I’m for unionism, within its proper bounds. If we 
didn’t have unions, the alternative for achieving eco
nomic justice for the working man would be State So
cialism. So now that we’re in that box, let’s see how we 
can get out of it.

Let us abolish the power of unions to enforce in
dustry-wide bargaining. When a union enforces uni
form conditions throughout an industry, and the na
tion, it is comparable to State Socialism. A union should
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bargain with only one employer at a time. The dislo
cations that may result are meaningless. More strikes, 
for example, will help deplete those union treasuries 
which are too large anyway.

(The increased number of small employers who go 
bankrupt need not concern themselves with that stigma, 
however; they can always blame the union.)

As for union leaders, we all know how corrupt they 
are, so what difference would it make that with less 
power and finances they would be much more receptive 
to employer bribery?

Xo man should have to join a union. I just don’t be
lieve that non-union employees will freeload on the 
gains secured from an employer by the union. If he 
doesn’t want to join a union, the non-union employee 
can simply refuse the raise in pay. Or, accepting, he 
may join the union in gratitude— people so often pay 
for what they can otherwise get for nothing.

Chapter VII: Representation Without Taxation
Taxes are too high and the only way to cut them is 

to decrease federal spending. Get the government out 
of those spending areas where it has no business in the 1 
first place: social welfare, education, public housing, 
etc. Then establish a spending vacuum in those areas 
and some level of government or private institution or 
individual will come in and do the spending. Politics, 
like nature, abhors a vacuum. And if my thesis is 
wrong, we have nonetheless reduced taxes by cutting 
spending.

The particular trouble with our income tax system 
is that it is graduated. Each person should be asked to 
pay an equal percentage and no more. Rates should not 
rise merely because the amount of income is larger. 
Confiscatory tax rates in the higher income brackets 
have caused the exodus of motion picture stars to for
eign countries, resulting, therefore, in a serious culture 
depletion in our society, as well as the loss of the drive 
by the rich to make even more money, with the attend
ant turn of their attention to such uneconomic-growth 
matters as charity, and the spread of that horror, the 
expense account, which, by increasing the demand for 
food, supports parity.

Chapter VIII: The State of Welfare
There is no more confusing problem facing Con

servatives than the welfare state. Though of course 
it is illegal per se, the courts unfortunately haven’t 
shown any dispatch in telling us this. No matter, the 
Conservative knows in his heart that welfarism as pro
vided by the federal government must be erroneous. 
These affairs should be administered by local or state 
governments, or by private charitable institutions.

Yet, despite these indisputabe facts, it is precisely 
because of the welfare state (which is a creeping form 
of collectivism in its own right, and more insidious for 
being less obvious) that the Marxist, Socialist doctrines 
of the left could never gain a foothold in this country. 
So the problem is that if we liquidate the welfare state, 
we might be opening the door to the possible advent of 
open collectivism.

The only solution is an increase in private charity 
and a lot of hope. Let me assure my critics that I stead
fastly believe that my proposals for cutting taxes (see 
previous chapter), with the consequent lowering of al
lowable charitable deductions, would have little or no 
effect on the amounts donated to charity.
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Chapter IX: The Venus de Milo Syndrome
As I have said, natural or human rights are civil 

rights only if they are written down. Now you take the 
Fourteenth Amendment again, where a man’s “life, lib
erty, and property” are protected from deprivation by 
the state. So suppose the state wounded his arm. This 
isn’t his life, it isn’t his property (after all, where do 
you buy arms?) and, well, he's still free.

This is the reason I have continued to submit my 
“Arms for the States” legislation at every session of 
Congress.

As our founding fathers realized, the sum of its 
parts is always greater than, the whole. This is why the 
Russians might be willing to take on the United States 
—but Texas?—or California?—or New York? The 
mere idea gives Mr. Khrushchev the shakes. For my 
part, I’ll string along with the titans of statehood— 
such as Hague, Curley, Faubus, Long, Shivers—and 
take my chances.

Chapter X: Reactionary Progress
All good Conservatives agree that the threat posed 

by the Soviet Union is no laughing matter. Indeed, we 
have reached a time when Patrick Henry’s demand for 
liberty or death is at hand. It is this alternative which 
we may today bring to a climax.

My proposals include: limiting cultural exchange; 
granting foreign aid only to those countries which are 
actively pro-U.S.; stopping aid to satellite countries; 
doing away with negotiations with the Communists; 
forgetting disarmament; and supporting the U.N. only 
when it is in our national interest.

If these policies are adopted, the status quo will 
change posthaste. I daresay nobody will dispute that 
assertion. The need for revitalization of the libido, 
then, is obvious. For, as far as the immediate (if  you’ll 
pardon the expression) future is concerned, we will all 
either be dead, or free as the birds of Nirvana. In the 
event that we go, at least we’ll go happy.

INTERLANDI

“ I hate to charge, but you know w hat B arry Gold- 
w ater says—‘People s ta r t getting  things for nothing, 
they lose their initiative. . . ”
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Departm ent of Unintentional Satire
“Awareness of the danger is the first requisite . . . 

know your enemy . . . don’t provide protective colora
tion for subversive organizations by being an indis
criminate joiner. . .

—J. Edgar Hoover
About six months ago, a new reactionary youth 

group called “Young Americans for Freedom” was 
founded. YAF now claims to have over 21,000 members, 
with chapters on 115 college campuses.

This month. Senator Barry Goldwater was sched
uled to deliver a major address at a rally—the first 
annual national Young Americans for Freedom awards 
for Conservatism—with awards going to such stall- 
warts as Francis E. Walter, Chairman of the House 
Committee on Un-American Activities; Lewis L. 
Strauss, former Chairman of the Atomic Energy Com
mission; Herbert V. Kohler, President of The Kohler 
Company; George E. Sokolsky, Hearst syndicated col
umnist; and William F. Buckley, Jr., editor of National 
Review.

On October 2nd, 1960, Edrice Reynolds of Marietta, 
Georgia, wrote the following letter to the local office 
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation.

Gentlemen:
I am thinking of joining an organization called 

“Young Americans for Freedom.” I should appreciate 
any information you could give me on whether or not 
this organization is even remotely subversive or con
nected with any organization which is designed for the 
overthrow of the U.S. Government.

The address given was 343 Lexington Ave., New 
York. Thank you very much.

Very truly yours,
/ s /  Edrice Reynolds

She received the following reply.

UMTr.n yrATr.s departm ent  o r  justice

XUb Edrice Reynolds

M a r ie tta , oco rg i*

Dear H iss Reynolds-.

Thl* la  l -> acavpvledge r e ce ip t o f  your la t te r  
dated October i. ' .W .  vHereln you requested Inform ation  
cerK em lr* 'Tonne Americans fo r  freedom .'

r ie a se  be advised that by an n et o f  Cvngre**. 
thr f l i c s  o f  Uie fe d e r a l R in u i  o f  In v estig a tio n  are 
s t r i c t l y  c o n fid e n tia l .

You nay d e s ir e  to  w rite to  tSe United S ta les  
Attorney General. Vaa.Mr.gicn 2>, D. C ., A ttention: 
Subversive Control S ectio n .

Very t r u l y  y o u rs .

C. V.. VKKKS
Specia l Agent tr. Cn-r*e

What Mr. Weeks is Special Agent in Charge of, is 
also, apparently, strictly confidential.
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At any rate, Miss Reynolds then proceeded to write 
the following letter to the United States Attorney Gen
eral, Subversive Control Section.

Gentlemen:
I am thinking of joining an organization called 

“Young Americans for Freedom.” I should appreciate 
any information you could give me on whether or not 
this organization is even remotely subversive or con
nected with any organization which is designed to over
throw the U.S. Government.

The address given was 343 Lexington Ave., New 
York. It was mentioned in the magazine called National 
Review. Thank you very much.

Very truly yours,
/ s /  Edrice Reynolds

She received the following reply.

And that’s where the matter stands.
Wc can but suggest to Miss Reynolds—if she really 

wants to learn how to keep out of trouble—that she 
heed the words of Clyde Bedell, who wrote in the No
vember 28, 1960 issue of Advertising Age:

"There isn’t the slightest question but that every 
small or large corner-cutting device indulged in by 
business men is helping the Communists in their sav
age war-to-death with free America. . . .

“For over a year, I have been making an intensive 
study of Communism—and if all advertising men knew 
what I know, I am quite certain that every such man
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Out in Left Field Without a lial
by James Higgins

Paul Krassncr asked mo to try some
thing for the Realist. And put. a stand
ing head on it. (This standing head 
phrase shows right away I am in the 
newspaper game. In truth—which is 
something else—I am an editor of a 
morning daily in Pennsylvania, circu
lation class 35,000-50.000.) At first I 
thought of borrowing the wonderful 
legend from a signboard on the north 
side of Route 30 between Lancaster 
and York: “Jesus is Risen, He is Com
ing Again.” The sign is not far from 
the River Susquehanna, named for 
the Susquehannock Indians (later the 
Conestoga Indians), “least known t<> 
ethnologists . . . tall, aggressive and 
keen of mind.” In 1703 “a band of 
white rioters, known as the ‘Paxton 
Roys,’ inflamed by accounts of Indian 
depradations along the frontiers, broke 
into the Lancaster jail, where the Con
estoga had taken refuge, and destroyed 
all of them. With this massacre, the 
Susquehannock passed out of exist
ence.”

I am attempting to be clear at the 
outset. After that it doesn’t matter so 
much. What stopped me from lifting 
the Jesus stuff from the sign? Is it 
not a fitting tribute to the power of 
The Man? Something the women mur
muring among themselves around the 
well of a very early morning remarked 
with awe and satisfaction, smiles on 
their dark lips? Whattaman Jesus. 
Great Game Kid. Cut down in his 
prime by Pilate’s Paxton Boys.

The fact is, however, I no longer 
identify with Jesus. In my youth I 
very much overworked with my mother 
that line, “Woman, what have I to do 
with thee!” This usually followed 
strenuous efforts to explain to her why 
the two Jameses, Joyce and Farrell, 
were truly catholic writers. She 
couldn’t see them for dust. O’Casey she 
pitied, the poor lad, brought up a 
Protestant with never a chance to hear 
the Right Word it was no wonder his 
pencil went all askew. Later on, after

my father died, I felt at least the stir
rings of easier interest in my mother 
and some afTection. By this time I was 
married so was relatively safe, you 
might say. But Jesus. Long gone as un 
alter ego. If there is any rising to be 
done I prefer to lie all there myself.

I am a newspaperman who does not 
like the smell of ink. Or the paste that 
is sometimes used to mend tears in the 
great paper rolls on the presses. What 
I like is the smell of people. The smells. 
From various parts. Now I notice the 
higher a man goes in the newspaper 
game the more he puts into endeavors 
to disguise his smell. And the less

sniffing of others he docs. The gather
ings of the mighty, editors and pub
lishers, thereby take place in an atmos
phere of No-Smell. At least as far as 
the participants are concerned. They 
neither smell nor are smelled. By them
selves, that is. Of course the common 
odor emanating from the convention 
hall is one of the prime causes of urban 
air pollution. It will have to be put a 
stop to if the rest of us arc to have a 
fighting chance at. life. I call this odor 
Smug.

What I mean to say is: You can only 
air-condition within certain limits, be
yond which things get natural again. 
The newspapers are waging a dogged 
struggle to keep clean away from 
sweat. And the news magazines repre
sent a more desperate flight. If you 
notice, the paper is slicker; the im
pression more defined. One of the most 
refreshing bits of news from Cuba fqr 
me was that the compositors, linotype 
operators, stereotypers, pressmen and 
so forth were interfering with the 
printed stuff. Sticking their dirty fing

ernails into the inviolate Lie, which 
for so long had been the object of 
adoration. Mixing some body salt into 
it is what they were doing, as 1 see it. 
Fine. Footnote to each news item: The 
above is shit. There is a lot to be 
learned about the newspaper game 
from observing the various rules which 
insist that the mechanics do no more 
than follow copy. Wouldn’t it be a 
wonder, won’t it be, to see a guy at a 
linotype machine tapping out the lead 
with all his heart, since the letters ring 
true to him? Hey, he says, grinning, 
by God, that’s the real thing. Maybe 
he begins to sing. And the walls be
tween him and his comrados-in-crea- 
tion break.

The best example of this in the 
audio-visual field that I know of is 
that program a few years ago when the

beautiful woman, Han Suyin, put down 
Joe AI sop. Man, wasn’t he squirming 
onward and upward to get out of her 
reach, miles apart as they were, she in 
Hong Kong, I think, he in Washington 
or New York? Person to Person. The 
lady took it literally. She has no fears, 
that was clear ns a bell. Poor Joe, I 
thought, was going to choke on the 
ideology which has stood him in stead 
of the honest grip, for Miss Suyin 
wouldn't buy none of it. She kept him 
swallowing his own mullarky. Which 
tells something about television or the 
movies. And about newspapering. Joe 
Alsop docs OK as long as he keeps 
several removes from people. The min
ute he confronts a lovely person face 
to face, the jig is up. So multiply that 
by the number of editors, columnists 
and editorial writers in the United 
States and you have the score. (And 
a start on the meaning of the movio 
camera. Is it any wonder old Sam Ray
burn and company are appalled at tho 
suggestion that sessions of Congress 
and its committees be televised? Look

(Editor's note: Tilis is  the first in  a series of columns by the A ssist
ant Editor o f the York Gazette and Daily, perhaps the most independent 
commercial newspaper in  the country. Jim H iggins is  part H. L. Mencken, 
part M ort Sahl, and part leprechaun.)

who wants a free America to endure, would refuse to 
lend himself to any deceptive, clever, questionable sell
ing schemes or devices. . . .

“This country today is locked in a struggle with the 
most evil and dangerous force ever set loose on this 
earth— Marxist-Leninist Communism. Our foe has made 
eminently more headway than the public realizes. Tho 
Communists are extremely influential in our schools, 
our churches, our government, our unions, our muni
tions plants—everywhere.

“They are doing everything they can do to weaken 
our faith in our form of government, in our American 
heritage, in our civil processes, in our free enterprise 
system, in Christianity, in religion, in morality. I 
know no words strong enough fully to express my indig-
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nation at men in business who aid in the process of 
decay, deception, and destruction—in little ads, or big 
ads, or in any way.”

And so we say to you, Edrice Reynolds of Marietta, 
Georgia, the next time you see an advertisement that 
makes use of any deceptive, clever, questionable selling 
scheme or device— think carefully before you buy—  
don’t let yourself become a Red dupe. For, while the 
American Association of Advertising Agencies is au
thorized to designate specific ads as subversive, it has 
no authority to clear them.

Injudicious use of your purchasing power may stig
matize you forever.
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how ft hdped to put the fhffsMng
touches on Joe McCarthy. A very dan
gerous instrument for windbag types.)

Another possible title for the kind 
of thing I might write for the Realist 
hit me on the Harrisburg road the 
other day. I was driving there to see 
the film, Operation Abolition, manufac
tured by pals of the House Committee 
on Un-American Activities. It is, by 
the way, a very funny film. I look for
ward to the day when Peter Sellers 
does his impression of somebody like 
Congressman Scherer of Ohio in a 
movie that has to do with the halfwit 
hysterics of this time. Scherer is a 
frowning man. I see him in the sixth 
grade, row four or five, worried about 
the drift of things in the classroom. 
What, really, is the teacher up to? 
And what are the others thinking 
about? Do they not realize that the 
experiment of a course in the French

language in elementary school ia ipso 
facto unpatriotic? For one thing, the 
whole geeminy French language is 
pronounced different. Hmmm. Where 
will it lead? (Here Gordie Scherer 
makes a note on the yellow paper with 
blue lines furnished by the school sys
tem. He writes it just this way: Note— 
Where will it lead us? Also—Why yel
low paper? Why not white paper with 
red and blue lines? Maybe too expen
sive?)

Anyway, on the Harrisburg road is 
another spiritual sign-post: “Forward, 
for Christ’s Sake.” lJut I feel that 
“Out in Left Field Without a Bat” 
sums up my predicament more sug
gestively. That is to say, I speak here 
for my generation, which is to say 
further that I’m a liar, for no one can 
speak except for himself, the book 
reviewers notwithstanding.

Even “Out in Left Field Without a

Bat” is a lie, like all titles and all 
headlines, unless, of course, these are 
observed in an imaginative context. In 
the first place, I have a bat. So do my 
sons. All My Sons. (I have two of 
them.) My daughters, however (I have 
two of them, too), do not have bats. 
Nor does my wife. There is the family 
situation in a nutshell. (I believe, I 
believe, in family life.) But it is true 
that I am out in left field and have 
felt at home there ever since a terrible 
athletic failure at the age of twelve, 
when Pooch Haley, the regular left 
fielder for the Birch Hoad Indians, de
cided to come in and take over for me 
at third base, which I did not know 
from a hole in the ground. It was the 
seventh inning. Pooch had not had a 
single chance all day. No one had hit 
to left. But no sooner did 1 get out 
there than Frog Gaudet caught hold of 
one. At the crack of the bat I started

Excerpt from a TV audience participation program:
If Could Be Your Life To Tell The Truth O r Consequences Are Funny

(. . . The camera is punning the audi
ence as Ralph Edwards speaks from 
the stage.)

Edwards: Yes, somebody is going to 
be mighty surprised. Will it be you? 
Or you? Or you? Wait, the camera is 
stopping. (Close-up of two women sit
ting together.) Mrs. Freeman Olm- 
stead and Mrs. John McKone, will you 
two ladies kindly step up here with me? 
(Audience applauds as they walk to
ward the stage.) Nervous, eh? Well, 
Pm going to ask you both a question. 
I want you to tell me how many times 
President Kennedy’s inaugural speech 
was interrupted by applause. (Buzzer 
goes off.) Oh, I’m sorry, your time ran 
out—heh heh—you didn't answer the 
question, so . . . to help us with this 
stunt, Pd like to introduce now the star 
of his own weekly press conference, 
.\’r,w Frontier, ladies and gentlemen, 
let’s have a hand for John F. Kennedy 
himself! (Applause as Kennedy walks 
on stage, smiling, hat in lutnd.) Wel
come to our show, Jack.

Kennedy: Thank you, Ralph, it's a 
great pleasure to be here. Now then, 
ladies, as you know, your husbands 
were survivors of the K15-47 reconnais
sance plane the Russians shot down 
last July. Where are they now?

Mrs. Ohnstead and Mrs. Mc.Konc: 
They’re being kept prisoners in the So
viet Union.

Eduards: How would you like to 
hear their voices, though? We arranged 
to have them make a record. Listen . . .

Voice* (with echo chamber effect): 
Hi, honey, guess you never expected 
anything like this, huh?

Edwards: But wouldn’t it be wonder
ful if they were here in person? Well, 
don’t faint now, but the voices you just 
heard were not on a recording, they

were spoken through a microphone in 
a secret dressing room in this very 
theatre! They’ll be coming out here 
now, and we’re going to play a little 
game called “Protocol.” Your husbands 
will greet John Kennedy and stand 
around chatting with him. The one who 
can stay longest without rushing up 
and hugging his wife will win a wash
ing machine with a year’s supply of 
soap flakes. And now, open the cur
tains. (The curtains part. Olmstcad 
and McKone emerge. Their wives jump 
up and down at the sight of them. The 
two men ignore their wives and salute 
John Kennedy; then they shake hands 
with him and make small talk. Their 
wives continue to jump up and down, 
with an occasional scream between 
jumps.) Isn’t that wonderful self-con
trol? What do you say, audience, should 
we give the prize to both couples? 
(Audience applauds and rails out 
“Yes!”) .All right, then. Jack, as their 
Commander-in-Chief, will you do the 
honors?

Kennedy: Dismissed!
(The two men rush to their wives 

and embrace them. A picture of an air
plane is superimposed on this scene.)

Offstage Voice: Guests on this pro
gram were flown here through the cour
tesy of the United States Air Force.

Edwards: All right, let’s break it up. 
Ahem, Mr. and Mrs. Ohnstead, Mr. and 
Mrs. McKone. I said let’s break it up. 
Uh, folks. Aw, c’mon now. You're on 
television, don’t forget. (The couples 
part.) Now, gentlemen, would you 
kindly sit on those chairs our stage
hands have set up there—we're going 
to play another little game called “I’ve 
Got a Brainwash” or "What’s My Par
ty Line?” (The men sit down on the 
chairs, which arc numbered.) All right.

Jack, proceed.
Kennedy: Number one, what do you 

think of the House Un-American Ac
tivities Committee?

Olmstcad: It is a necessary arm of 
our government and must continue to 
weed out left wing pinkos in their in
sidious plot to overthrow the American 
way of life.

Kennedy: Number two, what do you 
think of those who oppose the House- 
Un-American Activities Committee?

McKone: They are quite obviously 
dupes of the Communist plot which 
seeks to abolish this committee and 
they must be exposed for what they 
are.

Edwards: All right, now, will the 
real brainwashed captive stand up, 
please.

(Roth men remain seated.)
Kennedy: Needless to say, the Rus

sians didn’t win the battle for the mind 
<»f either of these men. Ralph, I think 
we’ll have to call it a tie.

Edwards: Right you are, Jack, and 
so the prize will go to both couples—a 
tropical paradise vacation with all ex
penses paid by us—folks, your trunks 
have already been packed, and there’s 
a cab waiting outside for you—so good
bye, and have a memorable time. (The 
audience applauds as the two couples 
exit.) Now. Are they gone? Can’t hear?

Kennedy: Say, Ralph, about that all- 
expctises-paid bit—you know, there’s a 
terrible drain overseas on the U.S. 
gold reserves, and—

Edwards: Don’t you worry, Jack, 
they won't be spending much. You see, 
the Olmsteads and the McKones are 
going for a cruise on the Portuguese 
liner, Santa Maria, and wait’ll I tell 
you the trick our staff has arranged 
to play on them . . .
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columny
by John Wileock

February was an eventful month the world over 
but the top newsmen managed to keep up with all the 
important happenings.

Of course, it wasn’t always easy to tell who was in 
. the news but there was plenty of it. "The female star 
of a soon-due B’way show” ; "a certain governor’s 
brother” ; "a TV network president” ; and "a promi
nent young singer” were among Earl Wilson’s anony
mous cast of characters. The ubiquitous Zsa 2sa Gabor 
was listed in person, however, and so, involved in vari
ous trivialities, were the rest of those dull Wilson 
wags—Jackie Gleason, Hugh O’Brian and former May
or Bill O’Dwyer.

Wilson himself went to Brazil for the Mardi Gras 
(he traveled Varig, he pointed out, and—for good meas
ure—reminded readers, two days later, he traveled 
VARIG) but still had time to do some of his usual 
vicarious tit-snatching backstage at the Latin Quarter 
when he reported on the trend to wearing mikes inside 
bras.

He amused himself, but heaven knows how few of 
his readers, by recording a big joke. Seems a friend 
called him on his return and said, "Understand you’re 
back from Reno?”

"We said,” he said, '“ not Reno— RIO.’ ” (Funny?)
At the end of the month Wilson pitched in as M.C. 

of a television show to give a helping hand to the 
Herald-Tribune's Hy Gardner who, in that incestuous 
way the columnists have, was becoming an item him
self by (1) having a baby (he’s married) and (2) be
ing ill. Number one prompted him. too, to tell a joke 
("Why docs everybody offer congratulations on the 
birth of a new baby? Did you ever see an old baby?” ) 
and for number two. at least, he had some compen
sation. He lapsed into modest 6-point type, the column
ist’s equivalent of a stage whisper, to tell readers all 
about it:

Aficlc to AususMii J. F’olcto. IViurtniMit Ciimmaiwlor. Cal hollo War Veteran-: 
T.iiink you ami the fWV, -.Ir. for eoiniueiiillnx tlie column-.- continuing I'cht 
again,! communists aixl |>ro-cmcmi«. Ttiere-s nothing courageous about light Ins 
punks. all it takes Js the non-secret weapon all of us linvc In the arsenal of 
Ix-mocr.icy -truth!

Ed Sullivan made the startling discovery that "Mrs.- 
Mav Gordon comes from Amsterdam, N. Y., where my 
parents lived . . .” and presented other scoops: "Perle 
Mesta’s escort, Paul Millard . . . Herb Sheldon’s mother 
died . . . Les Brown, Jr. and Carlotta Smith in tune . . . 
John Vivyan and Patricia Huston ablaze . . . Vic Da- 
monc’s dad died . . . Melvyn Douglas lost his mother . . . 
Dick Button and Piper Laurie ablaze . . . Adm. Chester 
Nimitz 76 . . . Barry Sullivan’s ex, Marie, and Dean 
Dillman have iced . . . Clift* Nazarro died . . .” And so  
we leave smiling Ed Sullivan.

In the Journal-American, Louis Sobol lost his tem
per. "Oh, why don’t we go back to the old-fashioned 
method—just wash out with soap and water the mouths 
of the guys who want to talk dirty in public— Norman

toward the infield, positive that a shoe
string catch was called for. “All mine," 
I howled. But as I yelled I knew! The 
ball was apout thirty feet over my 
head, sailing on.

I do a fairly good imitation of this 
episode from time to time at paities, 
drawing up to an uncertain halt, gaz
ing toward the heavens, following the 
course of Frog Gaudet’s swat—and 
then turning back to face the reality 
of my team-mates, for there was no 
sense to chase the ball. From the re
sponse of friends, male friends, at 
these parties, I get the idea that all 
of them wen through similar experi
ences. So it may well be that we are, 
indeed, a generation of left fielders, 
with balls lost beyond hope of recov
ery. It is very poignant and significant 
to hear Linus Pauling, Willard Up- 
haus, ct al—let me add the special 
name of Alexander Meiklejohn—harp
ing on youth. And William Carlos 
Williams, "clinging to the advance.” 
Of course my daughters, who are nine
teen and sixteen, rare candy, do not 
understand, since they are not Chinese.

We are in the process of making 
new symbols, of which the Realist is a 
journalistic piece. Along with the 
Catholic Worker and Peace News. 
Magazines? Monthly Review, Libera
tion, Fellowship, The Bulletin of the 
Atomic Scientists. Scientific American, 
the best of the formalities, because, I 
would guess, of its editor, Gerard Piel,
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a Thinking Man. The plan, though, is 
to get inside the institutions and blow 
them up. In short, Off-Broadway is a 
flanking maneuver, made possible by 
the decline and fall of the Broadway 
dollar. Compare, for the fun of it, Iho 
United Nations and Congress to Broad
way. How does the Rules Committee 
differ from the Secretary General? 
And them, combined, from 48th Street? 
These are questions I believe should bo 
confronted on the John Crosby pro
gram, which I have never seen. As a 
matter of fact, the most thrilling and 
cultivated TV show in the history of 
my life was in a book, Terry South
ern’s Flash and Filii/ree. Second, the 
crazy cvew Steve Allen had on that 
auto program last year. I learned a 
great deal from those fellows. Mostly 
they were ahead of the New York Sun
day Times News of the Week, which 
wasn't even trying to be funny, let 
alone pertinent. And always I remem
ber the title of a brown pamphlet I 
read years ago when I worked for New 
Directions, in between Mary Barnard 
and Kenneth Patchen: "Of What Are 
the Young Films Dreaming?” Get that 
issue of Contact that has the interview 
with Renoir and the stuff on Lenny 
Bruce by Ralph J. Gleason, a friend 
whose middle name I have never ask
ed. No doubt it is Jeremiah, running 
in the fifth at Hialeah.

Now here are some thoughts about 
the press. Are Women's Pages taking 
over? Is a librarian a fit person to

recommend a newspaper? What im
provements might be made to produce 
livelier obituaries? Can an editor be 
bought for less than §15,000 per? 
(General economic conditions are a 
factor there, boy.) Should the Ameri
can Newspaper Guild take a stand on 
the corner? Are Negro tennis players 
actually pros and should they thus bo 
designated? Who, really, is the edi
torial “we?” (What kind of typewriter 
dops they use?) Which executive puts 
his shoulder to the dike when the front 
page runneth over? Is a tabloid big 
enough to hide behind? Why did PM 
survive as a whiskey? Does the most 
accurate labor news find its way into 
the birth column? Should the Fund for 
the Republic start a daily? Was it in 
the public interest to even mention 
Sputnik? Where was the AP when 
Batista was in flower? Does Dear Abby 
have a Master’s? And so forth.

Needless to say, I do not expect im
mediate answers to such serious posers. 
Committees are needed. Furthermore, 
I am hip enough to know there aren’t  
any answers. Fellowships arc granted 
to question-raisers nowadays, not to 
idiots who, swinging in the trees, chant 
that there’s more virtue in going 
naked, like a poem should. But if we do 
have to have an inquiry into the char
acter and behavior of the press, I 
nominate: Denise Lcvertov, Oscar
Brown, Jr. and my son Pete, age ten. 
As he said once, "The words are all 
there, Pop, but where’s the music?”
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Mailer, Lenny Bruce, et al,” snapped softshoe Sobol. 
He was too busy, it seemed, to do it himself: there 
were more important things on his mind. “There are 
643 Kennedys listed in the Manhattan telephone book/' 
he reported, and “Have you ever stopped to think how 
many famed composers’ names end in ‘n’?”

His bouquet for fellow-columnist and wife, the Bob 
Considines (“the Mr. and Mi's. Perlc Mesta of Man
hattan”), was somewhat overshadowed one week later 
by Considine’s own reprinting of a letter nominating 
him (Considine) for Mayor of New York. The letter 
had run in the same paper the previous day but Con
sidine presumably didn’t want anybody to miss it.

The J-A’s men (and women) have always been a 
particularly gee-whiz-it-brings-tears-to-the-eyes bunch. 
Jim Bishop, Reporter, did another column about his 
father, “Big John,” and that old character assassin, 
Elsa Maxwell (who’s really Charles Laughton with a. 
wig), shook her sad head one day over some “unfortu
nate” rumor about some "charming, happy and nice” 
friends of hers.

Four days later she returned to this matter:
“I hate to harangue about a subject, as I have been 

lately, but columnists—and I am one—must know and 
substantiate their facts and must not just write hap
hazardly without knowing what they are writing about. 
I am not against columnists—in fact, I am for them; 
but must they always print items from hearsay and 
not the truth? Perhaps the truth appears uninterest
ing; but it is my passion.”

The passionate Elsa, who appears to have more 
chins than the Shanghai telephone book and doubtless 
weighs a little more, said she’d received a telegram 
which “really bowled me over.” It sounded like the 
unlikeliest trick of the month.

Even with February's plethora of action, some col
umnists stayed ahead. “The Russians intend to try for 
big headlines on or about April 1,” Hearst’s Dorothy 
(“What’s My Whine?”) Kilgallen revealed to a breath
less world. And out in Chicago, she warned, “ ‘another 
Caryl Chessman case’ may be brewing . . .  a prisoner 
named Paul Crump has been facing the electric chair 
since 1953 . . . naturally he’s become ‘a model pris
oner.’ ”

n  m a n s *  w ®  w \  asn m  w »  w n t
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A Slight Case o f Presumption
In the February 15th edition of the Wall Street 

Journal, there was a full-page “Open Letter* to Presi
dent Kennedy” from the American Institute for Eco
nomic Research. “This message to President Kennedy,” 
explained the asterisk at the bottom, “has been written 
as an open letter in the hope that thus it will come to 
his personal attention without delay . . .”

Like most of her contemporaries, Dottie was busy 
asking questions without providing answers. “Are 
Bobby Darin and Sandra Dee keeping a delightful 
secret?” she queried, and “Has any sports writer asked 
Ingemar Johansson whatever became of the financee 
he was supposed to marry last Autumn?” On Friday, 
Feb. 24, she speculated twice in her column on the 
amount of weight that various celebrities had lost.

Has anyone asked one of Hearst’s lady columnists 
if  she's really that way?

With Walter Winchell still out of action, the New 
York Mirror’s Lee Mortimer had plenty of space to in
dulge his two favorite subjects, Communists and queers, 
which he sometimes thinks are interchangeable. All 
columnists love the question technique but Mortimer 
manages to make his questions not only rhetorical but 
rambunctious.

“Did you know that no more than $15 to $20 a 
day is kept by the Russian stars performing here in 
‘Cultural Exchanges’ out of the thousands they receive 
and where doe^ the difference go?”

“J’ever notice that the same soft-in-thc-head crowd 
that signs all the appeals to recognize Red China or 
end the House Un-American Activities Committee, usu
ally spouts against capital punishment? Whatever hap
pened to the professionals who made a living for so 
long keeping Caryl Chessman alive?”

“MMonroe may have ended it with double-dome 
Arthur Miller, but she’s still very much under the in
fluence of the d-d Lee Strasbergs: what’s she need 
them and their method of acting for?”

“Has Jerk Paar renounced Castro yet? Has he apol
ogized to the American people for the dangerous situ
ation he helped put over?”

Both the Commies and the queers, Mortimer implied 
in various columns, were out to get him. “The daffodils 
have their own sort of anti-del’amation league which 
I understand is raising funds to put me outa business 
. . . from here and there comes news that Lee Mortimer 
is being profiled by pioneer Pravda but it can’t be worse 
than what some of New York’s disguised Pravdas have 
said about me.”

He is not, of course, fighting alone as he subtly 
pointed out, with his occasional references to “J. Edgar 
Hoover, the great patriot who created the FBI.”

It remained for the New York Post’s  Leonard (As 
1 Was Saying To Winston Churchill) Lyons to get the 
month back in perspective with a sartorial note. The 
new issue of Look, Lyons reported, had taken issue 
with his statement that “JFK committed a fashion 
error by wearing a striped tie with a striped suit.” 
Look had submitted that combining patterns was the 
latest and most elegant trend in men’s clothing.

It is not,” ruled the Emily Post of the saloon cir
cuit, “nor will it ever be.”
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MORE MALICE IN MARYLAND
by Madalyn E. Murray

Lot me tell you what the Inquisition 
at Wood bourne Junior High School is 
doing now.

For every day that Bill was “on 
strike” the School decided to give him 
a zero for every classroom recitation, 
every homework assignment, every 
quiz, every test. With all these zeros 
averaged in Bill would fail even if he 
made 100% in every class until June. 
What the “Avengers” did was to wait 
until the end of the first semester to 
divulge this information to me.

In a series of conferences the last 
week in January, with much churlish 
glee, we were advised Miat Bill would 
flunk out this year—not due to his re
ligious stand, but because of his in
ability to attain a passing grade. Now, 
Bill has always been a fair scholar in 
school, where the sick system is taught; 
and an excellent scholar on his own, 
where he is not punished for unortho
dox ideas. On a Stunford-Binet he 
comes out with a 120 I.Q. Clearly, he 
is a mental defective, incapable of 
learning and of passing ordinary high 
school courses.

If Bill flunks out, this isn’t too bad, 
evcept for one thing. We have a pecu
liar set-up in Baltimore. The ninth 
grade ends junior high school. The 
sheep arc then sorted from the lambs 
and sent, on the basis of grades and of 
achievement potential, to either the 
trade schools or the academic and col
lege prep schools.

If Bill is flunked out or passed with 
a very low grade, he cannot get into 
a college prep high school. He will be 
forced into an industrial or trade 
school where he can learn to be a gas 
station attendant. There isn’t a damn

tcenth, but the First Amendment, as 
well.

Make no mistake. There is a large 
minority even in Mississippi that be
lieves so, but has not spoken up for 
fear of economic reprisal and social 
ostracism. Yet in Little Rock, in a state 
bordering Mississippi, the situation be
came so intolerable that citizens finally 
rallied—though only after some schools 
were shut down for a year—and formed 
the Committee to Stop This Outrageous 
Purge (STOP), which succeeded in 
preventing the firing of teachers who 
had expressed opposition to the poli
cies of Governor Faubus, by forcing 
a successful recall of Board of Educa
tion members who were keeping 
schools shut. As a result, all Little 
Rock schools arc open again. A similar
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thing wrong with a tradesman, and I 
admire and respect them, but Bill has 
wanted to be a physicist—he spends 
all his spare time rending books oil 
Atomic Reactors, Nuclear Fission and 
the like—and I want him to have what 
he wants.

The face of the principal of his 
school glowed with malice as she told 
me that Bill could not attain entrance 
into Poly or City (the academic 
schools). This is too much punishment 
for Bill.

Finally, I got the principal pushed 
into a corner where she agreed that 
Bill could “make up” his lost time. At 
first I used the argument that they 
could not give him zeros as his losing 
time was the fault of the school in not 
excusing him from religious exercises.

That they were wrong in this refusal 
was proved by the fact that they 
changed their school board rule and 
permitted him to be excused.

Their argument ran like this: At the 
time they had the rule, they were cor
rect because the rule existed; at the 
time they changed the rule, the former 
rule became incorrect, but not retro
actively; what they did up to the time 
the rule was changed was correct; 
what they have done since then is also 
correct; this is g<k*d administration.

Finally, arguing as to “fault”—to 
which they would not admit—they did

committee has been formed in Atlanta 
which is ready to battle for continuing 
public education when integration is 
ordered there.

Increasing college enrollments in 
Mississippi indicate an increased desire 
and respect for education in this state. 
Thus, as the corrosive forces and pres
sures at work in state institutions come 
out into the open, perhaps enough pro
testing voices will be heard so that the 
deans will realize that accession to 
pressures from the racist right might 
also “place us in a dangerous position 
with our constituency which supports 
us,” or that “The academic freedom of 
an individual is the welfare of the. en
tire institution.”

Otherwise, education and the First 
Amendment in the South will remain 
farcical, and the anachronism of totali
tarian classroom spy systems will con
tinue to exist in the 'United States.

agree to let Bill make up for the lost 
time. The next week they called me 
back and handed nie 20 single-spaced 
typewritten pages of “make up.” This 
was the “optimum” that the student 
should have achieved during Bill’s ab
sence.

There were more than 000 algebraic 
expressions. One senteneee of the six- 
page history assignment read, “Write 
the biographies of 17 men of Greek’s 
Golden Age.” It would take two college 
professors a year to do this homework 
that Bill was supposed to have missed 
in 10 days of school absence in a strike.

They were giving him a chance and 
spoke at length of their generosity 
since normally they would not give the 
opportunity of such make up to a per
son who wilfully remained away from 
school.

For some unknown reason, also, 
every homework paper which Bill had 
done since he returned to school in late 
October was now missing. All these

assignments, straight up through the 
last week of January, had to be re
done.

In order for Bill to use his time fruit
fully, he was withdrawn from gym and 
sent to Room 28 alone, isolated, to 
study. Then he was withdrawn from 
recess periods, then from outdoor exer
cises, then from cafeteria, then from 
assembly, always to go to Room 28 and 
sit there alone.

He was allowed to go to the library 
for a short time, but the librarian 
noted that Bill often read some of the 
current magazines, and she felt he was 
not utilizing his time, so she gave him 
some assignments on her own. He was 
so undsoiplined as to not return them 
to her, so later library periods were 
utilized to have him sent to Room 28.

I argued that he was being isolated, 
that he had something in common with 
ail the teen-agers—and the answer was 
‘bat Bill was being given a wonderful 
opportunity to make up his work,' wil
fully missed.

Bill continued to struggle to make 
friends. He was caught once talking 
to I wo other boys about rock ’n roll, 
and the vice-principal came up to the 
group and said that no gangs were al
lowed in school and they would need to 
break it up. Bill said he would break 
it up when he (the vice-principal) 
broke up that group of five over there, 
and that group of four over there, and 
that group of five over there.

Bill was ordered to report to the 
vice-principal’s office, threatened with 
suspension, and I was ordered into the
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principal's office again. There, the 
principal instructed me to order Bill 
to respect the vice-principal. I told her 
that respect came automatically when 
people by their demeanor, their justice, 
merited respect, and that I could not 
order Bill to love anyone, hate anyone, 
or respect anyone.

The principal went livid with rage. 
She demanded that I order Bill to re
spect the vice-principal—and I just sat 
there and refused. 1 told her that the 
vice-principal commanded no respect, 
thaf I did not respect him, and neither 
did Bill, and that the situation would 
remain that way.

She ordered Bill to feiyn  respect. I 
said that would he deceit, and I could 
not ask my son to practice deceit.

When we finally parted, Bill had not 
apologized to the vice-principal. I had 
not ordered him to respect the vice- 
principal, and the relationship between 
the school and me had deteriorated 
f  wither. *

The boys were now pitching pennies 
at Bill and yelling for him to go back 
to Russia. They were spitting in his 
locker. The school, notified of his con
stant harassment, refused to do any
thing. refused to discipline the hoys, 
refused to change the atmosphere of 
approval of their acts which causes 
them to go further and further.

So . . . Bill and I dug into the home
work—plus the regular homework.

ju st to cheek why he was getting 
suc-h poor grades regularly, I had an 
engineer do one of his Mechanical En
gineering drawings; the drawing came 
back marked “Of very poor quality.”

I had a ninth grade English teacher 
write one of his themes; it came back 
with a big “Failed” on it for poor 
composition, for poor thinking, for 
poor presentation.

! had a college History professor 
write a history homework paper; it 
came hack marked “Inferior, poor un- 
derstanding.”

To get all the homework done, I 
kept Bill at it till midnight and 1 A.M. 
night after night . . . until on Wash
ington’s birthday, when school was on 
vacation for one day. and I got him up 
at 6 A.M. to start again, he broke 
down into tears. My brave little war
rior, red-eyed, trembling, wept until 
he was semi-hysterical.

He cannot go out of the house alone. 
He is stalked by his classmates, in 
gangs, run down like dogs run down a 
hare. They yell obscenities at him. I 
have to drive him to and from school 
every day, and he must use a separate 
door and not go in with the rest of the 
students.

If the school would take a firm 
stand, and not condone this student 
action, it would not occur. If the prin
cipal were not sadistic in her interpre
tation of administrative rules, perhaps 
the human side of the teachers would 
come out. It is something fantastic—
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out of The Clastic or The Trial of 
Kafka.

Bill is all right now, but I feel like 
a sadist myself by keeping bis nose to 
the grindstone on the back work. On 
his current work, although the teachers 
never ask the whole class to turn in 
homework, Bill has to turn his in. Ilis 
quizzes go missing. His homework even 
now mysteriously disappears before 
t he teacher can get a grade in the 
bock. If everyone else gets one point 
olf for misspelling, Bill gets three 
points off for the same misspelling.

We are supposed to give up. It only 
makes me angrier. Right now, we have 
resorted to making carbon copies of all 
homework, so that we can take it into 
court.
y ---------------------------------------------------- ^

An Editorial Footnote

M. S. Antoni, editor of The Minority 
of One, wrote in his publication this 
month, in reference to Mndalvn Mur
ray and her son Bill, that he had read 
"about a courageous mother and son 
who are putting up a ‘heroic’ fight 
against religious instruction in public 
schools. You are so enchanted by their 
apparent integrity that you establish 
a personal contact only to end up won
dering who is more corrupt — the 
mother or the son, both being con
sciously involved in no more than a 
fraudulent gimmick to collect dona
tions under the pretext of legal ex
penses and then invest them for per
sonal enrichment."

1 have been up for almost IS hours 
now—including some 10 hours on long 
distance phone calls—checking into the 
accuracy of Mr. Arnoni's accusation.

It is true that Madalyn Murray, with 
Mr. Arnoni’s encouragement, did con
sider investing and/or lending a por
tion of the fund over and above legal 
costs, to The Minority of One. No such 
transaction ever materialized, however.

As far as the ease itself is con
cerned, a professional reporter spent a 
day in Baltimore investigating the sit
uation for the Realist. The facts—and 
the principles involved—still stand.

—Raul Krassncr 
\ __________________________________ /

Fundamentally, the school’s legal 
maneuvering!? have added up to the 
oldest and most effective technique: 
delay.

We filed a Petition for a Writ of 
Mandamus on December 8, 1960. Ordi
narily there is a 15-day return on such 
a petition. A mandamus is a writ is
sued out of the highest courts of 
jurisdiction in a state, in the name of 
the state, directed to an entity .(the 
School Board), requiring them to do 
some particular thing therein specified, 
which appertains to their duty or their 
office.

Apparently at the School Board’s re
quest, the Court suggested that they 
be given a “regular return date” 
(about 45 days) instead of the 15 
days. Because Xmas and New Year’s 
were court holidays, this meant that 
the return from the School Board was 
due on January 18, 1961. They got it 
in late on that date so that we got it 
the next day; it was so vague we didn’t 
know if they were demurring to the 
procedure or to the merits of the case.

We tried to get a hearing set up in 
an expedited manner and finally had 
to go over the head of the Clerk 
of Courts (who dallied) to the Judge 
to get the hearing set. It was put down 
for February 28, 1961. Then the School 
Board attorneys (the City Solicitors) 
asked for a one-week delay because 
they had to go to Washington D.C. for 
a personal trip. We accommodated 
them, and set the hearing for March 
2, 1901.

For 45 minutes they stood and 
yelped about our having a right to 
litigate the question; they were only 
concerned with the type of action we 
were taking—while they did everything 
to sink the boat. If they honestly de
sired to have the case heard, they could 
have said so, and we would have been 
underway with it.

There has never been a case quite 
under those circumstances (there never 
is). We had not one precedent case. 
Neither did the School Board. (The 
New York, Florida and Pennsylvania 
cases are all different.) The Judge—al
though this was a procedural matter 
only—questioned some of the merits 
of the case himself.

He asked us to show why we thought 
that the Duoay or the King James 
Bibles were sectarian. We replied that 
if the Catholics were opposed to the 
King James version, the Protestants 
opposed to the Duoay, and the Jews 
opposed to the New Testament of 
either, and to the Lord’s Prayer, we 
felt this was sectarian. The Judge 
mused that people in opposition to a 
given thing did not mean it was sec
tarian.

He asked why we specified this as 
a religious ceremony. We said that 
there was a patriotic service, then a 
Lord’s Prayer, then a reading from the 
Bible, and this appeared to us to be 
“non-instructive” and purely ritual.

He asked why we were objecting un
der the First Amendment, as this ap
plied to religion, and we were obvi
ously without religion. We replied that 
the First Amendment gives liberty to 
non-belief as well as belief.

The Judge said he would do some 
homework and then give his decision. 
Meanwhile, we are asking him for a 
restraining order to stop the school 
from abuse of Bill on his homework.

Oh, yes — the school has assigned 
Bill a locker in the girls’ locker area.
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Lenny Bruce: On The Great Debate
Everybody hears w hat he w ants to hear. Like 

when they were in the heat of the election campaign* 
I was with a group who were watching the debate, 
and all the Nixon fans were saying. “ Isn’t he making 
Kennedy look like a je rk ? ”—and all the Kennedy 
fans were saying, “Look at him make a jerk  out of 
Nixon." Each group really feels th a t their man is  up 
there making the other man look like an idiot.

So then I realized th a t a candidate would have 
had to  have been th a t b la tan t—he would have had to  
have looked a t his audience righ t in the camera and 
say, "I am corrupt. I am the worst choice you could 
ever have for President.”

And even then his following would say, “ Boy, 
there 's an honest man. It takes a big guy to adm it 
that. T hat's  the kind of man we should have for a 
President.”

Prevention of Cruelty to the Human Animal, informa
tion about which may be secured by sending a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope to the Society’s address: Pent
house Suite 7, 150 Nassau St., New York 38, N. Y.— 
wrote a letter to the Nixon forces, referring in it to 
“a stranger with whom 1 had innocently gotten into 
a conversation on the subject of a temoprarily jammed 
subway, door. I am actually ashamed to admit it, but 
the fact is that for a few hours I actually believed what 
this man told me about Senator Kennedy. . .

Mr. Nixon’s Executive Assistant wrote back, ask
ing for details.

Now, if we could only think up an absolutely absurd 
rumor, and get the Executive Assistant to the Vice- 
President to deny it—thereby indicating the extent to 
which wooing a voter can reach—our hoax would have 
served its purpose.

Jacqueline Kennedy was the first potential First 
Lady in recent times with whom American males might 
indulge in erotic phantasies. Certainly this hadn’t been 
the case with Eleanor Roosevelt or Bess Truman or 
Mamie Eisenhower. But to imagine oneself with the 
President's wife—this was too much !—and so we de
cided that it would be a perfect basis for our absurd 
rumor.

This, then, is what Richard Kern wrote in his 
second letter:

“. . . The suggestion is that Kennedy must have a 
psychologist among his advisors who insists his wife 
campaign with him. despite her pregnancy, in the hopes 
that male voters will unconsciously allow their pleasant 
sensations, aroused by her youth and attractiveness, to 
become confused with a desire to vote for her husband, 
motivated by the same mechanism that makes pretty 
girls in ads for beverages or automobiles a factor in 
sales increases. . .

Came the answer: “. . . Your thoughtfulness in re
porting the rumor in your neighborhood is appreciated, 
and I can assure you that it has no basis in fact.”

Case History of a Political Hoax
What satire on government can equal the 

severity of censure conveyed in the word ‘politic’ 
which now for ages has signified ‘cunning,’ inti
mating that the state is a trick?

—Ralph Waldo Emerson 
“Essay on Politics”

If our advertising campaigns were as poorly 
conceived as the Republican campaign, America 
might well be a non^bathing nation.

—from an article 
in “Printers’ Ink” 
December 2, 1960

An editorial entitled “Launching Hoaxnik Two” in 
the October, 1960 issue of the Realist suggested that 
readers write to both Kennedy and Nixon, or their 
campaign managers, or their advertising agencies, say
ing “that you've heard the awful rumor they’ve been 
spreading about their opponent — but don’t mention 
anything specific—tell them that you don’t think such 
a whispering campaign is fair, and say that they’ve 
certainly lost your vote by such tactics.”

Following are a couple of highlights of the results.
Quenb.v Jill Sameth, a young lady in Montgomery, 

complained to the Kennedy forces about some despic
able rumor they had been spreading about Vice Pres
ident Nixon, and a letter from Guild. Bascom & Bon- 
figli, Inc.—an ad agency whose San Francisco offices 
are on the renovated site of the Hotel Galileo, of bor
dello ill-fame—was sent to Miss Sameth in return. . . . 
Dear Mr. Smith (s ic ) :

. . . We have no way of understanding your com
plaint, and we do not know the matter of which you 
speak. In any case, please be advised that the function 
of this advertising agency in the campaign has been 
properly confined to the mechanics of national adver
tising.

I don’t mind saying on this occasion that neither 
this advertising agency or the Democratic Party be
lieves in the Republican practice of having Madison 
Avenue advertising men determine political policy. 
Therefore, if you have complaints about the Repub
lican campaign, 1 suggest you address them to the Re
publican advertising agency. If you have complaints 
a lx > tit the Democratic campaign, you should address 
them to the Chairman of the Democratic National Com
mittee, Washington, D.C.

Yours very truly,
/ s /  Maxwell Arnold. Jr.

Vice-President
It should be noted that this letter was somewhat 

flavored with sour grapes. Mr. Arnold is an ardent 
Democrat. When his agency got the Democratic Party 
account, he personally screened employees. Independent 
voters were out of the question. In fact, if you didn’t 
(literally) say. in answer to one of Arnold’s standard 
questions, that Cox was superior to Coolidge, you would 
be considered of no use in the campaign. But, rather 
than engaging in the hoped-for role of active advisors 
and idea people, the firm was relegated to such mun
dane duties as television-time-buying . . .  a frustrating 
development for someone who had delusions of king- 
making.

Richard Kern (impolite interview, issue #1 8 )—who 
has founded the Greater New York Society for the
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A Q uarte rly  Report on Some o f the Crap That's Been Going On . . .  by Bob Abel
Janet Mick, “Miss ltheingold of 

1961," garnered more votes in the sev
en-state contest than did both presi
dential candidates in those same states. 

* * ♦
Murray Kempton, commenting on 

that TV unspectacular, "The Eisen
hower Years,” wrote: “The real mys
tery of his career is not why the voters 
—who are poor lost souls—made him 
President of the United States. It is 
why a board of trustees, made up of 
men cetrified as educated, made him 
president of Columbia University.” 
Meanwhile, Plummer Ltd., a New York 
dispenser of over-priced gifts and ob
jects d’art, has been featuring an Eisen
hower Toby Jug — “a conversation 
piece today . . .  a collector’s item to
morrow.” Only $12.50 and he’s yours 
forever. * * *

Post-election hindsights: (a) Ike
thought Dick lost because Jack tele
phoned for the Negro vote, despite 
what Ike described as his 8-year effort 
“to protect Negro voting rights and to 
promote racial integration in public 
schools.” (b) Dick thought Dick lost 
because reporters on the campaign 
trail liked Jack better, although report
ers have nothing to do with deciding 
what gets into print or how much 
space or what placement it will re
ceive—the editors make those decisions 
—and only 16% of the nation's papers 
backed Kennedy editorially, (c) Nat 
Rubin, who sells advertising on the 
blue shirt-bands used by Chinese laun
dries in the New York area, claims 
Jack won because Nat put “Kennedy 
for President” shirt-bands into circu
lation. « « «

Typographical-type errors: From an 
AP Washington dispatch—"That gave 
Kennedy a nationwide popular vote 
margin over Nixon of 114,859 out of 
more than $68,000,000 votes cast.” From 
Frank Farrell’s Journal-American col
umn: "Anita Loose (sic) has a new 
book . . . called ‘No Mother to Guide 
Her.’ ” From Bosley Crowther’s N. Y. 
Times review of the film, “Breathless" 
—"lie thinks nothing more of killing a 
policeman or dismissing the pregnant 
condition of his girl than he does of 
pilfering the purse of an occasional 
sweetheart or rabbi-punching and rob
bing a guy in a gentlemen’s room.”

* * •
February 9th headline in N. Y. 

Times: “Americans Find Australian 
Life Pleasant, Calm and No Tension.” 
Australia—which is frequently cited as 
a model country, a pleasant, relaxed 
nation with high living standards and 
few slums—doesn’t sound like the sort 
of place for George Lincoln Rockwell 
to visit, but he’s been invited to speak 
at a racist rally in Sydney on May 1st. 
Rockwell, who has found a direct re

lationship between the amount of noise 
he makes and the amount of publicity 
accorded to him. may not get a visa to 
Australia, although he would be quite 
at home there. The country’s official 
immigration policy excludes Asians. 
White Europeans are recruited, but 
those from southern Europe—such as 
Italians and Greeks—get low priority. 
Of late, letters to Australian newspa
pers have been blaming Italian immi
grants for an increase in urban vice. 
And. said one official, "Top golf clubs 
and places like that won’t let Jews in, 
but there is no anti-Semitism.”

• *. *
February 18th headline in N. Y. 

Times: "Immigrant Curbs Urged in 
Britain.” Merrie Olde England, it 
seems, is becoming a "honey pot” to 
poor settlers from the West Indies, and 
a Conservative member of Parliament 
wants immigration restrictions imposed 
on colored members of the Common

wealth. Since the official policy of the 
Australian Immigration Minister is "to 
form an Anglo-European society, a 
splendid amalgam of British and West 
European peoples.” perhaps the Eng
lish could lend a helping hand Down 
Under—as well as solving Britain’s 
own problem—by just all emigrating 
to Australia. * * *

Back iu this country, in Warm 
Springs, Georgia, contributions to the 
March of Dimes go to support separate 
facilities for Negro and white polio 
victims. In Chapel Hill, North Carolina, 
a group of Negroes and whites picketed 
a theatre to protest the refusal of the 
management to admit Negroes to see 
the all-Negro film, “Porgy and Hess.” 
And in Louisiana, Governor Davis 
asked Bob Shackne, a CBS-TV corres
pondent who was interviewing him on

camera how he (Shackne) would feel 
if his 4-year-old daughter someday 
married a Negro boy. Shackne, whose 
wife happens to be Japanese, didn't 
dignify the question with an answer. 

e o *
Censorship rearing its ugly head: In 

Torrington, Conn., the local NAACP 
wants threp short stories banned from 
use in the city’s high school. The of
fenders—Edgar Allen Poe’s "The Gold 
Bug,” Joel (’handler Harris’ “Brer Rab
bit” and Ruth Stuart’s "Sonny’s Chris
tening.” U.S. Customs has been seizing 
such books as a Samuel Beckett col
lection of throe novellas and Lawrence 
Durr ell’s “The Black Book”—both of 
which are available in bookstores; the 
latter, in fact is a current choice of 
The Reader’s Subscription l>ook club. 

* * *
Life in Russia—no paradise, to be 

sure — is nonetheless getting better. 
The new communal apartments being

built provide a common kitchen for as 
many as five families, but there is in 
the kitchen a table for each family and 
sometimes in the bathroom a detach
able seat for each family.

* <■ 9
From a N. Y. Daily News ad, bidding 

for attention from N. Y. Times read
ers: "Have you been frightened into 
thinking you're constipated?” From a 
radio commercial for Ex-Lax: "Consti
pation can be a problem for anyone, 
even doctors.” » o *

The A.M.A., America’s highest-in- 
come union, recently raised its dues 
$10 per head, some of which will be 
used for "publicity.” Thus, when you 
visit your doctor, the poster on his wall 
headlined “Socialized Medicine and 
You” is all part of the treatment. In 
Great Britain, under the National
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Health Service—which has often been 
accused of “extravagance"—a smaller 
portion of income is spent on health 
than in this country—and there, no
body goes without.

* * o

A quiz of some 400 college students 
from New York metropolitan colleges 
found that: Nehru is the prime minis
ter of Israel; Castro is the capital of 
Cuba; Faubus is a rock ’n roll singer; 
Dulles is still Secretary of State. 
Moreover, 1% didn’t know who the new 
President and Vice-President arc; 
83'/ drew a blank on the Secretary of 
Defense; 94.9% couldn’t identify the 
Health, Education and Welfare Secre
tary. By way of contrast, 95% knew 
what cigarette “tastes good like a ciga
rette should.”

*  « »

Attorneys for General Electric and 
Westinghouse. two of the largest elec
trical parts manufacturers indicted 
for price-fixing in government bids, 
explained that their pleas of guilty or 
“nolo contenders" were not, in fact, 
admissions of guilt, but rather were 
legal moves made to “promptly dispose 
of what would otherwise be most pro
tracted and expensive litigations." 
Nevertheless, you can be sure if it’s 
Westinghouse. In Atlanta. Georgia, the 
mayor announced that the city “will 
not borrow the tactics of a buzzard or 
a vulture in swooping down on the 
troubles of a segment of the business 
community" — which, translated into 
less rhetorical language, means that 
the city won’t join other cities which 
arc considering a mass suit against the 
bid-rigging electrical parts firms. In 
Atlanta, of course, progress is their 
most important product.

*  *  *

The general executive hoard of the 
United Brotherhood of Carpenters and 
Joiners has expressed its “complete 
faith and confidence” in two leaders 
who have been sentenced to from two 
to 14 years for bribing an Indiana 
highway official.

*  *  •

Concern with their public image has 
prompted former members of the Waf- 
fen S. S.—the fighting arm of Hitler’s 
elite corps—to protest a TV series 
called “The Third Reich” because it 
portrays them in an unfavorable light. 
The only people they killed, the claim 
goes on. were enemy soldiers and ci
vilians who happened to be in the way. 
And Adolf Kichmann contends that he 
would have been “not only a scoundrel, 
but a despicable pig” if he hadn't car
ried out Hitler’s orders. Rhodesia’s of
ficial hangman, John R. Catchpolc. has 
offered his expert services free, in con
nection with the Eichmann case. “My 
superiors." he says, "consider me one 
of the most humane and efficient in 
the world, a fact that can easily be 
verified.” However, he has not present
ed any testimonials from satisfied cus
tomers.

A recorded church sermon over Sta
tion WALK in Norwalk. Conn, ends 
with the speaker announcing: “We say 
goodbye with our transcribed signa
ture, ‘Amen.’ ” And Louis J. Dunne, 
secretary and manager of the Bronx 
Elks lodge, was quoted in the N. Y. 
Post as saying that the Elks “have only 
two main provisions. You must believe 
in God and you must be white.”

O O *

Station Breaks: “Stay tuned for Julie 
Harris in ‘The Heiress’—see how this 
woman takes her revenge—on CBS.” 
And, on NBC: "More To Come—I)r. 
Brothers Tells Why — Following The 
Jack Paar Show.’’

o  *  *

The “Friends of Mitchell Field As
sociation” plans to protest in Congress 
the closing down of the large air field 
on the outskirts of New York City be
cause “closing a military base on the

Query of fhe Month
The Homosexual Voters Advisory 

Service of Denver, Colorado — Mi
chelangelo Chapter — this month 
sent out a letter beginning “Dear 
Employer” and ending with this 
question:

“Can you' use skilled, talented in
dividuals, regardless of their sexual- 
love nature?"

brink of the country’s largest city puts 
all our lives in danger. . . . Moscow is 
not closing any of its bases . . . they 
are building more.” It takes a veal pa
triot to covet living next to a prime 
military target—unless maybe the base 
provides a lot of business to the area?

*  *  *

The American Association for the
Advancement of Science wants the
public to be better informed on the les
sons that science has learned. As a 
starter, wc might suggest these head
line-capsuled lessons: “Cancer Found 
4-I'old In A-Bomb Survivors”; “Moon 
Stirs Scare Of Missile Attack” : “Find 
Strontium In Soviet Grain”: “Soldier 
Killed In A-Reactor Blast Buried In 
Vault Lined With Lead.”

*  *  *

The Delaware River Port Authority 
has insured two of its bridges and the 
people who use them against damage 
and injury resulting from a nuclear 
explosion. Survivors may collect—as
suming the insurance company is still 
around. Meanwhile, the Office of Civil 
Defense Mobilization — which has an
nounced a program to teach students 
in “selected” high schools across the 
nation “the proper technique of build
ing fallout shelters”-—is also stockpil
ing prayer books in the event of a nu
clear war.

SIR REALI ST
(Continued from Page 2)

On fhe Other Hand
That was an awful thing to put in a 

letter to President Kennedy (issue 
#22). Where do you draw the line 
between intelligent freethought and 
bud taste? What’s good for the goose 
is not necessarily good for the gander. 
And he is the President, after all.

Peggy Gerard 
New York, N. Y.

Editor’s note: I f  I kid Kennedy, it 
doesn’t  necessarily mean I don’t respect 
him. /  like much of what he’s doing— 
from avoiding church-state together
ness to promoting the humane use of 
surplus food—and I’m glad I voted for 
him. As far as what's good for the 
goose is concerned. I’ve found that the 
index finger docs rather nicely, thank 
you.

Interlandi's Classic
The Interlandi cartoon (issue #23) 

was terrific, the only really true state
ment as to what citizens would do if 
a bomb falls. Your journal gets better 
and better. Most go the other way.

Lee If. Watkins 
Davis, Calif.

On fhe Ofher Hand
Wow, did you pull a faux pas on 

your February “Modest Proposal.” 
First, let me say thut in the past, I 
derived great enjoyment from this par
ticular portion of the Realist; however, 
the “Test Your Own Morality” bit was 
like something found in the Reader’s 
Digest.

To begin with, the word “morality” 
can thank the church for its survival, 
its misconception and its irrelevancy. I 
can see nothing terribly “immoral” in 
the ridiculous quiz you set down as a 
test, simply because there was the 
absence of trust in all of them. . . .

I can conclude only one thing, and 
that is thut you both [John Francis 
Putnam and Paul Krassner] must have 
had a lousy lunch that day. Please, to 
get back on the right footing, don’t try 
any more impromptu themes and kill 
this crumby “morality” nonsense!

Klissa Reiser 
Elmhurst, N. Y.

Editor’s note: You receive a letter 
like the one above.

(а) You print it and explain that 
Putnam’s  “Modest Proposal’’ was in
tended as a satirical take-off on the 
Reader’s Digest-type questionnaire.

(б) You invite the letter-writer to 
discuss the mutter over lunch and then 
you. ask the waiter for separate checks.
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