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"Jud y Garl and sobbing on the phone to 
me from Holly wood ... was one of 
my saddest experience s as a repo rter. 
Jud y is at the end of her financial rope 
now . We were all moved. " 

Fat Bernie 

·• 
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'Tis Pity 

As everyone must know by now, John 
Ford 's 'Tis Pity She's A Whore concerns 
the incestuous love between a brother, 
Giovanni , and his sister Annabella . The 
point to the incest , however, is that it 
provides a way of talking about the 
necessity to make desperate private 
choices in a world where there are no 
common public values. And such a world 
is the Parma which surround.; the 
lovers , whe re ruthless Soranzo sues and 
eventually wins Annabella's hand, where 
Hippolita, rejected by Soranzo, plots his 
death llii.th his servant Vasques, who 
th>en ~ays her; where Bergetto , a 
ridiculous fop, is murdered by Grimaldi , 
another suitor of Annabella, as Bergetto 
goes to marry the niece of Richardetto , 
who is actually Hippolita's cuckolded 
husband, presumed dead and now re
turned in the guise of a doctor . The 
public world is, in short, one of disease 
in its double sense of sickness and of 
unrest , where all public institutions, like 
the Church , and public ceremonies, like 
feasts and marriages, are corrupt and 
meaningless . The soul of the body politic 
has been rotted by the "leprosy of lust," 
and the city is a humming corpse . 

The play depends for its success upon 
our acceptance of Giovanni's and 
Annabella's love in this monstrous 
world. For if the lovers do not somehow 
win us and our admiration , then there 
is no tragedy of isolated individuals 
frantically dreaming of wholeness (the 
play speaks of "wholesome"-ness and 
"holiness ") while surrounded by decay. 
Because on one hand, the incestuous 
lovers are certainly not the angels they 
would like to be or think they are , while 
on the other they must be allowed to 
earn our sympathy , the tone and balance 
of Ford 's play are both extremely 
delicate. If they are mishandled, we are 
left not with pathos but with mere 
pathology and murky, bloody bombast. 

The production opening night (Octo
ber 16) by the professional Yale Reper
tory Company, under the direction of 
Kenneth Haigh, was disappointing 
chiefly because this focus was blurred 
throughout. We were never really given 
any clear cut reason to be more inter
ested in the lovers than in their squalid 
surroundings. There were some glim
mers , but what resulted finally was a 
fitful spectacle which did not have any 
sense of pace until late in the evening. 
By then one's most vivid impression was 
of a shouting match, often to no point. 
Mr . Haigh, who is a distinguished actor , 
made his directing debut with this pro-

duction , and the direction had an actor's 
hand . Instead of a developed, or develop
ing, point of view or any discernible 
rhythm in the play, there was obvious 
attention lavished upon scenes as discrete 
units and upon actors as individuals. 
There was also, as there should have 
been, an actor's emphasis upon the verse, 
with little action, fewer props, not much 
business . People were brought out , lined 
up and made to speak. This necessary 
and proper emphasis had mixed results . 
In some cases, it elicited very fine 
individual performances, but several 
polished performances do not make 
a play, any more than several good lines 
make a poem. In other cases, one felt 
Mr. Haigh had gone to great effort to 
graft the style necessary for this kind of 
verse where there was no friendly host. 
To do this kind of play requires extraor
dinary control of voice and of body, a 
kind of discipline not everyone had . 

The chief offender, unfortunately, was 
the male lead . Giovanni should attract 
us despite the fact he is lustful , wilful, 
selfish and a demon of energy. But as 
played by Richard Jordan, he did not. 
Giovanni's anguished sophistry became 
petulance; and his self-assertive mastery 
of his fate, a series of tantrums. Mr. 
Jordan opened the play at a peak neither 
he nor anyone else could sustain or 
surpass , and there was no place to go. He 
raced through the lines as if they were 
after him, usually at the top of his voice . 
There is in acting a crucial distinction 
between volume and intensity . The 
power of a line is not n~cessarily 
enhanced by saying it louder. 

Because of her unforced repentance 
and her constant concern for her brother, 
Annabella is naturally a more sym
pathetic character than Giovanni: in 
many ways her acceptance of their fate 
at the end is more impressive than his 
assertions of control over it. As 
Annabella , Kathleen Widdoes seemed ill 
at ease and unsure in the beginning, 
and this partially accounted for the lack 
of fire in the all-important wooing 
scene between Giovanni and Annabella. 
In the second part, however, when the 
play, and the pace , picked up, Anna
bella's fierce constancy to what she 
thinks or hopes she has found in her 
brother's love came through. 

In the last scene between brother and 
sister, Miss Widdoes and Mr. Jordan 
were very good. There the proper tone 
of genuine devotion in the midst of 
treachery and sham was caught. We were 
finally made to rea lize what we should 
have been aware of all along-that these 
people are somehow different, that a 
great price must be paid to win a private 
peace from a public world where the 
norm is war. The success of this scene, 
one of the best in the production, 
may have been partly the result of the 
fact both actors were sitting down. They 
no longer had to contend with the steeply 
raked stage and the treachero us pyra
mids on either side over which everyone 
was forced to scramble throughout. In 
that last scene, Giovanni and Annabella 
could concentrate on each other and not 
on their footing. 

In many ways, the set was an image 
of the whole production. Like the pro
duction, it had some fine individual 
qualities: the seams of the great beetling 
copper cubes seemed to drip, and if 
molten gold is a feature of Hell, as the 
Friar has it, then Parma seemed visually 
hellish indeed. Again, like the direction, 

the set put the emphasis on the verse, 
for the raked stage and the what-ever
they-were to right and left drastically re
duced the playing area and the actors'. 
freedom of movement, emphasizing the 
language with those mixed results. Fi
nally, the set, with its profusion of 
arches, stairways, doorways , platforms 
and slopes mirrored the production's 
own confusion , its lack of a controlling 
point of view . which was manifested 
particularly in the vague and muddled 
treatment of the lovers. The lack of a 
firm vision of what the play was about 
was generally reflected in the set and 
costumes, which were mod-futuristic . I 
know this kind of thing is meant to 
release the action from seventeenth 
century Parma, and make it "timeless," 
or relevant to our day, as they say. But I 
don't believe this notion-it is basically 
a gimmick which always indicates that 
someone has no faith in a great play's 
capacity to be relevant or timeless in its 
own terms. It always means someone has 
made a simple-minded equation, or con 
fusion , between universal and modern. 

For the past year or so, we have 
been sternly shepherded out of the 
valleys and plains of The Old Way and 
up the Professional Mountain, urged 
always to look upwards and watch the 
stars. Those who have strayed have 
been dealt with smartly. From my 
position at the back of the flock, I 
would say we had not yet quite reached 
the top. But we are getting there. Be
cause this production , for all its 
unevenness in tone and over-aU con
ception, does stimulate and quicken 
you. What one of his contemporaries 
called Ford's "purer language" is all 
there before you, and it does oftentimes 
catch fire and glow, at once thickening 
and purifying the atmosphere of Parma. 
Thoug h everyone 's list will differ, I 
recommend to you the performances 
of John Karlen, whose control of the 
verse and of himself brought the right 
cutting edge to the seething, vicious 
and finally deeply wounded Soranzo, 
and of Paul Mann who was appro
priate ly, and appealingly, weak and 
patient , hopeful and overwhelmed as 
the Friar. Particularly good was Tom 
Rosqui who caught the insidious and in
different brutality and casual corruption 
of Vasques with great ease and skill . 
This Spaniard, pleased to overgo the 
Italians in satanic arts, was the most 
polished performance of them all. 
Almost equally as impressive, however , 
was Lydia Fisher 's portrayal of 
Hippolita. Miss Fisher played the lusty, 
intriguing ex-paramour of Soranzo with 
understanding and assurance and real 
range . The most powerful scene of the 
production on opening night was the 
one between Miss Fisher and Mr. Rosqui 
where Hippolita and Vasques use each 
other in ways which make it clear how 
everyone in Parma, with the exception 
of Annabella , is a whore. 

Miss Fisher is not a professional; she 
is a second year drama stude nt, two 
years out of high school. Perhaps she is 
the most convincing proof of the Dean's 
contention that the students will best 
learn by watching professionals . On the 
other hand , perhaps she supports the 
conviction that those students who have 
the art born in them deserve the Uni
versity stage . But, then , all this, gentles, 
is matter for another day. Go see the girl. 

-A. B. Giamatti 
Asst. Professor of English 
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Death at an Early Age: 
Report from 
the Graduate School 
By Michael Lerne r 

"My image of graduate schoo l is of a 
long period of sem i-consciou sness ... 
of a state approachi ng death," a secon d
year graduate student in history told 
me when I had been at the Graduate 
School th ree days. 

The first lecture I heard was on 
Ari stotle's Politics. At the end of the 
hour the professor asked for question s. 
The only question was: "How far do 
you expect us to be in the Politics next 
week , sir?" 

The profe ssor stro ked bis bushy black 
beard. "You know that's the whole 
prob lem . You ask what you are expected 
to do , and l can't blame you . You 've got 
the pressure of a dozen other assign
ments. You can't read the Politics that 
way. You should be able to read it and 
think about it, and then follow up a 
passage that interests you , or a theme 
you think runs through it, in half a 
dozen other books. I know if I don' t 
assign you anything, if I leave you to do 
what you want, half of you won't do 
anythi ng. And you know , I'm beginning 
not to give a damn." 

That teache r, who managed to touch 
some students , left Yale . ln politica l 
science, philo sophy, psychology , and 
history-to name only the cases I know 
of- teachers who were able to excite 
their students about learning have failed 
to meet the criteria of their departments. 
They were not "solid " eno ugh or had 
not published enough or had pub lished 
the wrong things. 

Most graduate students accept these 
dismissals as they accept the other 
indignities foisted on them in the name 
of academic procedure. They accept 
because their capacity for critical think
ing has been channelled into snippy 
co mmentaries on some aspect of The 
Literature in their discipline. 

Beca use there is no freely critical 
group of students and faculty the 
Gra duate School has fallen into the 
patterns afflicting graduate education 
across the country. Like the graduate 
schoo ls of less fortun ate universities, it 
has become a know ledge factory proces
sing students who roll down a conveyor 
belt past work stations where professors 
screw on their spec ialized irrelevancies . 
The quality control at the end of the belt 
is purely a test of whether the chrome 
is well secu red, before Yale gives its 
prestigious 500,000 words or seven years 
(whichever comes first) warranty. 

By letti ng the Graduate School drift 
into what it has become , letting it do what 
it does to graduate students, Yale is 
failing the students and society . The 
students are pressed into truncated mold s 
that leave little room for their develop
ment as individuals or as teachers. The 
soc iety which support s the Graduate 
School is deprived of a fair return on its 
investment. 

What follows are sketches, from the 
limited perspective of a graduate student 
in the political science department, of 
some of the shortcom ings in graduate 
school life. What is wrong with the 
formal training the school offers? What 
is wrong with the life its students lead? 
What is wrong with the relationship 
betwee n those students-soc ial scie ntists 

MI CHAEL LERNER is a second-year 
graduate student in poli tical science at 
Yale. He has reported f or The Washing
ton Post from Brazil and Jsrael and 
contributed to the Atlantic Monthly. 
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in the case I look at-a nd the surr ound 
ing society? 

Wh en you ask gra duat e studen ts if 
they like wha t they are doing few say yes 
with enthu siasm. T he majority appear 
resigned , apa thet ic, and faintly depressed 
by the content of their training . ·' I look 
at graduate schoo l as a five-year chore 
I have to do to get my union card, " a 
student from the M idwest said. "Th en 
I hope I can say screw the whole 
system. But it's as though they were 
after yo u all the time. If s hard not 
to get sucked in." 

Some student s have suggestio ns for 
change. A large numb er do not wan t to 
que stion wha t and how they are taught. 
'T m not an activist, ·• a girl from New 
Jersey shrugged. "I wan t to go through 
here and th at's it." 

The apa thy in part is a ch aracte r trait 
of the kind of people attracted to the 
socia lly marginal, secure , increasing ly 
remunerative life of a tenu red pr ofesso r . 
It is reinforced, ho wever, by the tra inin g 
stud ents receive at the Graduate School. 
Students of ten begin their gradua te ap
prentice ship wit h ent husiasm abo ut 
wor kin g on the edges of knowledge in 
their field. Wh en they are handed half 
a dozen bibliograph ics and recog nize 
anew the paue rns that put them to sleep 
as undergradu ates, the enthu siasm rarely 
lasts. 

T hey acquire the academic vocabu lary 
of their department which usually be
comes a slopp y d i,;guisc for simpl e 
tho ughts. 

T hey learn what it is they will actua lly 
need to know. A political science 
stud cn1. for instance, need s a crude 
notion of the theo ries of ten or fifteen 
men who pre sently enjoy a reputa t ion at 
Yale. There is no poin t immersing onc
-;elf in the think ing of one man because 
you" ill on ly be ahlc to talk about him 
lor one hour. at the mo,;;t, on general 
examinat ions. 

What the Graduate School really 
fosters in its stude nts is a sort of T ime 
mag azi ne approach to knowledge: 
Estab li'ihmcnt-biascd out lines of any 
subjec 1 in the field studde d with vivid bits 
of de1ail th at hint at vast memo rized 
resources. 

T hese values arc reflected in the 
adm iration students reserve for profes
sor s with prod igious memories for eve ry
th ing written in their specia lty. The 
capacit y to refer to every re levan t art icle 
in Th e Literature is cenainly usef ul. But 
it helps the professor avoid thoughtf ul 
rc spon!)C 10 the question a student asks. 
Nonetheless the student is impressed 
when the profe ssor refe rs him to six 
articles re lated to his que stion and cites 
the review, volume number , year, and 
page references from memo ry. How 
easi ly acade mics forget the marg inality 
of th is cram min g for creat ive thinking. 
Hobbe s once said if he had read as many 
boo ks as one of his contemporar ies he 
wou ld h ave been as great a foo l. Too 
frequently in gradu ate schoo l the pos
sessio n of a Pol aroid mind mark s a man 
for tenure. 

Whe ther or not 1he student remember s 
what he reads, the force feed ing has a 
devastating effect on his capacity to react. 
When he is asked to read a book , an 
article presen tin g a co un ter- thesis, and 
a cri tique of the counter- thesis his own 
cr itica l fac ulti es arc of ten numbed . 

Becau se of the incredible explos ion in 
the number of book s and ar ticles and 

new per iod icals appea ring eac h yea r , the 
task of trying to master a field grows 
more time-consuming, anxiety -provok
ing, and impractical. Yale has failed to 
consider how th is explo sion affects the 
scholarly goa ls it sets graduate student s. 
Wo rk has been done on setting up 
information-retrieval syste ms, but the 
problem of reorienting the student and 
examin ing how much he can handle 
fruitfully and how he sho uld use his time 
has not been faced here head-on. 

In stea d of facing th is difficult issue the 
Graduate School seems con ten t to slide 
alo ng, pu shing more and more informa 
tion at the students, ad justing on ly (and 
bare ly) the examinations to the rea lity 
of what a stud ent can absorb. Few people 
are thinking concentrated ly abo ut the 
con sequence of this drift for the students' 
creativity and for the kind of total lives 
graduate stud ents live while they are 
at Yale. 

Th e graduate stud ent is not materially 
pathetic. H e survive s well on his fellow
sh ip-t hough th is is not the case, for 
example. in the Drama School-a nd he 
is headed for a career which offers 
tr avel ling grant s, sabbat icals, long vaca 
tions, decent pay, and extr aordin ary 
secur ity once he has tenure . 

Graduate students are impove rished 
in a more perso nal sense. 

Get up in the morning , read the New 
York T imes. Go to the library and read 
or worry abo ut not read ing. Go to one or 
two seminar s. Go home and read Time 
or News\\'eek. Have din ner and read. 
or worry abou t not readi ng. At 9:30 go 
to the movie, then go home and study. 

T he graduate student is deprived by 
his life style of the use of his senses. He 
is encouraged to ado pt a psych ic stance 
that a llO\\ 'i for few human commitme nts 
and direct emotion,;;. H is time drains 
into endless and usually fruitl ess read
ing. mile after mile of the printed line. 

Oa c forgets wha t an un rea l world 
the gradl!atc student inha bits. H e is a 
pathfinder or pathsceke r in a count ryside 
\\ here the landm arks arc not ridges or 
trees - not even people and real eve nts
but key art icles in Th e Liter atu re. 

He rarely fights to innuencc wha t his 
country docs to itself or the world. Th e 
human intercourse he know s best is the 
pervcr ,;;e inte rac tion between defensive 
and often insecure men that \~kcs place 
around a semi nar table. 

He rarely works on the Hill or wit h 
child ren or for M ayor Lee. He is actually 
suspect if he wri tes plain Engli sh for a 
mass c irculation publication to tell 
peop le wha t he has learned in his years 
of stud y-a lthough later th is may be 
rega rded as an accep table eccentrici ty if 
he first estab lishes himself as a grea t man 
with in his discip line. 

T here are except ions-st udent s work
ing in Student s for a Democ rat ic Soci ety , 
Upward Bound , or one of the more con
servative communi ty service organiza
tions. 

But most stude nt s shrink from com
mitt ing time to the community because 
the y feel they arc robbi ng it from their 
reading. T hey spend free time furtively
in front of a televisio n or at the mov ies. 
So they com plete the cycle by ensur ing 
that all contact with the out side world 
i'i mediated. It is a thorough ly seco nd
hand life, and the institu tion that shapes 
it- Yale Graduate School with its re
quirement s and pressures-shares 
responsibili ty with the graduate students 
for wha t it is. 
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One of the strongest pressures toward 
passivity results from the stru cture of 
relationships gradua te schoo l impo ses on 
its inmates . 

Pro fessors call us Mister X and we 
call them Mister to o. But we say Mister 
with a different inflection . If they know 
us well they call us Joh n or George. 
If we know them well we ca ll them 
Mister. But they call each other by the ir 
first names and we call each other by 
our first names so behin d the Miste rs at 
th e sem inar table are modes of behavior 
unchanged since grade schoo l. 

If a professor three yea rs olde r than 
you is foolish in cla ss you ca nn ot point 
that out to him. He can indic.1te your 
failings to you. Thi s may be natu r al with 
a teacher fifty years old an d a student 
who is fifteen. But what of a profe ssor 
who is thirty an d a "boy·• who is twent y
six? The appellations are just a symptom: 
the true problem is the continuation of 
grade-schoo l relations h ips years past 
the point where they are appropriate . 

Thi s tr aini ng in dependency bolsters 
a deference to aut hority in graduate 
students that does not easily coexist with 
the capacity to make vigorous socia l 
criticism. 

We get used to--in fact we lear n to 
thrive in and only in-the bound aries 
of these rel ationships. Then as we arc 
assigned the sta tus of teacher we find 
students assuming deferential att itudes 
toward us, and we assume the teache r' s 
role . 

The best teachers break through these 
forms and talk to a student as one man 
to ano ther. The only defe rence comes 
from a desire to hear a man who has 
something to say . But th is requires effort 
from bot h teacher and student. Rarely 
do the se efforts meet. 

So teac h ing becomes the observance of 
form s: you are a pr ofess or , then teach 
me. You talk and I listen. I know I have 
to lear n what you say, you know you 
have to say something. By what magic 
doe s a gradua te studen t who has listened 
endlessly to men an d books , expected to 
reject nothing (he may be tested on 
anyth ing), become a professor with 
something to sha re with his students? 
No t by th e traini ng he undergoes in 
graduate school. 

It would be conceit to believe the 
qu ality of a graduate student 's life is 
the cru cia l fa iling of the Yale Gradu ate 
School. The grad uate student lives 
better in every sense than the majority 
of ew Have n reside nts. The real que s
tion is what the Graduate Schoo l co n
tri butes to chang ing this ugly sta te o f 
affairs in the city and in the nation . 

The answer, it seems to me, is that 
Yale Gr aduate School makes shoc kin gly 
I ittle contribution to any commu nity, 
whether loca l or national, and tha t par t 
of the reason is th at gradu ate students 
experience so little of what partic ipation 
in a community means. 

Yale lack s comm unit y for graduate 
student s even in the minimal sense that 
Harvard (or the city of Cambridge) with 
its heterosex ually more batanced an d 
soc ially more fluid population provides 
it. The failure of communic ations be
tween graduate students in different 
ingrown departme nts at Yale is 
astoun d ing . 

As an examp le, po litica l scientists 
room together, go to parties together, 
eat together , quote Almond and Ver ba 
(a text) to eac h othe r. Th eir jokes are 

pitiful attempts to re late their technica l 
vocabularies to everyda y expe riences
and in the atte mpt lies the humor . 

Fr iendships and parties much more 
rarely cross departmen tal lines tha n at 
many other universities-partly because 
of the absence of girls, partly because 
Yale has no meeting places suc h as a 
congenia l coffee hou se or bar whe re 
graduate students draw togethe r. 

The impoverished inner community 
means student s have few opportunit ies 
to begin, in little ways , to organize in 
order to influence the surroundings tha t 
shape their lives. Many graduates of 
course recaptu re in later life the capacity 
of integra tin g their aca demic and soc ial 
lives. But in far too many cases the habi t 
of inact ivity does lasting damage. 

There are a few signs of stirring. Grad
uate student s in histo ry are concerned 
abo ut the rea sons Staug hton Lynd did 
not get tenure and have organized a ma
ture petition for inquiry. Stud ents for a 
Democratic Societ y has organized anew 
with new life. 

But SOS is not predomin antly orie nted 
toward uni vers ity reform, much less 
graduate schoo l reform. And the specific
issue oriented organizations rare ly reach 
beyond the boundaries of one depart
ment . 

Yet there are reforms that should be 
made at Yale Graduate School wh ich 
will probably not be made unless the 
graduate community discovers and th en 
voices common intere sts in organ ized 
fashion. 

The most socially urgent reform is 
needed in the soc ial sciences . Ad vanced 
students of society at Yale do little to 
make the count ry they study a better 
place to live. That shou ld be their high est 
calling, re ally. Th ey barely consider it 
a calling at all. Soc ial progress in con
crete term s seems to be conceived of as 
a "spin-off" from soc ial science, just as 
a new color televisio n tu be is usually 
spin -off from military or space research. 

Act ion-orien ted college graduates go 
to the law school s, not the gradu ate 
schools. The double presum pti on is that 
law school will at least teach them how 
to get thin gs done while soc ial scien ces 
will offer few ind icatio ns of what is 
worth doing. 

The potent ial value of some soc ial 
scie nce research to the action-o rien ted is 
substa nti al. Hidd en in the politica l 
science literatu re alon e are the empirica l 
groundi ngs for sugges tion s abou t 
electoral refo rm , urb an government, 
deci sion-m aking rationali ty and many 
other thing s. But since these boo ks so 
frequentl y refer to views and problems 
of Th e Litera tur e, their pr actica l con
seq uences mu st ofte n be infe rred. And 
even these suggestions are h idden from 
all but the initiate. 

Wh y is The Litera ture itself not a imed 
more direct ly at soc ial problems ? Wh y 
does effecting their solution appear so 
margina l to most of the work in socia l 
scienc e? Th is seems partl y a conseq uence 
of the rewar d structure th at has evolved 
in the socia l sciences at Yale and that 
Yale now tole rates. 

Student s ente r graduate training in 
politic al science, for example , expecting 
caree rs either in aca demics or as gov
ern ment technicians. Th eir choice o f 
courses and dissert ations as well as their 
habits of thinking is influenced by their 
anx ieties fo r success in the career line 
they choose . 

If they wan t to succee d in th e educa -

tion industry they should choose 
expa nding fields, work with influential 
professors whose esteem is essential to 
fellowships and teaching job s, and wri te 
a d issertation that will become an 
academically respectable first boo k . 

If the y want to be governme nt 
technici ans they need cour ses in areas 
where Washi ngton needs expert s-o n 
Afri ca, Asia, urb an problems , and 
defense. Th ey shoul d work under pro 
fessors with Washington connections , 
spend thei r summer s in governme nt jobs, 
and-above all-write their dissertations 
on ·'tough-minded" and polit ica lly 
respec table topics. 

The trouble is that th e problems this 
count ry needs to solve are neithe r 
aca demically neat nor po litica lly 
respectable . 

The y fall into a no-man·s lan d : too 
large, controversial, and me thodo log
ically unm anageab le for the ambiti ous 
acade mic; too risky for the ambitiou s 
technician. 

These prob lems are left for the 
acade mically untrained and naive to 
confront , whic h hardly mea ns the y will 
be handled better. For althou gh the 
analysis of Am erica n pathologies may 
strain a social scientist's tools up to and 
past the breaking point, he is still bette r 
equipped to deal with their di fficultie s 
than people who do not see the difficulties 
clearly. 

The proble m is to transfe r the pseudo
objectivity born of fear of involvement 
back to the area of the analysis where 
true socia l objectivity belong s. Then the 
soc ial scien tist needs the courage to make 
explicit and to publicize the conse
quences his analysis suggests. 

The case of the soc ial sciences-in 
which reorganiz ation of conce rn s and re
wards is so pre ssing-is only one ex
ample of an area whe re students at Yale 
Grad uate Schoo l cou ld ch ange thing s if 
they involve d th emse lves in their educa
tion. T he facu lty is by no means uni
fo rml y opposed to change. There may 
be more discon tent among faculty than 
among student s, for facu lty member s 
are closer to th at position of despair 
from whic h it becomes clear how 
uneducational so much of the "edu ca
tional pr ocess" is. 

Some of these suggestions may ring 
true . Oth ers may not. One per son 
car rying a graduate schoo l load cannot 
make a good survey of what is wrong and 
what changes should be made . 

It does seem cer tain that our lives 
at Yale are not as wor thwhile as they 
should be. And what we offer the soc iety 
in return for the fellowships-o r simp ly 
as educa ted citizens-bears no rel ation
ship to what we should offer. 

To do some th ing about the se pro blems 
it would be nece ssary to organ ize across 
depar tment al lines, through the gradu ate 
dep artm ent clubs whose officers could 
hold some explorato ry meetings or 
through ad hoc departme ntal committee s 
if the graduate club officers are un
interested. 

Stud y groups cou ld be set up to 
exa mine specific departmental probl ems 
and to discove r whether some griev ances 
are more widely shared . Ultimatel y 
co mm on grieva nces with th e prof es
siona l schools at Yale and with the 
undergr aduates could be exp lored. 
But mo stly the emphasis should be on 
re-fo rmi ng the con tent of gradu ate 
school life. The only way we can do 
that , if we care to, is to work together . 
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Fat Bernie 

By David Freem an 

DAVID FR EEMA N is La wrence 
Langer F el/ow in playwriting in the 
Drama Schoo l. 

"The day of the Broadway column is 
ove r. Interes t today is in the cult ural 
scene: good theater, goo d music , the 
galleries, and the new ci nem a." 

- The Tim es 

"The name of the game is still 
entertainme nt .'' 

-F at Bern ie 

Bernie Gersten- known to the trade as 
F at Bern ie the Goss ip Brok er, the best 
columns plugger in the business- starts 
eac h morning repe atin g the daily rou tine 
he has followed for the last nine years. 

Next to his bed on a long wooden 
tab le, he keeps his column item s
Bernie's joys-s tacked in orderly rows, 
typed thr ee to a sheet: 

"Jud y Ga rland sobbing on th e phone 
to me fro m Hollywood (They fired 
me .. . why could th ey be so cru el to 
my children and me . G-d amn them, 
it stinks!') was one of my saddest 
experienc es as a repo rter. Judy is at the 
end o f her financia l rope now. W e 
were all move d." 

Over such items are pencilled da tes and 
the names of gossip co lumnists. For 
instance, above the Gar land item: 
"Wilson Ju ne 7, Winc h . Ju ne 8, Boyle 
June I O." So far no taker s for Judy's 
de spair. 

Fat Bern ie first lifts h imself out of 
bed, put s on his blue silk robe , sips his 
morning coffee and begin s to route his 
item s. He examines each stac k of w hat's 
gone where and who's seen what. Fat 
Bernie, who could ne ver waste an item , 
secs th at each rejec t gets another chance . 

Fat Berni e is fat. He looks like a 
slightly modifi ed Jo seph E . Levine, and 
at 225 pounds and 5'6", he is so large 
th at he wadd les. He has a hug e neck, with 
what's left of black hair cur led do wn 
over the back and sides of his head. 

If Fat Bernie Ge rsten did not exist , 
D amon Runyon wo uld have invent ed 
him. 

Th ere is only one faint incong ruity in 
the Gu ys and D olls routin e, and that' s 
Bernie' s speech. Although he has a heavy 
New York acce nt (born in New ark , N.J .), 
Bern ie is edu cated (B.S. CC NY ) and 
sound s it. 

Berni e Gerste n has no regular clients, 
and he gets no retainers. H e works on a 
strictly free lance basis for the press 
age nts and the public relat ions firms 
handl ing the big sta rs which , though they 
ca nnot be bothered w ith the nuisance 
of daily gossip columnists, nonetheles s 
have clients who like to see their names 
in dail y pr int. 

Bern ie Ger sten receive s a flat rate of 
$8 for a clie nt's name men tioned in 
any of the New York gossip columns , 
except for Earl Wil son 's col umn, which 
has the largest syndicat ion and fo r whic h 
Bern ie gets $10 . Obviou sly, when Fat 
Bern ie can "bu ild a pyramid"-that is, 
cram two or three names into one item 
he can make a lot of money . 

Most majo r New York restaurants, 
as well as the stars , depend on public 
relat ion s firms to kee p their names before 
the pu blic . Most of the firms fa rm out 
their resta urants to Bernie along w ith 
the ce lebrit ies: 

"Ca ro l Chann ing, resting from her 
chores as femm e lead in the B'way 
smash Hello Dolly quipped to close 
friend Woody Allen at Max·s Kansas 
City last night : ' If you don't learn 
to write, nobo dy'II ever be able to 
read yo ur picket sign'." 

That item, placed in Ed Sullivan 's 
New York Daily News co lumn , "Litt le 
Old New York," nette d F at Bern ie $28 
-$ 12 from Sollers and Sabi nson who 
represent M iss Channin g and Hello 
Dolly (Bern ie ch arges $4 for a Bro adway 
play when ment ioned w ith a star's 
name , or $6 for the show 's ti tle alone); 
$8 covered Woody Allen, charge d to 
John Spr inger and Associa tes; the last 
$8 was from Bill Doll and Associates 
who repres ent Max. 

Th e dem ise of the World Journal 
Tribune had its effect on a grea t many 
New Yorkers. It most certa inly affected 
Bern ie Gers ten. With out th e Trib, Berni e 
has only three major papers to work 
with in Manhatta n. "Of course , there's 
always the out-of-town papers- Kup 
always takes stuff (Chicago Sun -T imes ' 
Irv Kup cinet) bu t it's not th e same 
the whole th ing is for the benefit of the 
stars-and face it, yo ur typical star 
just doesn' t give a damn abou t the Sun." 

Fat Bernie is also skeptical of maga
zines: "Fo r one th ing they do n't break 
the stuff for two or three mon th s, and 
it's impo ssible to keep track of- I ca n't 
afford to tie up one item fo r two or three 
mont hs. If a piece does n't hit , I've got 
to know right away and re-route it.'' 

Bern ie ne ver throw s any thing out. 
Aside from the table stac ked with 
colum n notes, his apartment is l iterally 
filled with stacks of old magazines and 
back issues of news papers from all over 
the coun try, as we ll as stacks of notes 
and the ater program s. 

Aft er Bernie spends h is hour or two 
routing item s, he reads the day's pape rs. 
He first ca refull y reads each of the gossip 
co lumn s: there are seve n in the New 
York pape rs that he services reg ularly, 
and ano ther nine for which he of ten 
claims bills. Fat Berni e frequently 
ident ifies as many as ten items that he 
has planted in a single morning, which 
explains how he can earn up to $30 ,000 
a yea r. 

F at Bernie bases most but not all of 
his item s in fact-"Most people don·t 
believe most of what they read in the 
co lumns-they just like to read abo ut 
stars, whether it's true or not. " 

The columni sts on whom Bernie 
de pends for his livelihood are, however, 
more interested in facts. The y frequ en tly 
call a restaurant to find out if Tony 
Randall was indeed there on the prev ious 
evening eating the chef s Ottopode al 
F orn o. The restaurants, how ever, have 
learned that if the y deny the pre sence of 
a star they are quickl y dropped from 
Fat Bernie 's beat and from the columns. 

After checki ng th e columns, Bernie 
turns to his black acco untant 's book , 
in which he records the fruit s of the 
prev iou s day , then relaxes and leisure ly 
reads the entire Pos t of the preceding 
evening and then glances through the 
News. He on ly bothers with th e Tim es
no goss ip columnists--on Sun day. 
Altho ugh he has not had particula rly 
good luck with Lewis Fu nke's "News of 
the Rialto" (Broa dway) or Abe Weiler' s 
film notes in the Sunday Times , he keeps 
trying , and he does break items there 
occasiona lly. Bern ie fee ls that the cl ass 
of the Times is wo rth the effort. 

Af ter Bernie has routed his items, 
done his accoun ts and read the papers, 
he rises up again and puts on a white 
on-white shirt wi th co llar points that 
droop almost to his waist , and selects a 
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silk suit from a closet full of silk suits. He 
is now ready to begin his rounds, hunting 
for items. 

He always carries a reportcr·s pad 
and an Old Fashioned drinking glass in 
a black briefcase. Th e pad is to jot down 
what he calls "Go th am gossip." The 
glass is to hold. Bernie spend s his days 
in bars and restaurants, and finds that 
if hes not careful, he's drunk by 5 in 
the afternoon and poorer the next day 
whe n doing his accou nts. He eats at 
moderately-priced restaurants, but 
spends his wo rking day in Sardi's, 21 , 
The Colony and the like. 

He has discovered that if he takes his 
glass out of his brie fcase and holds it 
when he ente rs a restaurant, bartenders 
leave him alone and friendly customers 
do not insist that he have another drink. 

Alth ough Bernie prefers to work in 
New York-going from restaurant to 
restaurant keeping his eye and ear 
attuned to the stars, me eting the press 
agents and courting the columni sts, he 
occasionally wo rks on out-of-town 
projects . One item tha t has become 
near apocrypha l on Broadway is the 
result of Bernies finagling. It also 
provi des a glimpse into Bernie 's sense 
of ethics abo ut the creation of news. 

When Broadway produ cer David 
Merrick was to travel to upstate New 
York (near Poland, N.Y.) to open a 
county fair, Bernie bet Harvey Sabin
so n. Merrick's press agent, that he could 
turn the event into a column item; 
Wilson, Lyons and company , being 
none too enchan ted with the notion of 
the Poland. N. Y .. County Fair , turn ed 
it down flat. 

Bernie, afte r con templ ation, learned 
of the exis tence of a small and obscure 
tribe of Shawnee Indians living outsi de 
of Poland. Fat Bern ie called the chief 
(whose name he cannot recall) and told 
him o f Merrick's impending visit. 

Bern ie suggested that the Shawnees 
make Merri ck an honorary blood 
brother. Bernie promi sed the chief a 
great deal of publicity for the event , 
which he pointed out would be good for 
lheir souveni r business. The Shawnees 
not only delivered, but made Merrick 
Brother Blwan-8/wan -Pu m, whic h 
translated means Collecto r of Wampum. 
The event made all the columns , with a 
headline in Lyons and Wilson-at $20 
per headline, which Sabinson personally 
matched , as the lose r of the wager. 

In general, if the event actually 
occ urred. no matter what the ci rcum
stances , Fat Bern ie does not consider 
any item the least shady: "It happened, 
didn·1 it? Just beca use I had the chutzpah 
to call that Indian doe sn't me an it didn't 
really happen. If s not like I made it up: ' 

On the other hand, Bernie is acutely 
aware of the dangers, both ethical and 
practica l, in concoct ing items: "People 
are always suspicious, yo u got to be 
careful. The agents don't care, but if 
the stars read r igged plan ts they call 
the co lumns. It's crazy, they just cut their 
own throats, but that's the way it is." 

Fat Bernie doe sn't keep a real office . 
If hes not working out of his apa rtment 
or a restaurant or bar, he'll use the offices 
of the produ cers and press agen ts for 
whom he freel ances. 

Blaine-Thomp son, the ad agency that 
handles most of Broadway's adverti sing, 
keeps a special desk for him on openi ng 
nights. After any Broadway openi ng, 

the produce r and the ad men gather in 
Blaine-Thompso n·s, located in the Sardi· s 
building , to comb the advance cop y of 
the revie\\ S to make up those huge quote 
ads that fill the pages of the New York 
Time s. 

As they labor, Fat Bernie sits to one 
side batting o ut column notes about the 
show. When hes complet ed three or 
four separate items (each a paragraph in 
length-alt hough the y arc frequently cut 
to seven or eight words in the paper), 
he rips the sheet from the typewri ter, 
carefu l to tear the bottom edge ("ifs got 
to look hot-even if I wrote it yesterday. 
if s got to look hot'") and moves breath 
less ly downstai rs into Sardi's main dining 
room , whe re he begins his hunt , a subtle 
th ing. 

As he ente rs Sardi 's, he takes a casual 
look aro und the room , to spot Earl 
Wilson. Leonard Lyons, Hal Boyle, 
Jack 0-Brian , Florab el Muir, Winchell 
and the others. 

His prime target is Wil son, and if 
Wilso n sees Bernie going first to O'Brian, 
Wilson will be upset. Bernie can't allow 
that: Wilson must get the first crack at 
the items. c-Jn the old days it used to be 
Winchell. Nobody reads Winchell any 
more , today it's all W ilson.'") 

If Wilson hesitates , Bernie has a 
cho ice. He can leave the item with him 
for a day to let him decide and thereby 
take it out of circulation , but gain 
Wilson's favo r (of vital importa nce), or 
he can demand that Wilson say yes or 
no on the spo t, and if it's a no, move on 
to Lyons, Boyle or Florabel. 

The problem is not to infuriate any of 
the writers by making them feel last on 
his list. Thi s is no easy trick, when there 
are frequent ly three or four of them 
sitting within 25 feet of each other, and 
all acutely aware of Fat Bernies pres
ence . Bernie must operate diplomatically 
and table hop with agility. 

In Sardi"s, they"re used to him so that 
he does n·1 have to pull out his Old 
Fashioned glass. 

He's still standing at the door, waiting 
for Boy le to move away from Wilson so 
that he can make his first move. Boyle 
moves away and Bernie move s in. 

Wilson is sitting by the wall , watc hing 
a room full of stars and almost-stars. 

"Earl. I see yo u for a moment ?" 
"Hi Bernie , whatta yo u gotT' 
··Exc lusive to yo u. Warren Beatty's 

getting married. You want itT' 
Fat Bernie pats his pocket as he 

spea ks, indicating that the item- ripped 
and stuffed into an enve lo pe- with more 
detail s is ava ilable; he's careful not to 
wave the envelope, conscious that at least 
one or two othe r writers are watching 
the conversa tion. Wil son think s for a 
moment , surveys the room , stirs his 
drink . 

--who ·s Beatty marr ying?" 
--o on't know yet. Follow-up tomor-

row. I hope.·• 
ow Wilson thinks that Fat Bernie 

is trying to parlay the item into a number 
of placements-ten bucks for the first 
Beatty announcement , and another ten 
the nex t day when the wo man's name is 
announce d. Or maybe Bernie on ly rep
resents Beatty for the mome nt and is 
trying to line up the girl's press agent 
before he places her name. 

" I can use it Wedne sday," Wilson 
finally says. 

Bernie think s for a mom ent- by 
Wedne sday the item will be public 
information , no longer of value to him. 

Or maybe Wilson has another lead on 
the item. Bernie knows he's struck out 
\\ ith Wilson and prepares to move on to 
Lyons. 

The problem now is that Bernie must 
move fast. He's give n Wilso n the lead 
on an item , and that means there·s no 
longer an exclus ive on it. Wilso n cou ld 
dig up the information on his own , and 
then break it after Bernie has given it as 
an exclusive to Lyons or Florabel. 

He move s to Lyons . 
" Len. got something for you:· 
"What?•· 
Lyo ns never looks at Bernie, he keeps 

his eyes trained on the crowd. 
"Warren Beatty's gett ing married. 

You want it?'' 
"Who to?'" 
''Do n't know.'' 
"How long can I have it? .. 
'T onight. It 's hot.' · 
" I don·1 think so. maybe Wedne sday:· 
'Tll be back. I got more for later .'· 
"O K.'. 
"See you , Len: ' 
Fat Bernie moves away from Lyons 

with an eye out for Boyle. Boyle's alrea dy 
talking to one of the legmen from the 
office that represents Beatty. 

N ews is out , Bernie has to wo rk fast. 
He turns away from Boyle . D on't be 
seen noticin g . .. hang on to exclusive. 
He moves toward the center of the 
crO\\ d, \\ or king fast. Find one ... pla ce 
it quick. 

Flor abel Muir is roaming aro und. 
fl orabel ·11 do. 

"F_Iorabe l. hon ey, I got to talk with 
yo u. 

--You look like somebody"s getting 
married.'' 

Bernie smiles . "You want it?" 
--wh o else has it?" 
--Nobody from me. Ca n you use it 

tomorrow ?" 
··w ho is it?" 
Fat Bernie hesitates , glances around 

the room. senses that he's about to lose 
the item, and moves in for the kill. 

··Tomorrow. honey , yes or no?'' 
··w onderf ul." 
"Warren Beatty. An actress, in his next 

picture-na mes still a see-ke y.'' 
·T han ks, dear, maybe rll use i1.'· 
Fat Bernie hand s Florabe l the en

velope. a li1tle crumbled from his 
pocket. Florabe l floats away , and Fat 
Bernie spots Jack o ·Brian heading his 
way. Bernie doesn't notice him , and 
ducks back to the eleva tor. He heads for 
Sardi 's side door and out into the alley. 
A small note abo ut the routing of the 
Warren Beatty piece in his notebook, 
and Fat Bernie lurches tow ard the Stage 
Delicatessen and a pastrami sandwich. 

Yale Film Society 
101 Linsly-Chittenden , 59 High Street , Yale Univer sity 

Showings at 7:00 and 9:30 P. M. except where otherwi se noted 

Two Films by ART HUR PENN 
Arthur Penn, maker of the rece ntly acclaime d BONNIE AND CL YOE , is probably 
the most exciting and promi sing of the new Ameri can directo rs of the '60 's. His 
films are extremel y violent and visual expre ssions of the pent-up frustrations in 
Ameri can life tod ay. 

Fr iday, ovember 3 
M IC KEY ONE (1965) 

With Warren Beatty 
A bizarre study of an aliena ted honky
tonk comedi an "American Kafka." 

Saturday , November 4 
THE CHASE (1965) 

Mar lon Brand o, Jan e Fond a, 
Robert Redford, Ang ie Dickinson 

Terror in a Texas town, following the 
escape of a loca l convict , building up to 
a shocking climax . 
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Lady Bird at Yale: 
A Question of Taste 

By Daniel Yergin and 

Mop sey S1range Kennedy 

John O'Leary, jammed back into his 
ch air with his feet up on the desk, 
discounted the possibility that the 
Provos wou ld pull down their pants in 
Beinecke Plaza to prote st the War 
during Mrs. Lyndon B. John son's visit to 
Yale. It was late the night before the 
visit; and O'Leary, the president of the 
Political Union, was trying to determine 
whether the Political Union's intensive 
membership camp aign had netted 750 or 
850 member s so that he could tell 
Comm ons ho w much roast beef to 
prep are. 

0- Leary had been hearing for almost 
a week that radical protesters would try 
to break up Mr s. John son's speech to 
the Political Union in Commons, but as 
he shoved the membership lists aside, 
he was confident. 

" It would be a disaster for the Uni
versity and for us if there was a tasteless 
demon stration,'' he allowed , "but there' s 
every indic ation that we can count on 
Yale people to act tastefully, like gentle 
men." 

The next afternoon in Beinecke Plaz a, 
Buddy Berkson, one of the organizers of 
the demonstration, anxiously watched 
the first arr ivals. " It' s ludicrou s to talk 
about beautification now," he said, 
"when we're dropping more bombs in a 
day than the ent ire numb er dropped 
sometim e during World War II. Napalm 
-we 're killing people, and it's an absurd 
kind of taste to talk about beautification ." 

Variation s on the word "taste" were 
everywhere during Mrs . John son 's visit . 
Eve n the Sec ret Service men , who kept 
steel eyes on everything and who never 
hes itated to shove iron-h ard forearms 
into someone's stomach , were described 
as tasteful. 

The same word s, but two different 
languages-th at was the story of Mrs. 
John son's visit to Yale on Mond ay, Octo
ber 9. Mrs. John so n, inside Common s 
with the tele vision, press, and a press 
secretar y to spark spont aneo us standing 
ova tion s. Demonstrators out side, want
ing to be moderate and so doing nothing 
more than staring up at a war monument 
and above that to the names of World 
War I battles carved around the top of 
the Comm ons. Mrs. Johnson inside, talk
ing about beauty, speaking with her hus
band"s flat missionary rhetoric about 
improving the planet ; and a thin blond e 
girl outside, holding a t iny sign: "Lady 
Bird Beautifies / While Lyndon Bombs." 

The Yale Political Union was mode led 
on Oxford 's Uni on, but has for a num
ber of yea rs bee n Yale's answer to ward 
politic s, lacking as it has any sense of 
issues. In the last year or two it has be
co me more of a forum fo r politici ans and 
public officials. O'Leary has been active 
in this. Last summer, while working for 
his Congre ssman in Washington , 
O'Leary sent out a flurry of invit ations to 
public officials. 

One of the invit ation s went to Mrs. 
Lyndon B. John son. O'Leary , impre ssed 
that the Fir st Lady was becoming so 
publicly involved with an issue like 
beautification and conservation, asked 
her to addr ess the Union on her work . 

A few days after sending the invita
tion, he received a phone call from Liz 
Carpent er, an ex-Texa s-new spaper
wom an who' s tough like a tree stump and 
who is Mrs. John son 's secret ary. 
Mrs. Carp enter asked O'Leary exact ly 
what the Political Union was, and then 
some other questions. A few days later , 

she called again to ask O'Leary to 
White Hou se tea with Mrs. John son . 

So O'Leary found him self sitting down 
with Mrs. John so n, her beaut ification 
adviser, and three cup s of tea in the 
sitt ing room of the Lincoln Bedroom . 

"Mrs. John son was a terribly charm
ing person, really warm ," O'Le ary 
recalled later. "It's amazing how the 
Tex as style doe sn't come over so well 
publicly, but ther e's just so much 
sincerity and warmth to that person ." 

While they sipped tea O'Leary and the 
President"s wife discu ssed the New 
Haven riots. Mrs. John son recollected 
how , three years befor e, she had toured 
New Haven with Mayor Lee, visiting 
new schools. She was deeply, personally 
con cerned about the riots. She said it 
was hard to under stand why such thing s 
occur. Then Mrs. John son asked some 
more question s about the Yale Political 
Union . O'Leary, who knew that she 
gives few pub I ic speeches, reassured her 
about the Yale Politic al Union. Mrs. 
Johnson turned to her bea utification 
adviser and asked, "Well, what do you 
think? " The adviser pointed out that 
garden clubs and forestry schools were 
getting dull , noted the advantages of 
speaking to the Yale Politica l Union , and 
recommended she accept. Mrs. John son 
ended the half-hour tea by tent atively 
agreeing to appear. The beautification 
adviser then gave O'Leary a tour of the 
White House , but they had to whisper 
because the President was napping . 

In the first week of September O'Leary 
rece ived another call from Liz Carpen
ter , who said to hold open the first half of 
the week of October 9. O'Leary im
mediately put in a call to Henry (Sam) 
Chauncey, special assistant to President 
Brewster. Chaunce y became cont act 
man between Yale Admini stration and 
Nation al Adm inistration. 

Mrs. Carpenter came up to Yale twice, 
the first time to make arrangements , 
the seco nd time to see the Political 
Union in action. What she saw was the 
film of Theodore White 's "The Making 
of the President 1960." Two days later, 
during the screening of "The Making of 
the President 1964," O'Leary strode to 
the podium and said "I wish to announce 
that the Fir st Lady of the Unit ed States 
will addre ss the Union on Monday, 
October 9." The appl ause was wild. 

The following Tue sday was the 
weekly luncheon of the Aureli an Honor 
Societ y, a senior-class lunche o n club for 
windy student leaders and some of the 
better-kn own campu s good guys, along 
with a string of faculty members . 

Among those sitting at one table were 
the Rev. William S. Coffin, always open 
to a demon stration; Steve Wei sman, 
who was to find himself one of the 
three main organizer s of the demon stra
tion ; Yale Literary Magazine Chairm an 
Bill Lydgate, who would help on a 
second ary level; and Strobe Talbott , 
N ews chairman, who would endor se the 
sincerity of the demon strators in an 
editorial. Someone at the table said it 
would be too bad to let Mrs . Johnson's 
visit pass without some demon stration. 
Everyone agreed it was a good idea , 
although no one was quite sure how to 
organize a demon stration that was 
tasteful , that was somehow, well, Yale. 

Coffin thought for a moment and 
suddenly became inspired. "Picture this," 
he said excitedly. "We get everybody 
to fast instead of eating dinner. Th ey 
assemb le by the thou sands while 

Mrs. John son is inside dining with the 
Politic al Union . When their meeting is 
over, we get Brewster to bring her out 
to greet the protes ting thou sands, on 
either side of her, and recei ve a petition 
asking for a bombin g halt. Ifll be 
sensational." 

Everyone at the table thought th is was 
a good idea , too , though there was so me 
doubt th at Brewster would agree, despite 
a Coffin schem e to threaten the Presi
dent of Yale with pickets at his house if 
he did not co-operate. 

Buddy Berkson, student editor of the 
M ich iga n Dail y for two yea rs and 
general secretary of the Unit ed States 
Student Press Assoc iation before trans
fe rring to Yale, joined in from another 
table. No one felt able to spare the time 
for an extra-curricul ar demon stration. 
Lydgate and Weisman agreed to look 
into it, however , and in a con versation 
later in the day with Talbott at the N ews 
building , they decided that Michael 
Mandelbaum, a senior from Berkel ey, 
Californi a, who wants to write political 
science "for the masses ,•· would be 
perfect. 

Weisman phoned Mandelbaum later 
and told him the news. Mandelbaum also 
thought the demon stration would be a 
good idea, but wanted to phone some 
other s befor e agreeing to take on the 
respon sibility. The deci sion was post
poned . 

That Tue sday night , Student s for a 
Democr atic Society (SOS) held its orga
nizational meeting. More than 125 at
tended , and som e one stood up to say 
that they couldn't let the opportunit y of 
Lady Bird's visit pass. A steer ing 
committee to plan a demon stration was 
formed. 

Wedn esday: Weisman spoke to 
How ard Shrob e, an SOS leader , who 
said that SOS would be staging a 
demonstration, but hadn't decided on 
specifics. Shrobe predi cted they might 
attempt to break into Co mmon s or just 
picket out side the Brewster home , where 
Mrs. Johnson would be staying. 

Weisman 's first thought was to let SOS 
handle the demon stration, since that was 
what they knew how to do best. He 
offered to help Shro be get campus 
end orsement for a silent demonstration . 
but Shrobe simply informed him that 
SOS would do what SOS wanted . If 
Wei sman wanted to support their action , 
that was up to him. 

Matters became more compli cated 
when Nick Herman, a senior who is head 
of the Dwight Hall Campu s Council, 
appeared in We isman·s room that after
noon to say that Coffin had told 
Herm an to seek him o ut since he was 
organizing a demon stration. Wei sman 
was surprised. Herm an propo sed-in 
place of a demon stration , which might 
be construed as being rude to the F irst 
Lady-a n opinion poll to pro ve that no 
one likes the war. Wei sman , Herm an, 
Mandelb aum , Berkson and Talbott 
arranged to meet for lunch the next day 
to make final plans. 

Thur sday : The Secret Service men be
gan arriving to comb through all of 
Freshman Co mmon s and to inve stigate 
dining hall employee s and to fingerprint 
other Yale people who would have 
cont act , or near-cont act, or no cont act 
with Mrs . Johnson. Rumor s that a group 
of Yale Provo s would try some wild 
demon stration were beginning to 
circulate. 

At lunch in the Trumbull College 
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Dining Hall, Herman again propo sed 
his opinion poll. None of the othe rs 
liked it. and when the y returned to 
Mandelbau m·s roo m to cont inue their 
plann ing. Herman did not accompany 
them. The night befo re , Mandelbaum 
and Berk son had drafted a statement 
which was to become the basis for an 
adverti sement in the Yale Da ily News. 

That night. the SOS steer ing com 
mittee met at the hom e of law student 
Mark Tu shnet. The y agre ed to picket 
the Brewster home and then join any 
larger demonstration and co-operate at 
least unt il the end of the demonstration. 

Friday: Petition ing for the moderates. 
In the afternoon Wei sman receive d a 
call th at Sam Chauncey. Brewster's 
ass istant, wanted to see him, and he 
chugged across campus to Woodbridge 
Hall and ran up the steps and inside. 
Kingman Brewste r, he discovered , was 
staring at the door from the top of the 
stairs. 

Brewster expl ained that he doesn 't 
always sta re at the do or but that he was 
wa iting for one more Yale Corpo ration 
me mber to arrive so that they cou ld 
begin their monthly meeting . Wei sman 
con tinued on to Chauncey's office, where 
he found Talbott of the News alread y 
arrived . The y first discussed with 
Chauncey his position on the Red So x, 
and then got around to the demonst ra
tion. Chauncey "as cagey. H e explained 
that Mr s. John son would probably enter 
Freshm an Commons through Beinecke 
Plaza. T herefore , said Chauncey, th e 
Secret Ser vice would probably rope off 
a walkway for her so that her path could 
not be obstruc ted . \Vei sma n and Talbott 
thought that was a good idea. The con
versation concluded w ith a treatment of 
the dining hall coat -and-tie regulations. 

Saturda y: T he moderates hastily co l
lec1ed petiti ons that had been sign ed at 
most of the resident ial colleges, but 
usually during on ly one meal. They were 
not able to reach gradu ate students , but 
they were overwhe lmed at the respon se. 
They typed each name o n an index card 
for alphabet izing purposes and dis
covered they had obtained 600 names in 
practi ca lly no time. Many peop le, even 
jocks and right -winger s, had told them 
that this was the first petition they had 
been able, or had felt compelle d to 
sign. 

Mandelbaum. Weisma n and Berk son 
became more convinced that the mod 
erate approach was paying off. 

Sunday: The day before the visit, they 
met and decid ed that the best form of 
demon str ation woul d be non-demon stra
tive- that is, a 40-m inute assemb ly wit h 
a ten-minute period of si lence at the end. 

Late r that even ing 75 se niors wal ked 
out of a hall at Williams Co llege while 
Mrs. Lyndon 8 . Johnson was speaki ng. 
At about the same time, SOS was finish
ing its sign making . Weis man was 
arranging fo r the advertisement in 
Monda y's Yale Daily News. Ber kson and 
Mandelbaum drafte d ano ther statement , 
to be distributed to protestors exp laini ng 
why th ere wou ld be no speeches and 
why the ten minutes of abso lute silence 
wou ld be approp riate. O'Leary was 
sitt ing in his office figuring out if the 
Yale Political Union had 750 or 850 
member s. Buddy Berkson received word 
tha t a sen ior in Branfor d ha d been 
scraw ling "Sweep fore ign policy clea n 
... bring a broo m" on their posters. 
Berkson phoned the sc rawler, who be
came ve ry angry when Berkson told 

him that they did not want any physical 
demon stratio ns. Lady Bird wasn· t wel 
come, and she dese rved no courtesy, said 
the scrawler. Berkson cou ld under stand 
how he felt . 

The next afternoon was one of 
shif ting. uneasy greys that th reatened a 
rain. The wind was whipping through 
the trees. The President's hou se, five 
stor ies of brick, see med strange and quiet 
with the policeme n aro und. as if some 
magn ate were quietly dying within. 
Time itself see med imm aterial, and it 
cou ld have just as easily been anothe r 
age. with servants bustling about to 
welcome the young master home from 
the Civil W ar, or to make it ready for a 
visit by Pre sident Ta ft. 

One hundred peop le. mostly from 
SOS. many with signs, were standing on 
the Hillhou se curb , across the street 
from the Brewster home. Onl y a few had 
been there when Brewster him self had 
dri ven up: he had talked bri efly to a 
Negro picketer who was protesti ng what 
he sa id was d iscriminatory hiring by 
Yale. Most of the rest had come ju st 
shortly before 2:30. when Mrs. Johnson 
was due to arrive. The New H ave n cop s 
had pu shed them across the stree t and 
had tr ied to make them disperse, but 
Brews ter had come out twice to preven t 
that. The th in blonde girl was the re with 
her small sign: '·Lady Bird Beautifies / 
Wh ile Lyndo n Bombs. " A group of 
new spaper and televi sion reporters were 
talking to the crowd. One of M rs. 
John son's pre ss secretaries, who had 
come up earlier, stomped ove r to some 
of the press and told them th at the story 
was Mrs. Joh nson's spea king at Yale, 
and not this demon stration , and then she 
stomp ed back into the hou se. 

All of Brewster's staff had been issued 
small orange buttons for identification, 
something like those used by chari ty 
campa igns. There was a con trol unit in 
the basement , and the Brewste rs had 
turned their one televi sion set ove r to 
the Secret Service men who were joined 
by Sam Chauncey, in watching the 
Worl d Series in the basemen t. Yale 
Securit y D irec tor John Powe ll main
tained constant con tact w ith campus 
po lice stationed around the hou se so that 
he could inform them of the last
minute dec isio n on whether Mrs. 
John son would dr ive in the back gate or 
come in from the front. 

Sometime shortly before 3:30, they 
decided on the fro nt, and soon Mrs. 
Johnson drove up in a Continental with 
her sec reta ry and mastermind, stumpy 
Liz Carpe nter. The car stopped at the 
curb, and Mrs . Johnso n got out , wearing 
an overw helm ingly red coat and loo king 
younge r and prett ier than anyo ne had 
expected. The Brew sters came down the 
steps to meet her. A path opened 
through pickete rs who had crosse d the 
stree t to the Brewster s· side . Mrs. John
son wa lked past them with less attention 
than she would pay to a patch of rhodo
de ndro ns. T he Brewsters greete d her 
form ally, and th ey all went into the 
house. 

Mrs. Johnson was nervous abo ut the 
speech, afte r her ex perience at Willi ams. 
Brewster, sensi ng that she wan ted re
assu rance , reassure d her abou t Yale, that 
all things were under co ntrol, that rude• 
ness doe s not occu r at Yale. 

Mrs. Johnson went upsta irs to her 
roo m fo r a nap . The cu rtains had already 
been close d, so that she co uld not see 
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John O'Leary: He played politics 

Li z Carpenter: She pla ye d rough 

Mike Mandelbaum: He played straight 

Sam Chauncey: He played secret agent 

the demon strators. But to make sure 
that no one outside could identify wh ich 
was her room, the Secret Service also 
closed the curtains in anothe r room. 
Downstairs one of the Secret Service 
men looked out the window at a sign that 
said "Chirp . . . Chirp . .. Lady Bird" 
and asked President Brewster,"'] wonder 
if that sign is derogatory." Brewster 
asked for binoculars to read the pickets' 
signs, tried , but then gave it up. 

Mrs. Johnson had brought along a 
girl to help with her clothes , but no 
hairdresser. So, af ter her nap, ew 
Haven hairdresser Mich ael Snurkowski 
was sent in. His bags were checked , and 
he was questioned on each landing , and 
when it became cle ar that in fact he was 
the right man , the Secret Service men , 
who knew among other things that it 
was the hairdresser 's birthday, sent him 
up to the top floor. Michael could see in 
Mrs. John son's eyes that she was busi
nesslike and could prob ably be very cold, 
but he found that in this case she was 
"warm, humorous , and congenial." 
Mrs. Jo hnson said she'd like to come 
back sometime and spend a day without 
a schedu le of any kind, just wandering 
around ew H aven. Mrs. Johnson also 
said that she did not like teased hair. 
Michael thought she was rema rkabl y 
pretty if perh aps a bit self-conscious 
about her no se, and af terwards said, 
"Anyone who had the time to study her 
face for a while could really do wonders 
with her.'' 

While Mrs. John son was laughing with 
Michael, Buddy Berkson, on his way to 
the printing press in Jonathan Edwards 
College to pick up the leaflets for 
Beinecke Plaza, was thinking to himself 
If this thing comes off, it'll be incredib le 
. . . If SDS just keeps its m outh sh ut . 

At 5:00, the SOS pickets regrouped 
and marched up to the Brew ster home. 
Mrs. John son was supposed to arrive at 
Freshman Commons at six, but 
Chaunce y had asked O'Leary of the 
Political Union to come earlier , so that 
Mrs. Johnson could avoid picket s. Also, 
it had been decided to bring her in 
through the College and Grove entrance 
to Wool sey Hall and Commons to avoid 
Bein ecke Plaza demonstrators. 

About a quarter before six, the 
Brewsters left their house , and drove 
around the block to Woolsey Hall. They 
waited for Mrs. Johnso n in the rotunda 
of the hall , from which a door leads to 
Freshman Commons. 

Chauncey was standing in the cente r 
of the rotunda, looking like a knowledge
able Sec ret Service man. Next to him 
was Liz Carpenter , Mrs . Johnson's 
secretary. 

"Mr. Chauncey ... " a reporter began. 
"This is Mrs . Carpenter," said 

Chauncey, edging away to a better 
position from which to keep his eyes and 
ears open for anything. 

"Where you from, honey ?"" asked 
Mrs. Carpenter. 

"From a publication here on campus." 
"Well, here , you take this."' Mrs. Car 

penter handed ove r a mimeographed 
copy of Mrs. Johnson's speech and then 
turned and headed for Commons. 

Th e reporter ran after Mrs. Carpenter 
and expla ined that he was also covering 
Mrs. John son as a stringer for two major 
newspapers. He had hit the forward 
button on a Tex as tape recorde r. 

"Mrs. Johnson had just a perfect 
vagabond day," said Mrs. Carpenter. 

"She stoppe d at a Shaker village, and had 
a picnic lunch by the roadside , and just 
thr ee-and-a-half hours of being a perfect 
vagabond , which she seldom gets to do. 
She didn't have any dead lines to meet." 

"Why is Mrs. John son here?'' 
"She gives few speeches , you know, 

but she thinks improvement of our 
country deserves to be on the academic 
agenda , and it's so good that students 
here at Yale are interested .'' 

"What about tho se demon strators? 
Did Mrs. Johnson see them, does she 
know they"re ther e, do they bother her ?" 

"Mrs. Johnson has respect for every 
point of view , but I'll tell you this , no 
one is working harder at peace than the 
man who is our President.' ' 

At that moment the SOS pickets out
side the President's house were conclu d
ing that Mrs. John son had escaped out 
the back gate of the Brewster home. 
They started running down Hillhouse 
A ve nue to intercept her. As they stam
peded off Mrs. John son was hustled into 
her car from the side of the Brewster's 
hou se and out the driveway. The 
picketers sw iveled back, almost as a 
body , but the car zoomed away, and so 
they swiveled aga in and resumed the ir 
race around the corner to Woolsey. 

Sam Chauncey, from his new va ntage 
point at the main door of Wool sey, saw 
the car approaching. He also saw the first 
of the SOS pickets coming around the 
corner. 

"Where's Kingman?" he said . 
"He rc," said Brewster, standing by 

himself one doorw ay over. "Where 's 
Mary Louise?"" 

Mrs . Brewster stepped forward and 
the Brew sters repeated their down-the
steps routine again , welcoming Mrs. 
Johnson to the intersection of College 
and Grove . 

They all stopped for picture s in the 
rotunda and then walke d on into Com
mons, pressed upon by photographers, 
who in turn were pressed upon by eage r 
Politic al Union member s. Secret Agent 
Sam Chauncey stood in the doorw ay, 
keeping an eye on everything . 

Five hundred people were standing in 
Beinecke Plaza as Mrs . Johnson entered 
Com mons from the other side. There 
were only a few placa rds. One was a 
picture of a napalm-mutilated Viet
namese girl with the caption-"U .S. 
Beautifica tion .'' A few repre sen tatives 
of the High School Anti-Communist 
League held up pro-w ar posters on the 
Beinecke Library wall in front of 
Commons. The blonde girl had arrived 
with her frai l sign: "Lady Bird Beautifies 
/ While Lyndon Bombs." A band of 
hippie s, led by a young man with wire 
spectacles and a bandana aroun d his 
head, sat down in the plaza with their 
legs crossed . The young man was blow
ing soap bubbles. 

A reporter from The New York Times 
asked Mandelb aum why anybody would 
hold a silent demons tration. "Demon
strators against the War tend to be 
written Off as irrespon sible malcont ents," 
he said, "which isn't true. Th e majority 
are very reasonable people ." 

At a quar ter after six , the repre sen ta
tives of the High School Anti -Comm unist 
League began shoutin g. Th ey were 
asked to quiet down. They did. The 
loudest people now were the Negro shoe
shine boys, ferreting amongst the 
footwear. 

By 6:20 the crowd had swelled to 1200 
people , covering most of the Beinecke 

Plaza. More than anything else, the 
people-with the exception of the 
placard bearers and the hippies-re
minded one of the intermi ssion crowd 
outside a theater. There wasn't that 
tensio n, that sense of rage being built up 
and stored within for the final explosion: 
they were just people who had come to 
show they opposed the war. 

At 6:25 a leader of Students for a 
Dem ocratic Society announced their 
next meeting and then urged attendance 
the next morning at draft headqu arters, 
when a Quaker was going to refu se 
induction. The crowd listened quietly , 
except for a young man who shouted, 
"Johnson must go. " 

Mandelbaum climbed up on one of 
the marble blocks in front of Commons , 
just east of the sarcophagus-like mem
orial. He lifted the bull-horn , pointed it 
the wrong way. and sa id almost inaudibly 
that it was now 6:30 and would the 
people rem ain quiet for ten minutes. 

About twelve hundred people turne d 
forward, facing the war monument, the 
names of the battles , and the Fr eshman 
Commons itself, where the wife of the 
Commander-in-Chief was going to speak 
on beauty. 

In the silence , those in front could hear 
coming from Commons the faint clink
ing of china and silver and the drone 
of a voice over a microphone. 

Then , sudden ly, a rock-and-roll 
record, the Kink s' "I'm A Dedicate d 
Follower of Fashion.·· blared out from a 
window in Berkeley College. For a 
moment it seemed that the silence might 
disintegrate, people began to turn; but 
then , as though they had resolved as 
a single body, everybody decided to 
ignore the music and turn back to the 
silence. 

At the first sound of the music, 
Berkson and two others charged toward 
Berkeley. They were joined by a 
campus guard who had convinced the 
mu sic players , out to disrupt the demon
stration, to turn down the volume . A s 
soon as the guard left , one of the music 
players turned up the volume 
agai n, said he was going to accuse 
Berkson of steal ing, and lunged at him . 
Two othe rs, and then a third, held the 
guy back; and as they were all locked in 
their waltz, the record ran out. 

Outside, it was quiet again except for 
the three boys who had climbed onto 
the memorial , and who hooted un til 
asked to stop. Like members of 
a dict ator's entourage curious to see the 
motley mob at the gate of the Presiden
tial Palace, some Political Union 
members moved to the door s of Com
mons and stared out. 

The quiet ticked by. "Remember those 
days when all we could get was 150 
people behind Coffin and Cook on the 
Green? " mused an SOS member quietly , 
as he scanned the si lence. "This is not 
the most satisfying thing , but it's worth 
it. What else can you do right now?'" 

The ten minute s was over . Mandel
baum raised the bull-horn again and 
announced its end . He thanked the 
people. There was half applause , only 
slightly audible inside, and the crowd 
began to turn and leave. 

The demon stration was over . SOS 
had stuck to its pledge not to break the 
silence and no Provos had pulled down 
their pants. 

But SOS now wanted a protest to call 
its own. A blond man, standing on the 
steps, started to chant: "What do we 
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wan t?" 
"Peace,"' chanted back twenty-five 

people. 
"When do we want it?" 
" ow," forty responded. 
The large numbe r of demonstra tors 

reacted to that as they had to the roc k· 
and-roll: first with a moment of wavering 
and then simply by ignoring it . Th e 
dispersing continue d . So did the 
chanting. 

"Peace now! Peace now!" 
A group of ten, unab le to hold still, 

unable not to try anything any longer, 
bro ke off and charge d at Commons. 
They stoppe d two dozen feet from the 
building, their way blocked by three 
policemen. 

"Hell,' no, we won't go . . . h~ll, no, ,, 
we won t go ... hell , no, we woO't go . . . 
they called out to the imp assive police, 
and the n stop ped. 

"Fuck you, you will too . . fuck you, 
you will too ... fuck you, you will 
too .. . " the H igh School Anti-Com
munists shouted at them. 

And that was the end of all the 
demonstrations outside Commons. Soo n 
Heinecke was empty, except for the anti
war leaflets, which had been picked up 
two hours before by Berkson when he 
still thought it would be incredible if 
the silence would work, and which were 
now flapping in the wind . The officers 
relaxed and leaned against the pillars of 
Woolsey Hall. 

The SOS chanting had faintly pene• 
trated into Commons ; the silence not at 
all. 

The only activity during the dinner 
had been Liz Carpenter. She had gone 
from press table to press table at the 
beginning of the dinner, shaking hands 
and hunting big game, and telling every 
table, "I'd like to see a standing ovat ion." 

When she had returned to her own 
table, she became very annoyed because 
the NBC camerame n weren't pointing 
their cameras enough in the direction of 
Mrs. Johnson. 

"Those bastards ," she said to one of 
the people at her table. "Give me their 
names, and I'll take care of them.'' 

The names were given, and then she 
was asked, "What are you going to do? 
Tell Sarnoff?" 

" o, the re're other peop le, but I'm 
going to take care of them." 

She was silent for a moment. "This is 
a rough game, and you've got to be 
rough ," she added in an almost wislful 
tone. 

A few minutes after the end of the 
demonstration, the master. of ceremonies 
was making introductio ns at the 
speakers' table. John O'Leary made a 
welcoming add ress, probab ly the best 
speech of the evening, in which he 
proved very keen at finding co incide nces . 
Clare Booth Luce , the last wo man 
to address the Union, said O'Leary , has 
written that Mrs. Johnson is doing more 
than any othe r Preside nt's wife. He then 
presente d Mrs. Johnson with the book 
on Yale's Vinland Map, Reuben 
Holden's book on Yale, and a wind-up 
bulldog that goes "Boola Boola. " 

After the presen tations, the preside nt 
of Yale began a most ambiguous speech . . 
He addressed his audience of "par tisans 
of the left , partisans of the right, and 
fellow mugwumps," and then co ntinued 
with that burp-oratorical effect of his, 
which makes it seem that he's always 
throw ing away a line . 
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Mrs. Johnson's visit, he said, had given 
him a new awareness of the pub lic side 
of a person who has no private life , and 
whose priv ate life is public. 

Brewster rec alled how he had opposed 
Fr ank lin D. Roosevelt's foreign policy 
before World War II , but that his feeling 
d id not pr event him from admi ring Mrs. 
Roo sevelt, a woman of "courage and 
compass ion. " Then he noted th at the 
" isolat ioni sm" of his pre- 1941 under
graduate years at Yale had "come into 
vogue lately." And finally, he said , Mr s. 
Johnson is the greatest F irst Lady we 've 
had since Eleanor Rooseve lt. 

Some observers felt Brewste r was 
obliq uely slappin g the demon strators 
out side: others felt Brewster himself was 
noting th at he oppose d Johnson's war 
today the way he opposed FDR 's in 
l 941. Others weren't sure what Brewste r 
was talking about. 

And then at last, Mrs. John son spoke 
abou t beauty. She urged all Yale men to 
devote their efforts to improving the 
environment. It was an altogether un
memorab le oration , delive red in a very 
pleasing, modul ated style, a perfect 
examp le of Speech think. The Fi rst 
Lady's speechw riter s had done their 
homework- her talk was festoo ned 
with re ferences to Yale University. 
Th ere was nothing controversial or 
gripping; Mrs. John son simply urged 
beauty on the nation and gave some 
examples of how some people bad 
brought abo ut beautification. 

Liz Carpenter's ovation stood, and 
Mrs . John son made her way out and 
went up stairs to a reception with the 
Brewsters in the Pr esidents' Room above 
the rotunda. Th e room was empty when 
they arr ived , and Mrs. John son asked 
whe re the guests were. Brew ster replied 
that they were being delayed to give the 
First Lady time to unwind from the 
formality of her speech . "Oh, don 't do 
th at ," said Mr s. John son. F aculty mem
bers from the F orest ry and Art and 
Ar chitecture schools came up. Brewster 
handed Mr s. Johnson a drink . Out side 
the room, a dozen Secret Service men 
were sitting, but only one of them was 
actually watching the room. 

The Whiffenpoofs came in to sing. 
T hey formed them selves in a semi
circle so that Mrs . Johnson was at 
their backs, but then the Brewsters 
rescued her and brought her to the 
front. One of the Whiffenpoofs , who had 
been in ago ny all week about singing to 
Lyndon Johnson's wife, but who had 
decided to sing af ter all, assuage d his 
conscience by handing a letter of protest 
to Brew ster , who handed it to Cha uncey, 
who was pr esum ably going to hand it 
to one of Mr s. John son's secretar ies, 
who would read it and then might hand 
it to Mrs. John son, who probably 
wouldn't tell her husband. 

The Whiff en poofs delivered a very 
pr ofessiona l perfo rmance, and Mrs . 
John son seeme d to enjoy it. Then they 
starte d out. Lady Bird grabbed one of 
them by the coat; it looked like she 
wa nted an encore, an d they were very 
pleased and came back in , but then it 
tu rned out that she just wante d to have 
her pictu re take n with them. 

Liz Car penter , Mrs. Joh nson's secre
tar y, was one of the last to leave the 
Commons downstairs. She stopped in 
the rotund a to meet her daughter , from 
Pemb roke, and severa l of her classma tes, 
who had been fixed up for the occa sion 
with Poli tical Union member s. Most of 

the girls had a good t ime, excep t for one, 
who had been invited back to the room 
of the Political Union member , offered 
a drink, and then discovere d that the 
member , who had sat down next to her 
on the couc h, was trying to unzip her 
dress from the back . 

Mrs. Carpenter eyed her daughter 
and her da ughter's frie nds and the 
Politica l Union dates and said , "Well. 
let 's all go upstairs and mate ." 

After the mai n reception , Mr s. John
son returned to the Brewster home for a 
smaller reception and then went to 
sleep. All the doo rs at 1he Brew ster 
hou se were kept unlocked. and her car 
was kept in the drivew ay for easy get
away. 

But Mr s. Johnson was not the only 
member of the Johnson team at Yale that 
evening. Jack Vale nti , introduced at 
the banquet as one of President 
Ken nedy"s advisors, but in fact one of 
Johnso n's, even since his resignatio n 
from the White House staff to head the 
Mot ion Picture Producers Associa tion, 
was also up and about at Yale. 

After the banquet Valenti went over to 
1he Law School to spea k to a forum. Hi s 
visit to Yale the same day was com pletely 
coincidenta l. Valenti opened him self to 
qu estions, and virt ually every question 
was a hostile one on Vietn am. One th at 
could be ca lled non-hostile: "Do you 
think the violence in Vietnam is respon
sible for the vio lence in films?" Valenti 

handl ed all the questions by refe rrin g to 
secret deliberation s he had taken part in, 
usua lly in response to urgent messages 
from Gener al Westm oreland , and never 
hesitate d to use logic: "I flew missions 
du ring World War II and killed I 0,000 
of my former countrymen. I know it. 
It 's just as amoral as V ietnam, but they 
pinne d medals on me for it. No one really 
saw the brutal ity of the war." 

Finall y, Valenti showed anger, and as 
he snapped his briefcase shut , he de
livere d a brill iant expan sion on his 
1-sleep-better-every -night-with-Ly ndon
John son-as-my-Pre sident routine, by 
de scribing how the Pr esident , when he 
reads the casua lty lists, experiences a 
met apho rical hatchet in his heart and a 
presumably real acid stomach. And he 
conclude d by pleading, " I wou ld hope 
that you·d try to under stand , to be 
tolera nt and a bit forgiving.'' 

It was very quiet by that time on 
H illhouse Avenue in front of the 
Brewster s' ho use. A police car sudden ly 
roared down the street and stop ped 
quickly at the curb. The patro lman in 
front of the house quickly strode over 
and received a coffee-to-go from a 
plainclothesman ins ide the car. 

Acro ss the street and one house down, 
15 member s of SOS were camped on 
the curb. They spent all night there , 
singing some, reading sections from 
MacBird , but qui etly. In the morning , 
most of them found they had caught 
co lds. 
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Letters 

To the Editors : 
I think that few students who have 
suffered through classes in Winchester 
and North Sheffield, who put up with 
the noise and poor lighting , who stifled 
during the summer and fr6ze during the 
winter, are actually sorry to see tho se 
"fabulous manifestati ons of man's 
humanity " bite the dust. We should not 
be deceived by Mr. Scully's sentimental 
rhet or ic into thinking highly of these 
buildings . They were ugly, monstrous, 
depre ssing structures-examples of 
Victorian bastard architecture at its 
very worst. Tho se who regret the build• 
ings value age , not aesthetics. We should 
be happy to see such rubbish destro yed
the Old Campus should surely be next. 

P. Allen 

To the Editors: 
The Myth is no more: New Haven is 
not a "model, slumless city," filled with 
euphoric , prosperous citizens. The dis
turbances during August buried the 
myth,th ankfully and at long last. 

Yet , disturbingly , the summer dis• 
turbances in New Haven, while destroy
ing one myth , appear to have given rise 
to another : that Mayor Lee's urb an 
renewal progr am has been primarily 
concerned with catering to the upper• 
classes of the city, to the exclusion of 
the ghettoes ; and that the troubles this 
summer were an inevitable result of this 
mispl aced emphasis. 

John Wilhelm , in his lengthy article , 
"The Success and Tra gedy of Richard 
C. Lee" (Th e New Jour nal: October 15, 
1967) , carries this new view much 
further. According to Wilhelm , Mayor 
Lee's program is an o utgrowth of an 
alliance between big busines s in New 
Haven, the banks and Yale. The major 
objective of their support is selfish: for 
big business, to make money ; for Yale, to 
provide a pretti er environment for the 
protection of its upper-cla ss, Ivy League 
popul ation . 

But, according to Wilhelm , there is a 
more insidiou s moti ve behind the 
alliance : to protec t the power structure 
from any unwanted infiltration from the 
ranks of the poor and , inferentially 
and more specifically, the blacks . To 
use his words : "In ... (Mayor Lee's) 
administration , the only disagreement 
tolerated is from those who already have 
significant power . The voices of the 
prote sting poor are shunted aside as 
quickly as possible. " 

Like many myths , the newest one 
about the cau ses of the disturb ances this 
summer, even carried to the extreme 
of the Wilhelm thesis, has a core of 
truth . But in order to isolate this core 
and appreciate its meaning, it is nece s
sary to put the allegations which gave 
rise to the myth to closest scrutiny. 
With such an approach , one finds most 
of Mr . Wilhelm's accusations and 
hypothe ses unable to stand up to either 
fact or logic. 

There are two specific instances of 
error in fact by Mr. Wilhelm which , 
although apparently trivial, portend a 
simi1ar tendency for inaccuracy and 
distort ion on more important topics. 
The first involves the FBI. In preparing 
the reader for his general thesis of 
Mayor Lee in alliance with the forces 
of reaction and money, Wilhelm , in his 
"Introduction," accuses "the liberal 
Lee" of "working with that most con• 

servative of governmental institution s, 
the FBI. " The purpo se of Mayor Lee's 
newly formed partner ship with J. Edgar 
Hoover 's men , according to Wilhelm , is 
to get Fred Harris and other black 
militant leaders put behind bars. This 
little story makes good reading; un
fortunately, it has no relation to reality . 
In fact, when the FBI called on Mayor 
Lee, he gave them no "help" or "en
couragement " other than directing them 
to the files of the Police Dep artment 
which are , of course , open to the public. 
Th at was the extent of his dealing with 
the FBI. 

The second instance is more blatant 
and more serio us. Wilh elm accuses 
Mayor Lee of breaking a "series of 
agreements " made on Sunda y, the second 
day of the rioting . We are to infer that 
these "agreements " involved allowing 
the black militants to stop the violence 
without any intrusion from the polic e . 
First of all, no such agreements were 
ever made ; they were admittedly de
manded by Fred Harri s and leaders of 
the Hill Parents A ssocia tion , but never 
agreed to by anyone from the Mayor's 
staff, much less by the Mayor himself. 
Mayo r Lee did exhibit some restraint in 
sending police into the Hill section 
dur ing the initial hours of the dis
turbances ; but this was of his own 
vo lition. It is easy to understand how 
Mr . Wilhelm came to his "broken 
promise" conclusion. The well-publicized 
demands of Fred Harris to send the 
po lice out o f the Hill turned to bitterness 
when the de mands we re igno red. It was 
an easy log ica l step to then assume that 
the demand s were not ignored but rather, 
accepted and then disregarded with bad 
faith . In point of fac t, howe ver, the 
latter is completely untrue. 

Parenthetically , although the dis
turbances themselves presented a 
tremendou s emotion al shock to New 
Have n residents and to the national 
press, the amo unt of resident participa 
tio n and the extent of dama ge was 
quite slight, particularly when compared 
to similar disturbanc es in other cities . 
Th ere we re no cas ualtie s, no shots fired, 
no widespread loot ing or burning . Thi s 
is not to min imize the s ignificance of 
the disturbances , nor the degree of 
discontent in the ghetto which in large 
part gave rise to them. Nor would mo st 
city officials deny that there we re many 
instances of false arrest and police 
brut ality during those tumultu ous August 
nights. Still, New Haven was no New ark 
or D etroit; far from it. Some in New 
Haven credit this to the Mayor' s quick 
action in impos ing a curfew and increas
ing the police detail in the troubled areas. 
Thi s is surely one pertinent explanation. 
But , to see k a more relevant explanation, 
we must take a close look at what 
Mayor Lee has sought and acco mplished 
over the past fourteen years. Hopefully, 
in doing so, we can at the same time 
dispo se of Mr. Wilhelm's thesis and the 
myth formulated by Mayor Lee's newest 
critics. 

One of the most oft-repe ated aspects 
of the myth, repeated to the point where 
it now seem s thought of as doctrine 
among the Mayor's critics , goes some
thing like this: Mayor Lee' s urb an 
renewal program is geared for the upper 
and middle classes; to prove this, an 
impressive arr ay of luxury hou sing and 
business rev italizati on and con struction , 
done during the Lee years, is listed . 
It follows then , that Mayor Lee's urban 

renewal has been no more than Negro 
removal; that the bulldozer has outdone 
the builder ; and th at displaced families 
are left without adequate hom es to move 
to and without aid from the city admin
istration. Th at is the theory. N ow, with 
objectivity, let us look at the facts. 

Over the past deca de , New Haven, 
under its urban renewal program , has 
built, is building , or is planning to build 
S, I 00 hou sing unit s. In addition , over 
9,000 dwelling unit s have been re
habilitated with the city's encourage
men t, at a private investment of more 
than $17 million. The latter figure does 
not include more than $2 million worth 
of rehabilitation done through the city's 
housing code enforcement agency. Of 
the 5,100 new units, almost one-half are 
for low-income groups ; less than one• 
fifth are upper-m iddle or upper -income 
units . This percent age of low-income 
hous ing is higher than urban renewal 
programs of any other city in the nation . 
Plans continue to be made for further 
low-income developments through vari
ous uniqu e appro ache s, some of which 
will be discussed below. Noted architect 
Louis Kahn is working on preliminary 
plans for the Hill project, budgeted at 
$14 million, most of which will go to the 
construction of low -incom e housing , 
two new schools and recreational 
facilities for the residents of the Hill . 

Wh at about the families who lie in 
the path of the bulldozer ? First of all, 
the Lee adm inistrati on makes every 
effor t to loc ate non-r esidenti al plot s of 
land upon which new hou sing can be 
built. Anyone who has taken the briefe st 
ride throu gh the Dixwell or Dwight 
project s will notice , almo st invariably , 
empty lots with signs in front announcing 
a new Redevelopment Agency project. 
But. in cases whe re familie s are living 
on the site of a prospec tive project, the 
Lee admini stration has provided them 
with a unique me ans of finding satisfac-
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tory housing elsewhere: the Family 
Relocation Office. 

Although the Family Relocation Office 
is on ly required to find other residence s 
for families affected by a New Haven 
urban renewal project , it very rarely if 
ever turns anyone away who is looking 
for another home . Mr . Wilhelm men• 
tioned the many families who are being 
forced to mov e because of the Route 
34 extension. But Mr . Wilhelm neglects 
to add that this is a state highway project , 
for which the New Haven Relocation 
Office has no responsibility; he also 
neglects to add that notwithstanding its 
theoretical lack of responsibility , the 
Office took on the job of helping to find 
adequate homes for families forced to 
relocate because of Route 34. 

Mr . Wilhelm spends a good deal of 
time alleging that urban renewal in New 
Haven is profit motivated . This fits in 
nicely with his the sis, reminiscent of the 
Populist era, that the Big Money of New 
Haven, encouraged by Mayor Lee, has 
supported urban renewal only to make 
a profit. For example, revitalization of 
the downtown district , according to 
Wilhelm , was "ultimately more profit
able" for business than "fleeing to the 
suburbs. " 

In this instance, Mr. Wilhelm is cor• 
reel. Hi s assertion, however , that such 
a s ituat ion is bad is not necessa rily 
correct. Cities across the nation have 
been stymied in their attempt s to improve 
urban conditions becau se of a de arth 
of municip al revenue . A s slum conditions 
increase , real estate assessments go down , 
more and more people move to the 
suburbs , the tax base co ntinues to shrink , 
and less and less business, banking and 
real estate inve stors are willing to 
gamble with a major financial invest
ment in the city . 

One of the keys to Mayor Lee's 
asto unding succe ss and national reputa• 
tion has been his ability to break this 

I :00 A .M . and you're 

still studying ... 

Don't go to bed hungry, 

Go to 

OLIVLNS 
- Open 24 hrs. a day -

1064 Chapel 



14 [ The New Journal [ October 29, 1967 

vic ious circle. He has convinced loc al 
bus inessmen that investment in New 
H aven is a good investment; he has lured 
numerous natio nal firms , such as 
Sargent's, and Macy 's, to New H aven, 
convincing them th at the c ity is a good 
place for lhem 10 locate; he has, most 
of a ll, co nvinced banks and rea l estate 
firms that inve stment in new hous ing 
can be profitab le, The result s of hi s 
efforts have been a meteoric rise of tax 
re venue ove r the past ten yea rs , the 
opposite of what is happ en ing in most 
c ities. For example , in 1957 , the Oak 
Street Pro jec t area (borderi ng and in
cluding where the Connector now is) 
was assessed at $ I ,4 million. Today, it is 
assessed at more th an $18.5. Rober t 
Kenn edy's recent proposa l abo ut offering 
bu siness men t ax incentives to invest in 
the ghettoes operates und er the same 
prin ci ple : make slum inv estment profit
able , and private enterprise will join in 
the task of slum- clearance full force. 

Thi s is not to say that Mayo r Lee 
sup port s only tho se urban renewa l pro
grams wh ich are profit able for big 
business, an assertion whic h Mr. Wilh elm 
makes. It is, in fact, up to Co ngre ss to 
take the profit motive out of urban 
ren ewa l through increased federal aid. 
rent supp lement programs, and the like . 
But unti l suc h a total federal commitment 
is made-a nd it does not appea r forth
com ing- Ma yor Lee will remain willing 
to use whatever means necessary to im
prove housing cond itions in the city. 

Hurry, hurry, hurry! 

Such pragma tism is loa th some to ideo lo
gical idealists; but , in New Have n , at 
leas t, it has been effec tive. 

Finally, Mr . Wilhelm is highly cri tical 
of C PI and its programs . Again , the 
conspiracy theory of the mone y powers 
emerges: ·'C PI ... is a coalition of those 
in the comm un ity who already have 
power ... implicit in their programs is 
the assumpt ion that the poo r are whe re 
they are because some thing is wrong with 
them, whe ther it be lac k of ed ucat ion, 
poor mot ivation, or so mething else. " 
Mr. Wilhelm quotes one blac k CPI 
wor ker - ju st one-to su pp ort this broad, 
damning genera lizatio n. 

One cou ld counter thi s charge wit h 
an endless reci tal of black C PI work ers, 
a"i we ll as whites . who would utterl y 
deny th at suc h an assumption exists; 
one co uld also cite an endless list of 
C PI programs for job training , educa
tion. family counse ling and recr ea tion 
wh ich were and con tinue to be mod els 
for 1he federal Poverty Program to 
imit ate. 

Howeve r. within this exaggerated an d 
un sup ported gene ral iza tion, Mr. Wilhelm 
has hit upon an important truth: the 
trouble with many of the C PI progr ams 
ove r the past six years (and, equally so, 
with the Pove rt y Program ove r the 
past thr ee years) has been the lac k of 
full part ic ipatio n and directio n of these 
programs by the underpriv ileged them
selves. Thi s is not , ho wever. the result 
of a siniste r conspiracy by the "haves" 
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agai nst the "have -not s.' ' Rathe r , it is a 
resu lt of the newness o f the Poverty 
Program concep t itself. 

It has bee n only recently that C PI ha s 
learne d th e impor tance and value of 
havi ng neighbo rh oo d re sident s them
selves organize and plan their own 
prog rams. Mr. Wilh elm ligh tly pa sses 
over a $45,000 gran l given to 1he Hill 
Pare nts Assoc iation by CP I (and for 
whic h the M ayor was largely responsible) 
for their own program s. The money was 
given with few string s a ttache d ; HPA 
was allowed to use it as it wished. Ju st 
recently, in the first wee k of October , 
CP I annou nced that $300,000 would be 
simi lar ly ava ilab le for neighborhood 
re sidents to use for th eir ow n programs. 

Of course , Mr. W ilhelm 's rejoinder 
might be tha t thi s is too little , too late. 
Nevertheless , it is a start. CP I began in 
196 1, two years before a Poverty 
Pr ogram was even di scusse d in Wa sh
ington . In six years. it has come a long 
way. 

Perh aps th e best insight into Richard 
C . Lee. th e man. an d the difference 
between Rich ard Lee , the Mayo r, and 
other mayors in this nation , can be seen 
by his initi a l reactio n to the summer 
distur bances. 

There were many peop le in New 
Have n who spo ke of "their ·· ingra titud e 
for al l Mayo r Lee had don e for "them"; 
other s ex plained away the di stu rbance s. 
as countless Ma yo rs of othe r cities 
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repe aled ly did throughout the summer , 
as the work of "o ut side infiltrators'' or 
the '·c rimin al .. element. 

M ayo r Lee , however , felt and said 
none of these things. The first per son 
at whom he pointed an accusing finger 
was h imself. "T his only goes to show 
that for all thi s administrat ion has tried 
to do for thi s c ity , it has only scratched 
the surface. For every three steps 
forwa rd we've taken, ther e have been 
four steps back. Perh aps the se dis
turbances will wa ke people up to the 
seriou sness of the urb an crisis, the com
plexit y of lhe problems , the di fficulty of 
the cha llenge which faces us. God knows 
we've tried to alleviate some of these 
problems. Now , we must work all the 
harder." 

Lee's genius lies not in his ability to 
avoid mistakes but in his ready willing
ness to learn from them. H e is the 
eterna l pragm atist, constantly experi
menting, look ing for new ways to build 
ho using , new ways to get federal money, 
new ways to teac h skills to the poor. 

Yet, R ichard Lee·s pr agma tism has 
not led to cynicism. H is will ingne ss to 
yield to practical realities is tempered by 
a co ntinued idealism, a confidence in 
the efficacy of affirm ative government 
act ion. H is dream of a "slu mle ss" city 
remains und aunt ed , despite the setbac ks 
of the past; his intuitive op timi sm and 
fa ith in the abi lity of the rich and the 
poor to work to gether remain unbroken. 

John Wilhelm, and many other 
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radicals and black militants who have 
made Mayor Lee their scapegoat, have 
questioned the basic power struc tur e 
upon which th is country has rested since 
its inception. In this sense, their inquiry 
and ensuing criticism are healthy. A 
power structure which has economically 
and socially (and, unti l 1863, physically) 
enslaved a large section of its population 
is in urgent need of re-examination. 

H oweve r, the fervor of John Wilhelm's 
ideology prohibits h im from evaluating 
a man like Mayor Lee in relative, as 
well as objective te rm s. For Wilh elm, 
the unique mixture of pragmatism and 
idealism which the Mayor has so ex
emplified can only be interpreted as a 
cowardly sur render to the monied forces 
of the establishment power structure. 
T he rarely di sputed point th at Mayor 
Lee, de spite th e shortcoming s which he 
admits to his urban renewal program, 
is head an d shoul ders above any other 
mayor in America-such a fact is ir
relev ant to the radical. For him, relativ
ism is meaningle ss; degrees of pr ogress 
an d success are beyond consideration . 
Measureme nt is in terms of the absolute: 
change must be total and , if nece ssary, 
vio lent. 

There is certainly a place -o r at least, 
should be a place in the American 
polit ica l heritage for such radicals. But 
not in an assessment of a M ayor's 
achievements. l n objective term s, one 
then criticize th at city"s mayor for not 
clearly been one step ahe ad of all other 
urban leaders for not being two steps 
ahead. One should not scorn the concept 
of a perfect, utopian. ';model" city and 
then cr iticize that city's mayo r for not 
being perfect and incapable of error, 
h imse lf. 

The tragedy of Wilhelm' s criticism of 
M ayor Lee. an d others like him , is that 
it sup plies additional fuel to those who 
oppose progressive , affirma tive action 
in 1he natio n·s urba n centers- th is at a 
time when such action is so desperately 
needed. 

H opefuly. the gap between the 
W ilhelms and Lees of thi s nation-a 
gap not. in reality. as large as it seems
will gradually close as communication 
and understanding rep lace polem ics and 
rhetoric. The alterna tive to such an 
ultimate meeting of the minds is 
pola riza t ion and dogmatic rigid ity-a 
prospect which would have grave con
sequences for all concerned. 

Lanny J. Davis 
First Year Law Studen t 
Chrm . "Student s for Lee" 

Wilhelm's Reply: M r. Davis will no 
doubt be su rpri sed to find that I essent ial
ly agree wit h his eva luation of M ayor 
Lee. I wou ld first , howeve r, like 10 

correct some of his mo re ser ious errors 
of fact: 

I) It is common knowledge in New 
H aven political circles that the M ayor's 
office has more than pass ive ly cooperated 
with the FB I in its investigat ion of the 
H ill Pare nt s Assoc iation . 

2) Mayo r Lee did in fact make a series 
of agree ments with the HPA leaders on 
Sund ay of the "riot week ". I refer Mr. 
Davis to the article by Rev. Ra ymond 
Chulz e, pasto r of the Zion Lutheran 
Chu rch in the H ill, in the Am eric an 
Independent Moveme nt N ewslette r of 
Au gus t 21. Rev . Chul ze, who attended 
the Sunday meeting between M ayor Lee 
and HPA leade rs, desc ribe s in detail 
the agreemen ts reac hed and hi s shock 

and fru stration when they we re a lmo st 
immediately bro ken. 

3) T he claims Mr. Davis makes for 
the redevelopment program are asto und 
ing. He must be using a very strange 
definition of low- income. Loui s Kahn's 
Cen tral H ill Pr oject is di scusse d in a 
Redevelopment Agency brochure: most 
of the hou sing described is middle
income and not low. Mr. Davis ought 
to look at the broch ure . 

1 am amaze d to hear th at "almost one
half'' of the hous ing built or pl anne d 
as redevelopment is low• income. If 
Mr . Davis would check with the research 
peo ple at the redeve lopm ent agencies, 
he would find that the figures I quoted 
for mid-1965-700 luxury apar tm ents, 
976 midd le-income-are accurate. He 
woul d also find that since 1965 only the 
sma ll Fair H aven project I referred to 
plu s some housing for the elderly have 
been opened in the low-income field. He 
will find finally that there are plans on 
the drawing board for no more than 
token number s of low- income units. 

4) If Mr . Davis is at all acquainted 
with cw H aven, he sho uld know th at 
Mayor Lee has not ''l ured"' Sargents to 
the city . Sargents is an old family firm 
that was here before the M ayor was 
born. 

I do not want 10 qui bb le at length 
with Mr. Davis· errors. Wh at interests me 
most is that both Mr. Davis and l agree 
that Lee " is head and shou lder s above 
every other mayor in Americ a .. 
That Lee is probably the nat ion 's best 
mayor is precisely tire point. If he cannot 
solve the urban crisis any better th an 
he has , then we cannot do the job with
out basic change . Mr. Davis may know 
so me "ra dic al'' for whom the M ayor's 
clear superiority is "irrelevant'". I think 
it is quite relev ant. I am so rry that he 
felt compelled to fit me into some pre
determined image. I am sorry that he 
felt compelled to clou d my argument s
and his-by throwing about loaded 
wo rd s and phra ses like .. insidious " and 
"conspiracy theory" . Mr. Davis got 
neither such words nor the tone they 
conjure from me. 

On the contrary , it is not becau se I 
dislike Lee person ally th at I say that, 
as Mr. Davi s puts it, one step ahead is 
not fast enough. The M ayo r is trying to 
co nvince those that are already powerful 
that they ought to save ou r cities. I did 
not by acc ident use the word " trag ic·· 
in my art icle . Because those who have 
power now will not make changes that 
serio usly end anger th eir power or wealth , 
Lee's efforts have pro ved fruitless. 
Tragic figures a lways evo ke sympa thy, 
bu t sympa thy for the man sho uld not 
cloud our political judgment. 

We face the incredi bly difficult job of 
mobilizing the American people to 
force the po werf ul to give up their 
con tr ol. If tha t job is no t done, the 
frustrated poor will simply tear the 
coun tr y up because they have no 
alternative. 

As for Mr. Davis, I hope that he ca n 
discard the fac t-find ing methods he 
perfe cted while chairman of the Yale 
Daily News and which he continues to 
use as chairman of Student s for Lee . 
If he ventured out into the stre ets and 
a lleys of the city and listened to the 
des perate peo ple who this summ er re
sorted to "rioting '', he would discover 
many things th at are not apparent on the 
narrow path between campus and 
Ci ty Hall. 

Art 
In the West Ga llery and corr idor of the 
first floor in the Yale Unive rsity Art 
Gallery , stude nt s and th e general pu blic 
have an opportunity to see a unique 
exhibition of sixty-seven works of art 
on loan to Yale from the Fogg Art 
Mu seum of H arvar d Un iversity . This 
number comprises thirty-three pain ting s, 
twenty draw ings and fo urtee n pi eces of 
scu lptu re. Simultaneou sly, sixty -four 
works of ar t from the Yale collections 
are on loan to the Fogg Mu seum. 

The se exchange exhibitions, th e first 
between Yale and H arvard, originated 
in a conversation between the directors 
of the re spective mu seum s, Andrew C. 
Ritchie and John Coo lidge , on ways in 
which a closer relationship could be 
brought about between th e two institu
t ions. The resulting shows are a 
magnificent succe ss. 

Neither exhibition can be called truly 
repre sentative of the collections in each 
museum; for in choos ing the work s of 
art to send to the sister institution the 
director s we re confronted with many 
problems. For example, many fine works 
could not be loaned because of the terms 
of bequests. Thus Yale was unable to 
lend any works by John Trumbull or 
Harvard to send any of their out standing 
collection of Pre-Raphaelite paintings. 
Also, paintings on pane ls are considered 
too fragi le to travel. 

In an exhibition such as the one now 
at Yale where every work is excellen t , 
it is very difficult to choose the finest. 
I will attempt to list a few to which one 
shou ld pay specia l attention. Among 
the paintings: the exquisite Head of 
Christ by Rembrandt: the Land scape by 
Bierstadt. which is an excellent example 
of the Hu dson River School ; the Pou ssin, 
H oly Family ; Caracciola's St. Sebastian; 
the mysteri ous triptych, The Actors , 
by Max Beckm ann ; Bazi lle's Scened' Ete, 
painted the year before his tragic ear ly 
death and possibly hi s best work. 

The group of sculptures are also all of 
them excellent, but parti cularly impr es
sive are the Portrait of De Podenas by 
D aumier, the French Romanesque 
Capital with Scenes from the Story of 
Samson, the Angel Carrying a Cornu
copia by Pierre Le Pautre , M aillol's 
Young Cyclist. Gaspard M arsy's Boreas 
and Oreirhyia, and Matisse·s Le Serf. 

-William Mit che ll 

Letter from Berkeley 
Early on Frid ay morning , Octo ber 20, 
hundreds of U niversity of California at 
Berkeley studen ts joined many others in 
barricad ing the st reets of down town Oak
land , not wit h their bodies , but with 
parked cars and trash cans which they 
pu she d into the intersections around the 
O akland Induct ion Center. They moved 
qui ckly, avoiding po lice an d arrest as 
much as possible. 

And so, at the sa me time Mari o Savio 
was serv ing the last week of his long jail 
se ntence for leading the Fr ee Speec h 
M oveme nt sit-in in 1964 , the stud ent 
pr otest movement emerged from the 
aw kwar d tr ansitional stage which has 
plagued it since the decline of the Civ il 
R ight s Moveme nt. Am eric an stud ent s 
appear 10 have finally caug ht up wit h 
stud ents in the rest of the world by 
abandoni ng their exc lusive commitment 
to non-violent civil disobed ience . 

Thi s escalation of pr otest tactics was 
finally forced by the Oakland Police 
during the Tue sday morning "a ttack " 
on the induction cen ter , the first of the 
two mass attempt s to prevent or delay 
the tr ansportation of inductees to and 
into the building during Stop the Dr aft 
Week. The sloga n in the Bay Area was 
"Shut Down the Induction Center. .. 
Thre e thousand demons tr ato rs on T ues
day stoo d shoulder to shoulder before 
the induction center , filling an entire 
block of the stree t onto which the center 
opens. 

By no me ans unanim ously willing to 
be ar rested , mo st of th e crowd intended 
10 run if the 800 po lice moved in to 
make ar rests: bu t the choice never came. 
Instead of attempting to arres t the 
protesters for refusing to dispe rse, the 
police charge d the crowd at o ne end , 
clubbing them and spra y ing them with 
MA CE , the new chemica l immobilize r . 

Suddenl y, the traditional non -violent 
sacr ifice of going to jail was no longe r 
avai lable. Thu s. a substa nial minorit y 
of the 10,000 protestors from Berkel ey, 
Stanford. San Francisco State and other 
schools who returned for the seco nd 
··attack· · on the following Frid ay were 
ready to be more aggressive and less self
sacrificing in the face of the risk of 
serio us injury. 

Dean Rusk had ea rl ier this month 
signalled with embarrassing frankness 
the inevitability of the demise of peaceful 
protest tactics. Responding to a peace 
initiative placed on the San Francisco 
municipal ballot by the courts , after 
county supervisors had refu sed to do so, 
Rusk made clear that the Johnson 
Administration has no objections to 
such civil libert arian exercises, for it 
has no intention of altering its pre sent 
Vietnam policy. no matte r what the 
outcome of this vote and others like it. 
So much for lawfu l protest. 

dn the Berkele y campus. both pro
testers and adm inistr ators sought to 
avo id an on-campus Free Speech confl ict. 
With unprecedented liberality and 
co urage , Berkele y Chance llor Roger 
H eyns stood up to conservative civic 
pressure and granted stude nts permi ssion 
to use a campus building for a teach-in 
the Mond ay night before the week's first 
descent upon the Oak land cen ter. But , 
in a grossly politica l deci sion of doubtf ul 
co nsti tu tio nality. an Oakland judge 
ordere d H eyns to deny the prote st use 
of campus fac ilities; and H eyns has since 
c ited almost I 00 studen ts for parti c ipat
ing in "illega l" ra llies on campu s. 

Students , neverthele ss, have not yet 
so ught to prote st He yns· ac tion because 
they are unwilling to divert their energ ies 
from atlac king the W ar and draf t to 
defending the civi l liberties necessary 
to protest. 

- John D . Ellioll 
Senio r , Univ . of 
Ca lif. at Berkeley 



Have you seen Mr. Donald Hutchinson perform? 

How about Mr. John Hopkins, Jr.? 

How about Mr. Ben Clark, Jr.? 

Performances: Monday through Friday 

Curtain: 11:30 A.M. (lunch) 

5:30 P.M. (dinner) 

They put on a really good show! 

at 

The James Hillhouse Room Restaurant · 

(12th floor - Kline Biology Tower) 
These guys are stars. Really big stars. 

DONALD HUTCHINSON - as Chef 

JOHN HOPKINS , JR . - as Maitre d' 

BEN CLARK, JR . - as Manager 




