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Digger Handbill

You®re born a citizen of a nation,

Free
Free
Free

Tree

Free

A citizen of a nation with rulers who legislate rules
commanding you to be free,

to be conditioned in school until youre sixteen
Free to be a compulsory soldier,

to pay sixty per cent of your taxes to the military budget.
Free to get legally married.

to work for a minimum wage.
Free to vote when you’re twenty-one.

to vote for the Democratic or Republican party of your choice,
Free to buy clothes, food, and property from the 200
corporations which account for 45% of the total U.S. manufacturing

1n 1966

to obey arbltrary curfows,
Free to hdvé ydur Lreedon reoulated by officers who
are your friends and protect you.

PROTECT you from obscenity.

PROTECT you from loitering.

PROTECT you from nudity.

PROTECT you from sedition and subversion.
+PROTECT you from marijuana, LSD, DRUGS.
PROTECT you from gambling.

PROTECT you from homosezuality.

PROTECT you from statuatory rape,
PROTECT you from common-law marriagze.
PROTECT you from abortion.

PROTECT you from lonely you.

PROIECT you from demonstrations against your protectors.

1966

o



s

is January,’ 1971 Volume 1 Number 1

And it came to pass in those days that a messenger was sent out
from the People of Isism to question the Holy Crow and resolve the
doubt which was in the land, “Is the People of Isism is?® asked the

messenger. The Holy Crow replied, "They are,®
Trivet, 14: 7-9

Cast of Characters

(In Order of Ap-warance)

Cover Provided by Carl Eselbing
Definitely a Case of Derangement Robert Crumb

A classic work by Janis® favorite cartoonist, lifted from

Zap # 1.
is Title by Michael Bacon
Digger Handbill Unsigned

One of many subversive documents from the hashbury during
the famous summer of 1966, Possibly Gestetnered by
- Chester Anderson’s Communications Company.

Blank Pages and A Word About Them Provided by Carl Helbing
Some remarks on the unwilling suspension of disbelief
which finally beg the question.

Moon in Scoppio Carl Helbing
My old Guide sent a bundle of goodies and I made this
magazine to put them in.

Letter to Jesus Mimi Farina

A song written by Joanfs sister and Richard®s widow in
less happy times, transcribed over the telephone by Barzy Olivier.
She and Tom Jans should have an album soon (possibly from 124).

Jacob’s lLadder Round 10 Ms
Sex, drugs, and cheap thrille, the original titlo of a
great album,

Children of Darkness Me :
It’s not self~pity. Iclks, TYoufd brood too if you tnvew
it all away. The ilwie world.

Sensayuma Charles MeCabe
Another great column which the San Francisco Chronicle’s
brilliamt columnist, Thc Fearlens Spectator, did not include
in his book of the same name., Published by the Chroaicle
at $6.95. Get one while they last,

Publisned oy Lom Collins



Scenario for. the Beginning of the Final Crisis
Unsigned editorial from a recent issue of War/Peace Report,
Which I would gladly tell you more about, but it’s off
at the printers, o

Four War Poems ’ Tom Collins
After reading The Light Around the Body by Robert Bly,
who deserves better. These were written in a burst of
creativity in the spring of 1968,

A Bedtime Story Johnny Reb
From Libertarian Connection, which is.full of such things,
$3.50 per year from Iisa Dawn, P.0. Box 90913, Worldway
Postal Center, Los Angeles, Calif, 90003, and worth it.
The government will get you if you don’t watch out,

A Past Due New Year®s Story 0. Henry
One of a number of neglected works published by William
Sidney .Porter before he went to jail, and never reprinted.

I Pronise Nothing A.E, Housman
Reprinted because I felt like it.

Dear Student Courtesy of Michael Bacon

Back Cover - Who is this man?

The gumdrop poem is from the Rice Univefsity literary magazine, ,
where it appeared several years ago under a name I have forgotten.

Disclaimer

WHEN I IEFT Berkeley I took little more than two suitcases and a
typewriter, When contributions to SAPS and OMPA fell due on short
notice I typed a special, fat issue of Jacob’s Iadder as a si.op
gap instead of trying to dig up material and locate a. printe: -t
the last minute. Then Carl’s letter arrived in the mail are wo.ied
dut to be used, I sifted the contents of my room to produce wiat
you see before you--a strange amalgam both in appearance 2vd content,
I refuse to take the blame for its patchwork qualities.

It took about a week to produce, all told, and cost sheut
$30, less than one cent per piinted page, Go thou and do likewise,

This magazine is prod ced for the Spectator Amateur Fress

Society, Off.Trail Magazine Punlisher®s Association, and me. %he
edition is limited to. 100 copi~s, of which this is

number 5" ? for @m 49 ﬁ
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The preceeding page was blank,

Why? you have asked or, if you have not, you are doing
S0 now, becauss you have been programed to do so by the words
on this page, which is not blank but rather is covered with
little black marks that have been put there by the writer so that
you will obey his commands and think those thoughts he wants youw
to think, thereby dictating your experience of this moment, NOWS

Some call this process Literature., Perhaps Hypnotism
would be a better name.

Howcver, this writer does not hesitate to admit up front
that his purpose as a wielder of written words is to hypnotise you
who are at this moment reading these words, I am hypnotising you
and I am programming your mind, your bio-computer, with words in
combinations and sequences that would not have been your experience
of this moment had you not looked at this page and examined its
contents, My thoughtforms are aimed at your consciocusness through
the medium of the symbols you are now reading, and these thoughtforms
are meant to effect a change in your overall patterns of behavior,
a change that will happen to you long after you have “forgotten®
thuse words now coming into your mind., Post-hypnotic suggestion,

My message, the content of this hypnotic exercise, is this:
everything you read--books, magazines, newspapers, letters, menns,
billboards, and bankdrafts--has been designed to hypnotlse you and
to program your behavior.

It is only when you have thoroughly realized the reality
of this message, when it is a fact of your life you can not ever _
forget, that you will be able to read anything to any advantage
at all. And then you should be prepared to read a great many words
if you are seriously interested in learning about who you ax:.
where you cams from, and where you're going. ‘

-
.

This is why the last page was blank,

#



Moon in Scorpio

No job, no welfare, no hope (but much faith), and I'm writing a novel,
Conspiring to do holy mischisef and to make some bread and to save the
world with Jeff, Pam Bakes the world®s best bread, Jessicals
vocabulary growse.

Work is the curse of the working'class,
The farther you pgo, the harder it gets.
God is not Aead-;heﬁs Just changed_his.name.

Redwoods are a very old species, nearly biologically obsolete--it?’s
very interesting to share this evolutionary niche with them,

Am hungry for rumors and gossip from the Easte-
Commune-icate : . -

The process of the phy51cal embodlment of Chrlst is almost nine years
old on this planet or so 1t°s boen rumored,

Happy Jesus‘ blrthday to you, and a productlve and Joyous 19?12

_Carl: Helblng
12/24/70

o Lettef to Jesus

I'm going to write another letter to Jesus
and ask him if I can be exnuaed
Last time I wrots,
You know that he refused, :
Well, waiting in line is.not my- style,,
I%ve been tapping my fingers for quite a whlle,
Perhaps they spelt my name wrong
In the great big file. .
I%n g01ng to write a letter to Josus
And agk him if I have to hang around.
. If Im good and T add a lot of please:
Maybe he?l1l let me ride right out of
I want to go back where I can begin
To start my 1life all over again,
Perhaps with a chance, there®ll be ¢ v+, ) win,
I want to go back, please take me back, where the wild bixds a“.‘ e
to sleep at night my bed as soft as the silk moonlight, where _ho uys
roll on and roll on in delicious delight.

I'n going to write and I%11 maii it just as coon as I1°m through.

I hope the postman sees that he r:ceives it

?Cause all I want to do is start ..new.... OGC2use all I want to do is
?Cause all I want to do is starti .»ver.

Mimi Farina
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b There was an old man of Whitehaven

Who danced a guadrille with a raven,
i t} &; :g ’Q:S % y But they said: %It%s absurd
To encourage the birda.®
So they smashed that old man of Whitehaven.

This publication for the January 28, 1971 APA-IL distribution is called
Jacob’s Ladder bscause it gets you higher. In addition to the 65 copies
propared for APA-L and tae 25 copies reserved for my own purposes, thers
are 35 additional copies for SAPS and 25 for QMPA., See below.

We are climbing Jacob?s Ladder Round 10

Fucking is Just like real sex only you don®t have to use your hands,
Sex is the most fun you can have without laﬁghing.

The first is something I learned long ago. The second got printed on the
front page of a newspaper in Iowa last Easter and they ran me out of towne

But then I have been strongly affected by Aprils for sope years nowe
Martin Luther iing died in April. I think one of the Kennedy?s did too,
and of course the man called Jesus is reported to have dropped the body
at that period of the year, It was in April (on the 18th) that Paul
Revere got arrested riding through the countryside and left his companion
to do the worke It was in that month also that the farmers of Lexington
and Concord stood by the rude bridge that arched the flood and fired the
shot heard %round the world.

That was the first revolution there sver was, The First American Revolution.
T.S. Eliot said %april is the cruelest month.®
I%m sure I couldn®t say.,

I%ve been reading an intere:ting book by Robert de Ropp called Sex
Energy. Some of you may remember him as the author of The Master Game,
an odd book about druzs which contains morse esoteric information than
any scientist ever put in a book about drugs before, It was that book
which gave me one of the first reasons that ever made sense to me for
why pot migat not be such a harmless drug after all.

I%e run across a lot of good reasons sincs, but de Ropp’s arguement 1,
still worthy of mention;

eeoln the boginning the drugs, by releasing certain energies in the
body, touch off an inner firework display that is often fascinating
and very beautiful. But the selfeindulgent or lazy investigator
who makes a habit of trying to set off such inner pyrotechnics will
find that the show becomes less and less rewarding. The body grows
accustomed to the drug and ceases to react. This is true of both
ISD and hashish, The first few meetings with "My Lady of the Hemp®
may produce raptures, ecstasies, give insights never to be forgot-
ten., But continued application for aild to this potent spirit dulls
the magic, blunts the effects, evokes misery rather than rapture.
As (Fitzhugh) Ludlow put it: #The ectasy became daily more and
more flecked with shadows of an immeasurable pain.¥ '
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It takes a considerable time (two weeks or even a month) for -~
the body to regenerate the stored energy substances which are
casually squandered in one of these psychedelic sprees. If a second
explosion is initiated before the body has had time to recover from
the first, a point may be reached at which it is actually impossible
for tho body to regenerate these stores., In this process, as in
many othcrs, tho old phrase of the alchemists applies: “You must
have gold to make gold.® :

Of, you can’t make a silk purse out of a sow®s ear. du Ropp has been
studying altered consciosusness for some thirty years; he®s a biochemist,
Others (Masters, I think) havo suggested thut acid bo used only infrequent-
ly becauso of the long-lasting offcets, and the time it takes to proporly
assimilate the toéachings of a trip.

Carlos Castonada, author of The Teachings of Don Juan, . ono of the most
powerful books on the drug experience over written, is apalled by the
caroless use of psychedolics by those who don?t make any attempt to
understand what thoy mean. Ho thinks thoy should be used carefully, and
onty as a part of a whole contuxt, a system of understanding.

Hence, Leary?s trip book, Still ths best guide to tripping evor written.

Double~blind tests indicate that subjodts cannot distinguish between
THC (the activc ingredient in pot) and acid., Tho effects, in the proper
dosages, are tho samo,

What do Ropp was saying was that if you keep doing it, the effect wears
off., do was proposing a physiological roason. Evoryone who’s used dope
rocognizos the phonomena. *Man, I°ve beoon stoned so much lately it
doesn®t have any cffeet on me any more.® '

Leary, Alpert, and the others at iillbrook did an oxporiment once to see
what continuous dosages did. Thoy dropped maybe 500 mics evory eight
hours for two weoks. After tho initial peak it turned out they mostly
stayed right around Sccond Bardo and could do the chores, ete.

(Which domonstrates, incidentally, one of thc uses for the trip books
It provides a terminology to work with.)

That is, thoy wont up, then settled down at a lovel often oncountered
after the peak. So high and no higher.

A fow months ago I cncounterod a powerful clairvoyant who claimed that
wflashbacks® occurcd when acid which had been lodged in the tissues was
broken loose., She said it does not leave the body immediately, as had
previously been thought.

That theory is now gaining popularity. Meanwhilo, a clinic is being set
up near Berkeley to provide water thewapy to drive the chemicals out of
the system for good and all,

It’s intcresting to sec that rusearchers have just reported evidence that
marijuana also builds up in the tissues, so that effccts increase with
uso.



3

That®s a phenomonon which is easily recognizable. Some people have to
smoke enormous amounts boforc they feel the effocts, It?s as if a
threshold had to bs reached first. Thon the more times:you smoko, the
easior it gets to geot loaded.

Excupt, as noted above, for the law of diminishing returns.

Tho two fit together. It takes a lot the first timo; then it gots
oasicr. If you do too much, you donft get so high. Let your brain
dry out, and up you go agein: the accumulation in your tissucs lots
loosc with a blockbuster--the chumicals which have boun accumulating
in tho brain are “squanderced" all at once.

T am particularly intercsted in the idoa of long-lasting effects., Somo
researchers insist marijuana causos significant changes in the personality,
produaing ehar bt pm momory loss, loss of cre:tivity, an inhibition of

tho ability to learn, lack of vorbal facility, loss of initiative,

a restriction in tho arcas of inturcst, and a rogrossion to a form of
magical, childliko thinking procossus,

Intercsting, if true., My observation is that people bocome more easily
hassolod, leoss patient, have fower inturosts, arc loss able to talk

or writo, lack enorgy, and are gonurally dull and lacking in montal
vigor,

Sorry, gang, but it®s true., And poople who arc doing dopec a lot soon
find they arcn’t doing anything uvlsc. “What's it like to be straight??®
Gee that’s-a beautiful sunsot, I wish I wero stonod.® EBte, I°ve
beun that route. (Havun®t we all?) :

But man was made for more than that.
Tho fling bucomos the vio quotidicnne, and then there is nothing olse.
Just like smack,

And the othoer thing it doos is drive pooplo from their am sonse of
purposc, rob them of their goals in life, so that they scttlo down and
do nothing, not cvven think, and their natural abilities go to pot.

(4s it wero).

I kriow a number of pcople who arc good writers and oditers, brilliant
poople who covld Do Things if on y they would got an oducation, or use
tho one tiney‘ve gote

Four yoars ago Ed Denson, managor of the Fish, said if Ginsborg wore to
ritu that poom again ho®d havo to say “I saw the bost minds of my
goneration destroyed by drugs.® Yup.

Lucinda matdock know what to tell them. “0h yo dogunerato dons and
daughtorsf It takes life to lovo lifei®

To Do Things docs not moan to sell out or adopt some onc elses scnse
of valuos cithor. It means to do what you arc supposod to do. That's
different for oach porson, ' ‘
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For mo that means I writo. I°m not trying to accomplish anything oxcopt to
mako onough moncy to pay off my dobts and live confortably, so that I can
holp my friends rathcr than expoct them (haj) to holp me,

I am not a writer by choicc, No ono writes by choico, I writo bocauso T
have to. TIt°s the samo with any artist. Wo do not do what we can, but
what we must.

Until the dovil dopc drives away thoso feolings of purposo,'and subverts .
truo naturos with sloth and doubt and foar and dispair. Then people givo

UPo

Our minds arc all welve got. wWhat profit a man if he gain the whole earth
and loso his mind? The Suerut of the Agus, $2. Too ofton those who opon
the doors of purcoption cithor forgot, or dony the vision by their actions.
And actions spoak.

In The Boggarts Opura thore is a péssago about satiro, in which the author
says the trouble with satire is that overyono loaps up and claims, “That was
pointod at mec,®

Jn tho opening night the prime minister of England (Robort +alpolo) was watching
himsclf boing satirized, and whon the linc was spoken, ho stood and eried,
*That was pointod at moi®

Ho brought down tho houso, of courso, Tho Cinderolla apgsroach (if tho shoo
fits) is hoartily recommonded to your attention. :

Which is all very woll, but I startod out to talk about sox and somehow I
got distracted by thoso cheap thrills I know moro about.

Sex Bnergy, I vas saying, is actually a fairly intorcsting book, For a
chango it does not includo tho same old stuff, -

Considor the snail, which has both mail and fomalo 50X organs locatod in
its head. Both organs are cngaged at once, and discharge simultaneocusly.

Tho violet, shy flower, possosses littic(blloms which fortilize themsolvos,
croating a form of botaniecal incost, '

Thoro is a ; = creature called thu sca haro or soa snail which is hormaphro.
ditic, and copulatus in daisy chains of scven or more, '

A soa worm swarms at mating time until there ave ocnough males and females
proscnt for an orgy. Then tho femalos attack tho mails, oatting the lowor
half of thom, which contains thho malo reproductivo organs. -The males
quickly rcgenorato tho lost matorial. '

Loss charming is the preying mantis. Tho fomalo dovours the male, ©T find,
by themselves, a horriblo couple ongaged as. follows. Tho malc, absorbed in
the porformanco of his vital functions, holds the female in a ticht embrace.
But the wretch has no head; he has no neck; he has hardly a body., The othor,
with her muzzlo turnod over hor shouldor, continues vory placidly to gnaw
what remains of the guntlo swain, 4nd all the time, that masculine stump,
holding on firmly, goecs on with the businessi® :
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I supposo that is thu activity of all lifo. T» pursuo the business at
hand and to porsistin love no mattor what.

Thc author points out that the procroative urge is strong, but that
man has tho advantago of a *copulatory thrill® wkich these croaturcs
lack,

Indeod, the spidor doos it by dipsing a bit of web into the scmen, ‘thon
injceting theo semen inte his mato with the aid of a hypodermic device at
tho end of a leg. Thon he scampers off to avoid being dined upon,

The largest penis in nature, in comparison to body size, is in the flea,
The thin rod carrviny the sperm must negotiate several risht angle

and U-iruns, avoid cul-de.-seas, and generally put ug with an obstacle
course before withdrawing.

But at least it can get out again, The male bee (drone) has its entire
genital equipment torn out of its body after that famous wedding flight.
That®s uhy it dies--a fact the .school books omit. The queen has an
arrangement of spines which makes withdrawal impossible.

Of all these oddities, my favorite is the mallard. In mating season the
male attacks by force every female in sight, even though the poor dear
might actually drown itself to avoid bein, raped, The whole time it is
actually happily married, even though it does nothing to protect its mate
from similar attacks,

I find it reassuring that the great ape would scarcely have harmed Fay
Wray even if -the opportunity had arisen. Tho maa gorilla, says de Ropp,
scarcely mistors a full two inches in full arousal.

But man has a guilt cult to coitend with. At one time the Church was so
down on the disgustinz and obscene idea of intercourse they made it
possible only through the hols of a specidl garment worn by women to
allow as little body contact as possible. And then legally only on
Tuesdays, Thursdays, and weekends--seven months out of the year is the
equivalent. But not for forty days before Easter, forty days before
Christmas, and not during the three days before communion or while doing
any penance. Considering how short a time a woman is fertile (about

24 hours a month) it?s a wonder Burope didn®t dis out entirely.,

Lawrence Durrell, in his amazing panorama of sex and love, the Alexandria
Quartét, which is worthy reading for anyone intercsted in the varieties
of romantic experience, has provided a description of the strange two-
backed beast which will close this enlightening discussion,

They lay there like the victims of Some terrible accident, clumsily
engaged as if in some incoherent experimental fashion they were the
first partners in the history of the human race to think out this
peculiar means of communication., Their posture, so ludicrous and

ill planned, seemod the vesult of some early trial which might, after
conturies of experiment, evolve into a disposition of bodies as breathe
lessly incongruent as a ballet position, But nevertheless I recogni-
zed that this had been fixed immutably, for all time, this eternally
tragic and ludicrous position of ongagements From this sprang all
those aspects of Love which the wit of the poots and madmen used to
elaborate their philosophy of fine obstructions,
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There is one scens in Justine, the first book in the set, which I think
I shall never forget. fe and she arc on the beach and afterward he

is asked if he loves her and he says no, it is worse than that., They
are frionds.

Earlier I was discussing drugs, snd I managed to commit the sin of forgetting
where I was going with my arguement, Sinco this is being composed directly
on steneil, as is my wont, there is no way to correct for the error now
except to append tho thought here.

I was discussing the idea of long~term personality canges brought about
by drug use--changes different in nature from thosw attendant upon any
powerful omotional expurience,

It would seem as if tunose changes are the result of a subtly altered
sense of perception--the world and your bshavior in it are no longer
the same, and are no longer relatod to each other in the same waye

But unlike the actual high itself, these alterations in one’s perccption
of reality arc not noticed by the person who undergoes them. That is,
your behavior changes, the world and you arc not connocted in the same
way as before, Othor people notice the change, but you don®t.

You are goiug sradually off on a tangent from whure you stood before, and
are not aware of any change in direction, not awaro you are acting dif-
ferently than before, as if in some subtle way you were not the same
person who left.

That implies two things. 1, that you arc no long r self-aware, no longer
fully cognizant of the processes going on in your own mind. Normally when
you change an opinion you are aware of it. With the drug-induced changes
postulated earlior, that does not secm to be thu case.

The sccond implication is that changes have been wade in the orwering and
structure of the brain itself. Data which comes in is no longer being
analyzod as it was before--but not through a choico of the person who
took the drugs. unis brain has beon changed in a way which is not of his
chosing (whethor he approves it or not afterwards) and which must bo
regagdod as the result of a chance oporation.

Thoso conclusions strike me as boing inescapable, Mind-altering drugs
produce physiological changes which are not detectablec by the brain itself,
expept upon obsorvations made vith the help of othurs. The changes are
involuntary, lasting, and unpredictable. They are the rosult not of

added insight, rcvelation, or powerful umotional oxperience, but indepondent
of these,

Tt amounts to a kind of Russian Roulettoe,
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Graham Groeno is the distinguishod author of a numbor of distinguishod
books~-Brighton Rock, Our Man In Havana, The Power and the Glory. I have
road none of them so far out of th- fear thoy might bo as deadly dull as
distinguished books by distinguished authors havc a habit of turning out
to bo.

But his latust book, Travels With My Aunt, is a comedy of sorts. It is
certainly full of wondcrful little things, and because I have a tendency
to notc down such moments and have no ono to share thuem with, some of
the more intoresting linuvs of tho book are rcproducod horcwith,

I heard a voico behind me saying in very clear old accents, %1 was
prosent onco at a prumaturoc crcmation.®

I have always profurred an occasional orgy to a nightly routinc,
Tho decpost lovo is not the most carefrce.
I somotimes beliove in a Highar Powuer, ovun though I am a Catholic.

Switzorland is only boarablo covired with snow, liko some people are
only bearable undor a shoot.

Ono is apt to be unfair to somcbody ono has loved a groat deal.

Two touchablus togethur, what a terrible Life they always make of it,
two pcople suffering, afraid to spoak, afraid to act, afraid of nurting.
Life can be boarablc when its only once who suffers, It’s casy to put
up with your own suffuring, but not somconv clso®s,

I joined SAPS and OmPA simultanvously, and owe thom both a production

at the sam¢ timo, but 1 am unpruparcd to start two new zines at onco,

and don?t have the timo to gathu. wu contributors and scarch out matorial.
Consoguently, this spceial tenth issuo of Jacob®s Ladder will have to
serve for overyono until the voil can be lifted from the glorious
productions of the futurc. APA-L will sec this at the vnd of the month,
the othars in about the middlo if all goes well. ‘

SAPS is th. Spuctator Amateur Prcss Society, now fallen upon hard times.
Fromsthe mailing I saw, most of the mombors are contributing minac, and
surviving by doing commentary on othors. That?s fine for a little wockly,
but when thore is tarco months to scrapo somothing together one dxpoects
somothing worth roading. Only a couple werc doing that. Fred Patten,
the True Gontleman was ono, and a young man in Vicinam who doces not answor
his correvspondance and who has beon breinwashed into the traditional
patriotic lios are half of thw good members thoy?ve got. The others didn®t
oxcito me enough that I vant to go look upg their namos--~theri®s only two
and thuy must know who they arc. Bven the old man who's beon around
sinco Year 1 was dosinj minac—~a disgrace to his profussion. Ono neo had
a powerful pro dopo zine uwhich at lecast had a committuunt, which is more
than nost of thu othors managoed, cvon if he butrayed most of the failings
mentioned earlicr.

OMPA is a trans-itlentic apa which is uvon moro sorely busct by minac
but purhaps my storling oxamplou will show them the Truc rath and it will
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rocgain its former glory. Thoso willing to dig in and work hard for an
international apa which hits threo contin nts arc invitod to write Ken
Cheslin and ask him to send a mailing, Two Inturnational Roply Coupons,
15¢ sach at your local postal monopoly, would indubitably bc appreciatod.
The address is: 30 Chapel St., Wordsley, Stourbridge, Wores, ENGLAND,

She’s got everything she needs, she’s an artist, she don?®t look backe.

That®s not me, Rather the Ray Charles song, “I can’t stop loving you.
I made up my mind to live in memory, all alone sometime, It’s useless to
say goodby, so 1°ll just livo my lifio in drcams of yesterday, Those happy
hours that we opnce knew so long ago,. they make me bluc. They say that time
heals a brokon hoart, but timo has stood still, sinco wo boen apart.

=/ ™

These pagus are incrodibly solf-indulgent--isn®t that what they®ro forf--
but actually I°m doing fairly well, I%ve lost 25 pounds, and going down,
which is a good sign. Gotting somo beli~bottoms and may even gain the
enorgy to go through the hassle and nakedness of contacts again. I am
creative and productive and even hapjy in a stoic sort of way.

Certainly I'm bettor thanthese papgers would imply, since it is lLear
i work out my loneliness and the self pity vhich is the daiker side of
my nature. Aactwally, though it may not seem so, I'm geltin, to rather
like nyself., It is an interesting change to think I may be alimost not
unatractive, and as a human being I fand I°m basically kind, peaceful,
patient, generous, humane, and loyal. Those pleasant cuaracteristics are
in 2ddition to peing raiber uptight, insecure, loguacious, unloved and
unwanted, always out of place., And I°m fairly honest, for whitever good.

although 1 once claimed all my rolationships are untcnable, I actually
had a friend (or several) once, a fact which so impressed me I am still
talking zbout it long after the fact, Now I am not in contazct with anyone
from highschool or before, and only a very few from the college years.
Like the country and western sonz scys, ny Christmas list gets shorter
every vear, : "

Someone once coiprred me to the old Jewish proctolozist in Giles Goate-
Boy, the one who is executed because of his own racial guilt--the ons who
wns the tvtor to a zod who united sex and divinity, man®s spiritual and
bestial natures, into a way of becoming =2 true Graduvate., At least the
pupil in the story Gommenced. And kiniily observe it wes only a sense of
doubt which caused his troubles. But Max Spielman is not who I really am.

Alas, I am Golamund in Narcissus and Goldmund, by herman Hesse, Or ,
so I am afraid, Sut in spite of thut I don®t know when 1°ve looked so well
or felt so good,

Some of you will find this is your last issue of Jacob’s Ladder.

The rest, for a change, is silence,




CHILDREN OF DARKNESS

As T sit down the radio is playing: “What ave we going to do about your
husband, what are we going to do about my wife?® Country and Western
songs are far more honest about such things than rock lyrics.

Local news story:

A (local) man who retirved as a U.S, Navy hospital corpsman in 1957,
then joined the U.S, Army as a civilian employee has added another
dimension to his illustrious eareer-.service with the Central Intelligence
Agency .for two years.

That®s not my paper, thank heavens. The also ran a photo of & helicopter
dropping a bundle of Christmas presents to soldiers. The caption was
a great clasic: Santa Drops Ris Load. -

Which brings us by a commodious vieus of reclrculatlon, back to sex.
Hotehal

The author who has dealt most extensively with sex/love in modern times
and in serious literature may well be Lawrence Durrell. I have mentioned
elsewhere his volume Justine. The particular incident whieh which oceasion.
ed tae reference to begin with i1y reproduced below:

ceolt Was curious in an objective sort of way to notice how my hands
trombled as L lit & cigarette and rose to follow her,

But when 1 overtook her and halted hor the face she turned to me was
that of a sick demon., She was in a touering ragos. %“You thought I
simply wanted to mako love? Godi! Haven®t we had enough of that? How is
it?® She stamped her foot in the wet sand. It was not werely that a
geologic:) fault had opened in tho ground upon which we had been treading
with such confidence, It was as if some long-disused mineshaft in my own
character had fallon in., I rccognized that this barren traffic in ideas
and feelings had driven a path through towards the donser jungles of the
heart; and that here we bocame bondsmen in the body, possessors of an
onigmatic knowledge which could only he passed on--roceived, deciphered,
understood--by those rare complementaries of ours in the world. (How
fow they were, how soldom one found themi) @After all,® I remember her
saying, 9this has nothing to do with sex,¥ which tompted mc to laugh
though I rocognized in tho phrase her desperate attempt to dissociate the
flesh from the message it carried, I suppose tinis sort of thing always
happens to bankrupts when they fall in love. I saw then what I should

“have seon long beforo: namely that our friondship had riponed to a point
when we had alrsady bocome in a way part-ownors of each other,

* I think wo woere both horrified by the thought; for oxhausted as we
woro we could no>t help but quail before such a relationship. We did not
say any morc but walked back along thc becach to where wo had left our
clothes, sposchless and hand in hand. Justino looked utterly exhausted.
Wo wore both dying to gut away from each other, in order to oxamine our
own feelings., We did not speak to each other again. We drove into the
city and she dropped mo at tho usual cornsr ncur my flat., I snapped the
door of tho ecar closod and she drovU off wlthout a word or a glance in
my diroctione.

As I oponed the door of my room I could still sece the imprint of
Justino®s foot in the wot sand. WMelissa was rcading, and looking up at
mo she said with characteristic calm foreknowledgo: “Something has hap-
punod--what is it?® I could not tell hor since I did not myself know.



I took her faco in my hands and oxamined it silontly, with a care and
attontion, with a szdnoss and hunger I dont over remomber socing before.
She said: ®It is not me you are soving, it is somcone clse,® -But in
truth I was socing Helissa for the first time. In some paradoxical way
it was Justine who was now pormitting me to soc Melissa as she roally was
--and to rocognizo my love for her, Molissa smilingly roached for a
cigarutto and s1id: “You arc falling in love with Justine,® and I answor-
cd as sinceroly, as honustly, as painfully as I could: “No, Molissa, it
is worse than that®--though I could not for the lifo of mo have explained
how or why. :

May you always have someone to hold »our hand,

Richard Brautigan has a little poem: How long has it been since you saw
soneone you lLove come running toward you?

What varieties of love there arei And how hard they are to understand.

Or, as Durrell says elsewhere in his book: itho invented the human heart,
I wonder? Tell me, and then show me the place where he was hanged. ¥

We have, of course, all been cut off from our better nztures, betrayed
the Light within us. I remember once a friend put his arm around my
shoulders 2s we walked to kiovo Park to hear the bands. I told him that
was all very well for him to do, but I couldn’t do that because I would
mean something by it. wWhich was why 1 avoided doing so., Others may not
misinterpret, but I would. Only I was wrong. I would have meant the
same thing that he meant--honest affection, comradship., It was only that
I was so cut off from my own feelings and emotions I distrusted them, and
thought they were wrong. My god, when you can’t love your friends, what
is left?

How many years it has tuken, is taking, to learn to trust myself, Doubt
as been the terror of my life, If not one of the original seven, it must
be the eigth deadly sin.

Of course there are 5o many things 1 don’t understand, and I insist upon
understanding, not mere acceptance. Mere acceptancei What else is there
to understand? Besides, thut’s--I remember a story of Brother Antoninus
(now secularized again as Bill Everson) the poet many years ago saying

L want God to ' wmanifest himself to me right nowl® and according to
the story Paul Goodman replied mildly, “Don’t you think that's a little--
prosumptious?® Ah yes. But what else is manifest if not God?

There are people who understand peopls, who can read them through small
gestures and know their inner selves at once, How I envy that depth

of understanding. I fecl as if I were putting out desperate signposts
to my inner soul, likc the motions of an autistic child. A writer writes
as if to say "Here is the predicement I am in how, ahd this.is nmy stay
against midness, These are the evidences of my insanity, so many words
further from the truth.



CHILDREN OF DARKNESS

As I sit down the radio is playing: *What are we going to do about your
husband, what are we going to do about my wife?® Country and Western
songs are far more honest about such things than rock lyrics.

Local news stony-

A (local) men who retired as a U.S. Navy hospital corpsman in 1957,
then joined the U.S, Army as a civilian employee has addoed another
dimension to his illustrious career-.service with the Central Intelligence
Agency for two years.

That®s not my paper, thank heavens. The also ran a photo of a helicopter
dropping a bundle of Christmas presents to soldiers. The caption was
a groat clasic: Santa Drops His Load. ' -

Which bringzs us by a commodious vicus of r901rculatlon, back to sox.
Hotcha §

The author who has dealt most extensively with sox/love in modern times
and in serious literature may well be Lawrence Durrell. I have mentioned
elsewhore his volume Justine. The particular incident whieli which ncensaion.
ed tne reference to begin with i1y reproduced below:

ceolt Was curious in an objoctive sort of way to notice how my hands
trombled as L lit a cigarette and rose to follow her.
But when 1 overtoolc her and halted her the face she turned to me was
that of a sick demon., She was in a touering rago. “You thought I
simply wanted to mako love? God! Havon®t we had enough of that? How is
it?® She stamped her foot in the wet sand. It was not merely that a
geologiczl fault had opened in tho ground upon which we had been treading
with such confidence. It was as if some long-disused mineshaft in my own
character had fallon in. I rccognizod that this barren traffic in ideas
and foelings had drivon a path through towards the donser jungles of the
heart; and that here we became bondsmen in the body, possessors of an
onigmatic knowledge which could only he passed on~-roceived, deciphered,
understood--by those rare complomentaries of ours in the world. (How
fow they wore, how soldom one found thumi) @After all,® I remember her
saying, “this has nothing to do with sox,% which tompted me to laugh
though I rocognizod in tho phrase her desperate attempt to dissociate the
flecsh from the message it carried. I suppose tuis sort of thing always
happens to bankrupts when they fall in love. I saw then what I should
“have soen long beforo: namely that our friendship had ripcned to a point
when we had alrwady bocome in a way part-owners of each other,

* I think wo wore both horrified by the thought; for oxhausted as we
wore we could not help but quail before such a rclationship., We did not
say any morc but walked back along tho beach to where wo had left our
clothes, speechless and hand in hand. Justinoe looked utterly exhausted.
Wo wore both dying to gut away from sach other, in order to oxamine our
own feelings, wWe did not speak to each other again. We drove into the
city and she dropped mo at thc usual cornsr ncuar my flat. I snapped the
door of tho car closed and she drovv of f wlthout a word or a glance in
my diroctiohe

As I oponed the door of my room I could still see the imprint of
Justino®s foot in the wot sand., Melissa was rcading, and looking up at
mo she said with characturistic calm forcknowledge: “Something has hap-
penod-~what is it?® I could not tell her since I did not myself know,



I toolk her faco in my hands and oxamined it silently, with a care and
altontion, with a sadnoss and hunger T don®t over remomber socing before,
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is worse than that®--though I could not for the lifo of mc have explained
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May you always have someone to hold :our hand,

Richard Brautigan has a little poem: How long h2s it been since you saw
someone you Love come running toward you?

What varieties of love there arei And how hard they are to understand,

Or, as Durrell says elsewhers in his book: Who invented the human heart,
I wonder? Tell me, and then show me the place where he was hanged. ¥

We have, of course, all been cut off from our better netures, betrayed
the Light within us. I remember once a friend put his arm around my
shoulders as we walked to Fiovo Park to hear the bands. I told him that
was all very well for him to do, but I couldn®t do that because T would
mean something by it. Which was why I avoided doing so. Others may not
misinterpret, but I would. Only I was wrong., I uvould have meant the
same thing that he meant--honest affection, comradship, It was only that
I was so cut off from my own feelings and emotions I distrusted them, and
thought they were wrong. My god, when you can’t love your friends, what
is left?

How many years it has tuken, is taking, to learn to trust myself, Doubt
as been the terror of my life, If not one of the original seven, it must
be the eigth deadly sin.

Of course there are 5o many things 1 don’t understand, and I insist upon
understanding, not mere acceptance. Mere acceptancei What else is there
to understand? Besides, thut®s--I remember a story of Brother Antoninus
(now secularized again as Bill Everson) the poet many years ago saying

91 want God to = manifest himself to me right nowi® and according to
the story Paul Goodman replied mildly, *Don®t you think that's a little—-
prosumptious?® Ah yes. But what else is manifest if not God?

There are people who understand people, who can read them through small
gestures and know their inner selves at once., How I envy that depth

of understanding. I fecl as if I were putting out desperate signposts

to my inner soul, likc the motions of an autistic child. A writer writes
as if to say “Here is the predicament I am in how, ahd this.is ny stay
against madness, These are the evidences of my insanity, so many words
further from the truth.



SENSAYUMA -
By Charles McCabe

IT bAS BEEN remarked that men will confess to treason, murder, arson,
false teeth or a wig; but how many of them will ouwn up to a lack of humor?

There are people who can stand up to an unjust accusation of
being an athiest or a comrunist, and who erumple bafore the charge that
they lack a sense of humor. .

A sense of humor is somechow felt to be a great palliative, for the
pains of the world, and a general sign of suavity and civility in a person.
Wot to have onc is almost to put yourself outside ths human pzle,

Yot it is no sscret that funny fellows are at base sad fellows,
and rather nasty onuss at that. A4is Mari “wain, who beceme the bitterest
of men, said: <The scerot source of humor is not joy but sorrow; thers
is uo hmmor in heaven,® :

The sens¢ of huwor, rather than beiﬁg a palliative for the pains
of the world, is an eluborate defonse against thum, Out of the lacerating
hurt of Dean Swift’s soul came the Ycomedy® of Gulliver®s Travels.

A rocent United Nations publication on humor says most humor is
based on vithur observing or causing ®the physical or social degradation
of othors® with a view to elevating one’s ego or social status,

Wit is almost always at tho expenso of others. It is enjoyed by

the audicnce for the same reason as the porpetrator enjoys it: it denigrates
someone and olevates himself,

% % *

THE OTIER DAY I heard a genuinely funny crack, It was attributed to an
knglish bishop. He defined a psychiatrist as Wa chap who goes to the
Folies-Bergero and lcoks at the audience,®

This has that clement of o2levating malice in ity but it also
completegly f£ills Twain®s definition of wit: %,..the sudden marriage of
ideas which befors their mareiags werse not perceived to have any relation.®

On the relation of wit to humor we may usefully quote the same
American master:

“Wit and Humor--if any difference it is in duration--lightning
and electric light. Same material, apparently; but one is vivid, and can
do damage-~the other fools along and enjoys elaboration,®

it £ %

MOST OF THE THINGS that people do, such as eating and making love, are
wildly comic in their nature. Man is a funny cat,



For his own good, however, he has to conceal from himself the
comic nature of the sexual act, while leaving his spirit open to the
deep satisfaction he feels when one of his fellows, preferably a
pretentious one, is smacked in the kisser with a thrown custard piee

The humor of physical degredation is not something we licked
off the grass, According to the recont U.N, report on humor, it is
something we share with the chimpanzoes.

Caged chimps, it was reported, frequently fill their mouths
with water. When a human being comes within range, they drench the
victim with water %Wexpelled with propulsive and repulsive forco,®

If they land on target, the chimps Jump up and down, clap hands
and emit “the characteristic nonarticulated chimpanzee laugh.%

* 3 ¥

ON THE PRINCIPLE that nothing so much resembles a bump as a hollow,

we should remember the sadness and envy that lie behind humor and
satire. Only a man who is deeply hurt feels the compulsion to be
funny, The humor of the Irish and the Jews has boen largely the humor
of oppressed peopls,

Most top comics, and wost top writers of comcdy, have analystse
This is partly because they can afford the care, but mostly because they
need it. The world the cowedian sees is so sad that it has to be edited
into some form acceptable to him, and the namo of the form is comnedy.

- The comedian, in addition to being a sad man, is a%o a gallant
man. He could succumb to thu easy uses of melancholy, but chooses not
to. Remember this the next time you dis laughing., It will deepen
your pleasure in the joke,

I walked down a long,
Narrow, crooked road
Picking red and gold
Strawberry Gumdrops

But the sticky mess
Got on my clothes
My hands, and on,
My Hoart.

~=A Rice Student



Scenario for the Beginning of the Final Crisis

IWe had a nightmaye in which we dveamt that on
April 1. 1971, President Nixon delivered the following
television addyess:

G ool evening, wy Iellow Americans,

Tonight I want 1 1alk (o you about the situation in
Southeast Asia. which has become increasingly grave. In
the past week, as most of you know, I have been having
intensive discussions with my advisers on what course we
should pursuc there. and I now want to report to the
American people. 10 our adversaries, and o all interested
parties the decision it we have reached.

First, let me brielly review the events that have brought
about the present situation. While President LEisenhower
occupicd this high olhce that T now hold, the North
Vietamese, with logistical support from  Communist
China and the Soviet Union, undertook to impose a
Communist government on South Vietnam. In response
o the request of the government of South Vietnam, first
Piesident Eisenhower, and then Presidents Kennedy and
Johnson, took steps (o assist the people ol South Vietnan
in their cllorts (o pievent a Communist takcover. This
goal which was accepted by my three immediate prede-
cessors, I oo have accepted—and [ am confident a large
nutjority ol the American people also aceept it.

Since I assumed this office, my administration has
sought to reduce the direet American involvement in the
defense of South Vietham by helping the South Viet-
namese to improve their capabilities to the point where
American combat troops can be [ully withdrawn [rom
South Vietnam. That program has gone well, and we
have now withdrawn the 150,000 troops that I pledged
we would last April 21. Altogether, the United States
has withdrawn 265,000 men since this administration
ook office.

While we have sought to increase the self-reliance of
the Sotith Vietnamese for their own defense, we have at
the same time tricd in every way we could to negotiate
a just peace to end this tragic war. We stopped the bomb-
ing of North Vietnam, we accepted the National Libera-
tion Front as onc ol the parties to the negotiations, and
we agreed in prindiple to removal of all our forces in
Vietnam. All o no avail. The other side still insists that
we leave, unilaterally, and that we overthrow the electerl
gevernment of President Thieu as we go.

Now a new devclopiment is taking place. As you know,
in recent months fighting in South Vietnam has heen at
a relatively low level. It seemed to us that the South
Vietnamese could handle their own defense at this level,
and I had hoped that around this time we would be

able to announce Turther withdrawals of American troaps
despite the fact that a negotiated scttlement scems s
Lar oll as ever.

In recent weeks, however, ond especially in the last
few days, we have received uncontestable evidence than
the enemy s preparing to Jaunch massive attacks over
wide arcas ol South Vietnam. This evidence comes both
[rom captared documents and lfrom hard information on
actual movements of troops and supplies.

Let me give you a rough indication of the intensity of
the enemy buildup on this map. Jusing pointer] On
these roadds just north of the demilitarized zone. talhe
has more than uebled in the last two weeks. The same
is true on the ITo Chi Minh (rail, running along hare
tirrough southern Laos and into South Vietnam. In cast-
ern Cambodia, in the sanctuarics we so effectively climi-
nated in our action last spring. the enemy is once again
moving in Lige numbers of troops and supplics. Within
South Vietnam, our intelligence shows conclusively tli
cinemy ollensive preparations are in an advanced stage.
We are certain from all this intelligence that a major
attack, at least as large as the ‘Tet oflensive of 1968, is
coming soon.

How should we meet this new peril?

There are those in this country—a distinct minority,
I am certain—who believe we shoukl simply pull out. |
don’t want to impugn their sincerity or their patriotisim.
but I do say that this course would be absolutely wrong.
It would bec absolutely wrong lor the South Vietnamese.
who would surely suffer a massacre should the Com-
munists succeed in winning power . . . absolutely wrong
for other free Asian nations who count on the United
States to help save them from a similar fate . . . and abso-
lutely wrong [or America if we are to preserve our own
freedom for ourselves and our children.

A second option would be to do nothing, that is, to
make no major moves and hope that the improved South
Vietnamese [orces along with the remaining American
and allied forces could repel the impending attack.
Perhaps this would be successful, but after a most search-
ing analysis we have reached the conclusion that because
of the very high stakes we should not take this risk. We
cannot afford to gamble with the security of South Viet-
nam, of the American forces there, and, as I have said.
ultimately the security of the United States and the {ree
world.

A third option would be to re-introduce into South
Vietnam large elements of American forces. However,
this would only turn back the pages of history to the
years when American forces were carrying the lion's
share of fighting in Vietnam. If we were to do this. we



would be defeating the very purpose that we have made
central to our policy on Vietnam: bringing the South
Vietnamese forces to the point where they themselves can
sustain their defensc. We have therefore rejected this
alternative.

‘There is a fourth option, and that is what we have
determined (o [ollow. But belore 1 outline that in detail,
let me set out some background.

In helping delend South Vietnam against a  Com-
munist takeover, the United States government has ex-
hibited a remarkable degree of sell-restraint. Frankly, [
do not think anyone will dispute that the United States
is the greatest military power in the world. Yet our par-
ticipation in this conilict has been essentially on enemy
terms. Although we have used our air power ellectively,
we have fought mainly on the ground, in the jungle,
meeting the enemy in the place and on the terms of his
choosing. It may sound shocking to say this so bluntly—
although everybody knows it—but the United States
could recluce all of North Vietam to ashes within hours.
et me hasten to add that this is not the fourth option
I just relerred to.

We have reached the conclusion, however, that it is
no longer reasonable [or the United States to be expectecd
to keep its own hands tied when the enemy operates in all
ways, without any self-imposed limits, to his maximum
military advantage, while at the same time he refuses to
make any concession whatever at the bargaining table.
“T'his is especially the case now as the enemy is preparing
to take advantage of our largescale withdrawals of
troops. As commander-in-chiel of United States forces,
I must carry out my duty to protect our forces there
even if there is a certain amount of risk involved. We
are forced to take this risk by the intransigence of the
other side. I would like to say again what I said on
November 3, 1969, and which I repeated subsequently
in several of my television reports to the American people
on the situation in Southeast Asia. I said: “If I conclude
that increased enemy action jeopardizes our remaining
forces in Vietnam, I shall not hesitate to take strong and
eflective measures to deal with that situation.” The
enemy cannot say that he has not been warned that we
will react strongly if he makes new moves to threaten
our troops.

As I pointed out earlier, our troops are now threatened
and, in fact, the very existence of the South Vietnamese
government is in jeopardy. The time has therefore come
to take those “strong and effective measures” of which
I spoke almost a year and a half ago.

I now say to Hanoi, and I want the American people
to hear me say this: Do not launch the attack you are
now preparing. If you do launch it, we intend to destroy
the port of Haiphong with a nuclear weapon. You will
have time to evacuate Haiphong, and of course we will
not bomb the port at all if you refrain from your attack
in South Vietnam. But if you do attack, and persist in
your attack, I do not say that Haiphong will be the only
target for a nuclear weapon.

To the governments in Moscow and Peking, I say
this: Persuade your colleagues in Hanoi to abandon their

attack in South Vietnam. If you cannot do this, I hope
that you will not consider any reckless moves against
the United States or its forces that could threaten a direct
conflict between us and either the Sovict Union or the
People’s Republic of China. We emphatically do not
want war with either of those powers. But we shall not
flinch in carrying out the action I have outlined if North
Victnam proceeds with its attack. This action, should it
have to be exccuted, will be a limited, measured response
to a provocation by North Vietnam that left us no other
cllective choice.

Finally, I say this to the American people: T know
that the possibility that the United States might use a
nuclear weapon in conflict for the first time since World
War IT will frighten many of you. There still exists a
fecling—not at all a correct one, I bhelieve—that should
onc nuclear weapon be used in war, then an automatic
escalation to world holocaust will follow. No logic sup-
ports this notion. In this case, I am quite sure that the
leadlers in Hanoi will respond to our position by calling
a halt to their projected campaign. In [act, what 1 hope
is that these leaders will now understand our determina-
tion better and that they will decide at last that the time
has come to negotiate an end to this war. If, however,
they do persist in this new aggression, then one evacuated
city and port will be destroyed by a nuclear weapon that
is small by today’s standards.

If it comes to this, we will have accomplished two
things: first, we will have eliminated the major port of
entry for weapons destined soon enough to be firing at
American soldiers. And second, we will have demon-
strated our national will in a clear and forceful manner.
As to the possibility of further escalation, I cannot believe
that either the leaders in Moscow or Peking would
seriously consider retaliation against us. The risk would
be [ar too great, and I am quite sure they understand
that.

So this is where we stand, my fellow Americans. I don’t
deny that there are elements of danger in our situation.
There clearly are. It might have seemed less dangerous to
have chosen one of the other options I mentioned. One
ol the other options might also have been more popular
pelitically. But we have made the hard choice rather
than the easy one because we are convinced that in the
long run it will serve to protect our forces, our nation,
and not only South Vietnam but all the free nations of
the world that depend on the strength and courage of
America. 1 therefore ask that all Americans give me
their full support in this time of our testing. If we stand
firm, and do not hesitate to use our strength—in a careful,
restrained way—we will emerge from this situation with
more respect, both from our enemy and for ourselves.

Of course, I cannot know exactly how events will de-
velop in the coming days as a result of this address,
although I have indicated what I think the probabilities
are. In any event, you will be kept fully informed. Mean-
while, I urge that we all remain calm, and X am confident
that the situation will be resolved peacefully and con-
structively.

Thank you and goodnight.



Four War Poems By Tom Collins

The Lesson

Strong in his second skin, well in the saddle,
Both legs a-straddle, taut as a wire,

He's learning a lesson that?s mastered

In practice only. Privately amusing

Himsolf led at last to desperation

And ‘to this extension class, conducted

By hand and instinct with (but not undex)

The guidance of a hired schoolmistress

In after hours session. Therc were so many
Words which did not tell at all what

rie lusted, fearod to know, that

Did not say it would come by nature freely,
" Changing life utterly, searing his mind

With passionate, electric, unstoppable energy.

1968



Letter From Nha Trang

The reaching hand eannot touch the darkncuss
Among pine ‘boughs in cold air. The distance
From chaos is too great for breaching

Bven by despsrate efforts of the mind,

Tt’s 6:00 pm now, and alot of medavac
helicopters are flying back and forth,
carrying our wounded and killed,
Dirty, lousy, mother fucken, cock

sucking ve

Heat fades the pinos into a new darkness, Even
The prairie grasses are dying in a new chaos

Of the sun, This is no killer, but a man

And frioend, who shoots V.C, and hates the war,

1968
Indebtud to Robert Bly
This is for Mike Day



These Virgin Dead

These virgin dead, now gone, proud

Wasted seed in hot hand clutching,

Now shot, rotting in foreign dust,

An Wexpense of spirit in a waste of shame,®
But different now, this new waste,

Modern whore, this Western Babylon

Aiming its population to simmltanecus starc
And sloppy mud, blood covered, gore

And life mingled together from loneliness,
Boredom and passion all confused,

Now ended in the dirty, broken silencs,
Soft whimpering and shriek of dying
Battleground., These virgin dead, now gone
Past seed and caring in the bitter spring,
Breeding proud sorrow, coming without retuyrn.

1968



I Saw a Black Angel

I savw a black angel in Washington
Dancing and sweoping its great wings
Over the city, blurring its lines
In 2 dust cloud. The Goldon Dust-
Man was dreading thc inevitable

The return of mice and midnight
Pamplin when he was engulfed in
The gritty mass, like a plant
Beat down with a film of fine dust
When a chopper lands or takos off,

The air was fillod with earth stuff
Dry and trembling, floating down

Or hurried outward with a great wind
By the becating, beating of frantic
WWings, each dust shard stinging

Each tiny sharp impediment reddening
The black wings of the aangel. to gore
By continuous laceration., Blood
Shattered and hovered, showering

The air with a fine, moist stream,

1968
From a linc by Robert Bly



A Bedtime Story for Good Little Kiddies (and the rest of you)

By Johnny Reb

UNCLE JOHNNY IS TIRED tonight as he has spent alll dayyy struggling
with the Infer--uh, Internal Revenue Service, So this is only going
to be a short story & then beddy-bye. (What a life$)

Once upon a time, long ago and far away, (thatfs a good startt),
thore was a country which had the perfect government.

Furthermore, they knew it; the wise men of that country were
so proud that they said that God Himself had designed their government.

First of all, thers were no taxes whatsoever, (Hallelujaht)

This alone aroused the admiration of all their neighbors, so that the
rulers of neighboring countries stayed awake at nights thinking of
ways to put an end to the situation. The head of the government was
what we would call a circuit judge. Twice a year he made a tour of

the country, hearing any cases that had arison; the rest of the time
he stayed at home and let those who wore in a hurry to have their cases
heard come to him. He was paid out of the fees of the litigants for
hearing and deciding their cases,.

He could, and did, appoint a few assistants to hear cases for
him when business became too much for one man to handle; they were paid
likewise, Except for one case whore a judge appointed his two sons and
they took bribes, this worked well too. Of course, thore was nothing to
keep people from settling their disputes without going to court, so the
courts usually were noted for the fairness and wisdom of their judgements,

There was one othor major problem. As I said, the neighboring
rulers lost sleep over seeing all this untaxed wealth, so that they would
from time to time invade the country. At this point, the judge would
have to drop overything, send out a message saying, "The accursed @#%&
have crossed the border again., Bring your weapons and a week’s food and
assomble at the usual place in 3 days." to the local chiofs, who might
or might not do so, Thoreafter, tho judge served as chairman of the
strategy board for the duration of tho cmersency. ‘They conld probably
have hired an army to do the fighting for t.cm, but ey thought it was
choaper to do it themseolves. Each soldier i:ad to supply his own weapons,
kit and food, and his only pay was a share of the loot, if any., It didn’t
always work out too well in practice, but whon it did, it was the cheapest
way knoun to run an army.

The local government was organized by families or clans, like
Scotland, and didn’t have much to do. It was officially in chargo of
the family cemetarios, and tho hoad of the clan settled small disputes
among membors of the family and took care of small, local emergencies,
such as organizing a hunt for a marauding bear.

Thore was a state religion that everyone was supposed to belong
toe It had priests (heroditary) who conducted services and performed a
lot of other minor duties, such as koeping tho official weights and
measures, keoping historical records, running a school of some sort, ete,
Tho revenue for the religion was a more or less voluntary contribution,
like our community chest. Evoryone was assessed according to his means
for a donation, He could, of coursec, cheat and risk punishment in the
hercafter or he could rofuse to donate and risk the scorn of his neighbors,
In time, many citizons became adherents of other religions or of none, so



that it really was voluntary, and the priests had to support themselves
partly by going into business,

The coinage worked very simply; the official standard was silver,
by weight; anyonc could coin his own. Whon he tried to spend it, the
mere fact that it would be woighed and tested kept things stralghto

The people attributod a divine origin to their laws, and in
tine other laws were added, by custom or by wise decisions in a particular
case, Aside from the purely rell gious ceremonial laws, most of the laws
prohibited theft, including fraud, or violence, including rape. There
were no jails (a modern invention); small crimes were punished by fines,
more serious ones by selling the culprit into slavery and rewarding the
victim or by killing the culprit, The courts also heard other types
of cases, such as divorce or inheritances, where there was no crime
involved but a queation of the ounership or division of property. No one
had to settle these matters in court; they were free to settle out of
court if they could do so without bashing heads and starting another case,

This country had a curious way of chosing its leaders or judges;
there was apparently no set method or machinery for doing this. The
first leader was the founder of the country; he lead a successful liberaz
tion movement, appointed his brother as a hereditary high priest, and they
both kept their jobs for life, He did appoint his successor, a famous
general. He, evidently did not appoint a successor, for the office was
vacant for a number of years, The third leader was the nephew of another
famous general, again no relation, who lead an uprising against a foreign
conqueror, The fourth attained office by murdering another foreign
tyrant, and leading an uprising. The fifth, a woman, was known fur her
ESP; she also had to appoint a general to fight a foreign invader., The
sixth was another guerilla leader. This gives the general pattern, al-
though one was a wealthy landowner and another, the last, was a scholar
and a member of the priestly group. (One was even a famous athletei)

And what happened to this perfect govermment, with no taxes, no
air pollution, no interference with complcte free trade? Did they fall
a victim at last to the envy of the surrourding fulers? Well, not exactly.

They fell victim to their own stupidity. They didn?t leave well
enough alone, They said to themselves, ‘Why can®t we have a king like
everybody else?® So, they went to their leader and said, “We want a kingi®

‘What on earth for?" he said,

#"Because everybody else has one.%®

He tried to show them that this vz not rexliy « vovy good reasone
They didnt listen. They had their heart.: 33t on having a ying, like
sverybody else,

“But if you have a king you’ll have to nay taxes,® they were told,

What’s that?® was their only response., #Welli% said their
leader, "it’s a free country, and you all have a perfect right to make
fools of yourselves.® So he picked out an exceptionally tall and hand-
some young man and said, “You are now The King, and will you all go
celebrate somewhere else; I have a headache.®

So now they had a King, and they learnsd what taxes were., Too
Latef

But they had a king like everybody else, so they should have been
happye But some of them, who did a little thinking, at last decided,
Why didn®t we ask everybody olse if the liked having a King?®

And so you say, Oh what a qualnt 1ittle story, with such a moral
to it too! Houw clever of ysu to make it upf

But I didn®%t make it up. And I°m going to let you guess the name
of the country.

Continued on the last Pageeocos



A Past.Due New Year®s Sibny'

ON ONE OF THE COLDEST nights last month a wealthy Austin capitalist
was wonding his way homeward from a free lecture in the Board of Trade
Hall.

His thin but neat coat was buttoned closely across his shivering
form, and his hands were tnrust deeply into the pockets of his baggy
but servicable trousors, :Ge Shylock Squaezer had once been a poor -man,
but hatred of strong drink and a repughance to gambling had brought
him to what he was-wa millionaire,

As he hurried along the cold streets he gazed enviously in saloons
at the men who luxuriated in the warmth and pleasure within, and shodk
his head as he thought of the cold and cheerless room that awaited
him at home, . ' S

As Mr. Squeezer hurried up the avenue the solemn notes of the
town clock rang out upon the frosty air the” hour’ of twelve, and a
new year had dawned upon that part of the world that uses. central time,

Mr. Squeezer paused.

The lecture he had just listened to had been one that urged .
charity and love to one’s fellow man, When had he helped a brother,
oither by act or by example? The thought smote lMr., Squeezer with
fearful force., His better nature rose in him and asserted itself,

Suddenly he heard a weak, small voice exclaim: “Please, sir,
will you give me a nickel?®

. There was something in the tones of the voice that caused Ge
Shylock squeezer to start.
. LA little girl about elght yaars ‘of age stepped from a doorway
and held aut her hand,

She was pinched and thin and poorly clad.

ghat collat--" began Mr., Squeezer, from force of hablt, but
checked himself,

WPlease, sir; mothor is ill and we have nothing to eat in the
house, Will you help us?®

Mr, Squeczer led the little girl into another. doorway. upon which a
streetlamp shed its rays and gazed earnestly at her,

Wi/hat is your name, child?® he asked with foverish impatience,

“lavinia Sappyton, sir.® :

“Have you a mothorfy®

“Yos, sir.®

’"Tell me quick, child, for God's sake! Has she a wart on her
nose and does she swear softly when scaling fish for breakfast?i®

"She doeseY

#Ts her name Lilian and does she breathe hard whlle drinking
tea on credit?® ,

¥Yes sir: do you know mny mother?"

wI was once your father,® said Mr. Squeezer, with a trembling
voice. %Your mother and.I separated long ago. I am very wealthy nowe
Hero take thise¥

Mr, Squeezer tore open his coat and drew from his inside pocket
something in a round roll covered with paper. He thrust the package
into Iavinia®s hands., #Take it,® he said; take it to your mother; it
will last her a whole year; I have plenty and will not miss it.®

G. Shylock Squeezer bent suddenly and kissed Lavinia’s forehoad,
“Farewelli® he said, in broken tones. WEvery year I will give you the
same if you come to me.® So saying he drew his coat closer about him



and walked rapidly up the street, .

Tavinia flew homs, panting with excitement, and she and her
mother opened the roll,

It was a nice new calendar for 1895,

#

This story originally appeared in 0O, Henry’s Austin, Texas weekly
paper, Rolling Stone, on February 9, 1895, O. Henry was a considerable
wit as the follcwmng remarks of his, taken from issues of Rolllng Stone,
domonstrate,

“A little down 1n the mouth-~the first moustache.
A safety valve~-the bi-valve during the summer months.
A miss~take--an ‘elopement.
" A trying situation--serving on a jury
Ladies love dancing, but fow ever attend a barber? s hop.
-
w_ .

Which is exactly what Johnny Reb did, But readers who don’t like
guessing games may consult the 0ld Tostament, where the story is told
almost exactly as it is told here, concerning the people of Ibrael. The
last judge was Samuel, and the first king was Saul,

Tom ‘Paine, the man who named the United States of America, discusses
the situation in Common Sense. :

I promise nothing: friends will part
411 things may end, for all begang
And truth and singleness of heart
Are mortal even as is man,

. But this unlocky love should last
When answered passions thin to air;
Eternal fate so deep has cast
Its sure foundation of despair,.

A. B, Housman -



NAVAL PERSONNEL PROGRAM SUPPORT ACTIVITY
RECRUITING AIDS DIVISION
WASHINGTON NAVY YARD
WASHINGTON, D. C. 20390 IN REPLY REFER 1O
NPPSA(RAD)
400/1/EJP:klp

Dear Student:

In the days of sit-ins, love-ins, teach-ins, drop-outs, trips, and
protests, '"the establishment'' may not seem very relevant,

Perhaps that applies to the Navy,

But, it would seem that anything that has managed to survive that long,
might have a little relevancy, AaAnd there's nothing archaic about Naval
Aviation, or the young men who fly today!s supersonic Navy jets.

It doesn't tdke much to join a sitw-in,

But, it takes brains, training, character, health, and guts to be a
Naval Aviator or Air Officer, Plus - believe it or not -~ more sen-
sitivity than any hippie ever dreamed of having,

Despite all the publicity vocal non-conformists receive, 90% of college
students still have a balanced point of view, Chances are nine to one
you're one of them, And, in going to college, your purpose is to maoke
something special out of your life,

Why not do the same thing when it comes to your military obligation?
It's true, you could take your chances in any bronch of service,

But, if you're going to be something, why not be something special?

"In all the world, only a few thousand men have ever mastered the sky
from the deck of a ship at sea, And, everyone of them is a Navy man,!

How about you?

Send in the enclosed card for the full Naval Air story, ''Wings for the
Fleet.," TIt's better than most paper backs. A&nd, it doesn't come in a
plain, brown wrapper,

Sincerely,

E., J. PARTY
Lieutenant, USN







