
book arrived this month that sent a
chill into my marrow. The author's
face on the dust jacket was differ-

ent from the one I remembered. Its hair was
cropped in a severe feminist do, its skin
pulled tight from an apparent lift, its eyes
artificially lit to give off a benign sparkle.
But I could still see the menace I knew so
well underneath. It was a holograph of the
darkest period in my life.       
I first met her in June 1974, in a dorm
room at Mills College, an elite private school
for women in Oakland. The meeting had
been arranged by Huey Newton, leader of
the Black Panther Party and icon of the 
New Left. For almost a year before that I 
had been working with Newton, 
developing a
school complex in the East Oakland ghetto.
I had named it the Oakland Community
Learning Center and was the head of its
"Planning Committee."
       The unusual venue of my first meeting
Elaine Brown was the result of the
Panthers' odd disciplinary notions. They
were actually Huey's notions because (as I
came to understand later) the Party was an
absolutist state where the leader's word
was law. Huey had "sentenced" Elaine to
Mills as a kind of exile and house arrest. "I
sent her to Mills," he explained to me,
"because she hates it there."

Elaine was a strikingly attractive
woman, light-skinned like Huey, but with a
more fluid verbal style that developed an
edge when she was angry. I had been
warned by my friends in the Party that she
was also crazy and dangerous. A festering
inner rage erupted constantly and without
warning wherever she went. At such times,
the edge in her voice would grow steel-hard
and could slice a target like a machete.

ELAINE
(I will never forget standing next to Elaine, as I did

months later, in growing horror, as she threatened KQED-TV
host Bill Schechner over the telephone. "I will kill you
motherfucker," she promised him in her machete voice, if he
went through with plans to interview the former Panther
Chairman, Bobby Seale. Seale had gone into hiding after Huey
expelled him from the Party in August. As I learned long
afterwards, Seale had been whipped — literally — and then
personally sodomized by Huey with such violence that he had
to have his anus surgically repaired by a Pacific Heights doctor

who was a political supporter of the Pan-
thers. A Party member told me later, "You
have to understand, it had nothing to do with
sex. It was about power." But in the Panther
world, as I also came to learn, nothing was
about anything except power.)

But that day at Mills, Elaine used her
verbal fluency as an instrument of seduc-
tion, softening me with stories of her rough
youth in the North Philly ghetto and her
double life at the Philadelphia conservatory
of music. Her narrative dramatized the
wounding personal dilemmas imposed by
racial and class injustice, inevitably winning
my sympathy and support.

Elaine had the two characteristics nec-
essary for Panther leadership. She could
move easily in the elegant outer world of the
Party's wealthy liberal supporters, and she
could also function in the violent world of
the street gang, which was the Party's inter-
nal milieu. Elaine was being punished in her
Mills exile by Huey, because even by his
standards her temper was explosive and
therefore a liability. Within three months of
our meeting, however, his own out-of-con-
trol behavior, would force him to make her
supreme.

The summer of 1974 was disastrous
for Newton. Reports had appeared in the
press locating him at the scene of a drive by
shooting at an "after hours" club. He was
indicted for pistol-whipping a middle-aged
black tailor named Preston Callins with a
.357 magnum, for brawling with two police
officers in an Oakland bar, and for murder-
ing a 17 year old prostitute named Kathleen
Smith. When the day arrived for his arraign-
ment in this last matter, Huey failed to show.
Assisted by the Panthers' Hollywood sup-
porters, he had fled to Cuba.

INSIDE

NBC SUPER HOAX

RUBBER JOE
SLIPS OFF

PC MYSTERY

JOHNETTA COLE'S
CROOKEDTALK

By ALYSON TODD
y father wanted me to at-
tend the United States
Military Academy at West

Point, as my older brother had. But I
knew since I was thirteen that would
one day be an alumna of Wellesley
College. In Kenya at the age of thir-
teen, I met a radiant sixty year old
Wellesley graduate who was work-
ing in the Amboseli Game Park. This
woman could fly planes, speak five
languages, and was an expert on lion
behavior. She highly praised this
small women's college, Wellesley.
This vital woman was very impres-
sive to a young girl like myself with
dreams of a life filled with travel,
adventure and romance.

Five years later I was still dedicated to
Wellesley, applying to no other schools. I
envisioned Wellesley to be the epitome of
grace and excellence. It was a beautiful
lakeside campus situated in a picturesque
New England town with Gothic architec-
ture, a splendid arboretum, and learned
schools. I felt I could not ask for anything
more. I had spent the first fifteen years of my
life overseas in India, Kenya, Cameroon, and
Western Europe. Coming back to the U.S.
and attending a small, conservative southern
prep school had been difficult: the other
students there considered me a liberal, femi-
nist weirdo. I believed that at Wellesley
people would be more open minded, tolerant
and interesting and that I would be free to be
myself.

Arriving at Wellesley in the fall of
1989,I confronted the first of many disap-
pointments. I was housed in an ugly brick
box with an appalling distasteful modern
sculpture in front. I was shocked; I had been

TURN TO PAGE 1

expecting to live in one of the beautiful
Gothic towers profiled in the brochure.

After meeting my roommate, I exam-
ined my "first-year" orientation itinerary.
After lunch we were to attend a mandatory
Inter-Cultural Awareness Now (ICAN)
workshop, to which each of us was to bring
an item which expressed our "cultural iden-
tities." I was baffled: what cultural identity
did I have? Like many Americans, my heri-
tage is a mix of many different nationalities,
including Irish, English, Dutch, German,
French and a dash of Italian. I did not really
have any possessions which expressed the
essence of any of those cultures. (I did have
a Norwegian wool sweater, but I could not
claim Norwegian descent.) So I decided that
I am an American, and that I would bring to
the workshop something that expressed
American culture; the American dollar bill. I
would discuss the meaning of the Great Seal;
I thought that other students might be inter-
ested in learning why the Masonic

TURN TO PAGE 16
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Dear Sirs:
I am in a feminist Nightmare. This is supposed to

be a men's penitentiary - yet most of the top administra-
tive positions are held by prejudicial feminists.

I do not advocate violence towards women, but I do
not feel men that who have committed these crimes (and
not killed anyone) should be punished more than murder-
ers. This is the policy at this prison where the deputy
(substitute vice-warden or vice-principal) is a hateful
feminist. She routinely clears bank robbers, murderers
and homosexual sex offenders for lower security over any
inmates that may have, for instance, beat their wives.

Meanwhile, the manager of the four main cell
blocks is a blatant lesbian and the woman that chairs the

LETTER OF THE MONTH
classification board is a dyed-blonde, gum-chewing, tramp
that was caught performing fellatio on a lieutenant in a nearby
prison. She was then transferred here to scrutinize sex offend-
ers, with whom she is particularly severe.

Various other female staff members, young and attrac-
tive, traipse about this maximum security institution clad in
spiked heels, spandex pants and mini-skirts, directly in popu-
lation - which includes of course, the above mentioned sex
offenders - with no visible means of protection. Certain men
held here have not had female contact in over twenty years.
This drives some of these men crazy. I am not referring to sex
offenders.

Lastly (this letter is by no means comprehensive) there
are the female guards who, unannounced, police the actual

tiers of the prison, passing by the open cells, viewing men
changing clothes, defecating or perhaps totally nude.

It was a pleasure to receive a complimentary copy of
Heterodoxy, which I found to be an intelligent publication.
A common misconception of prison staff, the outside
public, and of many prisoners is that all prisoners are
politically liberal. I am a conservative from a white, upper
middle-class, background that lost everything, except my
opinions... I am not a misogynist or a violent person.

Very truly yours,
Name With-held

(Ed: We have authenticated both the prison and the name of
the prisoner, and have with-held both to protect the innocent.)

Heterodoxy's obsession with gay and lesbian issues does a
terrible and often wicked disservice to the cause it ostensibly
defends: open and intellectually critical universities in which
faculty and students individuate according to the lights of private
conscience and informed critical judgment. There is an essential
contradiction between that laudable agenda and the ongoing
contempt you show to our gay and lesbian colleagues who
contribute so deeply to both the humane and intellectual life of
our universities. It is an empirical fact that gay and lesbian
colleagues distribute themselves by private choice across the
entire spectrum of substantive, theoretical, methodological, ideo-
logical and political perspectives within the academy. Further, it
is anti-intellectualism of the most objectionable kind to deny that
gay, lesbian and, indeed, heterosexual colleagues working on
areas of human sexuality have raised legitimate and formal
questions of intellectual concern that merit open-minded and
collegial debate, criticism and discussion. You remind us, pain-
fully, that those of us who have labored to maintain free and
intellectually rigorous universities against the tide of Political
Correctness, and who truly do believe in the dignity of ad rent as
opposed to ad hominem arguments in academic life, need to be
vigilant against Political Correctness from the Right as well as
from the Left. Heterodoxy either should reexamine the consis-
tency of its purported moral commitments or it should state more
honestly and explicitly its own culturally conservative Ortho-
doxy. As it is, it works at sad cross-purposes to itself.
                                                   Alan Charles Kors 
                                                  Professor of History
                                                   University of Pennsylvania

Eds: Apparently Alan Kors continues to think that homosexuality
should be the love that dare not speak its name. But we are not
the ones who are pressing these agendas. Leftists who think that
sexual orientation should have the status of race have, in fact,
long been the aggressors, forcing the issue of homosexuality on
every social front from the elementary school curriculum to the
military. Under their pressure, sexual orientation has become, in
some sense, the issue of the day. To equate discussion of this issue
with gay bashing, as Professor Kors seems to, is to capitulate to
the particular mode of intimidation favored by the PC Left.
Indeed by using a term like "wicked," Professor Kors indulges in
a bit of intimidation himself, not to mention decontextualization,
to use a term dear to his colleagues. "Wicked" in this context
seems to us more than a little absurd.

Professor Kors' attack is not really ad rem, since it men-
tions no specifics, and yet not quite ad hominem. This makes a
reply difficult. We presume Professor Kors has taken offense at
our last editorial ("Gays March On The Pentagon" — February
1993). Most people reading that editorial will recognize that it
was not our obsession with gay and lesbian issues, but President
Clinton's obsession with the agenda of the gay Left that de-
manded a response. We have no issue with homosexual Ameri-
cans whom we obviously regard as co-citizens with the same
inalienable rights as the rest of us, and whom we are pleased to
count among our friends, subscribers and supporters. Our issue
is with the homosexual Left, often self-identified as the Queer Left,
which has an agenda that is socially destructive and intellectually
fascistic. We are sorry that Professor Kors—whom we prefer to
regard as a friend and ally on the PC front—cannot discern this
distinction in our texts.

In your January 1993 issue, you write that Johnetta Cole "is a
protégé of Donna Shalala, whom she served at UMass in the
People's Republic of Amherst." For the record, Donna Shalala
was never at UMass. Presumably Cole and Shalala met at Hunger
College in New York when Shalala was president there and Cole
on the faculty.
As for characterizing the town where UMass is located as "the
People's Republic of Amherst," that's clever but a gross over-
statement. Amherst remains a place where local affairs are still
run by aboard of selectmen, a town manager, and most important
a Town Meeting of elected representatives. In many ways
Amherst manages to blend liberal and conservative political
philosophies into a unique entity.

Julius Lester

L    E   T   T   E   R   S
May I congratulate you for Mark Horowitz's brilliant review of
Foucault in the current Heterodoxy? I never really understood
what the fuss was all about, having been introduced to the man's
writings about fifteen years ago and seen nothing very compel-
ling or important in them (the work I was assigned had something
do with prisons, as I recall). I didn't pursue the matter, but the
curiosity was there, and now you teach me everything I've
always wanted to know but have been too lazy to find out. It really
is a fine piece of writing, even apart form the intellectual wit, and
it gave me much pleasure aesthetically.

Professor Jacob Neusner
University of Southern Florida

Eds: As a result of a comedy of errors, the author of the following
letter, Ed Crewdson was misidentified in the last issue as a
reporter for the Oakland Tribune. Ed Crewdson is in fact a prize-
winning reporter for the Chicago Tribune. We thank him for
graciously overlooking this gaffe.

I fear some readers of Tom Bethell's piece {Heterodoxy, Febru-
ary 1993) may conclude that I, like Bethel! and Peter Duesberg,
believe that HTV is not the cause of AIDS. This is simply not the
case. I described myself as agnostic only because I have never
really taken time to carefully examine Duesberg's critique and an
therefore reluctant to dismiss it out of hand. Although there are
some interesting rips in the epidemiological fabric, I would be
very surprised if HTV had nothing to do with AIDS. The maps of
HIV seroprevalence and reported AIDS cases do not simply
overlap, they are virtually the same. There's a lot of HIV in San
Francisco, and lots of AIDS, but not much HIV in North Dakota
(or Iceland), and not much AIDS. There didn't used to be much
HIV in Northern Thailand; now there is, and the number of AIDS
cases there is mounting fast. Is it a coincidence that a previously
unseen virus and a previously unseen disease should emerge at
precisely the same times and places? And if HIV is not the
principal AIDS agent, how does one explain those middle-class,
heterosexual married women — i.e., women with no apparent
AIDS risk behavior — who are dead or dying of AIDS after
having been transfused with HIV-contaminated blood during
childbirth or elective surgery?

As far as I know, Peter Duesberg was the first to suggest (in
an article written in 1986 for Cancer Research) that infection with
HIV alone might not be sufficient to explain every case of AIDS.
Had he stopped there he would be remembered for having
provided an important insight—the role of various co-factors in
AIDS — with which virtually everyone now agrees. In later
years, however, Duesberg went on to assert that HIV played no
role whatsoever in AIDS and that AIDS among gay men was
primarily the result of immune-suppressing drug use, while
dismissing AIDS among transfusion recipients, Romanian ba-
bies and nurses who stick themselves accidentally with HIV-
contaminated needles as "anecdotal" cases. I have since met some
of these anecdotes and they all argue quite vehemently against the
Duesberg hypothesis—which, despite the emotion it has gener-
ated, has not yet received the kind of meticulous scrutiny required
for confirmation of dismissal.

Perhaps that will happen once Duesberg keeps his much-
repeated promise to prove his point by inoculating himself with
HIV. In the meantime, what everyone can and, should agree on
is the disgracefulness of the treatment Peter Duesberg has re-
ceived at the hands of his scientific peers, including his loss of
grants and banishment from scientific meetings, because of his
heterodox views on HIV. What kind of free scientific inquiry is
promoted by punishing someone for being wrong'! No one has
taken Robert Gallo, Duesberg's principle antagonist, to task for
having misled the scientific community into believing, for nearly
a year, that the cause of AIDS was a rare leukemia-causing virus
named HTLV.
                                                                         John Crewdson
                                                                The Chicago Tribune
Tom Bethell replies:
I'm an admirer of John Crewdson, but his claim that the "maps"

of HIV and AIDS are "virtually the same" is incorrect because
of course the great majority of people who are HIV positive
(over 90 percent) do not have AIDS. At the same time, we also
have many cases that look like AIDS, but in which no trace of
HIV has been found. Whether or not they are AIDS cases
depends on which definition of AIDS we use. (CDC has
expanded the definition at least three times in the last decade.)
Prof. Duesberg claimed in a recent paper that as many as 1200
HIV negative cases have been reported. But we do not really
know how many there have been. Despite its voluminous
record-keeping, the Centers for Disease Control will not reveal
one crucial piece of information: How many of its cumulative
AIDS cases (250,000-odd in the U.S.) tested positive for HIV
in the last decade, and how many did not? Crewdson told me
that he was going to try to get the CDC to release this
information, and I wish him luck.

It is not implied that "anecdotal" cases are imaginary;
only that they are not statistically significant. Out of five million
health care workers, only seven in 12 years claim to have
contracted AIDS through needle-stick. Their medical records
have not been released, Duesberg tells me that he is willing to
be injected with HIV if he is given a grant by the NIH to carry
out such an experiment (and perhaps others). The grant will
establish the required experimental protocol.

Oooh, boys — Scared, aren't you? So tough to see your tired
old orthodoxy challenged — and the vicious feminists and
PC'ers winning. Well, hang on, you ain't seen nothin' yet.

Your pal,
A happy feminasty

We are womyn, we are feminist, we are pro-choice, and we will
triumph!

Unsigned
I picked up your paper on campus thinking it might be of
slightly marginal standards. After perusing through your sex-
ist, racist, and homophobic articles—I couldn't decide whether
to vomit or cry. Obviously you thrive on targeting the op-
pressed and pander to the drooling Limbaugh-maniacs [sic].
Please don't rot the halls of my university with your rag.

Sophia R. de Monet-Alvarez
I find your publication rude, shallow and hate-filled. It can
serve no good use but merely fan the flames of sexism and
racism. Do not litter my mailbox with even one additional copy!

Dr. Mary Versteck
Assoc. Prof, of Education
Pace University

I received an unsolicited copy of Heterodoxy in the mail
yesterday, and demand is hereby made that you remove my
name from your mailing list and cease mailing Heterodoxy to
me. I find the paper offensive, childish in part, pornographic in
part, and totally without value. The editors' fascination with
stories about bodily functions and genitals is very 60sish, but
has no place in my mailbox. Do not mail this trash to me again.

Hilary J. Negele
Grayslake, Illinois.

I am requesting that you cease sending Heterodoxy to me as my
bird has died and I do not plan to. acquire a puppy.

B.L. Jones
The Fasken Foundation
Midland, Texas

Thank you for your informative and entertaining publication.
Reading the Letters confirms my observation that liberals when
confronted with painful truth, resort to obscenities and name-
calling. I do not recall ever reading such hysterical, childish
paroxysms from conservatives in any Letters section of even
the most liberal publications. When reading letters that practi-
cally shriek off the page from liberals who react to your fine
journalism like vampires to daylight, I can only reply "methinks
the lady doth protest too much!"

With you in the fight for sanity and truth,
Kathleen M. Sedwick

(A former liberal feminist atheist who got smacked upside the
head by reality, i.e., God!)

Editors
Peter Collier
David Horowitz

Copy Editor
John Penninger
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D I T O R I A L         S T A T

REDUCTIO AD ABSURDUM
ICE LEGAL PHILOSOPHY: That distinguished
thinker Ice-T has been touring college campuses this
spring delivering lectures on free speech and law
enforcement in a free society. Speaking before
portraits of robed jurists at Harvard Law School he
told a capacity crowd he never thought his lyrics,
"Die, die, die, pig, die" would offend people. "I
thought everybody hated the police," the visiting
lecturer said. Ice-T went on to boast "I've got my
thumb on the pulse of 50,000 killers" and that he has
founded a group of gang members in Los Angeles
called Hands Across Watts — "basic killers," he
called them, "getting ready to move on the police."

MICHAEL JACKSON'S PENIS: In the second
week of February, this year, the College of Humani-
ties and Social Science at the University of Califor-
nia at Riverside held a conference on "Unnatural
Acts." The program included "Taking on the Phal-
lus," "Beyond the Bathroom Door,"" "Boys Will Be
Girls," "Dreaming Arnold Schwarzenegger,"
"Fucking (with Theory) For Money," "Michael
Jackson's Penis," "Lesbians Who Kill," and "Amelia
Earhart in Drag." Conference papers will be pub-
lished in book form by the University of Indiana
Press.

THE UNIVERSITY OF NEWSPEAK: An appli-
cant for the position of Professor of Law at the
United States Air Force Academy received a letter
from Bettie L. Den Herder, the "Equal Employment
& Staffing Specialist Affirmative Employment Division"
which contained the following instruction: "The Federal
Government is an equal opportunity employer and in
support of that effort we ask that you voluntarily complete
the Standard Form 181, Race and National Origin Identi-
fication (Attachment 3)."

MR. OLLIE BUILDS HIS DREAM HOUSES: Anti-
capitalist, anti-American film director Oliver Stone has
made the March issue of Architectural Digest, along with
his "weekend retreat" in Santa Barbara, which is part of
a complex of homes that includes property in L.A. and
Palm Springs, along with a 16,000 square foot home sitting
atop a mountain in Colorado. When Stone's wife 
Elizabeth gets a word in edgewise in the article, she 
says that her power in their homes centers on "kitchen 
implementation. Flowers. Bedding." All the Stone houses 
come with a little Buddhist shrine where the auteur 
meditates and contemplates what he calls the "Western 
Christian trip" that makes people guilty for having 
material possessions. Now we know the source for his 
character Gordon ("Greed is Good") Gekko in Wall 
Street

HAT SPEECH: Ferrum College is a small Methodist
liberal arts college, located in Franklin County, Virginia.
Last fall, black students at Ferrum responding to Spike
Lee's fashion statements began wearing X hats around
campus. They also began sporting T-shirts with pictures of
AK-47s and the slogan "By Any Means Necessary" on
them. Then this spring, some white students decided to
answer with a fashion statement of their own. They
designed hats with the X circled and crossed out. Imme-
diately they were hauled before a panel of 3 deans, who
told them this was unacceptable hate speech. Whereupon,
the Black Student Union held a demonstration in front of
the deans' houses because "they hadn't acted fast enough."

SQUISH: A new movement is spreading on college
campuses. Strong Queers United In Stopping Heterosexism
originated at California State University at Northridge a
couple of years ago. Now a second chapter has been
started at Sari Diego State. In addition to giving speeches
to classes SQUISH has put up billboards with catchy
slogans like, "I thought all sorority girls were sluts" on one
side and "SQUISH knows this shit's got to stop" on the
other. SQUISH also holds die-ins and kiss-ins. "Our die-
in," explained spokesman John Sanders, "is where a bunch
of queers lay down on the ground as if dead and get chalked
in to show how we're treated by society."

ONLY RECONNECT: Mary Maples Dunn, President of
Smith College and author of the Smith Design for Diversity
(which outlawed, among other things, "lookism" for
Smith students) had the following words for the opening
of the spring semester this year: "Pain was the clearest of
the messages I received in my meetings with student
groups last semester. There were many kinds of pain —
the pain of victims of insensitivity and bias; the pain of
constantly being "the other;" the pain of isolation; the
feeling of struggling alone; the pain of being closed out;
the pain that comes when you feel no one cares. Fear was
another message. The fear that it might happen again. To
you...Let me say this for myself. From sit-ins in the '60s
to authorship of the Smith Design for Diversity, we have
always worked to extend civil rights in the Smith
community....And I resolve now that I will not tolerate the
brutishness of bias, and I will work to reconnect our
community." The only pain she forgot was pain in the ass.

RACIAL JUSTICE: Five days before the start of Black
History Month, three racial slurs against blacks written on
pieces of notebook paper were found posted on the door
of the Black Student Union's building on the Williams
College campus in Massachusetts. Williams had not had
a racial incident in two years. The messages were duly
denounced by a chorus of campus activists. Three days
later, Gilbert Moore Jr., a black student, told administra-
tors that he had posted the messages as part of a project for
a course on anarchism he was taking. His intention he said
was to promote more campus discourse on race relations.
Moore was suspended for a semester. The Black Student
Union supported the suspension. "We denounce all racist
activity," their statement said.

PLANTATION POLITICS: Black students at Johns
Hopkins University staged a sit-in at the Milton S.
Eisenhower library to protest an abolitionist display case
in the library's Black History Month exhibit. The case —
one out of eleven in the exhibit — featured James and
William Birney, white abolitionists who had released their
slaves to demonstrate their anti-slavery beliefs. "This stuff
will not be tolerated," said Paul Brown, a senior at the sit-
in. "There are plenty of resources in the library if you just
made a half-ass attempt to find something." Library
Director Scott Bennett, who had failed to make the half-
assed attempt, apologized in an abject letter to the protest-

ers: "Personally, I deeply regret any offense given by
the exhibit of abolitionist material."

A FOOL FOR A CLIENT AND AN ASS FOR AN
ATTORNEY:
Dear Misters Collier and Horowitz,

I represent Dr. Marilyn J. Guy who is the
unwarranted recipient of your publication entitled
Heterodoxy. The subscription that has apparently
been taken out in her name was done without her
knowledge or consent Dr. Guy considers her exist-
ence on your mailing list to be defamatory.

Accordingly, we insist that you take the fol-
lowing action:

              1. Delete Dr. Guy from your list of 
subscribers to Heterodoxy (a photocopy of the 
mailing label is included);

2. Cancel the subscription and refund 
any unearned balance to the person who paid 
you; and

3. Advise Dr. Guy of the name of the 
person who initiated this subscription (if that is 
not possible, provide a copy of the 
subscription form).

I look forward to your prompt response.
Very Truly Yours,
William L. Guy III
Gunhus, Grinnell, Klinger,
Swenson and Guy

YES: "The whole area of ideology is a theater of
illusion, and doctrines can affect the minds of believ-
ers in remarkable ways, turning the peacefully inclined to
aggression, the tolerant to dogmatism, and so on. How else
explain that the almost Stalinist regimentation of political
correctness can posture as tolerance and sensitivity, or the
rigid uniformities of multiculturalism exploit the rhetoric
of diversity? Unless one is aware of the different types of
reasoning in this cultural attic of endlessly recycled no-
tions, one will be hopelessly adrift." -- Kenneth Minogue,
Professor of Political Science at the London School of
Economics.

BAD TASTE: At Stanford University, in celebration of
their annual Condom Week, the school's Ye Olde Condom
Shoppe, held a condom drive. With a display table set up
in the middle of White Plaza, the school funded organiza-
tion handed out bags of condoms accompanied with a
questionnaire. Students were asked to compare each
condom in a number of different categories, including
taste.

STAYING ABREAST WITH VANDY: The avant garde
at Vanderbilt University has painted itself into a corner. Art
professor Donald Evans, while giving a slide show on the
controversial Robert Mapplethorpe, slipped in a few nude
photos of himself and his wife. A female student in Evans'
class promptly filed a sexual harassment complaint. In his
defense, Evans said that his work with women's breasts
was one of the main reasons that Vanderbilt hired him in
the first place.

OOPS: The December issue of Heterodoxy contained a
Reductio item about the Women's Studies Department at
Wellesley College. The item stated that the Women's
Studies Department sent letters to Modern European
History majors chiding them for perpetuating "dominant
white male" attitudes. This has been denied by the Women's
Studies Department Since we have been unable to authen-
ticate the item, we accept the Department's denial and
regret the error.

THE FINAL SOLUTION: According to Donald Kao, the
director of Project Reach, a New York City diversity
consulting firm, "If you are feeling comfortable or normal,
then you are probably oppressing someone, whether that
person is a woman or a gay or whatever. We probably
won't rid our society of prejudice until everyone strives to
be abnormal."
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SUPER BOWL WIFE-BEATERS:
n January 31, 1993, the Dallas Cowboys
ran over the Buffalo Bills in a Super Bowl
game whose half-time extravaganza fea-

tured Michael Jackson pawing at his crotch at the
same time that he was singing lullabies to the chil-
dren of the world. A sober moment in NBC's day of
super programming came with what looked like an
ordinary public service announcement. In the spot a
slender middle-aged man looking nervous and un-
happy, fiddles with his glasses while sitting in icy
solitude. A voice-over describes his guilty thoughts:
ACTOR: I can't believe this is happening. We
were just having an argument. I guess I lost my
temper. I didn't mean to hurt her. What's going to
happen now? I didn't think you'd go to jail for
hitting your wife.

ANNOUNCER: Domestic violence is a crime.
The final shot revealed the man inside a jail cell.

An 800 hotline number appeared on screen.
The public service announcement was not an

isolated moment of concern about a pressing social
problem. In the weeks before the game, the term
"day of dread" to describe women's fears about the
Super Bowl Sunday had been repeated throughout
the media in the process Tom Wolfe dubs "journal-
istic ricochet." Calling football "a mean sport, Anna
Quindlen had written in the New York Times that
"the greatest public health threat for many American
women is the men they live with." Readers of the
paper's sports pages found columnist Robert Lipsyte
condemning the "Abuse Bowl." The Los Angeles
Daily News supplied female readers with a "How To
Survive" tip list, as if the Super Bowl were a hurri-
cane 100 miles offshore bearing down on them.

A segment of "Good Morning America" three
days before kickoff was devoted to the link between
the Super Bowl and "domestic violence" and pre-
viewed the public service announcement that would
air on NBC. One of ABC's guests was Denver
psychologist Leonore Walker who flatly stated,
"We know that on Super Bowl Sunday, for the last
10 years that I've been keeping data, that there's an
increase in the number of women who are seriously
hurt, who call battered women shelters and who use
the police. So we're trying to help people prevent
that kind of violence from happening because we
know of the links between the football game on
Super Bowl Sunday and a man who will already be
a batterer using violence against his wife and some-
times his children as well."

By the time the announcement was shown on
Super Bowl Sunday, the link between the Big Game
and the Big Crime had attained the certitude of a
geometric equation and the momentum of critical
mass. The only problem was that the whole thing
was a hoax, based on cooked sociological data,
hidden political agendas, and a clever campaign of
disinformation.

n informed observer might have smelled
the fishiness of the equation of violence
against women and the "red meat" sport
of football in the "Good Morning 

America" segment. Appearing as an "expert" 
along with psychologist Leonore Walker was 
Laura Flanders, coordinator of the "women's 
desk" at the organization FAIR (Fairness and 
Accuracy in Reporting).
       FAIR claims to be a "national media watch
group," but its official self-description reveals a
bias that neuters any claim to objectivity. FAIR says

by LARRY JARVIK
it seeks to call attention to the "narrow corporate
ownership of the press," and believes the media
reflect the corrupt ideology of its capitalist owners. It
takes as a given "the media's allegiance to official
agendas and their insensitivity to women, labor, mi-
norities and other public interest constituencies."

The FAIR board includes long time anti-Ameri-
can leftists like Noam Chomsky, Roger Wilkins,
Dolores Huerta, and Helen Caldicott, along with
sympathetic Hollywood stars like Ed Asner, Jackson
Browne, Darryl Hannah, and Casey Kasem. FAIR'S
executive director, Jeff Cohen, is a former ACLU
attorney who studied at something called the Los
Angeles People's College of Law, worked as a publi-
cist for activist groups, and lectured on media bias at
the New York Marxist School. One of his chief
accomplishments, according to a fund raising pitch,
is getting "progressives" on the air by counting the
over-representation of white males in newscasts:
"When FAIR released its report on MacNeil/Lehrer's
conservative bias, the broadcast changed—leading to
interviews with Noam Chomsky, Edward Said, Erwin
Knoll of the Progressive magazine and other inde-
pendent voices, who raised forceful questions about
U.S. foreign policy." With the resolution of the Cold
War on terms it probably regards as a defeat for its
viewpoints, FAIR has refocused on a domestic
agenda.

Laura Flanders, the FAIR representative on
"Good Morning America," was pumping the connec-
tion between the Super Bowl and wife-beating chiefly
because FAIR had organized the two-month long
public relations campaign to get the public service
announcement on the air. FAIR and its allies in
women's shelters promoted most of the "facts" used
by The Times' Anna Quindlen and other columnists.
It also supplied what FAIR executive director Jeff
Cohen calls "anecdotal evidence" to NBC claiming
that the Super Bowl witnessed a rise in "domestic
violence."

At the same time that this juggernaut was mov-
ing forward, however, a solitary journalist had begun
a process of investigation that would undermine all of
FAIR'S work. On the Thursday before the Super
Bowl, Washington Post reporter Ken Ringle hap-
pened to be looking through Associated Press wire
copy for tidbits that might be interesting to readers of
his paper's Style section. He came across a story about
a press conference in Pasadena where speakers had
charged that Super Bowl Sunday was a "day of dread"
for women and citing a study linking home game
victories with increased domestic violence. Ringle
was immediately suspicious. While he had gotten his
share of inside-the-beltway scoops during his 30 year
career in journalism (including one about Congress-
man Jim Wright employing a known murderer on his
staff which helped bring down the former Majority
Leader), Ringle had also once been assigned to the
Post's Metro desk, where he became familiar with
Washington's hospitals, police stations and hotlines.
The wire service report clashed with his experiences
covering the dark side of local news and also with his
own perception that Sunday victories for the home
team Redskins tended to tranquilize the nation's
capital.

Ringle had a hunch that he had stumbled on to
something. He was particularly struck by the fact that
this news conference had been organized by a group
with such a name as Fairness and Accuracy in Report-
ing. "When I hear an acronym like FAIR," he said

later on, "my first reaction is to count the spoons."
First, Ringle called the DC Rape Crisis Center

and asked them if they had a rise in cases after the
Super Bowl. When they told him their busiest months
were in the summer, Ringle decided to keep asking
questions. He called the House of Ruth, a DC 
women's shelter. When he asked them for their 
busiest time, he was told to call the DC Women's 
Coalition on Domestic Violence. They told him 
they couldn't release their figures, that he'd have to 
call national headquarters in Denver, Colorado and 
ask for psychologist Leonore Walker, the 
spokesperson for the theory about the Super Bowl 
who had appeared on "Good Morning America."

Ringle recalls, "As I was calling, I said to
myself, why do I have to call Denver about the House
of Ruth in DC?" He never managed to get Walker on
the phone, which raised his suspicions further. The
AP wire story which had first triggered his interest in
the story had cited a study by researchers at Virginia's
Old Dominion University. So Ringle called the
sociology department there. Professor Janet Katz, an
author of the cited study, told him the most important
thing was not what the researchers found but what
they didn't find. There was no link between the
domestic violence and the playing of football games
per se, although there was a slight increase in women' s
hospital admissions when the home team won. The
study counted all hospital admissions for trauma, and
did not investigate the causes of each case, although
it did speculate that "domestic abuse" might be a
factor. Katz said her findings were extremely "tenta-
tive" and she did not want to make any claims.

Ringle talked to the editors of the Post and to
other colleagues, some of whom had other material
on this issue which suggested a pattern. One reporter
gave him a press release from Dobisky Associates, a
New Hampshire based public relations firm, tying
Charles Patrick Ewing's book Battered Women Who
Kill to the Super Bowl. Another told him that FAIR
was collecting money for a Super Bowl domestic
violence phone bank at a local Washington movie
theater. Still others said they had seen mentions of the
link between domestic violence and the Super Bowl
on CBS News as well as "Good Morning America."

Feeling that he might have stumbled onto a
concerted campaign, Ringle kept on calling, follow-
ing leads, trying to find some evidence for the "day
of dread." No one he talked to seemed able to come
up with hard data substantiating the claim. "Every-
where I called, they weren't there or they couldn't
come up with studies."

A Nexis search revealed some articles in which
women at shelters said they believed there was an
increase in battering around the Super Bowl, but
there were no hard data. However, Ringle did find a
1990 UPI story calling the Super Bowl battering
claim, already being spread at that point, a "myth."
And he found a 1987 AP story which Ringle thinks
may have started the legend, the story of Rana Lee of
Matin (California) Abused Women's Services, who
left her husband after a fight during the Super Bowl.
Lee was later featured in a 1987 Mother Jones article
charging that football led to "domestic violence,"
and also in a 1987 NBC News story where she
appeared with none other than Denver psychologist
Leonore Walker. This segment had been produced by
Robert Lipsyte, now a sports writer at the New York 
Times, who had just written a column endorsing FAIR'S 
1992 to probe that football caused wife beating.
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ANATOMY OF A HOAX
Ringle saw that everything "seemed to funnel

back to Leonore Walker." The Denver psychologist,
author of a book called Terrifying Love, which pur-
ports to explain why women kill their abusive hus-
bands, still refused to return his phone calls. Instead,
Walker's office referred Ringle to Michael Lindsey,
another Denver psychologist, who initially promised
to find him some studies substantiating the claim
about Super Bowl Sunday and then, in Ringle's
words, "called back after about four hours to say he
was shocked, but the studies didn't exist"

On Friday and Saturday, Ringle called Sheila
Kuehl, the California Women's Law Center spokes-
woman who had been one of those at the Pasadena
press conference reported by the AP. There was
nothing firm from her. He talked with staffers at the
Boston Globe, which had carried a story claiming
that women's shelters receive more calls on Super
Bowl Sunday than any other day of the year, but
couldn't substantiate the claim. Ringle heard that
CBS was flacking this story in promos on Saturday
for an item to run on Monday and he called network
correspondent Bob McNamara in Dallas to tell him
about his troubles pinning down the statistics FAIR
and other groups had used and ask if McNamara had
anything that he didn't know about. The answer was
no. (Perhaps because of this conversation, the CBS
story merely concluded that domestic violence is
"always" a problem, a proposition with which Ringle
agrees wholeheartedly.)

After failing to verify the charges, Ringle con-
cluded that the hysteria over the Super Bowl was the
result of "the twin phenomenon of media conver-
gence and media orchestration, in which "causists"
show up wherever the most TV lenses are focused,
"hoping to piggyback their message to a global
audience of millions." His story in the Post was
headlined "Debunking the 'Day of Dread' for Women
— Data Lacking for Claims of Domestic Violence
Surge After Superbowl."

AIR's reaction to the piece was shrill and
defensive. On February 10, Laura Flanders
took up the cudgels against Ringle and the

Post on her "Counterspin" radio show carried by the
leftwing Pacifica stations. "The Post story, by a man,
Ken Ringle, who according to our database search
had never written on domestic violence ever in the
Post before, seized on the comments of one domestic
violence expert on a study he'd read linking batter-
ing with football and managed to condemn a whole
community of people who've argued for years that
a connection exists between violence against women
and male sports."

FAIR made many of the same points in a letter
to the Post ombudsman, Joann Byrd, which FAIR
also distributed as a press release. (Byrd said FAIR's
decision to fax their complaint to "supporters across
the country" before she had a chance to investigate
the charges was unprecedented.) However, Janet
Noodleman of the San Francisco Family Violence
Prevention Fund inadvertently confessed to Flanders
on the February 10 broadcast that Ringle got his
story right. "I'm not going to try to defend the
statistics that they tried so hard and put such an
inordinate amount of energy into trying to debunk,"
she said. What Noodleman wanted to do was change
the subject: "I just want to make the point that what
we were trying to do was to raise the issue of
domestic violence. That's the real point. We could

have done that around the Christmas Holidays, or
New Year's, or Thanksgiving, or any of the other
days during the year that hotlines experience an
increase in calls, when emotions are running high,
when there's a prevalence of alcohol abuse."

As another part of their damage control cam-
paign, FAIR distributed a syndicated newspaper
column under the byline of the organization's ex-
ecutive director Jeff Cohen attacking Ringle and
those who sided with him. "These journalists, mostly
men," Cohen wrote, "seemed to have a visceral
reaction against all the attention being focused on
domestic violence, and the link to football. 'Where's
the evidence?' they scoffed—as if the testimony of
scores of women was irrelevant" The FAIR piece
cited Susan Faludi and her belief that "progress for
equality for women often results in a journalistic
backlash." It concluded, "This Super Bowl, women
finally had a hearing on domestic violence. It was too
much for some journalists to accept."

FAIR had reason to try to discourage journal-
ists from looking closely at their campaign. Ringle's
case was even stronger than he himself had imag-
ined. Further investigation suggests that not only
was the data not there to support charges linking the
Super Bowl and "domestic violence", but that NBC
violated its own rules and regulations for Public
Service Announcements in order to air the disputed
spot on the Super Bowl. In an act almost as irrespon-
sible as its news department's faking reports of
exploding fuel tanks, the network placed capitula-
tion to a politically correct pressure group above its
own journalistic integrity.

NBC gave away 30-seconds of airtime valued
at over $600,000 on the most-watched day of the
year to run a spot it did not subject to anything like
the scrutiny most public service announcements
receive. Curt Block, NBC spokesman, says the net-
work felt the anti-wife-beating message was "a good
cause." Although PSAs are routinely submitted for
broadcast through Roz Wyman, head of Standards
and Practices, in this case the submission was made
directly to NBC Sports President Dick Ebersol. The
request was made by FAIR about a month before the
Super Bowl, says Block. Ebersol consulted with
Betty Hudson, NBC's senior vice president for cor-
porate communications. Hudson was in favor of
airing the spot, according to Block. The public
service announcement, which was supplied to NBC
by FAIR according to Block, was not cleared by
NBC Standards and Practices Department One of
the reasons networks have a Standards and Practices
Department is to protect themselves against charges
of deception and fraudulent advertising.

The Philadelphia Coalition Against Domestic
Violence, which produced the spot, is not a regis-
tered charity, nor is it listed in the Philadelphia phone
book. The 800 number aired on the PSA has been
disconnected. It reportedly was staffed for less than
36 hours. The phone bank itself was located in the
Washington DC Bar building, a lawyer's organiza-
tion which had donated space and was staffed not by
psychologists or clinicians, but by volunteers who
had two hours of "training." The DC Coalition
Against Domestic Violence, which reportedly man-
aged the phone bank on Super Bowl Sunday, is not
listed in the Washington phone book. The city's
Department of Consumer Affairs said it was not
registered. Donna Edwards, who said she was its
president, was finally tracked down at Ralph Nader's

Public Citizen. Although she said she did have Wash-
ington DC registration, she would not permit Hetero-
doxy to come down and see it.

Despite all of this, Betty Hudson, senior vice-
president for corporate communications and a four-
teen-year veteran of NBC, defends the peculiar way
the public service announcement got onto NBC's
airtime. She says "occasionally we do show PSA's
that come from outside the system, and this was
outside."

n February 28 Washington Post Ombuds-
man Joann Byrd published an analysis of
Ken Ringle's piece, undertaken in response

to complaints filed by FAIR. Although she indulged
in some liberal self-flagellation by saying that "all of
us—the ombudsman included—deserve a scolding"
for not paying enough attention to the issue of
domestic violence, she backed up Ringle on the
particulars. Byrd observed perceptively, "Discount-
ing the claims of people representing a good cause
cannot be equated with discounting the cause, nor
can claims be sacred because they come from people
supporting good causes." She added that checking
on statistical claims was part of a reporter's job.

To their credit, several newspapers did exactly
that in the aftermath of the Super Bowl wife-beating
hoax. New York Newsday reported on January 31
that directors of shelters in "Manhattan, Brooklyn
and the Bronx said that no more women seek help on
Super Bowl Sunday or the Monday that follows than
on any other day of the year." The Boston Globe said
on February 3 that "advocates for battered women
reported little or no evidence of a surge in domestic
violence during or after the Super Bowl" and noted
that in Buffalo and Dallas, the cities whose teams
were in the game, police reported "no unusual in-
creases." The Globe, which had initially supported
the charges, described the findings as "an embarrass-
ing setback for the campaign against domestic vio-
lence — and for the news media."

That is the saddest part of this hoax: the perpe-
trators damaged the interests of battered women
facing real dangers from truly abusive men by focus-
ing attention on a phony media event As Harvard
Law professor Alan Dershowitz concluded, "It was
a frightening story and it was highlighted all over the
nation, on television, in the newspapers and on radio
talk shows. There was only one problem: It is entirely
false!" Dershowitz took a swipe at groups like FAIR
by observing, "The time has come to stop pandering
to zealots who misuse social science to serve their
own personal likes and dislikes. They must be ex-
posed for the dangerous charlatans they are. Nor are
their good intentions or the importance of the cause
of preventing violence an excuse for sounding false
alarms."

Larry Jarvik is the Washington director of the
Center for the Study of Popular Culture.
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SOMEWHERE OVER THE RAINBOW
ew Yorkers are so accustomed to soaring 
taxes, rampant corruption, unsafe streets, 
and unresponsive bureaucracy that it has led 

some observers to worry that they have lost their 
capacity for outrage. They can stop worrying. A few 
weeks ago, indignant parents from around the five 
boroughs forced the departure of the 
city's Schools Chancellor Joseph 
Fernandez, the highest paid public 
official in New York City. They 
were upset by the continued decline 
in the schools. But New Yorkers, like 
other Americans, have become 
resigned to poor academic 
performance by their students. The 
issue that brought Fernandez 
down—and created the beginnings 
of a unique grass roots movement to 
"take back the schools"—was not 
administrative incompetence but 
rather his insistence on imposing a 
radical "multicultural curriculum" on 
students from the first grade onward. 
Led by a 70 year old grandmother 
from Queens named Mary Cummins, 
parents drew a line in the sand at 
the propaganda for homosexual lifestyles which was 
the centerpiece of the Rainbow Curriculum. Mad as 
hell, they said they wouldn't take it anymore, and at 
the end of a bitter battle against long odds they 
were still standing and "Rubber Joe" Fernandez, as 
the school chief was known because of his obsession 
with condoms, was history.

This skirmish in the culture war was played out 
against a shabby backdrop of intellectual chaos and 
moral decay. New York City' s public schools are a 
shambles. The dropout rate is over 17%, SAT scores
are more than 100 points below the national average,
and the violence is such a serious problem that a security
force larger man the Boston police department has been
employed. Yet the city's education bureaucracy gets
some $7 billion every year, more than the annual total
budget for many states. And too little of this money, in
the minds of most parents, goes to teachers and class-
rooms, and too much to the city's Board of Education
headquarters in Brooklyn which houses over 5000
educrats.

Joseph Fernandez came to town in 1990 with a
reputation for hard-nosed reform and a mandate to do
something about the education system's free fall. Un-
der different circumstances, he might not have re-
sponded with an ideological program. But Femandez
was a political animal and he knew about the power
arrangements in New York. He knew that his boss,
Mayor David Dinkins, had actively courted the city's
influential homosexual lobby in his primary against
former Mayor Edward Koch four years ago. 
Although it meant signing on to a radical gay rights 
agenda, the strategy was successful, and the backing of 
homosexual activists—combined with Koch's 
alienation of black voters—helped Dinkins eke out a 
narrow victory. In the general election against 
Republican Rudolph Guillani, solid support from 
gays again helped put Dinkins over the top. The fact 
that his margin was only 1 % made the gay bloc seem 
even stronger than its actual numbers, since the 
homosexual leadership could say that it had been 
decisive. With blacks automatically in his pocket, 
Dinkins felt that if he had gays as well he
could essentially write off the socially conservative
ethnic voters in the outer boroughs of Staten Island,
Queens, Brooklyn, and the Bronx.

Not surprisingly, Dinkins proceeded to make gay
issues a high priority in his administration. From 
extending the legal benefits of married couples to gay 
partnerships to siding with gay activists excluded from 
the St. Patrick's Day Parade, he kept his part of the 

bargain in advancing a radical homosexual agenda. One 
of the most important parts of that agenda, outlined as
early as 1972 in the Gay Rights Platform, is the 
promotion of homosexuality as a valid lifestyle by
means of the public schools.

Although a "search committee" of prominent

JOSEPH FERNANDEZ

citizens was set up to find a new Chancellor, Fernandez 
had actually been recruited for the job by Dinkins 
aides, and was the choice of the United Federation of 
Teachers, New York's powerful teacher's union. He 
was known primarily for his efforts to reform 
schools in Dade county Florida, where he had 
previously served as school's chief. He was offered a 
salary of $195,000 a year, a $ 10,000 expense account, 
a $400,000 pension, along with a million-dollar 
brownstone in Brooklyn which was renovated with 
$25,000 in public funds.

The choice of Fernandez was well received not
only by the education establishment, but by parents
desperate for educational reform. They might have felt
differently if they had known that after Fernandez's
appointment by the Board of Education, Dinkins imme-
diately setup a meeting for him with various gay groups
interested in getting their ideas into the public schools.
Among other things, Fernandez agreed to have regular
meetings between gay representatives and the adminis-
trators in the Board of Education who were responsible
for devising new multicultural and sex education cur-
ricula.

If they had known of this compact, parents would
have been less shocked when the new Chancellor
announced his first major initiative in February 1991 —
to distribute free condoms in the high schools. Fernandez
defended the measure as the only realistic way to fight
the spread of AIDS among sexually active teens. His
claim that they represented a growing "at risk" group
was backed by the medical establishment, although in
fact teenagers make up less than 1 percent of all AIDS
cases and even this small percentage is on the decline.
It was just not Fernandez's ideas about condom 
distribution that caused alarm, however, but rather his 
high-handed way of proceeding. Despite the fact that 
New York State law requires parental consent in any 
sexed instruction, Fernandez proposed to bypass 
parents on the grounds that any consent requirement 
would undermine the program. In a dramatic 
episode which involved backroom pressure from 
Dinkins and others, the central Board of Education, 
made up of 7 political appointees (including two 
Dinkins appointments), narrowly backed Fernandez in 
a vote of 4-3.

For the most part supported by the media, which
portrayed his opponents as puritanical hysterics,
Fernandez had achieved a major victory for the gay
agenda. Only later did some parents become aware that

by BRIAN ROBERTSON

there were reasons for condoms in schools that had
nothing to do with public health. In addition to graphic
classroom discussions demonstrating the fine points of
using a condom, the Chancellor was distributing a
pamphlet called "Teens Have a Right..." which in-
structed the kids to "Use a latex condom for any sex

where the penis enters another person's 
body. That means vaginal sex (penis in a 
woman's vagina), oral sex (penis into the 
mouth), and anal sex (penis into the 
butt)...Use a dental dam (a thin square of 
rubber), an unrolled condom cut down one 
side, or plastic food wrap for oral sex (mouth 
on vagina) on a woman. Hold it over her 
vagina to keep her fluids from getting into 
your mouth." Under the guise of protecting 
high-schoolers from AIDS, Fernandez was 
giving a lesson, unimpeded by any moral 
second thoughts, primarily in homosexuality 
but also in unorthodox (for 9th graders, 
anyhow) sexual practice.

The controversy over condoms
dragged on during the first months of
Fernandez's tenure. But resistance to his
ideas did not begin to consolidate until last
February, when the 32 locally elected school 

boards received copies of the new 
"multicultural" curriculum for first grade teachers 
entitled Children of the Rainbow. The "Rainbow 
Curriculum" (as it became known) was originally 
commissioned by Fernandez' predecessor in 1989 
for the ostensible purposes of fostering tolerance and 
respect among students for other cultures and ethnic 
groups. But by the time it appeared in the spring of 
1992, what had begun as an exercise in cultural 
relativism had become an exercise in moral 
relativism as well.

Here are some examples of way in which the
Rainbow Curriculum, initially targeted at first graders,
discussed families:

"Teachers should be aware of varied family
structures, including two-parent or single parent house-
holds, gay or lesbian parents, divorced parents, adop-
tive parents, and guardian or foster parents. Children
must be taught to acknowledge the positive aspects of
each type of household...children may live with lesbian/
gay parents, grandparents, foster parents or adoptive
parents. Each of these settings has its own strengths and
challenges...Many children have lesbian/gay relatives.
According to statistics, at least 10 percent of each class
will grow up to be homosexual. Because of pervasive
homophobia (the irrational fear of homosexuals) in
society, lesbian/gay teens are more likely to drop out of
school, commit suicide, abuse drugs/alcohol, or get
pregnant[!]than the rest of their peers...Teachers of first
graders have an opportunity to give children a healthy
sense of identity at an early age. Classes should include
references to lesbians/gay people in all curricular
areas and avoid exclusionary practices by presuming a
person's sexual orientation, reinforcing stereotypes, or
speaking of lesbians/gays as "they" or "other"...If teach-
ers do not discuss lesbian/gay issues, they are not likely
to come up. Children need actual experiences via
creative plays, books, visitors, etc. in order for them to
view lesbians/gays as real people to be respected and
appreciated..By the time children enter first grade,
society has instilled in them so many sexist ideas and
mores...Teachers should also try to break some basic
ideas of separation and differences between the sexes
that the children demonstrate."

Included on the list of recommended reading were
a gay/lesbian coloring book for preschoolers, and three
picture books with captions all written at a first grade
reading level to indoctrinate a "progressive" attitude
toward homosexuality. Although they were not the
most offensive aspects of the curriculum, books on the
first recommended reading list—Daddy's Roommate,
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When the Rainbow Curriculum reached Mary
 Cummins, a widowed grandmother and
 president of the School Board in Queens
District 24, she decided that enough was enough.
Friends counseled caution in getting into the struggle
over curriculum, but she replied to one of them, "I
cannot compromise with evil." Mrs.
Cummins decided to put Children of the
Rainbow up for a vote, and her board re-
jected it 9-0.

This was not merely a straw vote.
Because of racial strife in the late 1960s, the
community school board of District 24, one
of 32 districts in New York City," had real
constitutional power—not only over cur-
ricula, but over the way funds were spent
locally and over personnel, including the
hiring and firing of district superintendents
and school principals. Taking on the Cen-
tral School Board was getting involved in a
David and Goliath struggle, but the parents
of District 24 had more than pebbles in their
slingshot.

Mrs. Cummins had excellent reasons
to draw the line where and when she did. In
addition to the Rainbow Curriculum, Dis-
trict 24 and the other local boards had also
received a draft version of an updated "AIDS/
HIV curriculum" for kindergarten through
sixth grade. It included classroom demonstrations on
the use of condoms and guidelines for detailed discus-
sions of anal, oral and vaginal sex; dental dams; and gels
and lubricants to make sex more comfortable for stu-
dents in grades 4-6. A glossary to be made available to
students included definitions of sexual terms ranging
from "barrier method" and "bisexual" to "frottage"
[rubbing] and vaginal fluids. Counseling agencies whose
services were to be offered to fourth graders included
ACT-UP, the Gay Men's Health Crisis, and Planned
Parenthood, and there was no stipulation parents must
consent to their children being put in contact with one
of these groups. In fact, although parents are required to
sign a consent form before children can take the course,
no mention was made of any of these specific groups or
curricular materials, only vague reference to a "Family
Life" program or an "AIDS program."

It was clear to Mrs. Cummins that there was some
serious deception going on, and that parents needed to
be made aware of it. For her part, she was not about to
let this stuff into the schools she had served for 15 years
as a local board member.

Fernandez was not worried that he had provoked
the ire of an elderly woman in a white ethnic Queens
district. To all appearances, he still held all the cards. He
had a majority on the Central Board of Education; all but
one of the borough presidents were behind him, along
with the mayor, and all of the local press (including, of
course, the New York Times).

But there was one important constituency
Fernandez had ignored — the parents. In the Bronx,
angry parents had convinced their representative on the
Central Board, Ninfa Segarra to reconsider her initial
support of the Fernandez sex-ed program. In June the
Central Board of Education delivered an unexpected
blow to Fernandez' AIDS program, voting 4-3 that in
compliance with state law all AIDS educators should
"stress abstinence as the most appropriate and effective
premarital protection against AIDS." Any speakers
brought in from outside to discuss AIDS issues, as
Fernandez's new curriculum suggested, would be re-

quired to sign a form promising to comply with the
law.

The liberal media, the homosexual establish-
ment, and Fernandez himself all denounced the idea of
a pledge as "McCarthyism," saying that it was a
violation of free speech for educators to have to submit
to a "loyalty oath." They were reminded by one board
member that the resolution didn't prevent the 
condom demonstrations, it merely asked the 
"counselors" to stress abstinence. But when this 
turned out to be too much for homosexual lobbyists to 
bear, Central Board Vice President Irene Impellizerri, 
who had been behind the resolution, felt confirmed in 
her suspicion that "some guest lecturers are not 
really interested in 

MARY CUMMINS
stressing abstinence."

Meanwhile, the neighborhoods were starting to
join the revolt. This past September, thousands of black
and Hispanic parents marched on Board of Education
headquarters in Brooklyn, calling on Fernandez to
stress abstinence, not safe sex, to their kids. Even
though the protest was ignored by the press, it shook up
Fernandez. This was the constituency that he and the
mayor had counted on as being theirs by default,
marching in the streets in front of his office and calling
for his resignation.

Over in District 24, Mary Cummins, seeing that
Queens was not isolated, took heart. She sent a letter 
to the parents of 27,000 students in her district, 
telling them about the details of Children of the 
Rainbow and the AIDS/HIV Curriculum. Another 
demonstration was organized, and on October 6 three 
thousand parents, clergy and concerned citizens from 
around the city converged on Brooklyn, calling on 
Fernandez to resign. The political establishment 
could no longer ignore the fact that a grass-roots 
movement was building against homosexual influence 
in the schools.

Even though five other school districts had re-
jected all or part of the Rainbow Curriculum, Fernandez
decided it would be more effective politically to con-
centrate his fire on the all-white, mostly Irish-Catholic
board of District 24. In early November he gave
Cummins an ultimatum. Warning that he would not
allow any district to defy his mandate, he gave her a
month either to accept the Rainbow guide or come up
with an "acceptable" alternative. Confident that the
parents were on her side, Cummins called his bluff. She
replied that her district was "not going to make any use
of your teaching guide because it is shot through with
dangerously misleading homosexual and lesbian pro-
paganda."

For standing up to Fernandez, Cummins was
depicted by the press as an intolerant, homophobic
bigot who was being manipulated, along with the rest
of her board, by the Catholic Church. Fernandez him-
self went further, saying that Cummins had waged "a

malicious and highly organized campaign" of distor-
tion of the curricula in question, and accused her of
encouraging a "hateful condemnation" of gays. "I am
truly saddened," he said "that teaching children the
fourth "R" — respect for their neighbors and them-
selves — has brought on [these] hateful condemna-
tions."

But parents were no longer buying the 
"tolerance" line; they realized that the educational 
materials in question went well beyond tolerance. 
Half of the city's districts followed 24's lead and 
rejected all or part of Rainbow. The Board of District 
29 — which is 95%black—went even further than 
Cummins, rejecting not only Rainbow, but any 
mention of homosexuality in grades K-8, and the 

entire condom program. District 29's actions 
seemed to eliminate any further prospect of 
portraying the dispute in racial or religious 
terms. Even the Dinkins administration began 
to back down out of concern that the 
controversy might erode the mayor's black 
support, vital to his chances for re-election. 
Board of Education President and Dinkins 
appointee H. Carl McCall indicated that he 
favored changes in the curriculum that would 
omit any mention of homosexuality unless 
children brought the subject up themselves. 
It appeared that Fernandez would have to 
back down.

Instead, on December 2 Fernandez
suspended the entire board of District 24 and
sent some of his lackeys to Queens to imple-
ment the Rainbow curriculum. Technically,
he had no authority to do this, but by this
point he understood that he had gone too far
to back down, and his only maneuver was to

go after Cummins and ignore the revolt
going on in the other districts.

Fernandez might have succeeded 
even at this late date if it weren't for some strange 
revelations from his forthcoming autobiography, 
Tales Out of School, which were leaked just before 
the Board of Education voted on the suspension of 
District 24. In the book, Fernandez revealed his heavy 
heroin use as a teenager, including two overdoses 
that almost killed him. But even more damaging in 
light of the upcoming vote, he attacked members of the 
Central Board (calling one a "political prostitute") and 
also took some swipes at Governor Mario Cuomo 
and Mayor Dinkins — heretofore his solid 
supporters.

For Fernandez to attack the very people who
would soon vote on whether to renew his contract was
so bizarre that some speculated that this was his way of
kissing off New York for a job in the Clinton adminis-
tration. More likely it was a case of invincible arro-
gance. Whatever, his remaining support on the Central
Board now vanished, and it voted 6-0 to re-instate the
members of District 24. In February, the Board of
Education decided not to renew his contract Fernandez
was left with the royalties from his new book and a
$300,000 pension, and the board was left with the task
of choosing a new Schools Chancellor.

New York City parents, unfortunately, were left
with declining academic standards, unsafe schools, a
mayor dominated by radical gay activists, and an
education establishment more interested in changing
children's values than teaching them to read and write.
But in ousting Rubber Joe Fernandez, they may have
taken the first step in reclaiming their children's lives
from the city. The fact that Mary Cummins' rebellion
was successful should give some comfort to those who
imagine that the cultural war has already been lost. To
paraphrase the old song about New York, if it can
happen here it can happen anywhere.

Brian Robertson is a journalist based in New York.

Heather had Two Mommies and Gloria Goes to Gay
Pride—became particularly effective symbols in the
upcoming fight because they exposed the hidden agenda.
It later transpired that the relevant sections on family in
the curriculum had been written by a member of the Gay
and Lesbian Teachers Association.
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by DAVID BERLINSKI
The story so far...

San Francisco private detective Aaron Asherfeld has
been called to the office of the Dean of a major Bay Area
university. The Dean asks Asherfeld to investigate the
mysterious death of philosophy professor Richard
Montague. One of Montague's graduate students had pub-
licly threatened to cut Montague's heart out and eat it, but
officials at the medical examiner's office have refused to
confirm or deny hints of foul play. Rumors that Montague's
body was mutilated are swirling around the campus; the
Dean is concerned that Montague may have misappropri-
ated federal research funds. On visiting Montague's home
high in the Oakland hills Asherfeld discovers that Montague
enjoyed a living standard considerably more lavish than
his academic position might have warranted.

DEATH CONQUERS LOVE

woke up early next morning. I showered and
shaved before the sky outside my bathroom
window had filled with light. I splashed co-

logne on my cheeks and sprinkled talcum powder on
my toes. I dressed in a grey suit and a red tie with little
blue dots. I drank my coffee and watched the televi-
sion on my kitchen counter sitting in my shirtsleeves,
my suit jacket behind my chair, the thing just raring
to get going and start the business of impressing
people.

I waited until the news had finished newsing
itself and then called Leland Sturtz at the Deputy
Medical Examiner's Office in Oakland.

A bored sounding woman with a New York
accent answered the telephone querulously: "What?"

"This Leland Sturtz' office?" I asked.
"That depends."
"On what?"
"On who's calling."
"It's his broker. Tell him I got a terrific deal on

frozen pork bellies."
"Very funny."
"All right. Tell him I want to donate my torso

to medical science. I need to know if it's okay if one
of my wives keeps my head."

"That's even funnier."
"I give up," I said, "Tell him its Aaron Asherfeld.

Tell him I need to speak to him about Richard
Montague. Tell him I'm working for the university."

"He's not going to be too happy about this," she
said dubiously.

"It's a hard world," I said. "Tell him anyway."
I left my telephone number and hung up.
The telephone rang almost immediately. Some-

one coughed. It was a large wet cough.
"You this Asherfeld?"
I said: "Yup."
There was another of those fat man's coughs.
"Look, I don't care how many smooth silky

sons of bitches come out of the woodworks, I'm not
signing off on the report until I'm good and ready."

"Fine by me, Doc," I said. "But you're giving
your speech to the wrong guy."

There was a pause on the line. I could hear
Leland Sturtz' stertorous breath come wheezing
through his lips.

"This here's someone named Asherfeld, isn't
it? You called me just now?" He sounded dubious,
as if he were worried about having dialed the wrong
number.

"This is Aaron Asherfeld," I said. "I don't care
if you never sign Montague's autopsy report. Sit on
it for years if you like."

Sturtz directed an enormous wet cough into the
receiver and said, "You working for that fat little
fellow who sweats a lot?"

He meant the Dean.
"The Dean doesn't tell me what to think."
"That a fact?" said Sturtz. He didn't sound

angry anymore, just tired of it all and distracted. Then
he said abruptly: "So what do you want?"

"You could tell me what caused Richard
Montague's death."

"Heart stopped beating," said Sturtz.
"Why?"
"No idea," he said. "Sometimes it happens.

Man's heart stops beating. Just like that."
"Just like that," I said. "No underlying coro-

nary artery disease, no myocardial ischemia, no
spasming in the coronary arteries, no barbituates,
blood chemistry normal?"

"You a doctor?"
     "No."

Sturtz snorted happily.
"Didn't think so," he said. "There was post-

mortem lividity the base of the man's neck. It's in my
report."

"Meaning what?"   
"No idea."
"Mind if I read your report?" I asked.
"Of course I mind. Material's confidential."
"One more thing," I said.
"What's that?"

''There's a rumor going around that Montague's
body was mutilated. Tell me anything about that?"
"No."

"You've been a terrific help, Doctor. Gold
mine of information."

"I'm a medical examiner. It's not my job to be
informative."

"I guess," I said.
Something must have bothered Sturtz. "How

come you don't ask me why I won't sign off on the
report?"

"I give up. How come you won't sign of on the
report?"

Sturtz coughed another one of his fat man's
coughs. "I won't tell you that either."

he fog had lifted from the city by the time I
got to the university the next morning, the
stuff shredding over the green hills of the

coast range. The air was so bright it might have
caught fire. It was the kind of day that made you
remember why you lived in California and why you
could never live any place else anymore.

I parked behind the engineering building and
felt the morning light gather all around me.

I wanted to speak with Montague's graduate
student—the one who had threatened to cut his heart
out and eat it. The Dean had told me he was a
dormitory counselor at Ujaama House. The gradu-
ate admissions office had given me his name.

I didn't know exactly where Ujaama House
was, but a girl at the Union pointed me in the right
direction. "You can't miss it, Sir," she said politely.

She was right it was the only dormitory whose
walls were covered with graffiti. The stuff occupied
every square inch of the chalky white concrete
facing of the building and stretched upward as far as
the second floor. Someone had even managed to
scribble something on the wall beneath the top floor
window.

I pushed open the streaked glass doors and
walked into a little lobby; a sign said that all visitors
must absolutely positively definitely be announced.
There was no one around to do the announcing and
nothing to do the announcing with.

The long corridor that led off the lobby had

been given over to a display about Afro-American
history.

The first panel showed a sullen looking black
with a large Afro piloting a hang glider in front of the
pyramids. The text said that long before Europe had
even been invented, people of color had mastered the
principles of flight. Flight had apparently given them
less trouble than perspective. Someone had gotten
the proportions in the picture wrong. The black's
Afro looked larger than the glider and almost as large
as the pyramid.

The next panel had a picture of Beethoven; he
was looking out at the Ujaama House corridor with
a tense unhappy expression on his face. The caption
beneath the picture said: Fact! Beethoven was an
Afro-American!

I paused to look at the picture. A tall goofy
looking kid wearing high top sneakers and a silk
baseball jacket came clattering into the corridor from
the stairwell; he was wearing earphones and banging
a baseball bat on the ground. He saw me and stopped.

"You off limits," he said. "Ujaama House for
people of color."

"I'm a people of color," I said.
The kid looked at me blankly for a moment.
"You putting me on. You don't look like you

colored. What color are you?"
"Me? I'm black."
The kid leaned forward a little and almost

squinted his eyes.
"You black?" he said incredulously.
I pointed to the picture of Beethoven.
"He's black, I'm black."
The kid leaned back.
"You dissing me?" he asked.
"Absolutely."
The kid tried to figure it all out. He had a sad

open sweet face with a lot of white teeth showing.
"Hey," he finally said.
"Hey yourself Know where I can find UB?"
"You mean the tall guy, dreadlocks, Spike Lee

beard?"
"I guess."
"No idea. Haven't see him around since before

Kwanzaa. You a cop?"
"Absolutely. Library's got word UB's late re-

turning two books, sent me right over. You can't do
the time, don't do the crime."

That was too much for the kid; he rocked back
on his heels and said: "You crazy, man. You know
that?"

"It's racism that did it to me. It affected my inner
ear. Anyone around tell me something about UB?"

The kid thought for a moment, all the while
tapping the tip of his bat on the ground. Finally he
said: "You not black. You just some white dude
wants to nail UB's ass."

"That's right," I said.
"So why should I tell you anything then?"
"Think of it this way. I don't nail UB's ass, I can

always nail yours."
"Hey," said the kid, "I didn't do nothing."
"Makes it all the sweeter."
The kid took this all in, then he said: "Check out

Carol-Lee. Second floor."
"That his girl friend?"
The kid shrugged his shoulders; he was pretty

goofy looking.
"What he do? UB, I mean?"
"I don't know that he did anything. I just want

to talk to him."
The kid nodded and smiled his sweet bright

smile. "That's cool," he said.
Then he banged his bat on the ground, spun on
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his heel, and walked off.
I trudged up the stairs to the second floor. Carol-

Lee had a room right by the stairwell. There was a
picture of Malcolm X on her door. It showed Malcolm
stabbing his finger into space. The caption said: By
Any Means Necessary.

But Carol-Lee wasn't in her room.

left the Ujaama House at a little past eleven
and walk-dawdled my way back toward the
center of the campus. A fraternity had set up a

chrome and steel espresso machine on the con-
crete terrace of 
the student 
Union; the thing 
stood gleaming
in the warm sun-
light. The large
toothy boy man-
ning the machine
said: "What'll it
be for you, Sir?"

"Just an
espresso," I said.

I sipped my
espresso while
sitting at a green
iron table on the
terrace and
watched the sun
fill up the air with
light .  After a
while, I got up and sauntered 
down the walkway
toward the department of philosophy.

Violet was sitting placidly at her desk.
"You're that person who was here the other

day?" her sentences finished with a tiny question
mark.

"That's me," I said. "That person."
"You're doing things about Richard? I mean

looking and all?"
"Tying up some odds and ends."
Violet nodded, moving her pretty fat head

softly. "It's so strange," she said. "Someone keeps
calling, asking for Richard? He keeps calling him
Richie? I mean no one in this university ever called
Richard Montague Richie?"

She smiled her mysterious smile and added: "I
have cream cheese brownies in the coffee room?"

"Actually, what I need is a key to Mike
Dottenberry's office. The Dean said I could use it for
a couple of days."

Violet looked up at me. The smile on her pulpy
red lips faded.. "The key?" she said vaguely. "No one
said anything to me about that."

She turned her head toward the office behind
her head and in a raised voice asked: "Donald, am I
supposed to give a key to anyone?"

"Hold on," said whoever it was that was in the
inner office.

A trim man with an aristocratic face opened the
door and stood leaning with his hand on the door
knob. He nodded curtly toward me.

"This is Donald Dindle?" Violet said timidly.
"He's the Chairperson of the department?"

Dindle cut Violet off with a hard glance.
"You're this Asherfeld?" he said directly to me.
"Yup."
"I understand from the Dean that you are to

have use of an office."
I nodded.
"I want it known that I regard your presence in

this department as a violation of academic freedom."
"Alright," I said.
"Alright what?"

"You want it known. Now I know it."
Dindle looked at me without saying anything.

He had arctic blue eyes, a finely shaped nose, and thin
austere lips. He seemed to be thinking things over.

"Violet will let you in," he finally said. Then he
turned abruptly and disappeared into his office,
closing the door behind himself.

I glanced down at Violet. She was sitting at her
desk with her hands folded primly in front of her. Her
lower lip was quivering.

"Hard man to work for?"

Violet shook her head carefully. "It's just that I
can't stand scenes," she said.

"No one likes them."
Violet sat there, her lower lip continuing to

quiver. I let my eyes roam across her desk and over
to the old-fashioned glass enclosed oak bookcase by
the window. There was a handsome silver photo-
graph from on the top shelf. The photograph showed
a youngish looking man straddling a powerful Harley-
Davidson motorcycle. It was a big cycle, the kind that
you need a lot of experience to ride. The youngish
looking man was dressed in a motorcycle jacket,
jeans, and heavy leather boots. He was wearing
colors. Whoever had taken the photograph had al-
lowed the sun to throw a shadow across his face. It
didn't matter. I was pretty sure it was Montague.

I walked over to the bookcase and lifted the
silver frame for a closer look. There was a legend
stitched on the leather jacket It said: Love Conquers
Death. I could feel Violet tracking me with her eyes.
I held the frame by its backing and wiped my
fingerprint from the silver with my sleeve.

"I didn't know he was a friend of yours."
"He was very kind to me," said Violet. "He was

very kind to me when no one else was." Her pretty
blue eyes were downcast.

I put the elegant silver frame back on the
bookcase.

Violet made a special effort to give me a small
smile. She swung her secretary's chair back and got
to her feet by pushing herself from her desk. "I'll let
you into the office now," she said. "I mean, if you
want?"

In the hallway, she stopped me by placing her
finger in the crook of my arm; she rested heavily on
her feet and looked straight ahead. I could feel her
soft bulk swaying slightly.

"Love doesn't conquer death," she said softly.
"Nothing does."

Mike Dottenberry liked to leave a lot of
himself in his office. There was a little red
rug on the linoleum floor, and an easy
chair with an ottoman in the corner of the room, and
an ornate coat rack by one side of the door, and an
elephant's foot umbrella stand by the other side of
the door. A poster on the cinderblock wall depicted
a hard faced Indian woman a kerchief over her head.
She was carrying a banner that read: Support the
Shining Path. She didn't look much as if she'd enjoy
drinks after dinner.

I sat down in
the easy chair and
put my feet on the
ottoman.

At a little
past eleven,
Dottenberry him-
self showed up at
his office. He
stood at the door,
shabby briefcase
in hand, and
looked at me sit-
ting in his chair
with my feet on his
ottoman.

"Hope you
don't mind," I
said.

Dottenberry
closed the door
and gave me a 

shapeless smile.
"No, not at all," he said, crossing the room to his

desk. "Dindle told me you needed a place. It'll give
us a chance to dialogue."

He was a pleasant looking man, with a narrow
face and narrow shoulders. He was wearing a polo
shirt that said NOMAS on the front. 

Dottenberry caught my look.
"National Organization of Men Against Sex-

ism," he said.
"Sounds like a fun group of guys."
"It's a start," Dottenberry said.
"So is lung cancer."
Dottenberry opened his briefcase and extracted

a framed picture of a Golden Retriever and placed it
on his desk. He turned slightly to face me and placed
his hand gently over his heart.

"I used to think the world had to change, but
now I know the change has to come here," he said
solemnly, vibrating his middle finger on his breast-
bone as if he were playing a cello.

"Sure," I said, "that's just what my wives
always told me. They were beating up on me, and I
had to do the changing."

"That's your woundedness talking," said
Dottenberry. "You've got to process through some
of the anger that's threatening your relationships.
When you don't have to run around dominating
people, life gets a lot easier."

I figured Dottenberry should know: He didn't
look as if he could dominate a housefly.

"I'm working on it," I said. "Only thing is every
time I cut back on my primal rage one of my wives
puts the arm on me."
Dottenberry nodded. "Sometimes it's hard,"
he said. "The thing you have to understand is that the
women in our lives are victims"
That was too much.

"Dottenberry,"I said, "the women in my life
are victims the way sushi is a food. Hell, one of my
wives used my fraternity bat for kindling. She called
me right up and said: 'Asher, you hear that crack-
ling? That's your precious fraternity bat going up in
flames.' I let down my guard with these women next

"YOU OFF LIMITS'" HE SAID. "UJAAMA DORM FOR PEOPLE OF COLOR.

I
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thing you know I'll be shuffling up Union Street in
San Francisco selling The Homeless and asking for
spare change."

Dottenberry looked at me with a milky expres-
sion. "I honor that," he said, "I really do. But I think
you need to clear a space for your grieving."

I got to my feet and said, "You're probably
right." I was getting tired of it all.

Dottenberry got the message; he sat himself
down at his desk and began fussing with a few papers.

"What is it you're trying to find out about
Richard Montague?" he finally asked in a calm
neutral voice.

I walked over to the nar-
row window and looked out at
the quadrangle; it was empty
in the high morning light.

"You've got a lot of ru-
mors flying around. The Dean
asked me to sort through some
of it. That's all."

"Don't you think this is
something the university
should handle by itself?"

"Man is de ad,
Dottenberry, and as far as I
can tell the only thing the uni-
versity is worried about is
keeping the story out of the
papers."

Dottenberry nodded
carefully. "The university's a
pretty special place," he said.
It was the second time some-
one had said that to me.

"I know, I know. It has
its own rules. The Dean told
me."

"It's true nonetheless."
I walked back to Dottenberry's desk and 

hung over it, splaying my hands on the top.
"Dottenberry, that's what they say about pris-

ons, too. It's no great recommendation."
I straightened up and walked back to the door

to get my windbreaker from Dottenberry's ornate
coat rack.

"You going to the meeting?" I asked.
"What meeting?"
"Meeting about Montague. Violet mentioned it

to me."
A sly smile spread over Dottenberry's face.

"That's a GLA meeting."
"GLA?"
"Gay and Lesbian Alliance."
"So? I'm not fussy."
Dottenberry looked at me for a moment with

the slight smile still playing on his lips. Then he said:
"You go ahead. I've got too much work to do."

"Stay sensitive," I said as I slipped out the door.
There were a few thin-armed girls scurrying

along the quadrangle's walkways as I left
Dottenberry's office, but the space still held its large
empty feeling. I walked back up toward the clock
tower and over to the campus chapel, which was
opposite the bookstore. The GLA meeting was being
held in the basement of the chemistry building, just
behind the chapel.

I hustled myself up the building's smooth sand-
stone steps and into the cool marble-floored foyer.
The large pneumatic glass doors closed behind me
with a little puff of air. A large colored mural ran
across one interior wall. It depicted various white-
smoked chemists engaged in pouring things into
beakers and warming test tubes over Bunsen Burn-
ers. From far away I could hear a car alarm going off.

I walked down the broad steps that led to the
basement Someone had put a lot of money into
those curved marble steps and a lot of money into the
smooth mahogany banisters by the wall. The stairs
gave way directly onto double doors leading into a
large lecture room. The sign by the doors said:
Meeting Reserved for Members of the GLA.

There was a stage in the front of the amphithe-
ater and red plush seats rising toward the back in
tiers. Spotlights above the podium. Recessed light-
ing along the seams where the walls met the ceiling.
An enormous chart of the periodic table hung from
the ceiling at the rear of the stage.

"RIMBAUD DOESN'T SPEAK TO MEN."

I wandered down from the entrance to the front
of the amphitheater. Someone who looked like a 
graduate student was tapping at the stage 
microphone with his finger tips. "Testing, one two 
three four," he said over and over again. I stood 
there for a moment, with my hands in my pockets; 
there were a good many people milling about.

"You there," someone said in a sharp peremp-
tory tone of voice.

She had short-cropped silver hair. She wore
absolutely no make-up. She was dressed in leather
pants and a leather jacket The name 'Hectorbrand'
had been stitched onto the chest of her jacket.

I nodded agreeably.
"You're not like a member of the GLA?" she

asked, without waiting for me to introduce myself.
"Rimbaud wants to know."

"Rimbaud?"
A much larger woman shuffled toward us with

heavy menacing tread. She had the same short hair;
she wore the same leather jacket. She bent over to
whisper in Hectorbrand's ear.

"Rimbaud says that if you're not a member of
the GLA you'll have to leave. She's Head of Secu-
rity."

"I'm covering the meeting for Donahue," I
said. "He wants to do a special on weak women who
love strong men, figured the GLA be a good place
to start."

Rimbaud bent over to whisper again in
Hectorbrand's ear.

"Rimbaud says she means it," said Hectorbrand.
"Sure," I said. "That's why she needs you to tell

me."
"Rimbaud doesn't speak to men," said

Hectorbrand.
Rimbaud bent over to impart another message

into Hectorbrand's ear.
"Any more than a Jew would speak to a Nazi,"

she added.
I looked at the Giantess in her leather jacket for

a moment and turned toward Hectorbrand. "Move
her up to cruiserweight and I figure I can get her an
exhibition with George Foreman."

Rimbaud shuffled on her feet and took a step
toward me. I knew what she was going to do but I
wasn't fast enough to get out of her way. She stuck
a foot behind my leg, and pushed me over by punch-

ing me in the chest.
I landed heavily on

my hands and haunches.
A few people stopped gos-
siping to look at what was
happening. Some of the
seated women hissed and
rustled their feet.

Rimbaud turned to-
ward Hectorbrand for the
last time.

" G e t o u t , "
Hectorbrand said,
"Rimbaud wants you to
get out now."

I got to my feet and
dusted off my pants.

"Maybe you're just
too much woman for
George;" I said.
But Rimbaud had al-
ready lost interest in me;
she hitched up her leather
pants, lowered her shoul-
ders, and shuffled to the
back of the amphitheater.

I decided that I didn't really need to 
hear whatever it was that the GLA was going to 
say about Richard Montague.

When I got back to the office, Dottenberry was
sitting with his hands splayed over his knees. He
looked like he might be concentrating on a difficult
problem, like mastering the square knot

"I thought you were going to the meeting." he
said peevishly.
"I did. I got jumped by the Amityville Horror."
Dottenberry nodded knowingly. "You're talk-
ing about Rimbaud, right? I tried to warn you."

"What is this, you keep this bull dyke in the
closet, spring the trap when a stranger comes along?
I could have been killed."

"Come on Asherfeld, Rimbaud is just
Rimbaud."
"You can say that about Genghis Khan, too.
Doesn't mean I want to feel his breath in my face."
Dottenberry Chuckled. He had a pleasant musi-
cal baritone.
"It's what happens," he said.
"What happens when?"
"It's what happens when you hold on to that
anger."
I edged into the room and sat back down on the
easy chair and lifted my feet onto the ottoman.
"Sure," I said. "I knew that."

David Berlinski's first Asherfeld novel, A Clean Sweep,
was recently published by St. Martin's Press.

The Academic Asherfeld
will be published by St. Martin's sometime next year.
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MURDER CONTINUED FROM PAGE ONE

With Huey gone, Elaine took over the reins of the
Party. I was already shaken by Huey's flight and by the
dark ambiguities that preceded it. As a "politically con-
scious" radical, however, I understood the racist character
of the media and the repressive forces that wanted to see
the Panthers destroyed. I did not believe, therefore, all the
charges against Huey. Although disturbed by them, I was
unable to draw the obvious conclusion and leave.

y involvement with the Black
Panther Party had begun in early
1973. I had gone to Los Angeles

with Peter Collier to raise money for
Ramparts, the flagship magazine of the
New Left which he and I co-edited. One of
our marks was Bert Schneider, the pro-
ducer of Easy Rider, the breakthrough
film of the Sixties which had brought the
counter-cultural rebellion into the Ameri-
can mainstream. Schneider gave Ram-
parts $5,000, and then turned around and
asked us to meet his friend Huey Newton.

At the time, Newton was engaged in
a life and death feud with Black Panther
Eldridge Cleaver. Cleaver had fled to
Algiers after a shoot-out with Bay Area
police. (Eldridge has since admitted that
he ambushed them). Schneider wanted us
to take Eldridge's name off the Ramparts
masthead where he was still listed as
"International Editor."

Huey's attraction to the Left had
always been his persona as "Minister of
Defense" of the Black Panther Party, his
challenge to revolutionary wannabees to
live up to their rhetoric and "pick up the
gun." Huey had done just that in his own
celebrated confrontation with the law that
had left Officer John Frey dead with a
bullet wound in his back. Nearly every-
body in the Left seemed to believe that
Huey had killed Frey, but we also wanted
to believe that Huey — as a victim of
racism — was innocent. Peter's and my
engagement with the Panthers was more
social than political, since Ramparts had helped the Party
become a national franchise. Their military style had left
me cold, but now, a change in the times prompted the two
of us, and especially me, to be interested in the meeting.

By the early 70s, it was clear that the "Movement"
had flamed out. As soon as Nixon signaled the end of the
military draft, the "anti-war" demonstrations stopped and
the protesters disappeared, marooning hardcore activists
like myself. I felt a need to do something to fill the vacancy.
Huey Newton was really alone among Movement figures
in recognizing the change in the Zeitgeist and making the
most of it. In a dramatic announcement, he declared the
time had come to "put away the gun" and, instead, to
"serve the people," which seemed sensible enough to me.

ur meeting took place in Huey's penthouse eyrie,
25 floors above Lake Oakland. The Eldridge
faction, which had condemned Huey for "selling
out the armed struggle," had made much of Huey's 

lavish lifestyle in its intra-party polemics. But the apartment 
itself was sparsely furnished and I was ready to accept 
Schneider's explanation that it was necessary for 
"security." (A TVscreen allowed Huey to view entrants to 
the building, 25 floors below). Not only J. Edgar Hoover's 
infamous agents but also the disgruntled Cleaver elements 
might very well want to see Huey dead. There had been 
several killings already. One of Huey's East Coast 
loyalists, Sam Napier, had been shot and doused with 
gasoline, and set on fire. Somehow, because of Huey's 
sober pronouncements and his apparent victory in the 
intra-party struggle, I regarded this reality as part of the 
past, and no longer threatening. Unlike Elaine, Huey was 
able to keep his street passions in check in the presence of 
white intellectuals he intended to make use of. In all the 
time I worked with him, I never saw him abuse another 
individual, verbally or otherwise. I never saw him angry 
or heard him utter a threat. I never saw a gun drawn. 
When I opposed him on important political issues, as I did 
at our very first meeting, I found him respectful of my 
differences, a seduction I

could not resist. (My partner, Peter, was more cautious
and politically aloof than I, and, as events were to prove,
wiser.)

After the meeting, I offered to help Huey with the
Party's community projects and to raise money for the
Panther school. Huey wanted to buy a Baptist church
facility in the East Oakland ghetto with an auditorium,
cafeteria and 35 classrooms. In the next months, I raised
more than $100,000 to purchase the buildings on 61st
Avenue and East 14th Street. The $63,000 down payment
was the largest check I had ever seen, let alone signed. The
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new Oakland Community Learning Center was 
administered by the Planning Committee, which was 
composed of Panthers whom Huey had specially selected 
to work with me. Neither Bobby Seale, nor Elaine Brown, 
nor any other Panther leaders were among them.

The Learning Center began with more than 100
Panther children. Its instruction was enriched by educa-
tionalists like Herbert Kohl whom I brought in to help. I
took Kohl to see Huey in the penthouse eyrie, but the
meeting went badly. Within days, Huey's spies had
reported that Kohl (who was street smart in ways I was not)
was telling people that Huey was using cocaine. When I
confronted Herb, he said: "He's sniffing. He was sniffing
when we were up there."

I had not been part of the Sixties drug culture and was
so unfamiliar with cocaine at that time, that I had no idea
whether Kohl was right. Huey's runny nose, his ability to
stay alert despite the fifth of Courvoisier he daily con-
sumed, the sleepless nights at Schneider's Beverly Hills
home where (after Bert and his girlfriend Candice Bergen
had gone to bed) Huey talked endlessly to me about politics
and the millions the Party had squandered on bail — all
these were tell-tale signs I could not read. I assumed the
innocent possibility that Huey was "sniffing" because he
had a cold, which is what I told Kohl, who must have
thought I was shining him on. After the incident, Huey
banished Kohl from the penthouse, but let him continue to
help on the Learning Center.

The Center was operated by a front I had created
called the Educational Opportunities Corporation, a Cali-
fornia tax-exempt 501(c)3. It was imperative — or so I
thought — to keep the books of the school in order and to
file appropriate tax reports so that hostile authorities would
not be given a pretext to shut us down. This proved to be
only another aspect of my politically induced innocence.
Long after I had gone, too, I watched the Center operate
illegally, without filing proper tax reports, and while Huey
and Elaine were diverting large sums of money —
received as government grants — to themselves and their
gunmen to keep them in fancy cars and clothes and, when

necessary, out of jail. Unable to conceive such a possibility
for a Party everyone knew was targeted for destruction by
J. Edgar Hoover, I engaged the services of our bookkeeper
at Ramparts, Betty Van Patter, to keep the Learning Center
accounts.

irtually my entire relationship with Huey and the
Party was through the activities of the school. In
the months following the purchase of the build-
ing on East 14th, it became apparent to me that 

things were
not proceeding as planned. In particular, it
was still exclusively a Party operation.

I had never been enthusiastic about
the Party as such, which seemed to me
merely an ideological sect whose time had
passed. I had conveyed these views to Huey
at the outset of our relationship and he had
pretended to agree. He had even promised
that if we purchased the facility and built an
educational center, it would gradually be
turned over to the East Oakland community
and not become just another Party institu-
tion.

Six months had gone by, however,
and there were only Panthers in attendance.
The impoverished black community around
the school remained aloof, as did the black
intellectuals (like Berkeley sociology Pro-
fessor Troy Duster), whom I periodically
approached to help out with the operation,
and who would come up to the penthouse to
see Huey, but afterwards never follow
through or come back. Adding to my dis-
may was the fact that the school head,
Brenda Bay, had been replaced by Ericka
Huggins, a prominent Party figure and in my
view an individual who was mentally unbal-
anced. (It did not improve my dim view of
Ericka when I saw her punish a child by
commanding the 9 year old to write 1,000
times, "I am privileged to attend the Black
Panther Party's Learning Center be-
cause...") My concerns about the school
came to a head on May 19, 1974, which was

Malcolm X's birthday.
A "Malcolm X Day" celebration was

held in the school auditorium, which I attended. One after
another, Bobby Seale, Elaine Brown, and other Panthers
mounted the podium to proclaim the Party as "the only true
continuator of the legacy of Malcolm." Looking around at
the familiar faces of the Panthers in the hall, I felt depressed
and even betrayed. Huey had assured me that the Center
would not become the power base for a sect, and had even
excluded Bobby and Elaine from its operation to make me
a believer. And yet now I could see that's all that it was.
At the next Planning Committee meeting in Huey's
apartment, I braced myself and launched into a passionate
complaint. On a day that all black Oakland should have
been at the Center, I said, the occasion had been turned into
a sectarian promotion for the Black Panther Party. My
outburst was met by a tense silence from the others at the
table. But Huey seemed unfazed and even to lend some
support to what I had said. This duplicitous impression of
yielding was almost a performance art with him.

laine had a similar talent for seduction when it
fitted her agenda. In our first encounter at Mills,
she had strategically brought the Malcolm X

incident into our conversation. In her most disarming
manner, she related how Ericka Huggins had reported to
her and other members of the Party, after the meeting, that
"David Horowitz said that the Malcolm X Day celebration
was too black."

It was a shrewd gambit, reminding me of my
precarious position, as a white radical, in the Panther
environment, while at the same time making her appear as
a friend and potential protector. She had her reasons to
ingratiate herself with me then, because she knew that
somehow I had Huey's ear, and she wanted desperately to
end her exile. A month later, Huey kicked Bobby out of
the Party and her wish was granted. She became the new
"Chairman." A month after that, Huey was gone to Cuba.

When Huey left, all the Panthers whom Huey had
assigned to work with me — all the members of the
Planning Committee except Ericka — fled too. They left,
suddenly, without warning, in the middle of the night. A
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week earlier, which was the last time I saw them, they had
worried about Elaine's new ascendance. When I asked
why they were afraid of Elaine, they said "She's crazy."
Now they had disappeared, and I had no way of contacting
them to question them further.

Although I had been warned about Elaine's dark
side, I had only seen a benign aspect myself. Now, as she
took charge of the Party, she revealed another dimension
of her personality that was even more attractive.

Where Huey had pretty much ignored
the Learning Center after its creation, Elaine
threw herself into its every detail, from
curriculum to hygiene. She ordered it
scrubbed from top to bottom, got proper
supplies for the children, and made the
Center's needs a visible priority. Soon, the
first real community event was held on its
premises. It was a teen dance attended by
500 youths from the neighborhood. I could
not have asked for a more concrete sign that
things were going to be different. And these
efforts continued. Eventually Elaine would
recruit Oakland dignitaries to the board of
the Center, like Mayor Lionel Wilson and
Robert Shetterly, the president and chair-
man of the Oakland Council for Economic
Develpment. How could I not support her
efforts in behalf of a project that had seemed
so worthy and to which I had dedicated so
much effort of my own?

There were other seductive aspects to
her leadership as well. The Black Panther
Party—the most male dominated organiza-
tion of the Left—was suddenly being led by
an articulate, take charge woman. And not
just one woman. Elaine's right and left hands
in the Party organization—Joan Kelley and
Phyllis Jackson — were also female, as was
its treasurer Gwen Goodloe. With Huey
gone under a dark cloud, Elaine and the
Center were facing formidable odds. My
social and racial privilege always afforded
me a way out of these difficulties (as my
leftist conscience was constantly reproving
me). How could I face myself, if I aban-
doned their ship now?

I stayed. And when the Party's treasurer, Gwen
Goodloe, fled a week later, and Elaine became desperate
over who would manage its finances, I suggested a
solution. Betty Van Patter, who was already doing the
books for the Learning Center, might be of help in handling
the general accounts.

This was to be my last act of assistance to the Party.
The crises of the fall had piled on one another in such swift
succession, that I was unable to assess the toll they were
taking. But in November, an event occurred that pushed
me over the edge.

There had been a second teen dance, and this time
there was a shooting. A Panther named Deacon was dead.
His assailant, a black youth of 16, was in the county
hospital. When I phoned Elaine to ask what had happened,
she exploded in the kind of violent outpouring I had
become used to by then, blaming the disaster on "the police
and the CIA." This stock paranoia was really all I needed
to hear. (Years later, I learned from other Panthers that the
shooting had been over drugs, which the Party was dealing
from the school.)

When I walked into the school auditorium where
Deacon lay in state (there is really no other term for the
scene in front of me), I suddenly saw the real Party to
which, with Huey's help, I had closed my eyes for so long.
Of course, the children were there, as were their parents
and teachers, but dominating them and everything else
physically and symbolically was the honor guard of
Panther soldiers in black berets, shotguns alarmingly on
display. And, added to this spectacle, mingling with the
mourners, there were the unmistakable gangster types,
whose presence had suddenly become apparent to me
after Elaine took over the Party -- "Big Bob," Perkins,
Aaron, Ricardo, Larry. They were fitted in shades and
Bogarts and pinstripe suits, as though waiting for action on
the set of a B crime movie. In their menacing faces there
was no reflection of political complexity such as Huey was
so adept at projecting, or of the benevolent community
efforts like the breakfast for children programs that the
Center provided.

Underneath all the political rhetoric and social uplift,
I suddenly realized, was the stark reality of the gang. I
remember a voice silently beating my head, as I sat there
during the service, tears streaming down my face: 'What
are you doing here, David?" it screamed at me. It was my
turn to flee.

Betty did not attend the funeral, and if she had would
not have been able to see what I saw. Moreover,
she and I had never had the kind of relationship that
inspired confidences between us. As my employee, she
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never really approved of the way Peter and I ran Ramparts.
For whatever reasons — perhaps a streak of feminist
militancy — she didn't trust me.

Just as a precaution, I had warned Betty even before
Deacon's funeral not to get involved in any part of the Party
or its functionings that she didn't feel comfortable with. But
Betty kept her own counsel. In one of our few phone
conversations, I mentioned the shooting at the dance. She
did not take my remark further.

Later it became obvious that I hadn't really known
Betty. I had counted to some extent on her middle class
scruples to keep her from any danger zones she encoun-
tered in Panther territory. But this too was an illusion. She
had passions that prompted her to want a deeper involve-
ment in what she also perceived as their struggle against
oppression.

There was another reason I did not express my
growing fears to Betty. The more fear I had the more I
realized that it would not be okay for me to voice such
criticism, having been so close to the operation. To badmouth
the Party would be tantamount to treason. I had a wife and
four children, who lived in neighboring Berkeley, and I
would not be able to protect them or myself from Elaine's
wrath.

There were other considerations. What I had seen at
the funeral, what I knew from hearsay and from the press
were only blips on a radar screen that was highly personal,
dependent on my own experience to read. I had begun to
know the Panther reality, at least enough to have a healthy
fear of Elaine. But how could I convey this knowledge to
someone who had not been privy to the same things I had?
How could I do it in such a way that they would believe me
and not endanger me? Before fleeing, my Panther friends
had tried to warn me about Huey through similar signs, and
I had failed to understand. My ignorance was dangerous to
them and to myself.

Finally, only the police had ever accused the Panthers
of actual crimes. Everyone I knew and respected on the left

— and beyond the left — regarded the police allegations
against the Panthers as malicious libels by a racist power
structure bent on holding down and eliminating militant
black leadership. It was one of the most powerful liberal
myths of the times.*

ne Friday night, a month or so
after Deacon's funeral, a black man walked into 
the Berkeley Square, a neighborhood bar that 

Betty frequented, and handed her a note. 
Betty, who seemed to know the messenger, 
read the note and left shortly afterwards. 
She was never seen alive again.

On the following Monday, I re-
ceived an anxious phone call from Tammy
Van Patter, Betty's 18 year old daughter,
who had also worked for me at Ramparts.
She told me her mother was missing and
asked for my help. I phoned Elaine, but got
Joan Kelley instead. Joan told me that
Elaine had had a fight with Betty on
Thursday and fired her. (Later, Elaine lied
to investigating police, telling them she
had fired Betty the previous Friday and
hadn't seen her for a week before she
disappeared.)

When Elaine returned my call, she
immediately launched into a tirade against
Betty, calling her an "idiot" who believed
in astrology, and who "wanted to know too
much." She said that Betty was employed
by a bookkeeping firm with offices in the
Philippines, and was probably working for
the C.I.A. Then Elaine turned on me for
recommending that Betty be hired in the
first place. She noted that I was "bawling"
at Deacon's funeral and had not "come
around for a long time." Perhaps I was
scared by the dangers the Party faced.
Why was I so concerned about this white
woman who was crazy, when all those
brothers had been gunned down by the
police? White people didn't seem to care

that much when it was black people dying.
A week later, when Betty still had not turned up, I
called Elaine one more time, and was subjected to another
torrent of abuse culminating in a threat only thinly veiled:
"If you were run over by a car or something, David, I
would be very upset, because people would say I did it."
I was visited in my home by the Berkeley police.
They told me they were convinced the Panthers had taken
Betty hostage and had probably already killed her. From
her daughter Tammy I learned that the very small circle
of Betty's friends and acquaintances had all been ques-
tioned since her disappearance, and none had seen her for
some time. She had left her credit cards and birth control
pills at home, and thus could not have been going on an
unexpected trip when she left the Berkeley Square with
the mysterious messenger. Just to the rendezvous to which
she had been summoned.

Betty was found on January 13, 1975, five weeks
after she had disappeared, when her waterlogged body
washed up on the western shore of San Francisco Bay. Her
head had been bashed in by a blunt instrument and police
estimated that she had been in the water for seventeen
days. She was 42 years old.

By this time, everything I knew about Betty's
disappearance had led me to the conclusion that the
Panthers had killed her. Everything I knew about the
Party, and the way it worked, led me to believe that Elaine
Brown had given the order to have her killed.

etty's murder shattered my life and changed it
forever. Even as I sank into a long period of
depression and remorse, however, Elaine's star

began to rise in Oakland's political firmament. A white
woman who worked for the Black Panther Party had been
murdered, but — despite our rhetoric about police con-
spiracies and racist oppression — there seemed to be no
consequences for Elaine or her Party.

*In a lengthy investigative article for The New Yorker,
which appeared in 1970, Edward Jay Epstein systemati-
cally punctured this myth and provided evidence that it
was a hoax for all to see. But nobody paid any attention.
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The press made nothing of it. When Peter Collier
approached Marilyn Baker, a Pulitzer Prize winning
reporter for Channel 5 with the story, she said she "wouldn't
touch it unless a black reporter did it first." Betty's friends
in the Bay Area progressive community, who generally
were alert to every injustice, even in places so remote they
could not locate them on a map, kept their silence about this
one in their own backyard. Peter also went to the police,
who told him: "You guys have been cutting
our balls off for the last ten years. You
destroy the police and then you expect them
to solve the murders of your friends."

While the investigation of Betty's death
continued, Elaine ran for the Oakland City
Council and garnered 44% of the vote. The
following year, under her leadership, the
Party provided the political machine that
elected Oakland's first black mayor, Lionel
Wilson. Elaine herself secured the endorse-
ment of Governor Jerry Brown and was a
Jerry Brown delegate to the Democratic
Convention in 1976. (Before making his run,
Brown phoned Elaine to find out what kind
of support the Party could provide him.)
Tony Cline, a Panther lawyer and confidante
of Elaine, was also a college roommate of the
Governor and became a member of his
cabinet. Using her leverage in Sacramento,
Elaine was able to get approval for an exten-
sion of the Grove-Shafter Freeway, which
had been blocked by environmentalists. On
the basis of this achievement, she began
negotiations with the head of Oakland's
Council for Economic Development to con-
trol 10,000 new city jobs that the freeway
would create.

In all these successes, the Learning
Center was her showpiece. Capitalizing on
liberal concerns for Oakland's inner city
poor, she obtained contributions and grants
for the school, and bought herself a red
Mercedes. The Party's political influence
climbed to its zenith. It was an all-American
nightmare.

hile Elaine's power grew to alarming
proportions, I intensified my private in-
vestigations into the Panther reality that
had previously eluded me. I had to confront 

my blindness and understand the events that had led to 
such an irreversible crossroads in my life. I interrogated 
everyone I could trust who had been around the Panthers 
about the dark side of their operations, seeking answers 
to the questions of Betty's death.

I discovered the existence of the Panther "Squad"—
an enforcer group that Huey had organized inside the Party
to maintain discipline and carry out criminal activities in
the East Oakland community. I learned of beatings, arson,
extortion and murders. The Learning Center itself had
been used as the pretext for a shakedown operation of
"after hours" clubs which were required to "donate"
weekly sums and whose owners were gunned down when
they refused.

I learned about the personalities in the Squad, and
about their involvement in the killing. One of them, Robert
Heard, was known as "Big Bob" in the Party because he
was 6'8" and weighed 400 pounds. Big Bob told friends,
whom I talked to, that the Squad had killed Betty and more
than a dozen other people, in the brief period between 1972
and 1976. The other victims were all black, and included
the Vice President of the Black Student Union at Grove
Street College, whose misfortune was to have inadvert-
ently insulted a member of the Squad.

Betty's children commissioned Hal Lipset, a private
eye with connections to the Left (and to the Panthers
themselves, who had employed him during Huey's trials)
to investigate the case. Lipset confirmed the police con-
clusion that the Panthers had killed Betty. They also tried
to get the case against the Panthers re-opened, but with no
success.

Then, in the summer of 1977, unable to stomach
exile any longer, Huey suddenly returned from Cuba. He
was given a welcome by the local Left, culminating in a
ceremony and "citizenship award" presented by Assem-
blyman Tom Bates, husband of Berkeley's radical mayor,
Loni Hancock.

But not everyone was ready to turn a blind eye to the
Panther reality. The minute Huey stepped off the plane,
Alameda Country prosecutors began preparing to try him
for the murder of Kathleen Smith, the 17 year old
prostitute he had killed 3 years earlier.

Huey made preparations too. One day before the
preliminary trial hearings were to begin in Oakland, 3
Panther gunmen tried to break into a house in the nearby
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city of Richmond, where they expected to find the
prosecution's chief eyewitness, Crystal Gray. It was the
wrong house. (Gray lived in an apartment in the back).
The owner, a black bookkeeper, picked up her .38 and
fired at the intruders. A gun battle ensued in which one
Panther was killed and another, named Flores Forbes, was
wounded.

Forbes fled the scene to seek the assistance of
another Panther, named Nelson Malloy, who was not a
Squad member and had only just joined the Party. Fearing
that the innocent Malloy might link him to the assassina-
tion attempt, Huey ordered a hit team to follow Malloy and
Forbes to Las Vegas, where they had fled. The assassins
found them and shot Malloy in the head and buried him
in a shallow roadside grave in the Nevada desert. Miracu-
lously he was discovered by tourists who heard his moans
and rescued him, although he remained paralyzed from
the neck down for the rest of his life.

Shortly after the Richmond incident, Elaine herself
was gone. The Squad had never really accommodated
itself to being ruled by a woman. When Huey returned,
tensions between Elaine and the Squad reached a head,
and Huey came down on the side of his gunmen. Elaine
left for Los Angeles, never to return.

The botched assassination attempt on the prosecu-
tion witness, together with the headlines about Malloy's
burial in the desert, destroyed the alliances that Elaine had
so carefully built. Lionel Wilson, the head of Clorox and
the other Oakland dignitaries resigned from the Learning
Center board. With its power diminished and its sinister
reality in part revealed, the Panther Party had been de-
clawed. I began to breathe more easily.

ut I was still unable to write or make public
what I had come to know about the Party and
its role in Betty's murder. I had given some of
the information to journalist Kate Coleman, who 

investigated further and then wrote a courageous story 
for the magazine New Times. It was called "The Party's 
Over" and helped speed the Panther decline. But I could 
not be a witness myself. I was no longer worried about 
being

denounced as a racist or government agent by my friends
on the Left if I accused the Panthers of murdering Betty.
(Such a possibility would seem far more plausible after the
recent events). Nor would I have cared so much now about
attacks from the Left. During the five years since Betty's
death, my own politics had begun to change. But there
remained a residue of physical fear.

Huey was alive in Oakland, and armed, and obvi-
ously crazy, and dangerous. I now real-

ized how powerless the "law" in fact was.
Huey seemed untouchable. He had man-
aged to beat his murder rap with the help
of testimony by friends ready to perjure
themselves for the cause. The pistol-whip-
ping case had been dropped, too. After
being threatened and bribed, the tailor
Preston Callins retracted his charges. For
me, caution seemed to be the prudent
course.

Then, in 1980, an event took place
that provided me with an occasion to
relieve myself of a portion of my burden.
It provided a story that was parallel in
many respects to what I had been through.
It would afford me the opportunity to
speak about things that had been unspeak-
able until now.

In May 1980, Fay Stender, an attor-
ney who had represented Black Panther
George Jackson, took her own life in
Hong Kong. She had withdrawn to this
remote city away from family and friends,
in order to kill herself after a member of
Jackson's prison gang had shot and para-
lyzed her the year before. She had stayed
alive just long enough to act as a witness
for the prosecution in the trial of her
assailant.

In writing "Requiem for A Radi-
cal," which recounted the details of her
life and death, Peter Collier and I were
able to lift a part of the veil that had
obscured the criminal underside of the

Black Panther Party. We described the
army of thugs that had been trained in the
Santa Cruz Mountains to free Jackson
from his San Quentin cell. We described the "killing fields"
in those same mountains where the Panthers had buried the
corpses of Fred Bennett and others who had violated their
Party codes. We were also able to write honestly about
Jackson himself, whom the Left had made into a romantic
legend and who, like Huey, was a criminal psychopath.
Obscured by the love letters Jackson had written in Soledad
Brother, which Fay Stender had edited, was the murderer
who had boasted of killing a dozen men in prison and whose
revolutionary plan was to poison the water system of
Chicago, where he had grown up.

When our story appeared in New West Magazine, I
learned through mutual friends that Bert Schneider, Huey's
Hollywood patron, was unhappy with the account Peter
and I had written. Although I sensed that Bert was aware
of the Party's criminal activities, including Betty's murder,
I was not as afraid of him as I was of Huey, and I decided
to go and see him. I did so on a principle I had learned from
the Godfather movies, that you should get near to your
enemies and find out what they have in mind for you. The
Fay Stender story was not a direct hit on Huey or Bert and
their reactions might tell me something I needed to know.
Perhaps the past was not as alive for them as I imagined.
Perhaps I did not have so much to fear.

Bert had an estate on a hill above Benedict Canyon.
I called my name through the security gate and was
admitted into the main house. Bert appeared, wearing a
bathrobe, and in a quiet rage. He was angrier than I had ever
seen him. "You endangered my life" he hissed at me.

I didn't have the slightest idea what he was talking
about. He directed me to a passage in our text about
Jackson's attempted escape from San Quentin prison (an
episode in which the Panther and his comrades slit the
throats of three prison guards they had tied up, before
Jackson himself was killed): "The abortive escape left a
thicket of unanswered questions behind....Had Jackson
been set up? If so, was it by the Cleaver faction of the Black
Panther Party? Or by Newton, fearful of Jackson's char-
ismatic competition?"

A book about Jackson had described Bert as being in
close contact with Huey during the escape attempt. But
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When I arrived at Norman's, the North
Berkeley restaurant that Huey had cho-
sen, he was already there, sunk into one
of the vinyl divans, his eyes liverish and his skin pallid,
drunker than I had ever seen him. He was so drunk, in fact,
that when the lunch was over he asked me to
drive him back to the two-story house that
Bert had bought for him in the Oakland Hills.
When he invited me in, I was a little nervous
but decided to go anyway. The decor—piled
carpets, leather couches and glass-topped
end tables — was familiar. Only the African
decorative masks that had been mounted on
the beige walls seemed a new touch.

As we sat down in Huey's living room,
our lunch conversation continued. Huey told
me about a project he had dreamed up to
produce Porgy and Bess as a musical set in
contemporary Harlem, starring Stevie Won-
der and Mick Jagger. It was a bizarre idea but
not out of character for Huey, whose final
fight with Bobby Seale had begun with a
quarrel over who should play the lead role in
a film Huey wanted to make. Huey even
showed me the treatment he had prepared in
braille for Stevie Wonder, while complain-
ing that the people around the singer had
badmouthed him and killed the deal. When
he said this his face contorted in a grimace
that was truly demonic.

Then, just as suddenly, he relaxed and
fell into a distant silence. After a minute, he
looked directly at me and said: "Elaine killed
Betty." And then, just as abruptly, he added
a caveat whose cynical bravado was also
typical, as though he were teaching me, once
again, how the world really worked: "But if
you write that, I'll deny it."

Until that moment I had thought Elaine
was solely responsible for the order to kill
Betty. But now I realized that Huey had
collaborated with her and probably given the order himself.
He might have said, "David, I'm sorry about Betty. It
should never have happened, but I was in Cuba and
couldn't stop it." But he didn't. He chose instead to point
a finger at Elaine, as the one alone responsible. It had a false
ring. It was uncharacteristically disloyal. Why point the
finger at anyone in particular, unless he could indeed have
prevented it and didn't?

I went home and began contacting several ex-
Panthers, who were living on the East Coast. I asked them
how Elaine, as a woman, had been able to run the Party and
control the Squad. The answer was the same in each case:
Elaine had not really run the Party while Huey was in Cuba.
Huey had run it. He was in daily contact with Elaine by
phone. The Squad stayed loyal to Elaine out of fear of Huey.

Having gotten this far, I turned to the actual decision
to kill Betty. The same sources told me that the fate of Betty
had been debated for a week. Elaine had provided Huey
with the reasons for killing Betty; Huey had made the final
decision.

n 1989, fourteen years after Betty disappeared,
Huey was gunned down by a drug dealer he had
burned. It was a few blocks away from where
Huey had killed the 17 year old prostitute Kathleen 

Smith. It was not justice. He should have died sooner; he 
should have suffered more. But if I had learned anything 
through all this, it was not to expect justice in this world, 
and to be grateful for that which did occur, however 
belated and insufficient.

Huey's death allowed Peter and me to write his story
and to describe the Panther reality I had uncovered. (We
called it "Baddest" and published it as a new chapter in the

paperback edition of our book Destructive Generation.)
By now, we had become identified with the political Right
(although "libertarian irregulars" would better describe
our second thoughts). What we wrote about the Panthers'
crimes, therefore, was either dismissed or simply ignored
by an intellectual culture that was still dominated by the
political Left. Even though Huey's final days had tainted
the Panthers' legacy, their glories were still fondly recalled
in all the Sixties nostalgia that continued to appear on
public television, in the historical monographs of politi-
cally correct academics and even in the pages of the
popular press. The Panther crime wave was of no impor-
tance to anyone outside the small circle of its abandoned
victims.

ELDRIDGE CLEAVER

hen, in an irony of fate, Elaine Brown emerged
from obscurity early this year to reopen the
vexed questions of the Panther legacy. She
had been living in a kind of semi-retirement with a 

wealthy French industrialist in Paris. Now she was back in 
America seeking to capitalize on the collective failure of 
memory with a self-promoting autobiography called A 
Taste of Power. It was published by a major New York 
publisher, with all the fanfare of a major New York 
offering.

With her usual adroitness, Elaine had managed to
sugarcoat her career as a political gangster by presenting
herself as a feminist heroine and female victim. "What
Elaine Brown writes is so astonishing," croons novelist
Alice Walker from the dust jacket of the book, "at times
it is even difficult to believe she survived it. And yet she
did, bringing us that amazing light of the black woman's
magical resilience, in the gloominess of our bitter de-
spair." "A stunning picture of a black woman's coming of
age in America," concurs the Kirkus Reviews. "Put it on
the shelf beside The Autobiography of Malcolm X" To the
Los Angeles Times' Carolyn See, it is "beautiful,
touching,..astonishing... Movie makers, where are you?"
(In fact, Suzanne DePasse, producer of Lonesome Dove,
who appears to have been the guiding spirit behind the
book is planning a major motion picture of Elaine's life.)
Time's review invokes Che Guevara's claim that "the true
revolutionary is guided by great feelings of love," and
comments: "In the end, Brown discovers, love is the most
demanding political act of all."

A New York Times Magazine profile of Elaine ("A
Black Panther's Long Journey"), treated her as a new

feminist heroine and prompted View and Style sections of
newspapers in major cities across the nation to follow suit.
Elaine, who reportedly received a $450,000 advance from
Pantheon Books, toured the book circuit, doing radio and
television shows from coast to coast, including a segment
of the MacNeil/Lehrer News Hour, where she appeared on
a panel chaired by Charlayne Hunter Gault as an authority
on black America. ("I hate this country," she later told the
Los Angeles Times. "There's a point at which you're black
in this country, poor, a woman, and you realize how
powerless you are." In contrast, Elaine once told me
privately: "The poorest black in Oakland is richer than
90% of the world's population.") At Cody's Books in
Berkeley, two hundred radical nostalgists came to hear
her, flanked by her "bodyguard," Huey's old gunman,

Flores Forbes. In Boston, she appeared
with another old Squad member, "Big
Bob," who had been convicted of a non-
Panther murder, and apparently had served
his time.

I read the book and, jaded though I
was, still was amazed by this reception.
The only accurate review seemed to come
from the Bloods and Crips who flocked as
fans to her Los Angeles appearance. A
Taste of Power is, in its bloody prose, and
despite the falsehoods designed to protect
the guilty, the self-revelation of a socio-
path, of the Elaine I knew.

felt justified in trying to slap
the life out of her,"— this is
the way Elaine introduces an
incident in which she attempted to retrieve 

some poems from a radical lawyer named 
Elaine Wenders. The poems had been 
written by Johnny Spain, a Panther who 
participated in George Jackson's bloody 
attempt to escape from San Quentin. Elaine 
describes how she entered- Wenders' 
office, flanked by Joan Kelley and another 
female lieutenant, slapped Wenders' face 
and proceeded to tear the room apart, 
emptying desk drawers and files onto the 
floor, slapping the terrified and now 
weeping lawyer again, and finally issuing an 
ultimatum: "I gave her twenty-four hours to 

deliver the poems to me, lest her office be blown off the map." 
Because Wenders worked in the office of Charles Garry, Huey's 
personal attorney, Elaine's thuggery produced some mild 
repercussions. She was called to the penthouse for a "reprimand" 
by Huey, who laughingly told her she was a "terrorist." The 
reprimand apparently still stings and Elaine even now feels compelled 
to justify the violence that others considered impolitic: "It is 
impossible to summarize the biological response to an act of will in a 
life of submission. It would be to capture the deliciousness of chocolate, 
the arousing aroma of a man or a perfume, the feel of water to the dry 
throat. What I had begun to experience was the sensation of 
personal freedom, like the tremor before orgasm. The Black 
Panther Party had awakened that thirst in me. And it had given me the 
power to satisfy it."

The thirst for violence is a prominent feature of this
self-portrait: "It is a sensuous thing to know that at one's
will an enemy can be struck down," Elaine continues. In
another passage she gives one of many instances of the
pleasure. It is a revenge exacted, after she becomes head
of the Party, on a former Panther lover named Steve, who
had beaten her years before.

Steve is lured to a meeting where he finds himself
looking down the barrel of a shotgun. While Elaine's
enforcer, Larry Henson, holds Steve at gunpoint, Elaine
unleashes four members of the Squad, including the 400
pound "Big Bob," on her victim: "Four men were upon him
now,..Steve struggled for survival under the many feet
stomping him....Their punishment became unmerciful.
When he tried to protect his body by taking the fetal
position, his head became the object of their feet. The floor
was rumbling, as though a platoon of pneumatic drills were
breaking through its foundation. Blood was everywhere.
Steve's face disappeared."

even with that in mind, I still could not understand why Bert
was so agitated. I was already focusing, however, on
something else Bert had said, that had far greater signifi-
cance for me. In defending his reaction to the article he had
admitted "Huey isn't as angry as I am." It was the opening
I was looking for. I told him I would like to see Huey, and
a lunch was arranged.

I
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The taste for violence is as pervasive in Elaine's
account, as is the appetite to justify it in the name of the
revolutionary cause. She describes the scene in Huey's
apartment just after he had pistol-whipped the middle-
aged black tailor Preston Callins with a .357 Magnum.
(Callins required brain surgery to repair the damage):
"Callins's blood now stained the penthouse ceilings and
carpets and walls and plants, and [Huey's wife's] clothes,
even the fluffy blue-and-white towels in the bathroom."
This is Elaine's reaction to the scene: "While I noted
Huey's irreverent attitude about the whole affair, it oc-
curred to me how little I, too, actually cared about
Callins. He was neither a man nor a victim to me.
I had come to believe everything would balance
out in the revolutionary end. I also knew that being
concerned about Callins was too costly, particu-
larly in terms of my position in the Party. Yes, I
thought, fuck Callins."

Elaine deals with Betty's murder in these
pages, too. "I had fired Betty Van Patter shortly
after hiring her. She had come to work for the
Party at the behest of David Horowitz, who had
been editor of Ramparts magazine and a onetime
close friend of Eldridge Cleaver. He was also
nominally on the board of our school...She was
having trouble finding work because of her arrest
record...." This is false on every significant count.
Betty had no arrest record that Elaine or I knew
about. I was one of three legal incorporators of the
Learning Center and, as I have already described,
the head of its Planning Committee. Finally, I was
not a "close friend of Eldridge Cleaver," but had
met him only once, as a fledgling editor at Ram-
parts. (Elaine's purpose in establishing this par-
ticular falsehood is clearly to link Betty to a
possible plot: "I began wondering where Betty
Van Patter might have really come from....I began
re-evaluating Horowitz and his old Eldridge alli-
ance...")

Elaine continues: "Immediately Betty be-
gan asking Norma, and every other Panther with
whom she had contact, about the sources of our
cash, or the exact nature of this or that expendi-
ture. Her job was to order and balance our books
and records, not to investigate them. I ordered her
to cease her interrogations. She continued. I knew
that I had made a mistake in hiring her... .Moreover,    
I had learned after hiring her that Betty's arrest
record was a prison record — on charges related
to drug trafficking. Her prison record would
weaken our position in any appearance we might have to
make before a government body inquiring into our fi-
nances. Given her actions and her record, she was not, to
say the least, an asset I fired Betty without notice."

Betty had no prison record for drug trafficking or
anything else.

Elaine concludes: "While it was true that I had come
to dislike Betty Van Patter, I had fired her, not killed her."

Yet, the very structure of Elaine's defense is self-
incriminating. The accurate recollection that Betty, who
was indeed scrupulous, had made normal bookkeeping
inquiries that Elaine found suspicious and dangerous,
provides a plausible motive to silence her. The assertions
that Betty was a criminal and possibly involved in a Cleaver
plot, are false and can only be intended to indict the victim.
Why deflect guilt to the victim or anyone else, unless one
is guilty oneself?

Violence was not restricted to the Panthers' dealings
with their enemies, but was an integral part of the Party's
internal life as well. In what must be one of the sickest
aspects of the entire Panther story, this Party of liberators
enforced discipline on the black "brothers and sisters"
inside the organization with bull whips, the very symbol of
the slave past. In a scene that combines both the absurdity
and pathology of the Party's daily routine, Elaine describes
her own punishment under the Panther lash. She is ordered
to strip to the waist by Chairman Bobby Seale and then
subjected to ten strokes because she had missed an editorial
deadline on the Black Panther newspaper.

A Taste of Power inadvertently provides another
service by describing how the Panthers originally grew out
of criminal street gangs, and how the gang mentality
remained the core of the Party's sense of itself even during
the heyday of its political glory. Elaine writes with author-

ity, having come into the Party through the Slausons, a
forerunner of the Bloods and the Crips. The Slausons were
enrolled en masse in the Party in 1967 by their leader,
gangster Al "Bunchy" Carter, the "Mayor of Watts."
Carter's enforcer, Frank Diggs, is one of Elaine's first
Party heroes: "Frank Diggs, Captain Franco, was reput-
edly leader of the Panther underground. He had spent
twelve years in Sing Sing Prison in New York on robbery
and murder charges." Captain Franco describes to Elaine
and Ericka Huggins his revolutionary philosophy: "Other
than making love to a Sister, downing a pig is the greatest

ELAINE'S BOOK

feeling in the world. Have you ever seen a pig shot with a
.45 automatic, Sister Elaine?...Well, it's a magnificent
sight" To the newly initiated Panther, this is revolutionary
truth: "In time, I began to see the dark reality of the
revolution according to Franco, the revolution that was not
some mystical battle of glory in some distant land of time.
At the deepest level, there was blood, nothing but blood,
unsanitized by political polemic. That was where Franco
worked, in the vanguard of the vanguard..."

The Panthers were — just as the police and other
Panther detractors said at the time—a criminal army at war
with society and with its thin blue line of civic protectors.
When Elaine took over the Party, even she was "stunned
by the magnitude of the party's weaponry....There were
literally thousands of weapons. There were large numbers
of AR-18 short automatic rifles,. 308 scoped rifles, 30-30
Winchesters, .375 Magnum and other big-game rifles, .30
caliber Garands, M-15s and M-16s and other assorted
automatic and semi-automatic rifles, Thompson submachine
guns, M-59 Santa Fe Troopers, Boys .55 millimeter anti-
tank guns, M-60 fully automatic machine guns, innumer-
able shotguns, and M-79 grenade launchers....There were
caches of crossbows and arrows, grenades and miscella-
neous explosive materials and devices."

I remember vividly an episode in the mid-70s, when
one of the Panther arms caches, a house on 29th Street in
East Oakland, was raided by the police and 1,000 weapons
including machine guns, grenade launchers and anti-tank
guns were uncovered. Party attorney Charles Garry held
a press conference at which he claimed that the weapons
were planted by the police and that the 29th Street house
was a dormitory for teachers at the Panther school (which
it also, in fact, was). Then Garry denounced the police raid

as just one more repressive act in the ongoing government
conspiracy to discredit the Panthers and destroy militant
black leadership. Of course, all right-thinking progressives
rallied to the Panthers' support.

And right-thinking progressives are still 
rallying.  How else explain the spectacle attending the 
reception of Elaine's book? After all, this is not pre-
glasnost Russia, where crimes were made to disappear 
into a politically controlled void. The story of the 
Panthers' crimes is not unknown. But it is either 
uninteresting or unbelievable to a progressive culture that 
still regards white racism as the primary cause of all ills 

in black America, and militant thugs like the 
Panthers as mere victims of politically inspired 
repression.

The existence of a Murder Incorporated in
the heart of the American Left is something the
Left really doesn't want to know or think about
Such knowledge would refute its most cherished
self-understandings and beliefs. It would under-
mine the sense of righteous indignation that is the
crucial starting point of a progressive attitude. It
would explode the myths on which the attitude
depends.

In the last two decades, for example, a vast
literature has been produced on the "repression of
the Panthers" by the F.B.I. The "Cointelpro"
program to destabilize militant organizations and
J. Edgar Hoover's infamous memo about the
dangers of a "black messiah" are more familiar to
today's college students probably than the opera-
tions of the K.G.B. or the text of Magna Carta. In
A Taste of Power, Elaine Brown constantly in-
vokes the F.B.I. specter (as she did while leader
of the Party) to justify Panther outrages and make
them "understandable" as the hyper-reflexes of a
necessary paranoia, produced by the pervasive
government threat A variation of this myth is the
basic underpinning of the radical mind-set Like
Oliver Stone's fantasies of military-industrial
conspiracy, it justifies the radical's limitless rage
against America itself.

On the other hand, even in authoritative
accounts, like William O'Reilly's Racial Matters,
the actual "Cointelpro" program, never amounted

to much more than a series of inept attempts to
discredit and divide the Panthers by writing forged
letters in their leaders' names. (According to
O'Reilly's documents, FBI agents even suspended
their campaign when they realized how murder-
ous the Panthers actually were, and that their own
intelligence pranks might cause real deaths.)

Familiarity with the Panthers' reality suggests a far
different question from the only one that progressives have
asked — Why so much surveillance of the Panthers? —
namely: Why so little? Why had the FBI failed to appre-
hend the guilty not only in Betty's murder but in more than
a dozen others? Why were the Panthers able to operate for
so long as a criminal gang with a military arsenal, endan-
gering the citizens of major American cities? How could
they commit so many crimes—including extortion, arson
and murder—without being brought to the bar of justice?
The best review of Elaine's book and the best epitaph
for her Party are provided ironically by Elaine herself. In
the wake of the brutal and senseless whipping of Bobby
Seale by a leader insane with drugs and political adulation,
and a coterie too drugged with power themselves to resist,
she reflects: "Faith was all there was. If I did not believe
in the ultimate lightness of our goals and our party, then
what we did, what Huey was doing, what he was, what I
was, was horrible."

DAVID HOROWITZ
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ABSURD AT WELLESLEY CONTINUED FROM PAGE l

pyramid is on the dollar bill. I was wrong.
We, the first-years, were divided into small groups led

by a facilitator. Everyone went around the room showing
proudly their items of cultural significance. I saw African
jewelry, Native American art, East Asian tea ware, and Greek
food. When it came my turn I identified myself as an
American. I proudly took out my dollar bill and declared that
the symbolism of the Great Seal expressed my cultural
identity. As I gave what I thought to be an insightful talk
about reason, liberty, equality, and the birth of American
democracy, the "women" in the room (I put the term in quotes
because I could see it was an assumed identity) were giving
me icy stares and stony silence. At this point, I realized I had
committed a faux-pas. I silently wished that I had worn the
Norwegian sweater.

The next exercise was directed at rooting out one's
unconscious racism in order to make one more "sensitive to
the pain of others." The event degenerated into a tearful
encounter group with women crying as they described the
various ways they had been oppressed by sexism, racism,
homophobia, etc. One woman even shed tears recalling the
fact that no one had asked her to her senior prom the
previous spring. I, on the other hand, did not begin to cry
until I got back to my dorm room and had begun to relate the
incident to my mother over the telephone.

It is difficult to express how that afternoon distressed
me. The ICAN workshop may have seemed relatively
innocuous, but I saw that the group had a fundamentally
sinister aspect to it. The psychological conditioning, clumsy
though it was, reminded me of something out of Orwell. I
felt that I should have spent my first eight hours on campus
getting to know my roommate, exploring the town, maybe
even throwing a Frisbee around. Instead, I had been trapped
for four hours in a room feeling stigmatized and alienated
because I was an American with blonde hair. I had learned
only one thing from the session: you have to be a victim to
fit in at Wellesley.

It began to feel a little better a few days later when
classes began. I was enrolled in four classes I was really
excited about. But as the term progressed my enthusiasm
evaporated as I saw that everything we learned had to be-
forced into a template of feminism. At first it was an
interesting change of pace, but after a while it became
tiresome, especially because I felt there were so many other
interesting things to talk about. Also, I started to notice that
the academic atmosphere was constantly undermined by the
injection of student emotions, something the instructors
encouraged. I kept hearing in my classrooms sentences that
began with "I feel...", "When I was young...", "I had a friend
once...". Most students felt compelled to evaluate texts
written thousands of years ago by their own values. Dead
White European Males like Plato and Aristotle were simply
targets. Wellesley students were encouraged to dismiss them
out of hand and to regard the greatest works of Western
culture as little more than receptacles of sexism, elitism,
racism, class struggle, or whatever.

A class in which this revisionism was particularly
marked was called "Classic Texts in Contemporary Perspec-
tive." I did not realize at the time just what "Contemporary
Perspective" would entail, but I was hopeful. Unfortunately,
however, the lectures were centered around histrionics re-
garding sexism. Most interesting was the day we discussed
Homer's Odyssey. I was excited as I walked to class that day,
for I felt I had found an interesting irony in the Sirens'
singing a song which represents complete knowledge yet
kills whomever hears it. Judging from Homer's lyrics, along
with the Oedipus trilogy and the Myth of Sisyphus, I thought
that perhaps the Greeks felt that knowledge was ultimately
destructive to mankind. (Later, in my junior year, I would
read Birth of a Tragedy and feel smugly validated by
Nietzsche's discussion of this idea.) Yet when I shared my
thoughts with the class, I was met by silence. Not a single
person responded to me — even critically. Eventually, a
student infamous for her annoying whine complained that
Odysseus was "very elitist" when he ordered the men to tie
him up and put wax in their ears so that they could not hear
the song and be lured to their death. This woman felt that it
was unfair that Odysseus got to listen to the song; if every-
one could not have listened to the song, then no one should
have. This occasioned a debate that lasted for the entire hour
on how Odysseus should have managed the situation in a
more democratic way. Some students advocated a random
lottery to determine who would listen to the song; others felt
that Odysseus should hear the song but so should as many
of the others as possible. Some raised objections that some
men on the ship had to work while the others didn't.
Someone else pointed out how insensitively Homer por-
trayed all of Odysseus' working class sailors as morons. On

and on it went with the professors looking amazingly inter-
ested. I had discovered the Wellesley mantra: "It's Not Fair."

The next class was dominated by a hysterical student
decrying the offensiveness and sexism of Aristophanes'
Lysistrata. The bawdy jokes and sexual innuendo were
incompatible with feminist sentiments. I found it this very
amusing, since Lysistrata is often considered the first femi-
nist play. The professors were obviously moved by the
student's tirade, although they attempted to justify why they
had chosen the play. They defended themselves by pointing
out how they deliberately selected works written by or about
females—instead of Oedipus Rex, Antigone; instead of The
Clouds, Lysistrata; and so on.

After that I found myself very sleepy in class; shame-
fully, I admit that I nodded off during many of the later
debates.

Another aspect of Wellesley for which I was
unprepared in my first months there was the active and
militant lesbianism. Many of the most powerful and
outspoken students are lesbians and the community as a
whole is very vocal. They spearheaded an intense public

ALYSON TODD

relations campaign to make all members of the community
"sensitive" to their choice. Posters were plastered
everywhere asking, "Are you gay? Are you sure? Is your
mother gay? Are you sure?" This sort of thing has
increased during my time at Wellesley. The campus
walkways are always getting chalked with slogans like
"Silence=Death" and "Come Out!" Last year a Protestant
minister gave a sermon at the campus-wide "Flower
Sunday" event in which she praised the lesbian lifestyle
and asked everyone to stand up and show their support for
their "lesbian sisters." I came to feel that the sensitivity
campaign often shaded over into a recruitment effort.

Strangely enough, however, only once in the past four
years have I had a confrontation with a professor. Generally,
I have found that most faculty members are decent people
with a sincere interest in teaching; they are simply at the
mercy of the administration and student evaluation ques-
tionnaires and therefore they often have no choice but to
conform to the politically correct pieties. Even some of the
radical deconstructionists for the most part treat dissenting
students with respect. But history professor Alfredo Robbies
was an exception.

I am something of a history buff especially interested
in twentieth century military history. I was astonished when
Robbies announced to the class that the Cold War was
merely a social construct of the American military-industrial
complex that was used to justify the imperialistic nature of
American policy so industrialists could make a lot of money
at the expense of the "periphery." Furthermore, he asserted,
"The Soviet Union was never a military threat to the U.S. and
Europe at all." Finally, I became enraged when he implied
that the U.S.S.R. was morally superior to the United States.

I challenged him, confident that I knew enough to
prove him wrong. We argued for an entire hour. At first, I was
very restrained. I described how intercontinental ballistic
missiles pointed at specific American targets could be con-
strued as a military threat. I cited studies of the quantity,
range, and sophistication of Soviet conventional forces.
"The Soviets never were a threat to Europe," he retorted 
with a straight face. He remained adamant even after I 
brought up such episodes as the suppression of Poland, 
Prague Spring, the Greek Civil War, and the Berlin Air Lift.

At one point, he smiled the knowing smile of a chess
champion about to mate an opponent. "Have you ever heard
of the Yalta Conference?" I felt like screaming, "Of course I
have!" but I simply nodded. He then asked the class if
anyone "could talk about the Yalta Conference in the con-
text of this conversation?" No one responded. So he pro-
ceeded to tell us about spheres of influence. I countered with
examples of Soviet expansionism. Frustrated, he turned to
the class and pleaded, "Will someone respond to her?" One
woman finally did respond, contributing to the discussion in
classic Wellesley fashion: "I don't know that much about
history and all, but, um, what you were, saying, Professor,
like, sounds right to me."

Another woman suggested that because I was an
American, my "patriotic prejudices" tainted my academic
judgment. Another woman declared that my account of the
Cold War was simply my "belief." At this point, I lost control
and raised my voice. I promised to bring in a list of books
which people could read if they want the historical facts.
Class ended and I left. Not surprisingly, my grade dropped
from a solid B to a C minus.

In truth, I often responded irresponsibly when con-
fronted with a class like this one which I believed to be a
waste of my time. Invariably I would fall asleep in lecture, or
skip class altogether. My grades, unfortunately, reflect this
behavior. I do not quite qualify as an average student at
Wellesley, considering that the average grade awarded in the
humanities and social sciences is an A minus.

One of the cornerstones of my classical liberal phi-
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losophy is self-responsibility; I believe that where there is a
will, there is a way. Therefore, if my educational experience
has been less than stellar, I have only myself to blame. I think
that there is a decent education to be had at Wellesley. One
simply has to understand what to seek and how to find it.
Four years and $90,000 later, I am only just starting to figure
things out.

I was regarded as a liberal feminist renegade in high
school. At Wellesley I am infamous for my conservatism.
I did not enter college as an activist—far from it. I became
politically active my junior year, joining the staff of a new but
short-lived conservative newspaper, The Analyst I wrote a
few articles decrying deconstructionism and multiculturalism.
I started attending the Student Senate and attending various
little meetings on campus "issues."

In retrospect, I was very much like a bull in a china
shop. One time at a meeting of students and faculty discuss-
ing the curriculum I stood up, attempting to quote Nietzsche,
and told the Dean of the College that multicultural education
would create "walking encyclopedias of external culture for
inner barbarians." The Dean became very angry with me.

Another time, I was asked to participate in a panel
discussion on political correctness. I decided to do it, al-
though I knew it was a stacked deck, considering the fact that

First, any work, whether formerly neglected or widely known,
should be added, retained, or removed from the curriculum on
the basis of its conformance to generally applicable intellectual
and aesthetic standards. A sound curriculum cannot be built by
replacing those standards with the principle of proportional rep-
resentation of authors, classified ethnically, biologically, or geo-
graphically.

Second, the idea that students will be discouraged by not en-
countering more works by members of their own race, sex, or
ethnic group, even were it substantiated, would not justify adding
inferior works. Such paternalism conveys a message opposite to
the one desired.

Third, other cultures, minority subcultures, and social prob-
lems have long been studied in the liberal arts curriculum in such
established disciplines as history, literature, comparative religion,
economics, political science, anthropology, and sociology. But
more important, mere acquaintance with differences does not
guarantee tolerance, an ideal Western in origin and fostered by
knowledge of what is common to us all.

Fourth, the idea that the traditional curriculum "excludes" the
contributions of all but males of European descent is patently
false. From their beginnings, Western art and science have drawn
upon the achievements of non-Western societies and since have
been absorbed and further enriched by peoples around the globe.
That the liberal arts oppress minorities and women is yet more
ludicrous. Even if the curriculum were confined to thought strict-
ly European in origin, it would still present a rich variety of con-
flicting ideas, including the very concepts of equality and free-
dom from oppression invoked by those who would reorient the
curriculum.

Fifth, while diversity of background is valuable to the discus-
sion of issues to which those differences are germane, objectivity
is in general not enhanced but subverted by the idea that people of

three professors and a student represented the "liberal" view,
while myself and another student represented the other side.
My opening statements were very passionate; I suggested
that Western civilization might fall if things continued as
they were going. I thereby attracted the majority of the
audience's questions. Intense grilling continued for about
thirty minutes. When asked about the validity of "African-
American support groups," I acknowledged the presence of
racism in the United States and the need for a sense of
community, but maintained that racially exclusive groups,
such as the all-black student group Ethos, violated the basic
principles we share as a nation. M. Ahadi Bugg, the black
activist on the panel, shot back, "You will never under-
stand!" The audience erupted into applause, hoots, and
phrases like "Go on, girl!" I realized then it is sometimes
pointless to attempt to have a real conversation with some
people.

The spring of my junior year was probably the worst
time of my entire life. Janet Jones, the coordinator of the
Committee for Political and Legislative Action, announced
in the Student Senate mat her organization had invited the
Reverend Al Sharpton to speak at Wellesley. The CPLA
passed out his press released and clippings from the racist
Amsterdam News in order to "educate the community" about
the illustrious "civil rights leader" from New York. The

different sexes, races, or ethnic backgrounds necessarily see things
differently. The assertion that cognition is determined by group
membership is itself an example of stereotypic thinking which
undermines the possibility of a true community of discourse.

Sixth, the study of the traditions and achievements of other
nations and of ethnic subcultures is important and should be en-
couraged. But this must proceed in a manner that is intellectually
honest and does not serve as a pretext for inserting polemics into
the curriculum. Furthermore, "multicultural education" should
not take place at the expense of studies that transcend cultural
differences: the truths of mathematics, the sciences, history, and
so on, are not different for people of different races, sexes, or
cultures, and for that reason alone their study is liberating. Nor
should we further attenuate the study of the traditions of the
West. Not only is knowledge of those traditions essential for any
evaluation of our own institutions, it is increasingly relevant to
our understanding of other nations, which, in striking testament
to the universality of the values they embody, are rapidly adapt-
ing Western practices to their own situations.

The National Association of Scholars is in favor of ethnic
studies, the study of non-Western cultures, and the study of the
special problems of women and minorities in our society, but it
opposes subordinating entire humanities and social science cur-
ricula to such studies and it views with alarm their growing
politicization. Efforts purportedly made to introduce "other
points of view" and "pluralism" often seem in fact designed to
restrict attention to a narrow set of issues, tendentiously defined.
An examination of many women's studies and minority studies
courses and programs discloses little study of other cultures and
much excoriation of our society for its alleged oppression of
women, blacks, and others. The banner of "cultural diversity"
is apparently being raised by some whose paramount interest
actually lies in attacking the West and its institutions.

invitation to Sharpton, a man not known for his love of Jews,
was all the more questionable because Wellesley had wit-
nessed seven incidents of Nazi and anti-Semitic vandalism
that year.
         Senators were invited to comment upon the invitation;
I decided to speak first: "I cannot support the invitation to
Sharpton because he is an anti-Semite, a hate monger, and a
second-rate con man who exploits the suffering of his own
people for personal aggrandizement." I concluded by saying
that he was the moral equivalent of David Duke. (Some time
after this, angry letters to the Wellesley News falsely claimed
that I threatened to bring David Duke to campus.) Another
student, Debbie Shapiro, joined me in criticism of the invi-
tation, charging that Sharpton "advocates murder" of Jews.
After I spoke my mind, I was subjected to a steady
stream of personal attacks. Many of the students assumed I
was Jewish, as if a non-Jew could not be worried about anti-
Semitism. They would ask derisively, "What are you, Jew-
ish?" Ahadi Bugg accosted me after the Senate meeting and,
with her friends surrounding me, called me "the biggest
racist on campus." "I do not know what religion you are," she
added curiously, "but you are obviously not living accord-
ing to God." Then they threatened me: "We'll find out where
you live and drag you to Sharpton's speech."

Meanwhile, Avik Roy, publisher of the MIT-Wellesley
magazine Counterpoint, with which I was associated,
wrote a column blasting the activists and talking about
how "the usual troop of thugs led by Ahadi Bugg" had
intimidated anyone attempting to discuss what Sharpton
really believed or who compared Sharpton with some-
one like Duke: "' Al Sharpton is coming to empower
some people on this campus,' [Bugg] explained. Per-
haps she might also venture to explain exactly whom
Rev. Sharpton is trying to empower when he asserts
that 'Hitler was right.' Hypocrisy is clearly one of Ms.
Bugg's strong suits."

I went home for the vacation, and when I re-
turned, nobody would talk to me. People were giving
me strange looks. Finally I bumped into the Student
Government Vice President Jen Mosely, who told me
that everyone was very distressed by the Counterpoint
column. Apparently, because I was the News Editor
there, many students assumed I had written the col-
umn. Roy's use of the word "thugs" was, according to
Bugg, an "exploitation of black stereotypes." I was
falsely accused of perpetrating racial slurs. The Presi-
dent of Wellesley, Nannerl O. Keohane, called the
column a "hate crime."

Things got even worse. Someone smashed the
windows of a 1992 white Honda Civic with Maryland

plates (my car is of the same year, model, and state).
Roy received death threats. Bugg and her colleagues
hung posters around campus urging students to call me
and express their "anger." Some students even put my
phone number on their answering machine message.
Others spread rumors that I was the leader of an
underground neo-Nazi group. I began to get really
nervous. I started to wish I had gone to West Point. I
figured that Beast Barracks at Camp Buckner could not
have been as bad as this.

At about this time came the Rodney King ver-
dict. Campus emotions reached a hysterical level. The
Wellesley News was attacked for printing a letter, also
classified as a "hate crime," supporting my side of the
Al Sharpton incident. Needless to say, I kept a very low
profile. I was seriously tempted to wear Groucho Marx
glasses with a fake nose and mustache around campus,
but I decided not to be so provocative. I finished my
exams (the time was extended due to "stress" about the
King verdict), and went home.

I returned this past September for my senior year
quite apprehensive. Many other students expressed
amazement that I actually came back rather than trans-
ferring. Now that I am about to graduate I can look back
over the previous four years. I see that I could have
ignored all the lunacy at Wellesley, tried to salvage a
good education, and at least had a lot of fun. For some
mysterious reason, I decided to take the hard way. I
suspect, though, that my politically incorrect path will
lead to its own rewards and I keep thinking about Mark
Twain's famous quip: Never let your education inter-
fere with your learning.

The National Association of Scholars is America's leading academic organization defending intellectual standards and resisting
the politicization of collegiate life. For copies of this or other NAS statements, or for additional information about the National
Association of Scholars and its activities, including its research center, speakers bureau, search service, newsletter, state and re-
gional affiliates, conferences, local events, and the quarterly Academic Questions, write to the National Association of Schol-
ars, 575 Ewing Street, Princeton, New Jersey 08540, or call 609-683-7878.

We urge our colleagues to demand clear explanations and cogent arguments in support of the proposals being so rapidly brought
before them, and to reject any that cannot be justified. The curriculum is and should be open to change, but we must rebut the false
charges being made against existing disciplines. We must also reject the allegations of "racism" and "sexism" that are frequently
leveled against lionest critics of the new proposals, and which only have the effect of stifling much-needed debate.
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R E V I E W

Conversations: Straight
Talk with America's
Sister President
by Johnetta Cole
Reviewed by John Ellis

y now everyone knows that Johnnetta Cole was
appointed to head the Clinton transition team's
cluster for appointments in education, the arts, labor
and the humanities (See "The Culture, Stupid" 

January 1993), and that she seemed a likely choice for 
Secretary of Education until the Jewish newspaper 
Forward broke the story about her unsavory past, reaching 
well into the Eighties, of strident activism on behalf of 
Marxist-Leninist regimes. During this time, Cole had 
consistently taken a harsh view of the evils of American 
society, had been an uncritical apologist for the ugliest 
behavior of the police states which she favored, and had 
been fulsome in her praise even of such
old-line Stalinist Communist party members as Herbert
Aptheker and Alexandra Pollack. She had been, according
to the Forward story, a member of the national committee of
the Venceremos Brigade and a founding board member of
the U.S; Peace Council, an affiliate of the Soviet-inspired
World Peace Council. And she had never publicly broken
with these groups.

Ms. Cole did her best to avoid interviews and requests for
comment when the news hit, but she finally talked to the
Atlanta Constitution, angrily denouncing these reports as
"vile" charges by right wing extremists, though not contesting
the facts. Clinton administration officials tried to make light of
the matter by calling it "silly" (Vernon Jordan and Dee Dee
Myers, probably not coincidentally, both used the same word)
but they seemed not to believe their own story, for they quickly
tossed Cole overboard. The New York Times (December 17)
reported that "privately, transition officials are assuring ques-
tioners that Dr. Cole will have no say in setting Administration
policy and will not be nominated to any top Administration
position."

Johnnetta Cole disappeared from the limelight as sud-
denly as she had appeared there. But what did it all mean?
Forward story writer David Twersky reported (December 11)
that "a number of Clinton campaign officials appeared stunned
with the disclosures about Ms Cole's radical past and could not
explain how she had been appointed to head the cluster group
without a background check." Later (December 18), Twersky
called it a "major league blunder." But it would soon be clear
that it had in fact been something more malicious; a calculated
risk.

This was brought home to me a few weeks after the furor
had died down, when I noticed a new book in local bookstore
—Conversations: Straight Talk with America's Sister Presi-
dent by none other than Johnnetta Cole herself. My suspicions
aroused, I phoned the publisher (Doubleday) and asked what
the exact date of the book's publication had been. It was
January 13. The next question was obvious: what day had the
Senate hearings for Clinton's cabinet nominees begun? It was
January 19. Clearly, this book had been timed to be weekend
reading for Senate Committee members just before the hear-
ings. Everything about it announces that this had been its
purpose: the book is not about anything in particular, and its
sole rationale appears to be to showcase the life and politically
ultra-correct thoughts of Johnnetta Cole. The puffery on the
dust-jacket points unmistakably to the same conclusion: it
speaks of her career as "a series of spectacular achievements"
and cites a judgment of the book which reads like the hoped-
for Senatorial conclusion on her nomination: "I can't think of
any American who could not benefit from her insights into
American society."

The publication date of this book tells us not that Cole
hoped to be nominated for Secretary of Education (the only
cabinet job for which she was qualified) but that she knew she
would be nominated. Even shortish (60,000 words) rambling
books like this are not written and produced overnight: surely
by August, at the latest, Cole's appointment must have been in
the works. One has to wonder, however, by how many millions
of votes Clinton would have lost in Florida, for example, if it
had been known that, during the campaign, he (or Hillary) had
promised a cabinet position to an enthusiastic admirer and
supporter of Fidel Castro who in 1986 had made reference to
"the racist state of Florida"?

Cole was not just another university Marxist She was a
field worker who actively supported the most repressive mea-

sures real-life Marxist-Leninist thug states. When Joan Baez,
herself a vocal Vietnam war protester, criticized the brutality
of the repression that followed the North Vietnamese victory,
Cole co-signed an ad placed in the New York Times bitterly
denouncing her, and explicitly endorsing the rounding up and
shipping off of 400,000 Vietnamese to "reeducation camps."

Is it possible that the Clintons knew nothing of her sordid
past? Of course not. Cole is, after all, a protégé of Donna
Shalala, having served under her during Shalala's days in the
administration of Hunter College. She is close to Marian
Wright Edelman. Both Shalala and Wright have been on the
Spelman College Board, where Cole is President. And, as
everyone knows by now, Edelman and Shalala are among
Hillary Clinton's oldest and closest friends.

Transition team officials claimed disingenuously not to
know why no background check had been done before Cole's
appointment, but the reason was perfectly obvious. Hillary
knew very well who she was and what she had done and wanted
her anyhow. With her buddy Shalala at Health and Human
Services and her buddy Cole at Education, Hillary would
control the entire cultural apparatus of the federal government.
The speed with which Cole was dropped from con-
sideration tells the same story. Once the news was out, transi-
tion officials immediately said that Cole was out. No agoniz-
ing, no wringing of hands, no hesitation over dumping this
insider and friend? It takes no imagination to understand why.
Everyone had always known what the problem was, and they
must have known in advance what had to be done if it ever
became public. The original Forward article had reported
"alarm among those concerned that the Arkansan's presidency
not fall prey to leftist extremists" in light of Cole's "penetration
of the Clinton transition." But that was like being anxious about
Nixon's White House falling prey to the plumbers: it was not
what was getting into the White House, but what was being
created there that was the problem.

In this book, Cole tries to create what John Le Carre
might call a legend—an account of her life and activities to
cover her tracks. To appropriate the title Straight Talk is
perhaps supererogatory chutzpa. Cole's account of her life and
thought boasts at length of her "upper middle class" back-
ground and her privileged life as President of Spelman College.
It dwells on the importance of the black church and tells us of
her board memberships in various civic organizations and
corporations (like Georgia's own Coca-Cola). It mentions her
fine large house at Spelman and the lovely and expensive
apartment she lived in while at Hunter College, rhapsodizes
about her three splendid children, and so on ad nauseam.

There is only one thing Straight Talk_never mentions,
and this is what had clearly been the most important part of
Cole's life until the mid-80s: her strong commitment to Marx-
ism-Leninism. There is no mention of the Venceremos Bri-
gade; no U.S. Peace Council; no Marx, no Lenin. Cole could
not completely avoid touching on some sensitive topics, and a
reader who knows what she is trying to avoid can easily see how
devious she is. Thus Cuba is merely one of the places where she
did anthropological "field work," and where she was, inciden-
tally, rather dismayed to find more sexism than there is in the
U.S. And for Castro, it's too bad that he has isolated himself
from other countries by refusing to go along with "Western
economic and political models." Cole does not see fit to
mention her long record of cheerleading for El Jefe's rejection
of those models, nor does she mention her earlier enthusiasm
(in a piece she republished as late as 1988) for Castro's efforts
on behalf of women through The Family Code, a hilarious
piece of social engineering which wrote into law that "men are
required to shoulder 5.0% of the housework and child care when
women work." (In this article, Cole at least conceded that it
would take confidence for women to bring charges against
their husbands!)

Cole proudly admits to being associated with "progres-
sive" ideas in Straight Talk, but she is careful not to say how
progressive. (The Family Code might not have gone down too
well with the Senate). A hint of the iceberg whose tiny tip is
exposed in this book emerges only in an odd aside when she is
talking about feminism: "I would venture to say that next to
communist there are few words that the media and conserva-
tives have been so successful at turning people against as
feminist." More than an bizarre analogy, this Stranglovian tic
fatally undermines the "youthful indiscretion" defense which
her apologists tried to offer for her affection for totalitarianism.

Cole is not willing either to concede error or to do any
real straight talking in her book, any more than she was when
she insisted in answer to the Forward_story that the Venceremos
Brigade was simply an educational project, and that her
admiration of communist historian Herbert Aptheker related
only to the soundness of his scholarship. It seems clear that
Cole began to change her image as a communist activist not
because her views had changed but because they were heavy

baggage for her new career in the university and because when
she became President of Spelman she sensed (as she tells us in
her book) a possible national political role for herself. She
began covering her tracks by quietly ceasing her association
with the Soviet-sponsored U.S. Peace Council at that time.
Listings of her published work in standard reference biogra-
phies began to omit the two really dangerous items: a short
book published in 1986 in Havana and a pamphlet on the
invasion of Grenada, published in 1983 by the Peace Council.
One recent bibliography of her work included trivial items
such as a two page article in McCall's, but could find no space
for the Havana book, although it is the most substantial
publication of her career. (It's not so easy to sanitize library
catalogues, where I found these extra items.)

The pamphlet on Grenada accused the United States of
"genocidal practices against people of color around the world,"
but the Havana publication was even more embarrassing. In
1986, with Gorbachev having already introduced perestroika
and glasnost (and with Cole aged 50, old enough to know
better) it was decidedly late to be saying, as she then did, that
"socialism is the way to organize the world.... in being in Cuba,
you are seeing yourself and your own country years from now."
Cole told her American readers that "our country is a backwa-
ter of social relations compared to many other nations... one
such country [is] Cuba," and that we need to have a "revolu-
tionary process" (i.e., communism) to eliminate racial dis-
crimination.

Even the way she listed her third son in her revisionist
biographies changed: formerly Che, he was now listed as
Ethan. Corporate board memberships were also part of the
changed image. Conversations: Straight Talk was to be the last
step in the process of transformation. No wonder Cole's voice
was "quivering with anger" when she was interviewed by the
Atlanta Constitution: her cover had been blown just before this
book could do its work, and all her labor on it was for nothing.

Would the book really have helped? The dishonesty of
its omissions should have been obvious, but even if Senators
only judged it by what it says—not what it suppresses—they
should still have been dismayed at the nomination. The book
is composed of approximately equal parts of self-promotion,
rant about racism and sexism, and pious banalities, the latter
clearly intended to be quotable as the wisdom of Johnnetta
Cole. Here is an example of the general level: "An affluent
woman and a crack-addicted woman may not at first glance
seem to share much in common, but racism connects them.
And so does sexism." Or how about this informative and
original gem: "Racism, sexism, or any form or system of
oppression is abuse, plain and simple." Cole has no fresh
analysis or insight to offer, just a tedious recitation of standard
PC orthodoxy with all the tired old words: empowerment, self-
esteem, role-models, institutional racism, and so on.

If one of the best single diagnostic indicators of PC
mindlessness is afrocentrism, Cole scores high on this scale, as
one might expect from one of the first chairpersons of a Black
Studies program. There is much silliness about pre-colonial
West African women having been well-educated, highly civi-
lized, and with more experience in civic decisions than white
women. Cole even gripes, in an interlude of Leonard Jeffries-
style nonsense, about white teachers teaching black children.
It is chilling to think mat this is the Secretary of Education that
Hillary had in store for us.

Cole's first priority upon arriving at Spelman was evi-
dently to start up Afro-American Studies and Women's Studies
—just what bright black women need—and when she muses
about being President of the United States, it is only to imagine
what she would do then about racism and sexism. What
splendid new sensitivity training and reeducation projects
would she have thought up for us all? Or maybe a Cuban-style
Family Code? ("Unless the state is gonna extend its arm into
that household, it's just a lot harder to deal with all that stuff,"
she said in 1989.)

When the Clintons saw earlier in the campaign that
neither Hillary's doctrinaire political correctness nor her aspi-
ration to be co-President was acceptable to the public, they
executed a strategic withdrawal from both. Bill insisted that he
alone was the candidate, and Hillary made herself look mod-
erate. And yet we now know that at the very same time Hillary
was plotting her takeover of the domestic agenda through the
ultra-PC duo of Shalala and Cole. The parallel with Cole's own
strategic deception is exact: she too knew that the public had
to be hoodwinked if she was to get the power she wanted. Upon
finishing her book, we are left yet one more time with a sense
of the banality, the mendacity and the relentless opportunism
which are the components of political correctness.

B
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HOMELESS MAN TO GET LAW DOCTORATE
JUDITH SCHUMAN WEIZNER

r. Maximilian Shellout, dean
of the National Law School,
announced yesterday that

National would grant an honorary
Doctor of Laws degree to Lucien
Sacrevache, a 43-year-old homeless
undocumented alien of New York
City, because of the remarkably broad
knowledge of the law he has exhib-
ited.

Dr. Shellout said that since ar-
riving in the United States in 1983
Mr. Sacrevache, appearing pro se in
at least ten cases, some of which he
has argued before the Supreme Court,
has compiled a winning record that
would be the envy of any member of
any blue ribbon law firm.

In his latest stunning victory,
Sacrevache vs. Pan-Global Interna-
tional Insurance Company, Inc., Mr.
Sacrevache won an appeal that will
effectively extend to the homeless
the same right to buy homeowner's
insurance that homeowners and rent-
ers have long enjoyed.

Last March the Court of Appeals held that Pan-Global
must pay the claim of Mr. Sacrevache, whose lean-to was
destroyed when fire swept the rubbish-strewn area under the
West Side Highway where he and twelve other homeless
persons lived.

Following the fire a year and a half ago Mr. Sacrevache
submitted a claim to Pan-Global for twenty-thousand dollars
which the company refused on the grounds that Mr.
Sacrevache had not only never purchased one of its policies,
but had never even applied for coverage either on his abode
or on its contents.

Citing the precedent set in Sacrevache vs. Burger
Queen, Mr. Sacrevache stated that although he had not
actually purchased insurance, he had intended to do so,
therefore entitling himself to coverage. (In Sacrevache vs.
Burger Queen, the restaurant was compelled to retain Mr.
Sacrevache, then a beggar, as its doorman because Sacrevache
had sought conventional employment by the Burger Queen
on many occasions, thereby demonstrating a willingness to
work. The court ruled that Sacrevache's impressive lack of
hygiene could not be held against him in the presence of such
an obvious and ardent desire for employment.)

In his original action against Pan-Global in State
Supreme Court, Mr. Sacrevache was unable to produce any
concrete proof of his desire to be insured and case was
dismissed for lack of evidence. However, subsequent ques-
tioning of fire department officials elicited possible recollec-
tions of a pile of soggy insurance company brochures seen
amid the rubble of melted VCR's and twisted TV's and
computers after the fire. The case was thus brought forward
once again on grounds of newly-discovered evidence.

Pan-Global insisted that if indeed there were bro-

chures, said brochures must be produced in court so that their
authenticity could be determined. Mr. Sacrevache was un-
able to produce them but instead introduced testimony from
the captain on duty at the fire who swore that one of his men
had told him he had seen "a lot of papers in the corner."

Mr. Sacrevache swore that these papers included bro-
chures from several insurance companies regarding their
homeowner policies. He said he had been comparing cover-
age on electronic equipment on the evening of the fire, that
he had decided on the Pan-Global policy as most compre-
hensive, and had been on the point of going to a nearby pay
phone to call Pan-Global's 800 number when his washing
machine overflowed, pouring water onto the cord connect-
ing his microwave to the traffic light at the corner of Fifty-
eighth Street and Twelfth Avenue, starting the fire.

The fire captain's testimony as to the existence of the
brochures was dismissed as hearsay and the verdict went
once again to Pan-Global. But as soon as he settled into a new
non-home, Mr. Sacrevache filed an appeal. Citing Sacrevache
vs. City of New York, Mr. Sacrevache held that the testimony
of the fire fighter had been inappropriately rejected as hear-
say because Sacrevache vs. City of New York renders it
improper to doubt the word of a homeless person in the
presence of any corroborating testimony, however tenuous.

(Several years prior to the fire, Mr. Sacrevache had
sued the city when the refrigerator crate in which he was then
living was run over by a garbage truck. The sanitation
department argued that Mr. Sacrevache's home had pro-
truded into the street and that instead of receiving an award
he should have been charged with obstructing traffic. Mr.
Sacrevache maintained that his crate had been precisely
where it had always been and that the city had never asked

him to move it. A 
spokesman for the 
police department 
testified that Mr. 
Sacrevache had been 
told to move the 
crate, but that no 
citation had been 
issued. However, 
another homeless 
man swore that he 
had often seen 
police smiling and 
joking with Mr. 
Sacrevache in front of 
his abode, but that he 
had never heard 
anyone tell him to 
move the crate, nor 
had Mr. Sacrevache 
ever spoken of 
having been given 
such an order. After 
a lengthy court 
battle, the Supreme 
Court held that, as 

with deathbed statements, testimony given either by the 
homeless or corroborating that of a homeless person must 
receive special weight due to the desperate nature of their 
circumstances.)

On appeal, therefore, the recollection of the fire cap-
tain concerning the existence of the brochures was held to be
such corroborative testimony and the decision was reversed.
The Court directed Pan-Global to pay the twenty-thousand
dollar claim.

During the time he was proceeding with his appeal,
Mr. Sacrevache also handily won a product liability suit
against the Swirlpool Washing Machine Company and a
settlement of undisclosed magnitude from Bronze Star Mi-
crowave. (He argued successfully that the homeless, having
no address, cannot subscribe to consumer magazines and are
not in a position to know about possible defects in products.
Furthermore, since the homeless nearly always acquire their
electronic equipment unboxed, without instructions and
without warranties, the manufacturer must assume responsi-
bility for damage stemming from use of its products.) A suit
against City Signal Co., which provides New York's traffic
lights, is still pending.

This afternoon, following Dr. Shellout's announce-
ment, Mr. Sacrevache, embracing once again his identity as
an undocumented alien, expressed his thanks to the National
Law School and to the United States. "I am especially
grateful to this country for the many opportunities it has
given me. Long before I came here I heard a saying— 'Only
in America'—whose true meaning escaped me until today.
Now I too can say, Only in America."

Judith Schuman Weizner's last piece
appeared in our December issue.
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