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Rally brings loud cries of protest to the Johns Hopkins
By ERIC GARLAND

and
RUSS SMITH

Over three hundred people gathered in front
of Levering Hall at noon yesterday in protest of
the University's conferral of an honorary degree
on the Princess Ashraf Pahlavi of Iran.

Speakers at the hour-long rally urged the
University to formally apologize for awarding
the degree and to drop all charges filed against
the five protesters arrested at the Cenntenial
Convocation at the Lyric Theater February 22.
The demonstration was part of a concerted

effort by Hopkins students and faculty to
convince the administration to officially reverse
its position on the doctorate award and to
account for its actions. The ad hoc group had
collected about 1200 signatures from the
Hopkins community on a petition towards that
end.

President Muller stated yesterday afternoon,
however, that the University would not reverse
Its stance and can do nothing about the charges
Pending against those arrested at the Lyric.
"The University is not prosecuting anybody;

it's in the hands of the state's attorney," Muller
said. "I don't think there is anything I can
responsibly do," he added.
Although Muller has not called a public

meeting to respond to the widespread criticism
of the award, he is scheduled to speak in the
Dorm social lounge on Monday night. "Anything
beyond that, I doubt; people have seen the
faculty letter and .my statement," he asserted.
The rally featured seven speakers, including

two people from the Iranian Student
Association. All ISA members wore masks for
fear of reprisal against their families in Iran.

After speeches by an ISA representative and
University Chaplain Chester Wickwire, Professor
David Harvey questioned Muller's claim "that he
has no control" over the charges. "This is
erroneous" he said. "He can use his influence,
not his authority. There's no question that the
charges would then be dropped."
Harvey read the text of a letter signed by

thirty faculty members, which read, in part,
"We, the undersigned members of The Johns
Hopkins faculty, wish to protest and publicly
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disassociate ourselves from the awarding of an
honorary degree to Princess Ashraf Pahlavi, the
sister of the Shah of Iran." ( for the full text of
the letter sec pg. 8)
"If the award stands," Harvey continued, "the

University should issue a public statement that it
does not condone the policies of Iran." Although
Muller sent a personal reply to the faculty letter,
Harvey maintained that a general apology was
necessary as well. Harvey went on to discuss the
general position of the University, asserting that
it "should not cave in to the pressures of those
with power, privilege and fortune; rather,
constantly struttle against these influences and
try to assert its independence."

Finale
The final speaker was Mike Hoffheimer, a

Hopkins student who was arrested at the
Convocation. "The question is not how the
choice was made," he said, "but that it was
made. The real criminal is Ashraf, and the
administration is complicitly approving her by
granting the degree."
The rally, however successful it was, has thus

far done little to alter the Universit)4s policies
regarding the award. "I didn't think we were
making a political statement," Muller
commented. "I did not and still do not regard
the degree as an endorsement of Iran's policies."
When the honorary degree was proposed last

fall, Muller said that he did not think it would be
that cmtroversial • However, he was not surprised
at the size of the rally and the number of
petition signatures. He acknowledged the
awareness of the community, but added that
"compared to some of the things I've seen, this
was a very orderly affair."
When asked if he made an error, Muller

replied: "It was my belief that we could
appropriately recognize the significant effort by
the College of Health Sciences—the effort in
which we are participating in—to improve
medical care for a badly neglected rural
population by awarding the degree to the titular
head of all this in Iran, without taking a position
on other aspects of the government of Iran or its_
policies. This was a mistake on my part."

In response to allegations that the degree was
given in hopes of Iranian grants to the
University, Muller stated, "there was no quid pro
quo." As for further University actions on the

issue, Muller 'said, "I don't really know what else
can or will happen."
Mark Hertsgaard, a spokesman for the ad hoc

committee, did not see the rally as a last step in
light of the University's refusal to meet the
demands of the petitions and letters. "This
indicated a real disdain for the viewpoint
expressed by the 1200 signatures; it's really
contemptuous to not entertain an obviously
majority opinion of the campus. Because of this
disdain, members of the Hopkins Community
should be appalled that the University is just not
taking it seriously."

Hertsgaard, who was "ecstatic" about the
success of the rally and petitions, said that "the
Hopkins community clearly demonstrated their
feelings on this issue. The University has to
account for their actions, and should think
seriously about meeting the demands." After
presenting Muller with the petition, though, he
was angered that the University "did not
confront the demands at all; they basically
ignored us."

Professor David Harvey speaks at rally ISA representative speaks at rally
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Chesapeake Women's Rugby Club
begins active practices this Sunday,
March 7 at 10 a.m. on their home
field. The field is located on the far
side of the railroad tracks off W.
Betlona Avenue in Ruxton.
Interested women should come or
call Pixie Newman, ex t 463 or
433-8385 (evenings).

There will be an Outdoors Club
meeting on Wed., March 10 at 7:30
p.m. in the J&H Rooms. On the
agenda are nominations of officers
for next year and a slide show of
canoeing the Colorado River.
Everyone is welcome to attend.

Le Cercle Francais se reunira
mercredi le 10 mars a 20 h. 30 au
Rathskellar. Nous esperons que vois
viendrez pour prendre un pot et pour
bavarder. Pour touse renseignements,
voir Peter Holewinsld, Box 311.

Anyone interested in helping to
elect Senator Henry Jackson
President, or finding out more about
him, is invited to 2ttend a meeting in
Conference Room A at 7 p.m. on
Thurs., March 18. Speaking at this
meeting will be Dr. Tony Bravos, a
Hopkins alumnus who now heads the
Jackson Organization in the 3rd
Congressional District. For further

information, contact Vincent
DeMarco, 243-4637, or Marc
F ryburg, 243-4466.

The Young Democrats will meet
on Monday, March 8 at 4 p.m. in
Conference Room A. Nominations
will be held for club office. Elections
will be held on the 22nd.

Musicians wanted to play in "Opce
Upon a Mattress," an outdoor Spring
fair production. Auditions will be
held on Friday, March 5 at 3 p.m. in
the Little Theatre. Please be prepared
to sight-read and play a short piece of
your own. All are needed and
Welcome! Any questions, call Bob,
235-9039.

The Ad Hoc Committee on the
University Health Service will be
meeting with Dr. Torrey Brown,
Administrator of UHS on Mon.,
March 8 from 12:30 to 1:45 p.m. in
Rm. B501, School of Hygiene and
Public Health.

There will be a Photo Club meeting
on Sun., March 7 in the L—V Room
at 10:30 p.m. There will be a slide
show, a general discussion of personal
work, and, as the major topic, the
Spring Fair booth. We need your help
so please attend..

Premedical students who will be
applying this year for entry into
medical school in 1977 are to meet
with Dr. Debuskey at 4:15 p.m.,
Wed., March 10 in Remsen 1 to
review procedures for letters of
recommendation, etc.
A second meeting will be held at

4 :15 p.m., Friday, March 12 in
Remsen 1 for those who could not
make the earlier meeting.

Pre-Law students who will be
applying to law schools in the fall,
and other interested prelaw students,
are to meet with Mr. Ronald Owens
and Dr. Dierman at 5:30 p.m. Thurs.,
March 11 in the Garrett Room to

discuss procedures and a proposed
prelaw society.

Population and Hunger is the topic

af a program sponsored by the
International Student Association on
Wed., March 10 at 8 p.m. in the

Garrett Room. The program includes

a short film, a lecture by Dr. Martin

McLaughlin, Senior Fellow of the

Overseas Development Council, and
discussion followed by an informal

reception.
Coming up at the Famous

Ballroom, 1717 N. Charles St., in the
Left Bank Jazz Society program,
March 7, the George Coleman Octet.
March 14, The Sunny Fortune
Quintet. March 21, The Dizzy
Gillepsie Quartet. March 28, The
Woody Herman Orchestra. Concerts
are on Sundays from 5 p.m. to 9 p.m.

The Alternative Press Information
Center is a community library located
at 2442 North Calvert St. The Centre
has available a wide selection • of
alternative, underground, and radical
newspapers and magazines for the use
of the reading public. Hours are 10
am. to 4 p.m. Tuesdays through
Saturdays, and Wednesday and
Thursday evenings from 7 to 10 p.m.

The Office of the Chaplain and the
M. Carey Thomas Women's Center
are presenting three films, "Paul
Tomkowicz: A Railway Switchman,"
"Bunker Hill," and "Where Mrs.
Whalley Lives." The films all deal
with the problems that many elderly
people must deal with. The films will
be shown Thurs., March 11 at 3 p.m.
in the L—V Room and at 8:45 in
Shaffer 3. Free admission.

AED presents Dr. David Knox,
newly appointed chairman of
admissions at the Johns Hopkins
School of Medicine, in the Garrett
Room, on Tuesday, March 9 at 8
p.m. Dr. Knox will discuss admissions
briefly and then answer any
questions. All undergraduates
interested in applying to Hopkins
Medical School are urged to attend.

Movies coming up at Bread and
Roses Coffee House: March
14—"Loneliness of the Long Distance
Runner" (England. 1962. 103
minutes. An 18 year old in reform
school deals with the system that
always has him losing.) March
28—"Greed."
Movies are shown on Sunday

nights at 8 p.m. and are free to the
public. Sponsored by Bread and
Roses and N.A.M.

One-acts: come see Becket's "Act
Without Words II" and "The Wax
Museum" performed by Goucher's
Theatre Workshop on Wed., March 10

at 7:30 p.m. at Goucher—Van Meter
200.

Stop Senate Bill One!
Demonstration on Friday, March 12,
noon. Federal Building, Hopkins
Plaza

The Hopkins Patristical and
Scholastical Society will read and
discuss St. Irenaeus' writings, The
Proof of the Gospels and Against the
Heretics at the meeting of Sunday,
March 7, in Conference Room A at 3
p.m. The selected readings may be
found on carrel 2093, B level of the
library. For more info call 366-8853.

A lecture series on the history of
the University will include the
following speakers:

March 11—Robert H. Roy, Dean
Emeritus of Engineering Sciences,
"The History of Engineering
Education at Johns Hopkins."
March 18—Thomas B. Turner,

Dean Emeritus of the medical
faculty, "The History of Medical
Education at Johns Hopkins."
March 25—Ernest L. Stebbins,

dean emeritus, School of Hygiene and
Public Health, "The History of the
Johns Hopkins School of Hygiene
and Public Health."

April 8—Ralph E. Gibson, director
meritus, Applied Physics Laboratory,
"The History of the Applied Physics
Laboratory of the Johns Hopkins
University."

April 15—Richard A. Mumma,
dean emeritus of the Evening College,

"The History of Evening Education
at Johns Hopkins."

April 22—Francis 0. Wilcox, dean
emeritus, School of Advanced
International Studies, "The History
of the Johns Hopkins School of
Advanced International
Studies—Education for International
Service."

All lectures will be presented from
5 to 6 p.m. in Shaffer 3.

Dr. Lawrence D. Egbert, M.D., of
Hopkins Medical School, will speak
on "Psychological Problems in
Surgery" on March 17 at 8 p.m. in
the Garrett Room.

There are jobs available! The

Financial Aid Office is pleased to
announce that many work
opportunities still remain for those

students who demonstrate "financial
need." This year, despite the lack of

Tportunity outside the University,
we have been able to offer more than
600 work experiences to needy.
Hopkins students. Funds still are

available to further increase the

number of jobs before the end of the

fiscal year (July 1). All students with

eligibility and those desiring to find
out about opportunities with the

College Work-Study Program are

encouraged to inquire immediately at

the Financial Aid Office in Garland

Hall. For those students already
employed, you may be able to
increase your hours to work per week
up to a maximum of 30 hours after

checking with the Financial Aid

,Office.
Summer employment is scheduled

to begin this year immediately
following exams. The Financial Aid
Office will write to all currently
eligible students concerning the

summer interview schedule which will

be held later this month.

On display in the main lobby of
the MSE Library are especially
constructed models of normal and
pre-cancerous human cells. These
models are on loan from the
Cytophathology Depart of the JHU
Medical Institutions. The display was
the idea of John K. Frost, M.D., and
was constructed by Mrs. sue Shutt of

the Cytopathology Dept.
The display, which will run

through March, will feature the
development of cancerous human
cells.

Anyone interested in being
interviewed for the vacant sophomore
Student Council Representative
position, should contact Scott
Burleson , at 243-4392 or Box 823.
Please contact by Sat., March 6
and leave phone number with written
message.

ELECTION TIME IS

All undergraduate students who wish to be candidates for the

offices of Student Council President, Vice President,

Secretary, or Treasurer must submit a petition of candidacy

by Friday, March 12, 1976. '

All petitions must include:

1. A statement of candidacy

2. The signatures and I.D. numbers of 100 undergraduates.

All petitions must be filed with Mrs. LaPointe (located at the

rear of the SAC Office) no later than 4:30 PM on March 12.

It is your responsibility to elect those who will best serve the

interests of the undergraduate student body. Please take note

of the following SC Spring election schedule.

If there are any questions, contact Pam Chevers in the SC

Office on Tuesday from 11 AM to 12 PM or Wednesday.

from 10 AM to 11 AM or by calling 467-3836.

UPON US ONCE AGAIN!

STUDENT COUNCIL ELECTION SCHEDULE

March 12 - Deadline for the submission of all petitions.

Petitions must be filed with Mrs. LaPointe by

4:30 PM;

March 14 - Student Council Candidate's Forum. This

event will take place outdoors in the Fresh-

man Quad or in the event of rain it the

Great Hall. The time of this event will

be publicized at a later date. Refreshments

will be served.

March 17,18,19 - Primary Elections will be held. The

Voting areas will be the Gilman Coffee Shop

from 10 AM to 4 PM and the MSE Library from

10 AM to 4 PM and from 7 PM to 12 AM.

March 23, 24, 25- Final Elections will be held. The

times and locations for voting will be the -

same as those for the Primary Elections.

April 12 - Deadline for the submission of all petitions

of candidacy for Class Offices. Petitions

must be filed by 4:30 PM.

April 14,15,16 - Primary Elections will be held.

The voting times and places will be the

same as those used in the SC elections.

In addition, a ballot box will be placed

in the Dorm Cafeteria between the hours

of 5 PM and 6:30 PM.

April 21,22,23 - Final Elections will be held. The

voting times and locations will be the

same.as.those for the Primary Electionl

L.  ..A
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Jackson leaves Wallace in dust, dreams of coalition
By MIKE DEAK

"You know, my son," Father
Francis X. Flannigan, rector of
St. Mary Immaculate Church in
Springfield said over
long-distance, "Massachusetts is
like a woman. Fickle, my son,
very fickle. One moment she can
be warm and alluring like a loving -
mistress and then the next, she
can be cold and frigid like the
Charles River in Jamiary. Stay
away from women, my son. You
know, they taught us that at
Holy Cross and things have never
been better."
Father Flannigan, an old

family friend, had no viable
answers to the questions raised
by Tuesday's Massachusetts
Primary. A cold northwest gale
blew both snow and Henry
"Scoop" Jackson on top of this
rather motley heap of candidates.
Mo Udall, the other great
Arizona sage, finished a blase
second overall and first among
the liberal hodgepodge.
Following close behind were the
two confederates, George C.
Wallace and Jimmy Carter, trying
to prove their style of cornpone
goes over big up north with them
damn Yankees. Fred Harris, the
Oklahoma oracle, was a weak
fifth with 8% of the vote but
managed to nose out Sargent
Shriver who garnered only 7% of
his "home state" ballots. After
Shriver, nobody cares that Birch
Bayh narrowly beat Ellen
McComiack or that Milton Shapp
pulled up lame and finished last.
But what was so amazing

about the primary was that
nearly two thirds of the votes
cast were for conservative
candidates. What? you query.
This reactionary bote in
Massachusetts, the only state to
go wild about McGovern back in
'72, the good old days? In the
words of Desi Arnaz, "Wha
happened?"
"You must realize, my son,"

Father Flannigan continued,
"times are tougher now than
they were then. You only had a
war back then, and that was sort
of a dead issue because Nix.on
was manipulating it to his own
ends. But now, we get real issues,
gut issues that get people right
where they live. Listen: you got
inflation, recession,
unemployment, detente, an
appointed president, abortion,
and most of all here in the Great
Bay State, busing."

Busin', as Wallace would have
it, caught Bean Town with its
pants down. Rigidly •segregated
neighborhoods were suddenly
obliged by the vagaries of the law
to change their way of racist
ethnocentric education. God
forbid such tragedy would befall
the bastion of liberalism, the
home of liberty and the
Kennedys. Bostonians proved
themselves to be fast learners of
the redneck way of protest.
Which is why George Wallace
chose to make Massachusetts his
first primary, trying to capitalize
an emotional local issue into a
mandate for national viability of
his candidacy. Political analysts

Bread and Roses:

This coffee house

is made for

you and me

Scoop
have a tendency to regard the
people with a sort of
contempuous condescension and
expect them to vote on the
flimsiest whims. The political
soothsayers expected Wallace to
sweep Massachusetts easily and
throw the whole Democratic
Party into a frenzied dither.

But Henry Jackson, sporting a
new campaign style reminiscent
of William Jennings Bryan and
Billy Graham, dashed Wallace's
dreams. Waving his arms wildly
and preachin in an evangelical
tone, he spoke of forming a
"Grand Democratic Coalition in
the tradition of Roosevelt,
Truman, Kennedy, and

Jackson
Johnson." True, Jackson was the
only candidate to attract sizable
support form all factions of the
party (as shown by a NBC news
poll) but talk of this kind has all
the smell of a man with delusions
of grandeur. At this stage of the
game, Jackson can only dream of
such a coalition for Democratc
have a habit of being splintered
before the convention and then
somehow all come together
afterwards for the final thrust.
Jackson is trying to buck nature
and it simply won't wash.

\ Big Mo

Mo Udall came out the big
winner in last Tuesday's primary.
He soundly trounced his closest

Who says that coffee houses
are luxury of the past? Say that
around here and a resident will
probably counter with "Stranger,
that just ain't so. Take a walk to
Bread and Roses, up on Thirty
First St., near Greenmount Ave."

Bread and Roses, Waverly's
own coffee house, opened last
November amidst battles with
zoning officials, men of the
commercial trade and the po-lice.
Operated by a volunteer force,
including much of the Sam's
Belly crew, the coffee house if
filled with sofas and easy chairs,
tables, and carpets. A library of
donated books is growing every
day, as more and more folks walk
through the open door.

There's cheap food available
too. Natural teas and coffees,
sandwiches and desserts. All
organic. On Sundays, the juke
box is turned off so that patrons

liberal opponent, Fred Harris,
and suddenly became the darling
of the McGovernites. "The smart
money's on Udall now," Father
Flannigan told me, "and I'm
donating all my winnings to Boys
Town."
Jimmy Carter's campaign tvas

wounded by his poor fourth
place showing. The effervescent
Georgian tried to brush it off by
explaining he really didn't
campaign that hard but his front
runner image certainly should
have carried him further than it
did. On Wednesday morning,
peanut reserves took a dive on
the Chicago Farm market. Unless
Carter does well in Tuesday's
Florida, his campaign is in
trouble and probably lost.
Now we come to the dregs of

the primary. Fred Harris has
started mumbling and is headed
for the poorhouse. Sargent
Shriver has proven the Kennedy
connection no longer cuts any
mustard, not even in
Massachusetts. He should, as
Johnny Carson said, "go back
parking polo-ponies." Birch
Bayh, whose campaign never had
emough money or organization,
has kindly withdrawn in favor of
the other liberals. Ellen
McCormack, the anti-abortionist,
will never receive the nomination
I can safely predict. As for
Milton Shapp, his big chance
comes to Florida where his
self-proclaimed campaign to
become the first Jewish president
can gain the impetus to push him
over the top.

can sing, play guitar and read the
papers. Sunday nights feature
movies, starting at 8 p.m. Like
that say at Bread and Roses,
don't show your money at the
door, 'cause it ain't necessary!
And across the Street, San's

Belly is doin' just fine a' year
after its opening. The co-op
offers more food these days, as
business has increased of late.
Physical renovations are also
underway to help accomodate an
increased stock.
Bread and Roses was

envisioned by its founders as a
community center, a place where
residents could socialize and
relax. So far, it's doing well.
Hours have been expanded and
now read: Tuesday and
Wednesday, 101 a.m.-6 p.m.,
Friday and Saturday, 10 a.m.-6.
p.m., 8 p.m.-midnight, Sunday,
11 a.m.-3 p.m.
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"MEL BROOKS' COMIC MASTERPIECE'

- Hollis Alpert, SATURDAY REVIEW
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Rock magazines
By J.D. CONSIDINE

Enter any record shop these
days, and as you approach the
cash register to put yourself into
vinyl hock, you will notice
several magazines. Generally they
will consist of Rolling Stone and
The National Lampoon, with
occasional cameos by
Creern,Crawdaddy, Downbeat,
Different Drummer, Guitar
Player, Hi Fidelity,
Grammophone, Melody Maker,
and the ever popular Schwan,'
Catalog.

Well, what good are they? To
find out, this courageous reporter
waded through pages upon pages
of tabloid, photo spreads, and ad
Copy. What did he find? Not a
hell of alot.

Just in the interest of space,
these remarks will be narrowed
down to Crawdaddy, Creem,
Downbeat and Rolling Stone;
essentially "rock" magazines. But
there's more than meets the .eye
in the term "rock" magazine.
Take for example, Creem.

Creem is "America's Only
Rock'n'Roll Magazine" (it says
so on the cover). Creem is also
the music world's News
American. A genuine junk format
complemented by layout which
appears to be the work of
four-year-olds, Crean has all the
taste and elegance of Kiss in
concert with the New York
Dolls.

Essentially, Creem is the sort
of magazine one expects to find
in every Junior High School rest
room. There are such features as
"Kiss Comix"; a gossip column
which makes Rhona Barrett seem

bearable; at least three stories per
issue on Elton John (one for, one
against, and the other switching
poles each month); and the
Obligatory pictorial on The
Tubes.

This is first rate trash, the kind
of stuff that would do the
National Enquirer proud. The
writers generally seem to be
smart enough. to know that it's
trash, but not quite bright
enough to rise above it. As far as
self-indulgence goes, this rag tops
even 'Vat-Lamp. The
Photography blows, and the
articles seem to have been hand
set by a man with Parkinson's
disease, but the overall reak of
this rag makes it somewhat
endearing. I mean, isn't this what
rock's all about?

Still, one can hardly respect a
magazine who's Reader's Poll has
the Stones as no. 1 R&B Group,
With Earth, Wind, and Fire third.
(The Stones in the same category
as EW&F? C'mon!) And how
about Jeff Beck's Blow by Blow
as the best Jazz album. Sure. And
Lester Maddox digs James
BrOwn.

Moving into the realm of the
basically sane, we have
Downbeat. Now Downbeat is a
peculiar case, because it is the
oldest of any of these rags, dating
back to the thirties.
Consequently, the older
readership has a tendency to
think of Dombeat as a rock
magazine, because of all the
coverage they give to such
rockers as Chick Corea, John
McLaughlin, Weather Report,
and Herbie Hancock. The

younger readers think this is a
really hip magazine, 'cause it's
into these cats, as well as some
dudes they've never heard of
(such as Cecil Taylor, Andrew
Hill, Pepper Adams, Lee Konitz,
etc.)
Get my drift? Downbeat is a

musicians' magazine which
non-musicians can read. The
interviews are often the best
around, because they never waste
time on shit like "What was your
first gig?" "What was it like?"...

Trouble is, there's only one
rock piece in it for every fifteen
or so jazz stories. And the record
reviews have a tendency to be
both snotty and trendy (a
current example is the feeling of,
IIif it's funky, it stinks."). But
the music info and workshop tips
are invaluable, if you can use
them.
Crawdaddy is the Newsweek

of this industry. It's slick, well
laid out, well written, and
generally attractive. Except for
one thing: It doesn't sell.
The features in the magazine

are generally topical and tasteful,
with some of the few intelligent
personality pieces Rock
Journalism has produced (like
their recent Paul Simon
interview). The record reviews
approach the status of art; a
recent bit on Little Feat and
Robert Palmer was just brilliant
writing. And • the jazz coverage
(an obvious attempt to gain class
by any rock magazine, hence an

excellent focal point for
evaluation) is remarkably
knowledgeable, although
fashionably avant-garde.

But it doesn't move. Its name,
for one thing, sends off very bad
feelings, awakening all of the
readers unconscious disdain for
bluegrass and hillbilly music.
Crawdaddy; it just sounds like
hicks with banjos. And once you
do get inside, there's the uneasy
feeling of reading a Billboard
publication. Everything is slick,
and slick generally means
"Record Company, PR Money.'
Crawdaddy is not bad; it is in the
unfortunate situation of being
too good for its genre.
And then there's Rolling

Stone. It's very difficult to write

here about Rolling Stone in a
derogatory fashion, because it's
kind of like supporting abortion
in an article for the Catholic
Review. But the mag has faults,
like all institutions.
How can anyone overlook the

good which Rolling Stone has
done? It gave us the Patty Hearst

story. It gave us the best San
Francisco rock journalism our
little pennies could buy. And it
kept Hunter Thompson off the
streets.

Still, there are problems.
Rolling Stone is trying very hard
to be rock's Village Voice , and
that can be hard; after all, even
the. Voice has trouble being the
Voice. But with Rolling Stone,
the problem is that they rely
heavily upon personalities, and
not all of those personalities
should be relied on.
Take Nat Hentoff, for

example. A man who's entire
existence seems to be devoted to
being hip, Hentoff has always

struck me as a sort of Ralph
Gleason without the business

sense. He knows alot of dudes,

but he seems like the kind of guy

they tolerate only because he'll

print their name.
Or then there was the time

they covered the Ginsberg-_
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Dylan-Baez tour, and printed
some poems Ginsberg read at
Kerouac's grave. Which would
have been pretty hip, unless you
read the poems. Allen 'Ginsberg
writing fourty-five cent poems
for an eighty-five cent magazine
is alot of things, but is it art?

But what do you expect?
Rolling Stone isn't much, but it's
almost all we've got. The record
reviews are good reading, and the
gossip column is interesting, so
why not? It may be a C+
magazine, but C is a passing
grade.

-My books constituted my
most serious problem: I had
arranged them on the etag?re,
and they were the only things
that gave me the impression this
room was mine; the office left
me plenty of free time and
would gladly have spent some
hours in my room, reading. But
books collect God knows how
much dust: I would choose one
(from the shelf, but then before

opening it, I had to rub it all over
with a rag, even along the tops of
the pages, and then I had to give
it a good banging: a cloud of dust
rose from it. Afterward I washed
my hands again and finally flung
'myself down onthe bed to read.
But as I leafed through the book,
it became hopeless, I could feel
that film of dust on my
fingertips, becoming thicker,
softer all the time, and it spoiled 

my pleasure in reading. I got up,
went back to the lbasin.; rinsed
my hands once more, but now
felt that my shirt was also dust.'
and my suit. I would hal
resumed reading but now Ili

hands were clean and I didn't ilk
to dirty them again."

from Smog
Italo Calvino
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Way down yonder

Mardi Gras done descended;

It was all just aksing for you
By D.H. WARREN

"The season of madness was
upon the city."-Wes Pardue

A good friend tells the story of
three shopkeepers who walk the
streets of New Orleans Mardi
Gras day dressed as the Fates,
Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos,
solemnly pronouncing death
soon for some of the
merrymakers and granting longer
life for others. The celebration of
Mardi Gras certainly embodies all
of the possibilities. It is a holiday
for behaving as though you will
never see tomorrow, and yet, you
are always looking forward to the
next year--especially when it is all
over.

Mardi Gras is a wild circus
turned open party, where it
becomes difficult to distinguish
the animals from the spectators.
The balls--pompous excuses for
adults to behave like reckless
teenagers--begin as early as the
sixth of January when the
Twelfth Night Revelers officially
open the season. Parades start
about two weeks before Fat
Tuesday, this year numbering
well over fifty. An average
member of any of these carnival
organizations, ( called krewes),
may spend anywhere from a few
hundred to several thousand
dollars for the privilege and thrill
of throwing trinkets to the
crowds, or perhaps being king or
queen for a day.
Mardi Gras day, the final shot

at excess before Lent, has always
been for me a surprisingly good
time. My expectations and
fantasies never quite materialize,
but I soon forget what I thought
I was after, and become sucked
up by the dual orgy of body and
mind--never quite sure which half
of me is enjoying it more.

So, when my slaved river of an
editor discovered that the
Princess and I were throwing
down our books and sloughing
off overdue papers to make the
long-heralded Mardi Gras, he
quickly turned my vacation into
a newspaper assignment.
In the course of our

negotiations, I discovered that
my jefelamigo had been under
certain illusions about my
lineage. I was born at the Johns
Hopkins Hospital and my parents
are from the Bronx. Having lived
in New Orleans for the last
thirteen years of my life, I feel a
great kinship with the South. But
there is no truth to the rumors
that I am a member of an
aristocratic family, a direct
descendant of some noble
Southernwriter. My father is not
even a colonel.

It would take native New
Orleanians--(pronounced,
Naw-1(e-nions)-to really show
the Princess the magic of Mardi
Gras.

trip is usually a weary and dull
experience, where one counts the
Waffle Houses and golden arches
down the endless highway.
Bathroom conditions tend to
vary with each state.

I never feel I am in the South
until I reach Alabama. True, the
Princess and I heard the most
amazing talk show in High Point,
North Carolina, where a young
boy with a thick accent tried to
convince a dull-witted emcee that
Charles Lindbergh died in the
electric chair; granted, that all of
the waitresses in the truck stops
have that remarkable ugliness
with the piled-up hair and dented
faces smiling when you place
your order; but the South is
more than hicks.
• Alabama, Mississippi and
Louisiana have a way of life
which is more than decadence-it
is hopeless bliss.

Like a scene from a Faulkner
novel, it was therefore
appropriate that in the foggy
dawn of Saturday we entered the
home state of George Corley
Wallace. The mist appeared
ominous but soon burnt away
under the bright southern sun
which the Princess marveled at,
speaking of high hopes to gain a
suntan. I warned her it would •
probably rain.

Getting closer and closer to
the Crescent City, the highway
spewed forth an onslaught of
Stuckey's. This is pecan country.
Pecan logs, pecan cakes, pecan
pies, pecan ice cream, pecan
dolls, pecan hats, pecan
plaques--all at a remarkably
ridiculous price. The radio
crackled with Mardi Gras mambo
from radio station WTIX, the
mightly Tix (six) Ninety from
New Orleans. Dr. John, The
Meters and Professor Longhair
told me I was coming home. The

Princess had already learned the
words to, "They All Aksed For
You."
A flat tire delayed us

momentarily, but the sunny
southern weather couldn't keep
us down, and we finally got
there--exhausted but alive, and
ready for the Mardi Gras.

Downtown with the mob
We decided to catch our first

parade, Endymion, with the
masses on Canal Street, the heart
of downtown New Orleans. In
the true spirit of the season, the
parade was far behind schedule.
This gave the Philosopher --(an
ancient hometown pal)--and I an
opportunity to give the Princess
her first taste of the French
Quarter, home of Bourbon Street
and legendary good times.

It was early and, although
crowded, only the hard core
derelicts were about, whooping it
up and guzzling wine. My mind
had yet to embrace the revelry
and was sickened by the rampant
raunch. The scum of humanity, I
told myself. Idle music cascaded
into the street from all
directions. I kicked the garbage
and wondered if I would get over
it. The Princess and the
Philosopher were laughing.

Later, in another section of
the business district we bumped
into the Ty, a Mardi Gras deity
of nudity and foolishness. He
blessed us with the traditional
embraces, especially for the
Princess, and soon made me
forget I had been so glum. The
Ty told u's of great madness to
come and predicted bright
sunshine for Mardi Gras day. I
still suspected rain, though.
The parade finally arrived and

the Princess learned some basic
facts about carnival. Especially in
the wilds of downtown, one

quickly understands the guerrilla
warfare of Mardi Gras: parades
have floats; floats have maskers;
maskers are throwing
beads, --("Pair of beads or string
of beads?" the Philosopher asks)
--trinkets and doubloons; the
crowd members will fight
brutally to catch, pick up, or
steal any of these relatively
worthless items, especially the
doubloons, which are aluminum
commemorative coins coming in
various colors. The law
downtown is that the intensity of
the fight you put up is the most
important thing of all. The clink
of a doubloon hitting the
pavement will send the crowd
into a frenzy.

I had almost forgotten that
this is the year of the
bicentennial, and was terribly
dismayed to realize that even
Mardi Gras would be infected.
The Krewe of Endymion
honored several of our chief
executives. I was heartened by
the loud booing from the mob as
a float bearing the head of Nixon
in a Chinese setting rolled by.
Our thumbs down, I reflected on
the pagan origins of this now
Catholic holiday and decided
ancient Rome never died.
The parade concluded with a

local citizen and I agreeing that
Jerry Ford had proved anybody
could be President, as we
watched several policemen
handcuff and drag away a rather
violent couple. The Princess
returned from the front of the
crowd, ladened with booty. She
gave me a necklace to wear and
the Philosopher gave his
doubloons to little children, most
of whom would sell them to
tourists.

Under the stars, far away from
downtown, we drank Dr. Pepper
in the Philosopher's patio, the
fountain gurgling in the
background. He told us of an
acquaintance of his who had
decided not to try to catch
anything this year at the parades,
but instead to simply watch. The
Philosopher explained to the
Princess, "New Orleans is Mardi
Gras at this time of the year." He
then dropped a doubloon on the
patio floor and the Princess and I
jerked ever so slightly at the
sound.

Music makes me wanna
A parade has certain

well-defined protocols and each
krewe basically ends up with the
following flexible formula:
motorcycles and horses escort
the parade; the floats are
preceded by cars or horses
bearing the officials of the krewe;
the first float usually carries the
king or queen; the floats are
interspersed with bands and
other marching groups; the police
are always there.
The captain is the most

important person in the
organization. He is ultimately
responsible for everything that
goes on. A good captain is a
director-choreographer-father all
rolled into one magnificent Mardi
Gras costume. The monarch of
the krewe -is literally a
figurehead.

Music is an important part of
New Orleans, home of jazz and
Dixieland. This is why I was very
excited that bright sunny
Sunday. The Krewe of Mid City
would be holding its annual
parade which always featured
"The Greatest Bands in Dixie."
The Philosopher passed on the
good advice of another friend
that we watch the parade near
the reviewing stand where all the
bands would play.
At the parade site, we met up

with our dear friend
Mademoiselle Pontalba, a
member of that famous New ,
Orleans family. The Princess and
Mademoiselle became friends at
once and ran off to explore the
crowds, leaving the Philosopher
and myself to begin a lengthy
discourse on whether one should
raise one hand or two when
yelling, "Throw me something,
Mister!" to the passing floats. We
concluded that true New
Orleanians always raised two
arms and yelled their loudest.
We were disappointed to learn

that due to the bicentennial this
year's Mid City parade would
have bands from all over the
United States. The show was
saved, however, by the.
hometown boys from Holy Cross'
High School who gave a rousing
performance beginning with
"Basin Street Blues," followed

Goin' down
, It is a good twenty hour drive
from the swamps of Baltimore to
the bayous of New Orleans. The see ZULU, page 7
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by a medley of "The Battle
Hymn of the Republic" and
"Dixie," concluding with "Hold
That Tiger," both of Holy Cross
and L.S.U. fame. The spirit of
the Mardi Gras was getting to me,
and I could have sworn I saw the
Princess shaking her rear to the
beat of the passing marching
bands.

After the parade, the sun still
shining through the blue sky, we
entertained the Princess by
asking her to spell the name of
that New Orlean; street which is
pronounced, C/Z-pi-too-/iis. Our
distinguished visitor was unable
to answer correctly. Can you?
Take ten seconds 
WRONG! The correct answer is,
"-Tchoupitoulas."

That night we went to see one
of the youngest, but definitely
one of the better, krewes in New
Orleans: Bacchus. Crowds for
this parade are always as thick as
Marid Gras day itself. The reason
is that the floats are bigger and
more animated than in any other
parade. This year, Bacchus
paraded through the New Orleans
Superdome where several
thousand people had paid to hear
music and become part of a
"Mardi Gras party."
Mademoiselle Pontalba

expressed concern that this might
lead to putting Mardi Gras
completely in the Dome,
destroying the greatest free show
on earth. The Philosopher and I
agreed. Yes, it could even happen
here. The thought had brought
me down, making me believe it
would rain on Tuesday, even
though Mademoiselle said her
astrologist had forecast perfect
weather.

Calm before the storm

Mademoiselle Pontalba had
told us, "There are two reasons
for Mardi Gras: greed and
tackiness." Her words echoed
through my mind that perfect
Monday, walking alone through
the French Quarter. Things were
more sedate, with the derelicts
and youths sleeping where they
could, the shops open for
business with the well-dressed
tourists, and the joints airing
themselves out, getting ready for
more nighttime madness.
Religious hustlers swarmed on
the Royal Street promenade. A
young girl pinned a carnation on
me in the name of Hare Krishna.

Over a fried oyster sandwich, I
reflected that most people ignore
the fact that the Quarter is
mainly a residential area. Unlike
the Block, the French Quarter is
a very beautiful place with
houses containing grillwork
balconies overlooking high-walled
courtyards. This is the original
city. Ah, New Orleans, I thought,
they call you the city that Care
forgot. You are such a wonderful
place, and yet so sad. Decadence
is your mistress and life is hearty.
But how long can it last? Nothing
is forever, I reminded myself.
Not even Mardi Gras, most likely.
That touch of melancholy had
come to me again.
That night we were privileged

to see the Proteus Parade from a
balcony on St. Charles Avenue, a

cemetery when he was a young
boy. Now he lived in Greenwhich
Village. He, too, shared my
fascination with man's most
unusual enterprise, the cemetery.
The symbolism behind the

statues used on graves interested
my friend a great deal. A
despondent figure carrying an
extinguished torch marked the
grave of the head of a household.
For a tomb mostly inhabited by
young children, there was a
weeping angel. Many graves had
the figure of a resting lamb. The
peace of the afterworld, I
ventured.

But the cries of the present
world made me remember a
promise I had made to myself to
go to the Quarter and see the
costume contest. The stranger
and I parted. What an odd and
wonderful thing to make a friend
in a cemetery.

I will not bother with the
details of how I managed to walk
some thirty blocks to my
destination. (I am not all that
sure myself.) But I did reach the
corner of Bourbon and Dumaine,
and there from several angles
observed some of the most
beautiful and interesting
costumes I have ever seen.
The annual costume contest is

sponsored by one of the gay bars
in the Quarter, and most of the
contestants are from that part of
the community. I am not about
to make any stupid
generalizations about gay people
and good times, but that end of
the Quarter always has the best
partying, and Mardi Gras day lays
the ground work for real
bacchanalia.

It starts off with little things
like guys in drag as nuns, lifting
their skirts to the eager crowds.
Many of the contestants are
accompanied by huge entourages,
the group creating a court
spectacle. These queens really go
in style, being carried around by
a score of slaves adorned with
huge peacock and ostrich
feathers, wearing little else. The
queens are truly stunning,
putting most of the real women

on the street to shame.
Contestants and their groups

come in from all sides of the
streets, making their way through
the thick, sweating crowds. The
most memorable entrance I
observed was that of a silver god
emerging from Bourbon Street.
On his loin cloth was a set of
magnificent stag horns, whin he
proudly caressed in front of all of
us, alternating with the eating of
grapes, the only thing not silver
about him.

Behind the stage, contestants
and admirers milled in the hot
afternoon sun. Debauchery was
at its finest. A couple proudly
made love. Stray hands would
grab you now and then. If you
were lucky, you would see who it
was and grab back.
Up a block, at the intersection

of two of the city's most famous
gay bars, a wild disco was in
progress in the street. Bourbon
Pub had its speakers on the
balcony. I bumped with the
partiers below. This was Mardi
Gras.
How I ended up on

Mademoiselle Pontalba's front
lawn complaining about a
headache, I'll never know.
Of course, there are a few

things I've left out. That night we
went back to the french Quarter
so Mademoiselle and the Princess
could get hundreds of Mardi Gras
kisses from the drunk strangers.
An old friend wanted to take the
Philosopher mnd I home, but I
declined explaining to him that
the Philosopher does not get into
that sort of thing, and I would be
back in the summer. There were
also the Jesus people telling us to
repent. To me, that was just
another costume. And, sure
enough, we had the reprise of
another flat tire on the way
home.
There is no easy way to talk

about Mardi Gras. It is the most
amazing experience in the United
States. And if Atropos does not
cut my thin thread of life short, I
promise to be back again next
year. Maybe on stage down on
Bourbon and Durnaine.

Quarter, Zulu, and bacchanalia in the streets
street which begins as skid row
downtown and goes to the other
end of the city, becoming the
scene for some of the most
exclusive residences in town. The
balcony party was something
very dear to me, for nothing
makes me happier than the sight
of New Orleanians eating
crawfish and talking while the
Allman Brothers play in the
background.
The Princess earned her key to

the city that night by starting a
party on a streetcar. It all began
when she asked the other riders
to sign her transfer. This opened

•

up friendly relations and the
passing of wine. As the streetcar
grew more crowded, the party
became much louder. The four of
us had to jump out the window
when we reached our stop. A
frustrated lover yelled to
Mademoiselle Pontalba to come
back, as the streetcar pulled
away.

It was only midnight, but
tomorrow would be a long day.
We would need all the sleep we
could get and then some.

Queens and dreams

Upon waking up that morning,
I felt a little smug because the
city was covered by an ugly grey
sky. Masochistically, I envisioned
drenching thunder storms. Why
not, I mused. It would be
something new for Mardi Gras.

Mademoiselle Pontalba had
arranged for us to base ourselves
at a luxurious St. Charles
residence. The Princess was
seeing everything first class.

I had promised myself that I
would go the Mardi Gras as
myself, (something I rarely do),
and follow whatever my instincts
told me to do. I knew I would be
running around alot, taking notes
of all there was to see. (I was
being a very conscientious
reporter.)

In the early hours of the
morning, it is fun just to walk
around and look at the costumes
people have put together for
carnival. Couples, especially, use
a great deal of imagination. I saw
soldiers, trees, and packs of
cigarettes, Marlboro and Virginia
Slims.) One couple featured the
helpless male tied up and being
dragged by his mate.
A very marvelous thing then

happened to me--I bumped into
Zulu. Up until recently the only
black carnival organization, Zulu
is considered a piece of magic in
some circles because it never
follows any parade route. For the
last twelve years I had never
found Zulu, and had no hope of
doing so. But there it was,

passing right in front of me, and
all of a sudden the sun started to
break through and I knew this
was going to be my best Mardi
Gras ever.

Zulu is a burlesque of the rest
of the parades. (But what is a
burlesque of the burlesque?) The
floats have no titles and the
doubloons bear no theme, but
instead honor an African animal.
Krewe members do themselves
up in blackface and dress in garb
which white America has decided
is the look of the African native.
But the best things Zulu has to

offer are the prized coconuts.

These are truly the treasures of
Mardi Gras because it is virtually
impossible to get one. They
meant more than any rare
doubloon could. I saw crowds
being taunted by those maskers
holding coconuts inches from
their outstretched hands. Maybe
I'll get a coconut in the next
.thirteen years.

Zulu's unplanned turn down
the avenue had backed up the
many marching clubs which
precede Rex, the king of carnival.
These groups consist of very
drunk members who carry paper
flowers to be given to females for
kisses along the way. Obviously,
there is some symbolism
involving deflowering here,
although, like everything else at
the Mardi Gras, it is bass
ackwards. This year there was
even a female walking
club--Stocking Strutters--
appropriately giving out garters
instead of flowers.

Jubilant from finding Zulu, I
continued to obey my impulses
and dragged Mademoiselle and
the Princess to explore a
cemetery I had passed. On the
way there, we met the Ty, on his
way to flash the mayor. He
sprayed my hair silver, turning
me into an old man, and vanished
in a puff of smoke. Was the early
morning drinking getting to me,
or was it just the Mardi Gras? It's
only begun, I thought.
The sounds of the approaching

parade sent Mademoiselle
Pontalba and the Princess
running back to the main
thoroughfare. I decided to
remain in the cemetery,
marveling at the fact that I had
seen Zulu which before I had

only heard about, and would

now hear Rex which I had always

seen. There amidst the graves and

the flowers I sat down and

wondered who I would be for zt

Lent.
I expected to spend that time ;

alone, but a stranger appeared

and before either of us knew it, c"

we were talking like old friends. .2

He told me he used to play in the z.
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Rally

We are encouraged to see that the Hopkins Community,
often maligned for its political apathy, has visibly reacted to
the honorary doctorate awarded to the Princess Ashraf
Pahlavi of Iran. Yesterday's rally, along with the petition and
personal letters to President Muller, has demonstrated that
both students and faculty consider the degree as an affront to
the integrity of Johns Hopkins University. The size of the
rally and the 1200 petition signatures should convince the
administration that this controversy will not subside quietly.
The intransigent refusal to drop the charges against the five

demonstrators, on the technical grounds that the case is out
of University hands, seems callous at best. Although the
prosecution is being conducted by the state's attorney, it's
hard to believe that the University could not effectively have
the charges dismissed.
We are disappointed that President Muller will not

publically address the expressed demands; however students
should take advantage of his previously scheduled conference
in the Dorm social lounge to show their concern.
Once again, we urge the administration to directly respond

to the protests by seeking to drop the charges as a symbolic
gesture acknowledging error.

letters to the editor
To the Editor:

Yesterday Hopkins' students
showed their dedication to
"democracy", by protesting
against the awarding of an
honorary degree to her Imperial
Highness Princess Ashraf Pahlave.
In my opinion that was perhaps
nothing but a grand showing of
our ignorance in believing the
prejudiced information
distributed by the Iranian
Students' Association.

There is nothing wrong with
questioning the University's
rationale/ for their action. Perhaps
her highness was not the best
choice. I believe that these, and
other questions pertaining to the
underlying circumstances remain
to be seen. The shocking fact
remains that the Hopkins
intelligensia were so naively
impressed by the lies, and
exremist views of the Iranian
Students' Association. The I.S.A.
is merely a group of frustrated,
infantile, and mentally unstable
marxists who do not have the
dignity, or the courage of voicing
their criticisms in their own land.
Such people as Mike

Hoffheimer attribute their
activities to the fact that the
granting of the degree was "an
insult to thP Iranian People". I
sincerely refuse to believe that
the Iranian People would desire
the representation of Mr.
Hoffheimer, and the members of
the I.S.A. Have any of the people
\ to associate the granting 01 tne

degree with "a disgrace to
Hopkins" stopped to think about
their own actions? I fail to see
the difference between that
''possible" disgrace, and the
"certain" ignomony brought
upon the university by the
support given to a revolutionary
group such as the Iranian
Students' Association.

Farid Gharagozloo

To the Editor:
I thoroughly enjoyed your

satirical representation of the
elitist attitude that pervades the
very tennis magazines of
venerable St. Elmo Hall.
Of course, the article on Delta

Phi wasn't the masterful satire it
came across to be, but it most
assuredly could have been. The
author asserts Delta Phi members
happen to be "a tad more
affluent and conservatice", but
apparently never asks himself
why Delta Phiers possess that
extra tad. The answer to that
question is obvious.
Not only was the author's

snobbery worthy of Delta Phi,
but his comments that follow
informs me of the present state
of American racism: "The band
(at fraternity Y) sounded as if
their last gig was at the Kit Kat
Klub on Pulaslcy Highway.. .
Walking into X (after talking to
an Arab friend outside; X attracts
all kinds). . . "

Faculty letter protests the degree
To the Editor:
We the undersigned members

of the Johns Hopkins faculty,
wish to protest and publicly
disassociate ourselves from the
awarding of an honorary degree to
Princess Ashraf Pahlavi, the sister
of the Shah of Iran. We would
like to explain our reasons.
The Shah of Iran is a ruthless

dictator with no respect
whatsoever for human rights or
civil liberties. The widespread use
of torture by the Iranian secret
police, both in Iran and abroad,
is a matter of international
scandal. Amnesty International
and the International Federation
of Human Rights report more
than 100,000 political prisoners
in Iran at the present time and
some 300 official executions in
the last three years, while Ivan
Morris, Chairman of the Board of
Amnesty International, has
stated that, "Iran has the worst
record of political repression in
the world." (New York Times,
February 29, 1976).

While it would be unfortunate
were we to visit the sins of all
brothers on their sisters, we note
in this case that the Shah's
immediate family constitutes the
core of the power structure in
Iran and that Princess Ashraf is

very active in State affairs. We
consider the award of an
honorary degree to her as an act
which directly condones the
widespread disregard for civil and
human rights in Iran. Statements
by the President and Provost of
the Johns Hopkins to the effect
that the award in no way
amounts to an endorsement of
the Shah's regime and that it is
"not the University's role to
judge" in these matters, are
entenable. The award of this
degree has the effect of using the
reputation and prestige of the
Johns Hopkins University to
legitimize and bolster a repressive
regime. It puts the University
firmly on the side of barbarism,
torture and repression and
against human rights and civil
liberties.

In our view, the only
honorable course for the
University in this situation is (1)
to provide a full explanation of
the circumstances surrounding
the award, (2) to drop the
charges against those who
protested at the ceremony, (3) to
rescind the degree, and (4) to use
its influence to secure the release
of the political prisoners in Iran
known to Amnesty International.

sincerely yours,

David Harvey
Charles Chamberlin
John Boland
Ric Pfeffer
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And Muller stands firm .
(The following is a statement

by Dr. Steven Muller in response

to the controversial degree given

to Princess A shraf of Iran)

The award of an honorary degree
to Princess Ashraf has greatly
increased awareness in the Johns
Hopkins community of the
internal policies of the,
government of Iran and has made
very plain the opposition to the
repressive policies of that
government. It must also be plain
that the recognition accorded to
Princess Ashraf was not a
political act and constitutes no
endorsement by the University of
the government of Iran or its
policies. Princess Ashraf was
recognized as the head of the
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Imperial Organization of Social

Services in Iran and the Reza

Pahlavi Medical Center in Tehran,
with whose College of Health

Sciences we are collaborating in

the training of health care

personnel to serve the rural
population of Iran. There are no
arrangements of any kind

whatsoever between Iran and the

Johns Hopkins University other
than cooperation in health
education, and no gifts or
donations from Iran have been
received or are expected by the
University. The case for
disorderly conduct against the
individuals arrested on February
22nd is being prosecuted by the
State's Attorney for Baltimore

and not by The Johns Hopkins
University.
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Bottles in general?

Memories uncorked
By SLUGGO MADISON

Just a dusty shelf of bottles?
No way!

I have reached the level in my
path to insanity where bottles
mean a great deal to me. They
are real, and steadfast in their
reality. When the recognized
landmarks and bellwethers of our
day crumble into obscurity, the
bottle will remain, refuge of all
peoples. The bottle is more than
just a magnificently contorted
piece of glass, it is history itself,
symbol of many a good man's
life.

But then bottles have always
been important to me. Bottled
memories burst from my brain,
shifting in mood from the black
to euphoric. I remember the milk
bottle that was hurled at my
Uncle Ernie's saddle brown
Volvo during a riot in East
Detroit back in '65. The bottle
b roke through the windshield
.and whizzed across my head,
leaving a gash which is now a
flashy Detroit scar. Some may
say the world is a ghet-to, but
me, well, I say the world is a
bottle.

A classic rememberance is the
small container of Romilar cough
medicine in the bathroom closet,
a bottle whose label is streaked
with the aged maroon syrup that
anyone in his right mind cringes
at. No, bottles aren't always fun
when you're not of age.
My first great bottle

experience came when I was
thirteen, while romping aloug the
shores of Lake Ontario. I was
kicking up some sand when I
found a boat in a bottle, carrying
a note which read: "They tried
to anchor me in Boston. Tried to
cram that damn piety from my
toes to my scalp. But I'm gone
forever, they ain't gonna find me.
An' I'm so happy I gotta let it
out. So I send this boat in a
bottle, with regards to all who
find it. You should always keep a
bottle by your side, a bottle to
go, a bottle to throw, 'cause a
bottle will keep you aglow!
Signed Cameron Quincy, Port
Jefferson, N.Y., October 13,
1912."

I took this sailor's advice and
watched my bottle memories
climb. Like the time I snitched

two bottles of champagne at
Aunt Connie's wedding, way
before my stomach had grown
up. Or the bottles of dollar apple
wine that we all passed around
while out on a cruise. And need I
mention the piles of beer bottles
that have been tossed in bars and
backyards, Buicics, and ballparks?

Still, the bottle's future is
bleak. Flip top cans (crush,

crunch, and zip, into the garbage)
have stolen the thunder. It seems
that antiquated Coke and
Seven-up bottles are found only
in tiny Midwestern and Southern
towns, locked up in soda
machines that demand just
fifteen cents. The age of the
bottle is clearly in danger.
Champions of the bottle like

myself are hard put to defend

our eccentricity. It's not easy to
pour out my feelings this way
without undue sentiment, but
the person who appreciates the
bottle today is so rare.And let us
remember that some beach was
deprived of countless grains of
sand so that you may marvel at
the bottle between your teeth.

I think the least we can do is
drink to it.

Just who says the Student Council hasn't worked together?
By MARC DUVOISIN

"WHO SAYS THE STUDENT
COUNCIL HASN'T WORKED
TOGETHER?" Appropriately
enough, the Student Council
members themselves did—which
makes it difficult to understand
why they responded at all to
their own criticism, much less
with the huge, bloated broadside
that appeared in this paper last
Tuesday.

It seems unbecoming of an
elected body that purports to
hold "the undergraduates best
interest" at heart to wave a list of
"accomplishments" in the faces
of its constituents like some
desperate job applicant
brandishing a portfolio, and
almost obscene for it to devote
$125, the cost of that full-page
self-congratulation, towards that
end.
But aside from the

transparency of this pre-election
time ploy, and this flagrant
misuse of the SC exchequer,
there is a more basic wrong—the
foistering of an outrageous
deceit. For whatever Tuesday's
turgid epistle may reveal about
the members of the Council as
politicians—the credit-hogging,
the crass, gloating mentality—it
reveals more about them as
people: they don't tell the truth!

It is hard to imagine nineteen
functioning adults consenting to
the publication of such a
compendium of wrongly
attributed achievements, but
since the missive bears the
signature of every active member
of the Council we must assume
the worst...and try out best to
expose some of the more blatant
falsehoods that comprise "our
performance for and on behalf of
the undergraduates."

Achievement number one:
"Secured additional
undergraduate housing
(Baltimorean)." Right off the
bat, we have a basic
discrepancy—the Baltimorean,
the Council might like to know,
will be used exclusively for
housing graduate students. But
what is the thrust of this claim,
apart from .its fundamental
inaccuracy? Has the Council
managed, through some miracle
of fund-rasing, to purchase an
entire apartment building? Or,
the more reasonable assumption,
is Mr. Lenardo trotting out his
personal warhorse—the Housing
Report—for one more go,
implying that its recommen-
dations were the impetus behind
the acquisition of the
Baltimorean'?
An interview yesterday with

Dean of Students Jakie Hall
disclosed that, as was reported
last Fall, the purchase of the
apartment house resulted from
the recommendation of an
administrative committee
charged with assessing the
campus' growth needs, and

determining how best to expand
the physical plant. Other prime
considerations were the
continuing growth of the
undergraduate student body, and
the decreasing availability of
housing in the Homewood area
due to code and zoning changes.
"While this University committee
was examining the campus and
its needs, the Baltimorean
became available, and it fit right
in," said Hall.
As for achievement number

five, "Ethics Board," it should be
noted that the Student Council's
ultimate role in the formation of
this panel consisted of counting
the votes from the student
referendum that approved it, last
September. The Council
originally had full responsibility
for the revision of the defunct
Honor Code, but it produced a
proposal so retributively severe
that control of the matter was
wrested from its grasp and given
to a new committee composed of
faculty and ex-Honor
Commission members, which
produced the Ethics Board as we
know it now.

WHO SAYS THE STUDENT COUNCIL
HASN'T WORKED TOGETHER?

Although the accomplishments of the Student Council have not

received much publicity this year, this has not hindered our

performance for and on behalf of the undergraduates.

1. Seared addrtional undergraduate housing (Bahnsorisaw)
2. Book Exchange
1 Food Coop

Foght to keep tuftton rse under S300
& EMU. Board
& 11.611 Sen.°,
7. Fall Weekend

MSE Symposium
9. Undergraduate hasone to audirnic dessta
10 Increased hours of Athlebc Center
11 Chuck Mangan. concert
12. Grad student sr &Watson'
13. Incressad intercasason offer as pa
14, Acadarnsc Reports
15. Premed recornmendotoons report
I& Rattructurad Audemoc Committee
17. Onentabon '75
It Computer-tied hcassang lottery
19. Student Act witiel Calendar

_ .

We are a daderse group of individuals and despite 
critscisn and

questioning. we will continue to work as a

united body in the undergraduates' bast 
interest

Achievement number four:
"Fight to keep tuition rise under
$300." What are we to make of
this? You don't glorify an effort
that failed miserably, as this one
did, so its own participants say,
due to a shortage of organization
and an excess of distrust.
Achievement number 14:

"Academic Reports." God knows
what lapse in judgment permitted
these people to try to take credit
for a project accomplished by
last year's Student Council,
which was comprised of entirely
different people.

Deception
Achievement number 13:

"Increased Intersession
offerings." Do my eyes deceive
me, or am I being told that
intersession offerings, negligible
as always, actually increased this
year? A trip to the Registrar
disclosed the truth: intersession
offerings, far from increasing,
actually plummeted to their
lowest level in the program's
five-year history.
Achievement number 33:

"Social Calendar." A real
clunker, for two reasons. First of
all, this calendar was instituted
by last year's Council, and
second, the duty of preparing it
is discharged not by the Council
but by the Dean of Students'
secretaries. That was pretty low,
you guys.
Elsewhere on the list, the

Council claims credit for projects
and activities undertaken by
various student groups, to wit:
the Flying Monkey Concert
Series, the Chuck Mangione
Concert, which was produced
jointly by Flying Monkey and
Recordmasters, Inc., the Martin
Luther King Lectureship, an
annual project of the Black

Student Union, to name a few.
Almost every activity undertaken
by students is here accounted as
an accomplishment of the
Student Council, in a vanity as
outrageous as if Dean George
Owen were to take personal
credit for every scholarly
publication produced by a
member of the Homewood
faculty.
The Council will likely rejoin

that since it "funds" all student
wtivities, it may take credit for
their productions. A note of
clarification is in order here. It is
one of the pleasant facts of life at
Homewood that our common
uncle, Vice President George
Benton, sees fit annually to
shower upwards of $80 thousand
on student activities, part of
which sum is comprised of the
$100 activities fee each
undergraduate pays upon
enrolling. This is themoney that
"funds" student activities and,
fortunately, the Council can't
even flatter itself that it
apportions these monies—that
job is done by the executive
committee of the Student
Activities Commission.

But the basic tragedy of the
Council's Tuesday communique
is that it misses the point. What
the Council's internal critics, and
a good part of the student body,
wanted was a sign that the
Council itself is functional. We
know that the student groups are
active; we were waiting for an
account of what the Student
Council—those nineteen people
who convene weekly to bandy
about the great topics of the
day—had to show for themselves
this year.
And, after the $125 expense,

we are waiting still.al:1PONNI01"), VIPISI DINT
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Office of Student Activities
TOUR PACKAGE INCLUDES:

Roundtrip Air Fare from BALTIMORE QUAD (in suites) $309
with kitchenette

PRICE PER PERSON:

Seven nights at the fabulous
HERITAGE BEACH HOTEL TRIPLE $31.9

Hotel Tax and Gratuities for DOUBLE $339
Bell - and Chamber - persons

MARCH 27--APRIL 3

CHILDREN (under 12) $.169
Welcome COCKTAIL PARTY (under 2) Free

Tennis Courts, Private Beach, (Does not include U.S. Departure Tax of $3)
Local Tour Guide, and more!!

FOR RESERVATIONS AND INFORMATION CONTACT:

Angela DeVito, Director of
Student Activities

(301)955-3363 or 653-9219

$50 deposit due by March 12

This trip is open to students, housestaff,
faculty, university and hospital staff and
their families.

Brought to you as a service of the
Nationat Student Tkavet Bukeau

JERIEMIERIMEIRIMEIMIEWURRIRJR

STUDENT HOUSING
LOTTERY

Assignment of vacant spaces for undergraduate students in University apartment housing will be done through a lottery with

the aid of a computer.

I. Information Packets and Lottery Cards are now available at:

Housing Office—Wolman Hall

Office of Off-campus Housing—VVolman Hall

Office of Residential Life—Alumni Memorial Residences

Dean of Students Office—Levering Hall

II. Wien submitting Lottery cards, they can only be turned in at:

The Housing Office, Vt.i3Iman Hall

Beginning Monday, March 8, 1976 and

Ending Noon, Friday, March 12, 1976.

Ill. Lottery Results will be posted in the Housing Office at Noon

Monday, March 15, 1976.

The Student Council's Housing Committee will hold two meetings in the Dormitory Social Sounge of the Alumni Memorial

Residences to answer cpestions about the Lottery:

7:30 p.m, Tuesday, March 2, 1976

7:30 p.m, Thursday, March 4, 1976.
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***************************************************

STUDENT COUNCIL
RIP-OFF BOOK SALE

BEGINNING MARCH 8th

11:00 AM 2:00 PM
IN GILMAN HALL, ON SECOND FLOOR ACROSS

FROM THE GERMAN DEPT.

HARDCOVER $1

)ir

***************************************************
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Excerpt from the journal:
By JOHN R. SRYGLEY

I reached the perimeter of
Paris at one a.m., with no hope
of finding a place to stay. My car
Amstraat and I spent the night in
a well-lit rest area, where I laid
on my back across the
none-too-large front seat, my feet
stuck out the open window.
Amstraat, I suppose, enjoyed the
rest.

I woke at seven, stretched
guardedly, found two
uncommonly painful cricks in
my neck and back, and drove on
into the traffic jam which had
sprung up in anticipation of my
arrival near the Charles de
Gaulle airporti. This unexpected
pleasure, the French
embouteillage, did nothing to
undo the knots the brain was
tying in my poor, strained
muscles, but I am still glad that I
had the chance to endure it, for
it gave me my first insight into
the at once delicate and
aggressive character of the
natives. Anything which I learned
about the Parisian character after
that morning only added tepid
browns and greens to the first
hot splashes of red and orange
with which I first, and correctly,
canvassed them. The beguiling
inhabitants of Paris have acquired
a lengthy list of cultural
attributes since the disappearance
of their hairy ancestors, the
Parisii tribe, from the Isle in the
center of the Seine; stuffy
mannerisms, an introspective
sophistication, and the Mona
Lisa, to name a few, but at heart,
and deep in his guts, the average
Parisian has a secret wish to be
Napolean IV, worldconquerer. I
suppose it was the unsuspected
eruption of the Maginot Line
which caused the psychological
trauma which, made today's
Parisian the confused
schizophrenic that he is. I will
never forget the hostile sarcastic
roar of the low lying Citroen,
never forget the maniacal laugh
of each bellicose driver as one
after another they strove for the
petite space which Amstraat and
I occupied so innocently, so
harmlessly. What severity! What
intimidation! First the barrage,
then the blitzkrieg, they lunged,
we dodged, Amstraat hid herself
between two cement trucks, but
never an end to the fierce
onslaught. Vaarrroom! And then,
just when I thought it was certain
destruction or over the guard-rail,
Amstraat showed me what a
Spartan she could be. Attack? We
dared, we ran the gauntlet in

defiance at close quarters;
immediately our harsh assailants
were thrown into confusion.
Amstraat had finally cleared her
throat, and I had come with new
and unforseen tactics, for once,
long ago, I had vied with the very
best in the toughest arena in the
world: New York, they will
always sing your praise...

Finally, Amstraat, I, and our
breathless pursuers came to the
great belt which circumscribes
Paris. A great sign figured the
choice I could not make: Paris
L'Ouest? Paris L'Est? Purely by
coincidence it was another grey
Volkswagen which forced us
from our indecision, and we
turned West, which, incidentally,
turned out to be the wrong way.
Kilometers later, Amstraat and I
entered the great confusion of
asphalt, cobblestones, and
croissants which is Paris. It was,
believe me, no cure for my latent
romanticism that we entered that
great .city somewhere between
Chaillot and Montmartre, in the
spiritual shadow- of the Sacre
Cour.
The casual American reader

who has never been to Paris
cannot understand the stress and
stamina which is required of
every Parisian driver without
stretching the imagination: Death
lurks in spots seen and unforseen.
Paris has the absolute minimum
of the necessary traffic signals,
and an amazing lack of careful,
thoughtful drivers. Amstraat and
I circumvented destruction only
by sheer luck, and never allowed
ourselves an easy moment until
we were parked in virtual asylum
beneath the Eiffel Tower.
How did it happen that we

managed to make our way across
Paris without even a map? I
remmembered a patent
expression which had long agc

SATURDAY, March 6, 8 PM
KUMSITZ

Fisher Lounge?
Admission $1.00
Guitarist

40b40"440040%01

Stimson Lounge
Admission $.75
Coffee and Doughnuts will be served

SUNDAY, March 7, 11AM
MOVIF/ "GENOCIDE"
Consciousness Raising I

Goucher College
Deli/Knish
Good Music

Goucher College •

Tour d'Eiffel and A's desires
been tucked away in the archives

of my mind? a who is it, what is

it, where is it expression which

became my key to the French

world:
"Pourriez-vous m'indiquer..."

I had already been to the top

of the Tour d'Eiffel many times

before in daydreams; I had even

been thrown off it by a man in a

gorilla suit in the nightmares of

my eight-year-old mind, though

at that time I did not hit the

ground because I had no idea

what the terrain below would be

like: when there are no visuals,

there are no dreams.
It was nine o'clock; the tower

would open at ten. I looked

forward to the elevator ascension
with a mixture of excitement and

the anticipation of
disappointment. Could it

possibly be as good as I had
dreamed it to be? I contented
myself with a leisurely stroll
around the trim park beneath,
where I found myself
exceptionally pleased with its
symmetries: every tree, every
bench, every side path had its
identical counterpart just
opposite. Is it so strange then
that for every step I took I
imagined another step of the
same distance, the same weight,
the same sound on the twin path,
a step placed perhaps by another
six-foot, bearded, blue- eyed
student of nineteen years like
me? The grass between us was a
soft green—surely I would have
enjoyed my early fall from the
tower if I had guessed it was into
so soft a bed. At the end of the

park, the far end from Eiffel's
four-sided, steel, symmetrical A,

I disappeared into a small store

and reappeared a moment later

with my breakfast of oranges,

milk, bread, and cheese—my

staple diet for then and ever

after. Was I surprised that on my
return I spied my ethereal
counterpart carrying the same?
Was I surprised that he reached

into his back pocket for no
apparent reason, as did I, and
produced a crumpled, sweaty
piece of paPer with aged and
faded ink—nothing less than the
hitherto inexpressible epistle to
A? At the same time I was beset
by a number of trifling but
disturbing questions. Why was
the Eiffel Tower ever built'? For
construction's sake? As a
monument to the flourishing
steel girder? Perhaps a new art

form? My counterpart and I
!danced quirldy, but definitively,

at the grey Tower which is

massive but contains no mass, an

expression in air of defied

dynamic stress, the steel lattice

nothing more than an artist's

pen-play against the sky. The

envious Nazis might have

destroyed it, but they could not

because it was greater than they:
They were forced to ignore it. If
only a Brecht, a Munster, or an

Openhausser had designed it—if

only it stood in symbolic grace,

phonetic character of grief, the

four-sided A—as a symbol of the

divine Arian race! But it did not,

and, as any visitor can see, for

himself, the Tower was never

moved to Munich. Freud, the

inimitable symbolist, must have

cast a wary eye on Eiffel's work

seeing it, perhaps, as the revealing

product of that same society

which gave us the French Kiss,

but, I ask you, do the ladies

blush at the sight of it? Only A
would be able to appreciate it on

that score, only A would fall

happily into the green bed below
in worship, only A would climb
joyously to its height, grip the

steel rail in either hand, and fling
herself, forever happy, to the

eternal and genuine supplication
which would obliterate her form
at its base. It would not take a
Freud to make A understand that
this esteemed model for a world
exhibition was a perfectly
formed metallic version of her

desires.
We, my astonished reflection

and I, bent our heads over the
poorly worked, unrhymed,
unmetered sheet which hald A's
undelivered consolation. An
epiphany it surely would be! The
bread and cheese went
unnoticed, the oranges spilled
like so many marbles upon the
ground. We wrote in furious
understanding until we had
worried the stubborn words into
their places. Who was it that
finished first? How can I ever
finish? A's door stands always
open, A's and a thousand other
A's doors will always be open in
every forgotten corner of the
world, the womb abused, the
nipple taut, lashmarks in every
eye. My counterpart moves
toward me across the lawn, he is
waving as though we were
friends. He wants to take my
picture! I want to move, to run,
but I am firmly rooted to the
spot. Hoping to create a
semblance of cairn, I break off a
piece of bread and peruse my
anguished work as though in
contemplation of another stanza.

Office of The Chaplain "THE SUNDAY EXPERIENCE"

"HUMAN RIGHTS IN IRAN"

with

ALL AZAD, Iranian Students Association

CHARLOTTE FLOUNDERS, Youth Against War and Fascism
SUSAN GILBERT, Youth Against War and Fascism

and
Two Other Speakers from the Iranian Students Association Who Wish to Remain

Anonymous Because of the Presence of the Iranian Secret Police in the United

States.

SUNDAY, MARCH 7, 11:00 A.M.

LISTENING-VIEWING ROOM LEVERING HALL
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Shah-nab-nab 

Official warns Americans that blood is thicker than oil
By MOHAMMED R. PAHLAVI
Shakespeare—next our own

Omar Khayyam, the greatest
poet, who ever lived— said it best:
"Uneasy lies the head that wears
the crown." We were busily
engaged testing the new F-14
fighter planes which the
Grumman aircraft people built at
our request for the greater glory
and well-being of the Iranian
people when we heard of the
barbarous behavior of the
demonstrators in Baltimore and
of the scurrilous attack on our
family's honor perpetrated by
them and echoed in a publication
which has become nothing more
than a propaganda mill for
subversives with an axe to grind

against us; the Johns Hopkins
News-Litter.
Some of our advisers have told

us that nothing would be gained
by descending into the gutter and
replying to the attacks of
minnows such as Messrs. Garland
and Smith. Others have urged us
to have Savak visit these ungodly
practitioners of lese-majeste, cut
off their right hands, and tear out
their tongues to give our pet
falcons a between-meal snack. As
usual, we have choscn a
magnanimous middle ground. In
order to prove our goodwill
towards the American people, we
have agreed to reply to the
charges lodged against us.
Besides, as blood 'is thicker than

AN EVENING WITH
PRESIDENT MULLER

COME BY FOR AN INFORMAL

DISCUSSION WITH PRESIDENT

MONDAY, MARCH 8, AT 8:00

IN DORM SOCIAL LOUNGE

SPONSORED BY OFFICE OF RESIDENTIAL LIFE

vet you're on,

oil, we are compelled to defend
the family honor against all
enemies, no matter how
insignificant and puerile.
Perhaps the sometimes

provincial and near-sighted
American people need to be
reminded of the value of our
continued friendship with them
and their head of state who, like
us, was not elected, but who has
the best interests of the people at
heart. Therefore we ask those
Americans who would spurn our
friendship: Where will you find
allies in our part of the world?
Among the Russian-backed
despots in Syria and Iraq?
Among the anarchist, terrorist
fedayeen infesting Lebanon and
Jordan, with whom it is
obviously impossiblef for any
civilized nation, Arab or
non-Arab, to negotiate?
Think of whose interests the

demonstrators in Baltimore serve
and of whether their interests are
identical to your own. While you
question our legitimacy to rule
Iran, why do you fail to examine
the means by which the present

CLASSIFIEDS

STUDENTS: part-and full-time
ticket orders. $2.30 hour plus raises.
Apply in person 10 a.m. or 4 p.m.
sharp. 517 Main St., Laurel.

we'll help you get off. $nantr6
Drug Counseling Center

3547 Chestnut Ave. (in Hampden) Phone: 235-1158

VVinaukee Island Camp

A Summer Camp for Boys
Center Harbor, New Hampshire

CAMP WINAU KEE is located in Lake Winnipesaukee in the

heart of the White Mountains of New Hampshire. The camp is

divided into two separate entities, the mainland camp for boys

6 to 12, the island camp for boys 12 to 16. The mainland

camp for 200 boys and staff of 55 men and the island 100

boys and 25 men. The camp is privately owned and directed

and both campers and counselors come for a full eight weeks.

REQUIREMENTS: Counselors must be over 20 yesars old,

have an ability to work effectively with children and wish to

participate in educational setting of the highest standards.

For personal interviews on Friday, March 5, contact the

Placement Office.

governments of Iraq and Syria
came to power? In your blind
prejudice against regimes on the
right of the political spectrum,
why do you fail to question
whether the leftist regimes in the
Middle East have ever held free
elections? When did the Russian
puppet states who back
subversives in Iran ever hesitate
to take violent andI arbitrary steps
to protect the security of their
own exercise of power over the
people?
And so, hypocrites

Americains, rues semblables, mes
freres, the next time you want to
buy caviar, don't come to
Iran—get it from the
Russians—I'm sure the Hopkins
demonstrators could act as
middlemen for you. Similarly,
when you desire petroleum
products to heat your homes and
to run your automobiles—you
have our permission to try to
procure it from the Syrians!
Unload your military hardware
and your technicians and your
academicians and your
insincerely-awarded honorary
degrees and your burden of guilt
on your enemies, if you do not
know how to treat your friends.
We assure the University

administration that Iran will
immediately cease to participate
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.The Shah
in any affiliation with them if
they should ever feel that it is
beneath their dignity to associate
with us, the Empire which is the
source of all the dignity and
honor remaining in this unhappy
world. In short, you will not have
the Shah to kick around
anymore!
We sit upon a peacock throne

which has outlasted Greece,
Rome, the Byzantines, the Arabs,
the Ottomans, the British, the
Germans—and we will outlast the
Russians and Americans as well.
Iran is eternal. We will bury you,
if you do not desire to live in
peace and co-operation with us.
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Hit a homer 

Jay baseball starts swinging March 22 against Morgan
By STEVE HAAS

Optimism is the predominant
mood when discussing Hopkins
baseb all fortunes this spring.
Literally exuding confidence,
head coach Dennis Cox sees no
reason why, with a much
improved pitching staff and
many returning starters, the Blue
Jays can't experience
considerable improvement over
last year's sub-.500, 7-11 finish.
The main reason for these high

hopes lies in Cox's faith in his
pitchers. "Our pitchers have
more ability and depth this year
than in any previous year which
I've been coaching at Hopkins,"
he proudly notes.

Billy Jones, who compiled a
3-3 record last spring, returns as
the ace of the staff. His earned-
run average was below three runs
per game and, according to Cox,
"His record doesn't reflect his
ability. We made a lot oferrors in
crucial situations while he was in
there." A fine hitter as well, the
righthander contributed a .286
batting average to last year's
cause.
Returning hurlers behind

Jones are Ed Chory and Jason
Sussman. Entering his fourth
season as a Blue Jay
diamondman, Chory has good
control and is expected to
provide steady if not spectacular
outings. Sussman will be used
primarily in spot starting and
long relief roles.

Three newcomers are expected
to round out the staff. "Chuck
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Unerravel Charters

Stuff Envelopes
$25.00 PER HUNDRED
Immediate Earnings

Send $1.00 To:
Envelopes Dept. 612A
102 Charles Street
Boston, Mass. 02114

Lachenbruch is a transfer student
from the University of Santa
Barbara (Calif.) and he has a live
arm. Mark Hetherington," Cox
continued, "has never played
here before, but he has impressed
me with his throwing. And
Steffan Burns, a frewhman,
pitched in highschool and has
excellent control and good
stuff."
Blue Jay moundsmen have

been tutored occasionally by
Oriole pitching coach George
Bamberger and ace Jim Palmer
and, if the Hopkins hurlers can
even approach the level of their
tutors, then the Jays will
certainly be an MAC power to be
reckoned with. For besides
pitching, the rest of the line-up
appears fairly solid.
Three of four infielders return.

Ordinarily, this prospect would
seem to be cause for celebration,
but this is dampened somewhat
when their tendency to err
returns with them.
Cox recalled, "Defensively, we

did not field the ball well. We
made too many errors in crucial
situations. No one person was
committing them though, but we
are stressing fielding in practice
now to change it."

Emphasizing the hitting and
running prowess of his inner
defense, the Hopkins skipper
reports that starting assignments
are still tentative, pending final
cuts some time next week.

Starting at catcher for the
fourth consecutive year, Jim

Duffy seeks to rebound from an
off- season and return to his .330
hitting form of two seasons past.
Cox rates him as an "excellent
defensive catcher. He has a nice
arm and is big and strong."
John Jerabeck, described as

"an excellent hitter for our
league," was switched from
designated hitter to first base this
season.

Second baseman Lou Podrazik
batted .318 in 1975 and is a
fourth-year regular. He possesses
exceptional speed.

Also a proclaimed basepath
terror, shortstop Tom Pedroni
should provide some stability. He
batted .279 in the preceding
campaign and Cox notes, "He has

a good arm and good reactions."
Dave Emala batted .367 and

knocked in 12 runs as the
All-MAC centerfielder last spring
but this year he's been shifted to
third base "to strengthen our
infield. He played third last
summer and has a lot of
confidence and savvy," Cox
explains.
The outfield situation remains

uncertain depending on the
recuperation of versatile junior
Bobby Babb whose assets include
a having a strong arm and
outstanding speed.Expected to
fill the outfield slots are
returnees Larry Santoro, Dave
Lewing, and Roy Novick.
The 1976 edition of the

Hopkins baseball team began
working out in the first week of
February. Their first regular
game is scheduled for March 22
at Morgan State University.

Coach Cox summed up the
determining factor for a
successful season by observing,
"Our defense is going to be the
key this season. We can't
continue to make errors in
crucial parts of the game."
Cox promises an exciting

brand of baseball this year.
"We're going to do everything.
We like to run and we're going to
tun a lot. We averaged almost
three steals a game last year and
have five guys who can run well
in this league," he stated.

1976 Hopkins
Varsity Lacrosse Schedule

*****************************

Sat., March 20
Tues., March 23
Sat., March 27
Tues., March 30
Sat., April 3
Sat., April 10
Sat., April 17
Fri., April 23
Sat., May 1
Sat., May 8
Sat., May 15
Sat., May 29
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AND BLUEGRASS Records & Tapes
827 N. Charles St.—Near Read-752-7150
711 W. 40th St.—The ROTUNDA-366-1250
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12-1 SUNDAY

Yale
Denison
Towson State
Washington Coll.
Princeton
Virginia
Cornell
Brown (at Hofstra)
Army
Navy
Maryland
NCAA Finals

Horne
Home
Home
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Away
Home
Away
Home
Home
Home
at Brown

2:00
3:00 .*
2:00 .4(
3:00
2:00 4(
11:45 a.m.
2:00
7:00
2:00
2:00
2:00
2:00
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Built 1775

Presents
The Lotus Band
Monday Nights
No Cover—No Minimum
1626 Thames Street
276-9924

Drive South to the foot of Broadway and turn
right at the Waterfront.
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There are jobs to be had

'Though not very many

So come along soon

Or don't expect to get any!

EMPLOYMENT INTERVIEWS AT THE PLACEMENT BUREAU

The following organizations will be interviewing students at the Placement Bureau, Room

135, Garland Hall, during the coming weeks. Students nearing graduation who will be

seeking full-time, permanent employment are encouraged to come to the Placement
Bureau to schedule interviews and to obtain information about employment.

Monday, March 8

Maryland National Bank

ACTION
Tuesday, March 9

ACTION

Wednesday, March 10

Bureau of the Census

Monday, March 15
Army Corps of Engineers

Wednesday, March 17
Upjohn C

Thursday, March 18
Walter Reed Army Medical Center
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By STEPHEN LEVIN
For a university with such a

reknown medical institution
bearing its name, it's a shame
that they can't accelerate work
on a cure for athletically induced
knee injuries, if only for the sake
of the survival and success of the
lacrosse team!

It seems like a bad habit I'm
developing around the start of
each lacrosse season, of writing
about a key member of the
squad, upon whom the Jays
fortunes are depending, being
felled by a serious knee injury.

Entering last season, one of
the question marks in Hopkins
plans to repeat as national
champions was the defense. The
Jays had lost two All-American
defensemen; Mike Siegert and
Bob Barbera to graduation,
leaving Dennis Gagomiros as the

key returnee.
Then, just prior to the season

opener with Virginia, Gaga
wrecked a knee, rendering him
useless until the post-season All
Star game.

Entering this season, head
coach Henry Ciccarone cited two
main areas of weakness in the
Blue Jay ten. The most

important was lack of depth at
midfield.
So, following the script

perfectly, Don Aimmerman
Hopkins' highest scoring middie,
in practice last week, tore
cartilage in his knee. It is
currently in a cast to immobilize
it and next week the cast will be
removed and the verdict will be
rendered.
The question is not to cut or

not to cut, but rather, to cut:
now or later?
Such an injury definitely

requires an operation but the
possibility exists that via medical
wonders such as cortisone and
tape, Zimm may be able to play
out the season.
If playing under such

conditions is impossible, then the
operation will be immediate thus
allowing him to play at the end
of the season.

All of this appears even more
unfortunate when viewed in the
light of what the St. Paul's school
graduate had overcome.

After transferring to Hopkins,
Zimmerman had to have knee
surgery on the same knee prior to
last season for removal of
cartilage. He had obviously, by

his play last year, completely
recovered from that injury, only
to be struck again this year.

This further complicates an
already unsettled situation in the
midfield.

Lack of depth is a problem
which can be overcome against
some teams the Jays play because
of sheer talent. However, against
equally talent-rich opponents like
Maryland and Cornell, that sore
spot could be fatal.
Three freshmen have been

attempting to prevent that and
looking mighty good in the
process.
Bob Teasdall, Steve Wey and

Dave Huntley have come along
surprisingly well in such a short
time. Of the three, the biggest
surprise has probably been
Huntley. Not because of any lack
of talent, but rather 14ecause of
the difficult transition which the
Canadian had to make from box
lacrosse to field lacrosse. The
owner of a wicked shot, Huntley
has adapted quickly to the
nuances of the field version.
There are some other new

faces on the Homewood lacrosse
scene this spring.
No one figures to break the

*IC

starting attack trio of Franz
Wittelsberger, Mike O'Neill and
Richie Hirsch --three
All-Americans, but the Blue Jays
reserve depth is enviable.

Returning from last year are
sophomores Joe Devlin and
Doober Aburn. Aburn is
temporarily sidelined with a
broken bone hi his foot but the
cast comes off that on
Wednesday. Chic highlighted
Devlin's improvement and also
the contributions of two
freshman; Phil Federico and
Frank Cutrone.
The fine play of Federico is

hardly surprising. A widely
recruited high school
All-American from St. Paul's,
Federico is big and strong and
should take Witt's place next
season. But the fine play of
Cutrone, a Uniondale,L.I. native,
has been a pleasant surprise.
Defensively, returnees Jim

Moorhead, Mike Conn% and
Chad Marrison lead the wAy but
another freshman has come on
extremely well, even to the point
where he has a shot at cracking

the starting line-up. Mi Sheedy
of Deerfield Academy is the
up-an-coming defenseman.
That brings us to two areas of

specialty: goalies and face-offs.
Kevin Mahon, second team

All-American, gives the Jays solid
goaltending in the nets and play
outside the crease par excellent.
The key question was his backup.
Without last year's reserve Mike
Godack who didn't return to
school, the spot was open. And
it's been well filled.
Sophomore Jay Trainor from

Annapolis is a flexible
goalkeeper; one who is good in
the nets but yet can release the
ball to his middies and
occasionally clear it himself,
qualities which the Jays missed in
Godack last year.

That brings me to end where
the game begins: face-offs. If
junior Bob Maimone can return
to the outstanding form he
showed at the end of his
freshman season then Hopkins
very well may have the best face-
off man in the nation, not a bad
way to start a game!

Roll 'em Jays!

Hopkins to scrimmage Quakers this Saturday afternoon
Senior All-Americans Dale

Kohler and Jim Moorhead have
been chosen as co-captains of this
year's Blue Jay lacrosse team.
This marks a reversion back to
the old Hopkins tradition of
selecting senior players as
captains whenever possible. Last
year, due to the paucity of
available senior players, Kohler
and Kevin Mahon were picked
but this year Mahon (only a
junior) passed the opportunity
on to the upperclassmen.

Both local products, Kohler
played his high school ball at
Calvert Hall; Moorhead at
Towson. "Head" then started his
collegiate career at the University
of Virginia, transferring to
Hopkins after one semester.

Kohler was selected to the first
All-American team's midfield
while Moorhead was named to
the second team's defense.
"The main role that we expect

the captains to play is one of

communication," according to

head coach Henry .Ciccarone.
"They should act as a go-between
amongst the players and the
coaches. We expect them to be
responsible for team attitude and

morale and nofify the coaches bf

any problems that might pop up.

After all it's easy for guys,
especially those who aren't
playing, to start bitching and
that's where the captains play a
key role."
"They did a great job last

year," Chic continued, "and we
expect the same. It goes beyond
just leadership on the field but
this extends to all situations, off
the field as well."
"I try to lead by example,"

explained Moorhead. "I try to
use the experience I have from
playing on the varsity in the past

to help out some of the younger

player. By hustling myself,

hopefully that will encourage the

others to do the same."

After haveing gained a year of
on-the-job training, Kohler

noted, "I think we all learned
something from last year.
Personally, "I was only a junior
last season and a little reserved
about offering constructive
criticisms to others. This year,
being a senior and having gained
experience, I'm more confident
of being able to advise others.
Overall I'd say we're a lot
hungrier this year and really

looking forward to the season."

Lacrosse

tomorrow
The unveiling of the 1976

Hopkins lacrosse team will take

place tomorrow when the Blue

Jays meet the Quakers of the

University of Pennsylvania at

Penn's Franklin Field at 1:30.

Though the contest is only a

pre-season scrimmage it will be

an opportunity to get an early

look at the Hopkins line-up.

Hopkins head coach Henry
Ciccarone was very cautious in

commenting. on the Jays first
intercollegiate meeting of the
season.
"We're gonna make mistakes,"

Chic admitted, "and the main
thing that we want to get out of
this is the correction of those
mistakes. Penn's been out a
month longer than we have and
that will certainly give them a
definite advantage. They have an
excellent team, having finished
sixth in the nation last year,
qualifying for the playoffs."
The Quakers lost in the first

round to eventual finalist Navy,
andthe Red and Blue return most
of the players from last year's
squad.
"We only beat them 13-11 last

year (also in the Jays' opening
scrimmage) so we know they'll
be tough. They have a very
physical defense and last year
they kicked the hell out of us."
But the Homewood mentor

noted, "Our guys are eager to .
play a different team."

Three injuries of note plague
the Blue Jays entering the Penn
scrimmage. Midfielder Don
Zimmerman—torn knee cartilage,
at tackman Doober
Aburn—broken foot, and Richie
Hirsch—pulled muscle; are among
the walking wounded with Hirsch
the only one will probably see
action.

Following Saturday's contest,
Hopkins will host three
scrimmages prior to the regular
season opnener. On Tuesday,
March 9, the Tar Heels from
North Carolina will battle the
Jays at 4:00. Saturday, March
13, matches Hopkins with the
Maryland Lacrosse Club at 1:00
and the final test will come on
Wednesday, March 17, when
small college power, the Hobart
Statemen, meet the Blue Jays at
4:00 p.m. All will be held on the
socce. field behind the Athletic
Center.
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Alice in Homewoodland: what to do?

By DAVE MENDELSOHN
Presently, she found a long stretch of

moss where the underbrush ended
abruptly. She took her shoes off and
walked on, marveling at the feel of the
cushion below her tiring feet. She walked
in much more comfort now and it was
not long before she saw a break in the
trees—Another trail. She put her shoes
on and went up to the edge, where she
saw two men laying railroad track down
the center of the footway.
"Pardon me," she excused herself,

"but could either of you tell me which
trail I've stumbled onto?"

"Ah'll handle this 'tin," the big worker
tole the other man. He turned to face her
and Alice found herself confronted by a
corpulent walrus. "Well, I think this
'un'll be psychology, now. Why?"
"I just wanted to know. I seem to be

lost."
"Lost in Homewoodland? Tch. Tch."
Alice's attention was diverted by the

track. "What are you doing?"
"Why, I'm layin' track. Ain't that

plain enough?"
"Yes. Yes, it is. Buy why?"
"The Queen wants ta speed up the

folks on the paths."
"But you'll need trains and engineers.

What for?"
"We'll need trains," he corrected her,

ignoring the pertinent question.

"No engineers?"
"Nope. You don't need no engineer if

the track don't have no switchpoints,
now do ya?"
"Well, yes, I should think you would.

What if..."
"Bah!" the Walrus snorted. He turned

to the track and told the man how to do
the work. "Bullshit."

Alice decided that it was an opportune
time to resume her journey and so
quietly slipped back through the
underbrush.
As dusk was settling, Alice was still in

the thick of the forest. Fear was
grappling up her backbone, making dull
thuds as it climbed up each disc. Her
eyes shifted nervously in anticipation of
odd creatures. "Oh dear. I hope I find a
footpath before dark," she said to the
forest.
"Which path would that be?" a voice

called out.
"Huh? Pardon me?" Alice looked

about, saw nothing.
"Up here," the voice explained.
Alice looked up to_find a plump pink

cat lying lazily on the branches, of the
evergreen above. "Oh, hello."
"Hello," said the cat, and stared

silently.
Alice regarded him more closely. He

was not really so much like a cat as a
silly quffed representation of one. He
had lavender stripes across the length of
his back and a toothy grin that showed
three times as much sparkling human
dentition than a cat's mouth has any
right to do. "Who are you?"
"That is the caterpillar's question,

buffoon. Anyway, I am the Cheshire

Cat."
"Well, Cheshire hiss," she boldly

endeared him, "could you tell me which
way one ought to walk to reach a path?"
"That would surely depend on where

one wishes to be going."
"But I'm afraid I'm not quite certain

yet where I want to be."
"Want it or not, you are quite

certainly where you are."
,`But I hope to get somewhere.

Perhaps you could help me decide," she
prompted.
"I don't think I could do that. You

see, I wouldn't care."
"I can understand that, but I do care."
"Well," grinned the Cat, "what would

you like to be doing for the rest of your
life?"

"1...well I'm afraid I just don't know.-
"Then take any path or paths you

please. It makes no difference."
Alice noticed at this point that the

stripes of the Cat were unwinding. She
stared in wonder as the lavender stripes
vanished silently. "It makes no
difference?"
"No," said the Cat who was now just a

fading head.
"But why not?" she gulped.
"Because you won't get a job when

you get out of here anyway, the smiling
teeth answered. This was all that was left
of the Cheshire Cat, and it too dissipated
into a soft glow, faded into the night.
"Oh dear," Alice whispered. She

decided to stay in the forest until
morning, for it was now too dark to find
one's way in the woods. With a pad of
moss for a pillow, she soon fell into a
deep, dreamless sleep.
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