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Strugg

Citizens to Preserve Overton
Park, a group which is fighting to
prevent expressway construction
through the city’s largest park,
received the 1970 Connie Award,
presented by the Society of
American Travel Writers for
outstanding efforts in preserving
our environmental heritage. In an
acceptance speech Monday night,
Nov. 9, Dr. Arlo Smith, chairman
of the Overton Park group,
discussed recent developments in

VEALHB

The earlier expectations that the
’69-"70 Lynx would be available in
October or November have been
crushed with the discovery of 155
missing pages.

On Nov. 5 the Publications
Board announced that 155 pages
were missing. Since the yearbook
covers were designed for 313 pages,
it would be impossible to complete
the book without replacing the
covers with smaller versions.

The Lynx editor, Tommy Wolff,
who was responsible for the
situation, failed to send the copy to
the printing company during the

“You’re under arrest . ..”

“What . ..”

‘““For possession of illegal
drugs...”

If you have long hair, wear
strange clothes, or just look like
you did not vote for Bill Brock, this
could happen to you. And it does
not have to be your dope; one of
the most repressive methods used
by the police is “planting.”

Planting is the placing of
narcotics in the possession of a
citizen by the police. It is used on
people suspected of dealing in
narcotics, those working in
politics—especially radical
politics—or just anybody who
angers a policeman. This method
has been used several times in this
area, including on Southwestern
students involved in political

the legal battle to stop
construction.
Dr. Smith stated that the

Citizens have not yet had a
full-scale court hearing. “We have
been denied the rights of subpoena,
to take depositions, and to call
witnesses in a full-scale hearing.”

At present, the suit filed by the
Citizens against the State of
Tennessee and Secretary of
Transportation John Volpe is
pending before the Supreme Court.
The Court has granted a temporary
stay of construction until a decision
on hearing the case has been
reached.

If the Supreme Court refuses to
hear the suit, the case may be
remanded to the Sixth District
Court of Appeals, which recently
ruled in favor of building the
expressway through the park.

Smith commented that the
decision by the Memphis City
Council to build -the expressway
through the park was made after
the Federal Highway
Administration called a special
closed meeting with the Council to
discuss the expressway, in which
the Council overturned a former
unanimous decision to re-route the
expressway.

He also stated that certain
affidavits presented in court by the
Federal Bureau of Roads were

summer after he stated that he
would; he again failed to send it at
a later date in the fall. He admitted
his error, and finally sent the latest
shipment of copy to the printer,
Delmar Publishing Co., on Oct. 20.
Nancy Lenox, *71 co-editor, called
the company to see when the books
would be finished. Delmar reported
that 155 pages were still missing.
When Wolff was contacted, he
disavowed any knowledge of the
missing copy.

When a printing company
receives copy, it immediately
returns to the sender a receipt for

groups.

Unfortunately, the police do not
have to knock if they have a
warrant for drugs or ‘‘comn
whiskey,” but they must have a
warrant. This can be a John or Jane
Doe warrant and can include any
vehicles on the premises. The
warrant must also state just what
they are looking for; anything else
they find is not admissable as
evidence in court.

If the police do knock or come
into your room or house, ask to see
the warrant and call a witness to
observe the search. Do not let them
thrust anything into your
hands—once they have your
fingerprints on an object, you're
incriminated.

If you are arrested, you should
give the officer your name, date of
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undocumented and disputed by the
Federal Highway Administrator and
that other information presented
by the Bureau may be discredited
for containing incorrect and
misleading information.

If the Supreme Court agrees to
hear the case to halt the
expressway, the stay on
construction will continue until a
decision is reached. If the Court
does not hear the case or remand it
to lower court, all legal options will
have been exhausted.

Construction could begin
immediately should the temporary
stay be rescinded. Concerned
citizens are currently taking steps
to prevent this occurrence.

MO

all the copy shipped. Wolff should
have noticed the absence of the
pages from the receipt. The copy
could have been lost in the mail.

The Lynx has already paid
$4,000 to Delmar and under their
contract still owes the company
$10,000 more—to be paid after the
books are delivered.

Hershel Lipow and Brad Green
have now agreed to take over the
copy and publish it; however, they
need pictures which are not
forthcoming. Whether or not the
pictures can be obtained is not
known.

birth, residence, and occupation.
You are not required to answer any
questions about the offense
without the presence of your
lawyer, nor are you required to
take any tests, i.e. blood samples.
Don’t give the officer a hard time as
he can make it rough on you.

If you are arrested while in an
automobile, the arresting officer is
required to search your vehicle for
his report.

So if you are involved with the
police, ask to see their search
warrant, call a witness, do not
touch anything, and play it cool.

If arrested, get a lawyer. If you
don’t have a lawyer and cannot
afford one, you might call the
ACLU at 526-6008 in Memphis.

Speeding through the universe, Lynx Lovely Kathy Ramage flows into a circle round the sun.

SRC Proposes Dorm
Liberalization

Peter Casperian, current president of the Social Regulations Council
sent the following letter to President Bowden on November 9, 1970.

November 9, 1970

President Bill Bowden
Southwestern at Memphis
Memphis, Tennessee 38112

Dear President Bowden:

On November 2, 1970, the Social Regulations Council met to consider
revision of the present parietal rules of the men’s dormitories. A vote was
taken during the last week of October by the dormitory presidents. As in
the polls administered on this subject in the past (in the Spring of ’69, the
Fall of ’69, the Spring of ’70, and the newspaper poll of this year) the
desires of the men seemed strongly in favor of major liberalization of the
present regulations with at least 95% of the men in favor of open
weekends.

Considering well over a year of experience with intervisitation and past
legislative attempts at parietal reform, the Social Regulations Council
voted to submit this schedule for the gradual liberalization of the existing
rules.

The reasons behind the proposal are many. The Council recognizes its
role in reflecting the attitudes of the dormitory men but also realizes that
it has a responsibility to consider the sentiment of both the alumnae and
parents. We realize that to many people any liberalization of the
intervisitation privilege would be regarded as a further breakdown of
Southwestern’s moral fiber which was begun by the allowance of parietals
in the Spring of 1969. However, the Council concurs with the
administration’s viewpoint that the students should be given the
responsibility for their own lives within a framework of administrative
guidance. We agree that the student’s room is for all intents and purposes
his home during the time he is at this school, and in the final analysis, he
should be able to determine the limits of his own social life. The Council,
however, cannot stress enough that the individual, while ultimately
determining his own actions, must temper his freedom with responsibility
and avoid any direct offense against his roommate, neighbors, or any other
person who could possibly suffer from the unwise use of his freedoms.

Often it has been called to our attention that a growing number of men
do not in practice abide by the present regulations. This fact raises the
valid question of whether we should liberalize the rules so as to fit the
practices of the men or insist that they learn to follow the existing rules
and then consider liberalization. This is also a concern of the Council.

Firstly, it is virtually impossible to enforce the present parietal
regulations for obvious reasons. Secondly, the Council’s structure is such
that it can only deal with reported offenses. If a resident does not find an
infraction of the present regulation “‘socially offensive,” he will not bother
,to turn in the violation, and, therefore, no action can be taken. In the
history of parietals at Southwestern, only one case involving indescretion
in the use of intervisitation privileges has been tried.

The Social Regulations Council sees a dormitory population limited by
a policy which seems to them too strict in the light of their own reasoning
and practices, especially in regard to the trend among other contemporary
colleges such as Florida Presbyterian, Oberlin, and Bard. Those
Southwestern men who studied at Oxford during the summer of 1970 saw
open visitation in effect and beautifully workable. At University College,
Oxford, there were no rules stating times when intervisitation could occur.
Every member of the Southwestern program was responsible in his own
actions. Offenses were dealt with by the Southwestern Dean, but everyone
seemed to handle his responsibility well. This experimental type program
of “open dorms” during the summer more than anything seems to prove
the legitimacy and feasibility of our proposal. If the open dorms policy
worked so well at Southwestern at Oxford, are we not justified in desiring
a similar policy at Southwestern at Memphis?

The legislation passed by the Council consists of a threefold proposal:
1. For the remainder of the first semester, the men’s dorm will be open

from 8:00 a.m. until 12:00 p.m. Monday thru Thursday, and from 8:00

a.m. until 2:00 a.m. Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. (The justification of

the lengthening of hours is that men have had women in the dormitory

during the morning for years. Maids arrive at 8:00 a.m. and until last
year were in the rooms and halls daily except on the weekends.

2. During Term II the dorms will be open from 8:00 a.m. to 12:00 p.m.
Monday through Thursday and from 8:00 a.m. on Friday morning until
2:00 a.m. Sunday night.

3. With a 75% affirmative vote of the men at the end of Term II, the dorm
will be open during Term II. If the vote fails, the rules in effect during
Term II will remain in operation.

In conclusion, the Council feels that this legislation is very much in
keeping with the philosophy of the present administration while reflecting
the sentiments of the vast majority of the dormitory residents. The Social
Regulations Council is constantly striving to make its legislation proposals
relevant to the philosophy and models which we believe necessary to keep
Southwestern a contemporary educational community. It is with these
considerations that the Social Regulations Council of Southwestern at
Memphis adopts this legislation and submits it for administrative approval.

Respectfully submitted,
Peter F. Casparian, President
Social Regulations Council
Southwestern at Memphis
Memphis, Tennessee
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by David Lloyd

I greatly enjoy rummaging around in my past, rainy, sleepy, afternoons, when some boring assignment lulls
the rational self into drowsy indolence and rolls over for the almost melancholy peace of memory. One portion of
that dim realm I am sure to touch on is the somewhat chaotic temporal span which included the greater portion
of my attendance to the fourth grade of Davidson Elementary School.

All things considered it was a momentous year, the year I got a genuine Nellie Fox autograph glove for
Christmas, the year I inherited my older brother’s 35 customer paper route to go along with my own route of 16
customers which nearly proved my undoing until I finally got it pared down to a good solid route of 42, the year
my little brother and a cousin burned the barn to the ground but escaped all blame, and consequently
punishment, by some willful act of providence, though my older brother and I knew all along that it was they
rather than the spontaneous combustion of green hay which was the theory offered by the fireman and other
knowledgeable individuals. (Long years later our suspicions were confirmed when one of the two let slip some
damning reference to “the day we burned down the barn.”) It was a special time even in the magic of my youth,
not because everything turned out so perfectly, (it never does, but the blessing is that we remember an inordinate
portion of the good things or perhaps the pain so far removed is resurrected as the melancholy) but because there
was simply more adventure.

Our teacher that year, like so many others, was an institution—a spinster far past her prime and yet not so as to
be termed an old maid. She was known to her classes as Miss Davidson, and those facts which others generally
employ to degrade another were known to us but without the degrading implications. She was decidedly plain, a
short stocky woman with a broad forehead and rather close set eyes—the overall effect was one of misplaced
masculinity; she had thick powerful forearms and was rather hirsute. All of which I was indifferent to for the
most part; though I was actively impressed by her strength—she could pick a fourth grade idler by the shoulders
straight out of his desk and administer a shaking along with a verbal lashing which inspired quiet awe among us of
similar tendancies.

My relations with this woman began on surprisingly good terms, for the year before I had been a less than
exemplary student, passing through a long phase of concentrated and obvious underachievement as well as being
great friends with a remarkable third grade radical who had cursed out the teacher the year before and then
stomped out of class, thus providing us with McMurphy-like inspiration.

But this year I had turned over a new leaf, and if not overachieving, I was at least turning in an adequate job.
One of the high points of those early days before my fall from grace involved the weather, which Miss Davidson
avidly instructed us in each day to the exclusion of almost all other subjects except composition and reading, but
in those two instances we wrote about the weather and more often than not read about it.

As well as measuring rainfall and snowfall, we recorded the temperature every day, twice a day. With
commendable scientific objectivity and accuracy, the thermometer had been placed on the north side of an old
oak which stood on the edge of the playground. Hence it was necessary to send each morning at 10 o’clock an
emissary to journey out to the old oak, record the temperature on a piece of paper, and report back to Miss
Davidson and the rest of the class the official recording. This austere responsibility was rotated upon the
shoulders of the entire male population of the class. Miss Davidson did not regard it as a feminine task, and hence
the girls were given some sort of compensation though I can’t remember just what. Bear in mind that with a little
bit of finesse the entire operation could be made into quite a production. It just so happened that my turn
happened to fall on what undoubtedly promised to be the coldest day of the year. As was customary on cold
days, I started preparing myself about a quarter of ten and shuffled around putting on my two sweaters, my hat
and gloves, and finally my great winter coat, so that by the time I left the room all eyes were on me with a
common look of awe and envy.

The night before it had gotten down to minus four, and that was as cold as it had gotten in several years. It was
with a profound sense of triumph that I scrawled out a six with a circle at the top and to the right. By the time I
reported this to Miss Davidson and the class, I had reached unheard of heights of elation and stayed that way for
a week until I was sent to the principal for fighting at recess.

Oddly enough, that which precipitated my fall was what might be considered an overzealous attitude. I came
to school one morning with an almost euphoric outlook on all humanity and the general cosmic scheme of things,
and I was anxious to relate this feeling to some other individual. What had caused that unlikely state of being I
am not sure, however as the rest of my classmates bolted out the door for the freedom of morning recess, I lagged
behind with some vague thoughts of engaging my respected teacher in some form of conversation.

Being somewhat ill-instructed in the social graces, I was momentarily tongued-tied after the initial salutation.
However, my youthful eyes lit upon none other than the hairy visage of those massive forearms Miss Davidson
had thoughtfully crossed before her for all to admire (or so it seemed to me). Even now, I am not sure what
prompted me to say with all the enthusiasm of a boy whose fondest dreams lie in the mystery of the unattainable
world of the adult male, “Boy, Miss Davidson, you sure do have hairy arms.”

The icy look which this invoked was first to shake my exuberant optimism, and the ensuing stony silence
washed away all traces of my cheerful beaming, to return with the look of a whipped dog. I mumbled something
and slunk out to recess, there to ponder my fate. I cursed my lack of propriety, and contemplated leaving the city
for some distant parts where I could hide within anonymity. I knew as soon as I had spake those fearful words
that I had blundered far beyond the repercussions of a bathroom fight. In accordance with my darkest
forebodings my trial began shortly thereafter in the form of an announcement made before the genera class that
Miss Davidson wished to see me during recess. My classmates looked at me first with curiosity and then with
sympathy, sensing the gravity of the situation.

The lecture which followed dealt with my performance in my studies, but we both knew the real causality. I
bore up with a minimum of stammers and resolved to weather the storm.

However, in the weeks that followed I proved to be no match for one much older and experienced. I finally
broke while receiving a lecture on dishonesty in writing compositions. In an effort to lengthen my compositions, I
had taken to stating certain facts twice in the same compositions. A favorite ploy was to indicate at the very first
of a composition on say, George Washington, that he married Martha in 1770 or whatever, and then slip it in
again towards the end worded slightly different. Being a kid, I thought surely the verbal span of one handwritten
page sufficient to induce forgetfulness.

But I could surpress the tears no more, after which Miss Davidson accepted my resignation, and by the end of
the year we were on the best of terms again. Thus, at the tender age of nine I learned that which took the wisdom
of Shakespeare to express succinctly, “Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.”
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Friday, November 13, 1970

by Alphonse Miniscus

The following article was written
by a spastic fantastic speed freak,
who intended it for publication in
the L.A. Free Press. Somehow it
found its way into his trashcan
instead, but fortunately was
salvaged. It is apparently addressed
to both reactionaries and
revolutionaries. You can take it for
what it’s worth.

There are many people today
who feel that we are threatened by
Marxism, Communism
(Commonism, Cawmew-ism), Reds,
Rookies, and the Yellow Peril.
These people are members of what
I would like to call the
Paranoid-Conservative
Establishment (an antithetical term
to Mr. Agnew’s Radical-Liberal
Establishment). They are in a
perpetual state of conditioned-res-
ponse panic over foreign films, the
World Communist Conspiracy, and
the U.N. (When was the last time
you celebrated U.N. Day?)

However, some of these
paranoids are shrewdly aware that
the threat does not come from
without but from within. Shrewd,
shrewd.

“Within,” we must agree, means
the colleges, the under-25 bracket,
the revolutionary youth. The
campuses, say the paranoids, are
the breeding places of Marxism and
violence. I’m happy to say that for
a change the paranoids are right.
There is a Marxist under every
bush.

Why is this true? Well, mainly
because there are a lot of dumb
people around, people so dumb
that they can take LSD and still
believe in dialictic materialism—
Marxist for short. Anyone who
dropped acid and remained a
materialist obviously has his head
on backwards and upside-down.
And you can quote me on this.

Marxism is Old Politics. Darwin
was one of the jokers who started it
all. He tried to take the scientific
method as far as it could go, not
knowing that others after him
would be able to take it even
further. By a process of reductio ad
absurdum, materialism reduced
itself to something absurd enough
for people to believe in. Counted
among this group of believers are all
of the twentieth century
technological and economic
innovators, those same people who
brought you World Wars I and II.
Even as far back as 1920 Hermann
Hesse was talking of civilization
being ““in sight of chaos,” and he
was right. Marxism and American
Capitalism are both Old Politics.

The young revolutionaries are
not spouting Marxism because
violence calls for it. They are trying
to live in the past, and are afraid to
invent their own future. They
would prefer to fall back on the
ideas of a nineteenth century,
fuzzy-faced radical instead of doing
their own thinking. What is needed
is a new Marxism so ‘“neo” that it is
no longer Marxism. No more
scientific theories of ethics. It has
to be far out enough to recognize
LSD, transcendental meditation,
and non-Aristoltelian logic. Any
attempt to cling to the old
“Marxist” label is sheer nostalgia.

Marx is out, Bucky Fuller is in.
We need two, three, many Bucky
Fullers. We need Bucky Fullers a
hundred times nore sophisticated
than the old one. We need to freak
out, go outside the old systems. We
need, as R. D. Laing says, to go
insane. Take down the red flag and
fly the freak flag high. Until the
revolutionaries learn this, the
revolution will be nothing more
than a paper tiger in a high wind.









