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A Time to Decide

For all practical purposes, California’s laws on
capital punishment have been repealed. !

The legislators haven’t voted to strike them from
the books, nor have the people voted them out.

Instead, technicalities in law and a frenetic zeal
to thwart the intent of the law on the part of highly
placed judicial authorities have been substituted for
what should be the determination of the people.

Within the past few days, a killer who had been
hours away from the gas chamber—his sentence for
conviction of a hideous crime— received a stay of execu-
tion to let the courts delve into side issues. Whether
he was guilty of the crime is no longer at issue.

In one case, a stay was granted because the jury
which determined the sentence was informed that the
prisoner would be eligible for parole if sent to prison for
life. It was held that his rights had been violated. That
the rights of the people to be protected from a vicious
criminal was being violated was not an issue.

The people have the right to know that there is
no such sentence as life imprisonment without parole.
Governor Brown proved that in a series of lame-duck
commutations and reprieves.

We believe it js time the people of California as-
serted their will in the field of punishment. If a major-
ity of Californians feel that capital punishment is wrong
—IJet’s get rid of the law.

If—as we believe—a majority feel it is a good
law and a proper deterrent to major crimes, then en-
force it.

The issue is emotionally charged and not easy for
members of the legislature to face.

It wouldn’t be easy for the people of California
to face, either, but it must be done.

We recommend strongly that capital punishment
be before the voters of the state at the earliest
opportunity. It is long past the hour to settle the matter.

The Growing Debt

When visionaries insist upon federal spending be-
yond our tax productive capacity to pay—at some
point Mr. and Mrs. America will be pressed to call
a halt to the accelerated federal spending, which places
our children and their children’s children in hock.

Rep. H. R. Gross (R-Iowa), in commenting on the
annual Economic Report to the Nation, said that the
net public and private debt of this country as of Jan-
uary 1, 1967, was one trillion, 368 billion, 300 million
dollars. That’s an increase of 98 billion dollars in the
twelve months since January 1, 1966, and an increase
of 420 billion, 600 million dollars since January, 1961
~—making us the worst debt-ridden nation in the world.
The federal debt alone exceeds that of all other govern-
ments in the world combined.

Isn’t it_about time that our legislators, federal,
state, and ‘local, started to flyspeck—and to
make sure that for every dollar spent we can be assured
of value received?

A Letter...
... To My Son

By Tom Rische
High School Teacher and Youth Worker
Dear Bruce,

We had a fight today because you wanted to run
around the house with a bell handle in your mouth,
and 1 objected. You started screaming and threw the
bell at me. I, however, remained firm and you pouted,
puckering your lower lip at me.

Although your mother and I get plenty of advice
on the proper care and training of a 17-month-old, we
play it by ear pretty much. Despite some of the advice
I read and hear, I think you're going to be frustrated
part of the time. In my high school classes, I see too
many students who have never been ‘“frustrated,”
raised, I suppose, by parents who “didn’t want to dam-
age their child’s psyche” or else plain just didn't give
a damn.

Parents who fail to say “no” to their children at
the right times do neither their offspring nor society
any favor. These deluded souls are misreading psy-
chology if that’s what they claim to be following.

When Johnny doesn’t do his homework, they make
excuses for him. When he cuts class, they cover up
for him. When he gets poor grades, they accuse the
teacher of picking on him. When he can’t hold a job,
they deplore the quality of the schools. What many
—most—of these people cught to do to find out what
went wrong is too look in their own mirrors,

Too many parents fail to say “no” because they're
afraid their children will not like them. I'm willing to
take the chance that you'll dislike me temporarily,
Bruce, because I think that in the long run, you'll like
and respect me more if I do what I think is right. Who
loves a doormat, especially when the doormat is his
mom or dad?

I remember some kids from my own high school
days—all from so-called “good” homes—whose parents
bought them out of scrape after scrape. One day they
got drunk, and the resulting behavior was so serious
that neither Mama’s tears or Papa’s money could get
them away from this jam and the outrage of a town.

Bruce, I think you're going to learn to face re-
strictions on your activities and learn to fail now and
then. That way, it won't come as such a surprise in the
“real world.” If I think you need it, I'll spank or scold
you, and if this warps your psyche or frustrates you
a bit, I think that's good.

May all your frustrations be small,
Your dad

HERB CAEN SAYS:

He’s in the Swiss Alps

On Non-Skiing Vacation

GSTAAD, SWITZERLAND
—Here I am, in the Pearl of
the Bernese Alps, and I
can’t even pronounce the
name of the place. The “g”
is more or less silent, as in
“gnu,” or even “nu?” It's a
one syllable word with the
accent on the second syl-
lable: you tie yourself into
a knot and spit it out, zo —
“gSHTAAD.” However, you
call it, it'’s one of the pre-
mier ski resorts of the
world, and, in my creaky
condition, I wouldn't ride a
pair of skis if they had
training wheels. This being
the case, you might think I
feel as out of place as an
astronaut on a cable car, but
here you are wrong. There
is more to Gstaad than idiots
sliding down’ slopes on
sticks., It is also a people-
watchers’ paradise, a name-
droppers’ Nirvana, and a
well-beaten capital of the
well-beaten jet set.

* %

Among those surprised to
find me in Gstaad are my
charming host and hostess,
Lisa and Stanley Weiss, who
divide their time between
Mexico City, San Francisco,
New York, and their big,
beautiful chalet here. Stan-
ley is in manganese, which I
gather is a good thing to be
in. Although I've known him
for years, I've never dis-
cussed the subject with him
because I'm not sure what
manganese is, An Italian
pasta, maybe? (Waiter, an
order of manganese allo Tos-
cana.) All I'm sure of is
that I've never bought so
much as an ounce of the
stuff, and that makes me
feel a little guilty as I sit
here slopping up his vodka.
If you eat a lot of mangan-
ese, or whatever you do with
it, please use Stanley's. I'm
sure it's the best.

A A,

LI L 4
Anyway, Lisa and Stanley
spent last New Year's Eve
in SF. and shortly after
midnight, apparently taken
in wine, they said “Come
over to Gstaad and spend a

Mo?ning Report:

couple of weeks with us.” To
my amazement and their
consternation, I heard my-
self saying “It's a date!” A
long silence ensued, broken
by occasional phone calls
from Stanley, asking hope-
fully: “I guess it's going to
be a litle hard for you to
get away, eh?” “Yes,” I re-
plied, “but a date’s a date.”
The fat being in the fire, I
let the word get around that
1 was off soon for Switzer-

San Francisco

land, anticipating a modest
subsidy from the CIA Travel
Agency (after all, Switzer-
land is a neutral and there-
fore highly suspicious coun-
try). That ruse failed, how-
ever, so I marched down to
Swissair, laid some of the
hardly-earned on the line,
and took off in a cloud of
apres-ski booties and in-
stead-of-ski sweaters which,
judging by the price, were
knitted from the wool of un-
born virgins, The non-ski
bum was on his way.,

* A K

This is an incredibly pic-
turesque village of about
3,000 people, some 3,000 feet
above sea level. “It's the
lowest place in the world for
really first-rate skiing,” an
expert on the subject told
me. He was referring to the
altitude, not the morals. The
morals are no lower than
those in any other favored
playground of those favored
few called the Jet Set—and
there truly is such a group

r Le Group, as they refer
‘to themselves), At lunch one
day I found myself seated
next to a ravishing blonde
who is the girl friend of an
Italian Prince, She was look-
ing dejected. “Why so sad?”
I asked. She sighed a golden,
perfumed sigh. “I was going
to Acapulco this morning,”
she said, “but I overslept.”

2 A -2

Flickety-flack: L.A. Art
Dealer Harry Kay, who
bought that original Winston
Churchill oil from Howard

No doubt a full generation of young men has been
extremely nervous about military service. Or in other
words, bugged by the draft.

So, to relieve their tensions, we now have had two
full reports on the problem—both released within a
week to a waiting public too young to drink legally.
Both of course are complicated and almost completely
contradictory. Both plans will go to Congress, where
they will be argued over, amended in one house and
then the other, sent to conference committee, and, with

God's help, voted into law.

Befere all that, T suggest we lower the drinking
age to fit the draft age. So at least while a fellow is
waiting to know when, how and if he goes, he can get

happily plastered,

Abe Mellinkoff
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' AFFAIRS OF STATE

‘Rumford Act'
‘Some New Political Sng

By HENRY C. MacARTHUR

SACRAMENTO—No
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tions involving a m
election in a single city
California. >

soo g

ter of the people, making
decisions for them.

Willoughby, the Sutter St.
dealer, for $25,000, is going
into competition with Wil-
loughby — right across the
street. On Oct. 3, he’s open-
ing a gallery in Decorator
Michael Taylor’s fancy lay-
out, where the Churchill will
be on permanent display . . .
Stanford University Prof.
Bruce Franklin, who has
strong feelings on the sub-
ject, has figured out how to
stop a napalm truck, Stan-
ford style. On the Bayshore
F'way the other day, he
passed such a truck, hol-
lered at the driver, “Hey,
one of your boxes is falling
off!” and was rewarded by
the sight (in his rear view
mirror) of the truck screech-
ing to a halt. Oh hell, the
truck stopped. I'm tired of
'em screeching to a halt too.
* o %

Marijuana era: Karl Ehrl-
ich, glancing at the ‘“Keep
Off the Grass” sign outside
Berkeley High, sighed “Re-
member when that merely
meant don’t walk across the
lawn?”

A sense of give-and-take
that once. distinguished the
San Franciscan is disap-
pearing as fast as the beau-
tiful Victorian houses. The
not so beautiful Victorian
mind remains, growing
musty among the trunks in
the attic.
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.The Congression al Club

Shows Its Clannishness

In the recent television
show called “Mark Twain
tonight!” the author, surely

The audience, which was
live, laughed heartily, and
you wonder why. Was it be-
cause they enjoyed seeing
their representatives pin-
joned? Or was it because
Twain was such an incom-
parable master of social cri-
ticism?

The ‘lecture” was dated
around the turn of the cen-
tury, when Twain was 70,
but unless you are a Twain
authority you wouldn’t know
when the several sallies
were originally made.

In any case, Senators and
Representatives (almost
everybody was a viewer)
must have winced to learn
their institution was sub-
jected to ridicule long ago.
For they consider them-
selves self-sacrificing public
servants, and certainly the
Founding Fathers did not in-
tend they should collectively
be the butt of ridicule.

Ang indeed the

is not iunny, but one of the
most effective instruments
for self-government ever de-
vised by men. Yet it has its
faults. A prevailing one is
that it has permitted itself
to become a club of the poli-
tically eiite. Many individual
congressmen are men of vir-
tue and sense, but as a body
their clannishness shows.

World Affairs

This may seem an extrav-
agant prelude to what is
after all a petty economic
matter, petly against the
background of a gargantuan
government economy. But
the Associated Press has
dug up, or collated, an ex-
traordinary story of the soar-
ing cost of congressional
aides.

An example: the House
postmaster, who handles less
‘than 100 million pieces of
mail a year, gets $24,500,
but the Chicago postmaster
gets $23950 for handiing
6.6 billion pieces a year.

What does the head door-

WILLIAM HOGAN

Holmes Details the End
Of the Beat Generation

The generations seem to
pass more quickly than they
uged to. What writing came
out of the Beat Generation
of the 1950s is already a
footnote to literary history.

John Clellon Holmes, a lit-
erary symbol (with Jack
Kerouac) very much a part
of that period (“Go,” “The
Horn,” “Get Home Free"),
sums up the generation in a
collection of essays, ‘‘Noth-
ing More to Declare.” 1t is a
document to place in a time
capsule for future anthro-
pologists to consider.

At 40, Holmes is less shrill
in his pronouncements, ob-
servations, and advertise-

ents for himself than, say,

orman Mailer, Yet he is an
informed and able cultural
critic who looks back with
some nostalgia to the con-
versation with Kerouac in
New York in the late '40s.
A %

In attempting to explain
the new social. attitudes,
Kerouac said: “I guess. you
might say we're a beat gen-
eration.” ‘This may have
been as important a label-
making statement as that by

Gertrude Stein's garage man
who shouted angrily to his
inept mechanic, “You are all
a lost generation.” Holmes
continues: “Kerouac laughed
a conspiratorial, the shadow-
knows kind of laugh at his
own words and at the look
on my face.”

Holmes never slavishly
identified himself with the
beats. He did write “The

Books
Philosophy of the Beat Gen-

has chosen to bring with him
out of “a distorted and
wasteful life,” his own at-
tempt to “‘get off the reef.”
The result, it seems to me,
is as poignant a statement
as anythi%dnu Scott Fitz-
gerald's “The Crackup,” and
as revealing,

Holmes addresses the new

just as happy to pass on the
mantle of The New Genera-
tion which we have worn for
over ten years now, to all
those energetic kids, with
their guitars and placards
who . . . demonstrate so in-
defatigably everywhere
these days . . . "
* -
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inte: personal
and aj of a quaint as-
pect an American time.

What more is there to de-
clare?

man of the House do? Yor
one thing he collects $28,500
annuzally and the manager of
the House bank collects
$20,800, about twice the sal-
ary of the average branch
bank manager. ’

In six years over-all p:3-
roll costs have increased 84
per cent in the House, 53
per cent in the Senate, «nd
494 co1:cessional aides yet
$20,000 or better.

Many of these aides are on
committee staffs, and you
can't get good lawyers or
even investigators for pea-
nuts, but $22,000 is pretty
good for shorthand report-
ers. Chaplains who say a
brief prayer at each session
of both houses get over $15.-
000. The personal staffs of
congressmen get pay more
in line with outside work,
but the aides of the whole
Congress received annual
raises in recent year and
their number is increasing.

Washington is doubtless an
expensive place to live, and
tens of thousands of clerks
in the great departments
will testify to it, but thcy
will hardly be pleased to be
reminded of the cumpara-
tive affluence of a thousand
or so colleagues on Capital
Hill. They might write their
congressmen about it.

Quote

You have to understand
the lives of people and their
problems—and if I have had
any success, that’s the an-
swer.—Judge Lenore Under-
wood at retirement dinner.

i * fr K )

If a silent telephone num-
ber. confers status, think
of how classy it would be to
have an unlisted Zip Code.—
Bill Vaughn, syndicated co}-
umnist, \

W oA W

The Administration should
push for savings in nom-
defense spending rather
than impose additional tgx-
es on Americans who are-al-
ready too heavily burdehed
with costs of government—
Tlocal, state, and federal. —
Arizona Senator Paul Fan-
nin.

L -

The present status of the
American Indian, in fact, is
eloquent testimony to the
monumental failure of a pa-
ternalistic welfare state su-
perimposed on the structure
of American society over a
century of time at a cost of
billions.—Don Holm, author-
ity on Western Americana,
writing in Northwest Maga-
zine,

»

e - Ne l»i~d

- el ey

e

o
- U ™ el Y

L
e




