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SHAME,SHAME 
yOORH6MR SHOO® WOkJ / 

feature story by F.A.S. 

One of the most disgusting displays of outrageous be
havior ever to take place at Trenton State College occurred 
Monday evening in the cafeteria of Phelps Hall. While most 
students sat quietly eating, a few members of tie Trenton 
State student body pulled fire alarms, threw food, broke 
dishes and glasses, srrnshed chairs, overturned tables, and 
generally disrupted the quiet atmosphere of supper. 

The reason they acted in this manner was simply because 
they were protesting the impending dismissal of Charles Wil
son, food services employee, for "being too close to the 
students," in the words of a reliable source. 

In war paint suitable to the occasion, the students tried 
to communicate with the college power structure in the only 
language that the structure understands. The most nauseating 
aspect of the whole scene was thf 
behavior of l) the overstuffed 
business-suited employee whose 
function is to intimidate stu
dents. This individual sloshed 
from table to table, keeping a 
watchful eye on the students to 
see that they didn't get their 
money's worth or (God forbid) 
someone should get a free meal, 
and 2) the typical TSC student, 
who in the face of adversity 
sits on his overspread ass, stuf 
fing his face with food as the 
administration (as is its want) 
shits on it employees. The ad
ministration has acquired some 
expertise in this area as a re
sult of the large amount of 
practice it has had, playing 
with, manipulating, and gen
erally gucking over the student 
body. Now is this nice? A 
number of rumors have been 
circulating about the canpus 
as a result of this incident. 
One such rumor concerns the 
presence of the infamous Jere 
Paddack who this reporter wit
nessed on the scene moments 
before the incident occurred. 
It has been noted that wherever 
Paddack appears, chaos follows. 

TSC students have done a lot 
of attempted communicating with 
the college lately. Much of 
it has been a great deal more 
damaging than the events of 

PUMPKIN SMASHING SUCCESS 

Monday night. This cafeter
ia incident was, however, 
somewha.t unique . 

These studentp did not 
quietly run up a telephone 
bill, cut wires, Or toss 
inflammable liquids, nor 
did they wear sheets and 
conduct their business un
der the cover of darkness. 
This was the first incident 
this reporter has noted in 
his time here at Trenton 
State where students demon
strated in behalf of their 
grievances not only in the 
open, but painted so as to 
bring attention to them
selves in advance. They 
were not a majority claiming 
the safety of numbers. They 
didn't plot and plan in pri
vate. They didn't cloak 
therrs elves in the "legiti
macy" of law developed espe
cially for the occasion, nor 
did they sit behind ivy cov
ered walls and make deci
sions with the protection of 
militias and governors. 

They did not riot. 
They thought, they decided 

and they acted openly, not 
in behalf of themselves, but 
in behalf of someone else. 
They were trying to keep the 
job of someone whose fellow 

by K. M. 

Despite the fact that Halloween 
was a week late this year, the E-
lectric Pumpkin Costume Ball spon
sored by Human Relations was nothing 
short of a smashing success for all. 
(or at least most) involved. It 
provided fun and entertainment that 
was not totally free, and, if your 
disguise was a successful one, it 
presented a rare opportunity to 
smoke dope in the bathrooms without 
fear of your identity being discov
ered. First prize for the most 
original costume was shared by 
Jesus Christ and Super-Chicken, al
though the Devil and the can of 
vaginal foam placed high in the 
voting. 

The profits, which amounted to 
$20 (after money was put aside in 
order to pay the security guards 
the outlandish fee of $6q, the 
building rent, and the band) were 
generously"donated by the Human 
Relations Committee to a secret or
ganization, the identity of which 
must remain anonymous if it is to 
be kept a secret. 

HELP 

Scrap Paper needs writers and -
artists, particularly cartoonists, 
to fill a long-standing gap. We 
also need more feature story wri
ters, because we are sure that 4 ' 
there are more ridiculous and ab
surd repressive things going on here 
than we can always find. 

So help before we deteriorate 
from scrap paper to toilet paper. 

REMEMBRANCE 

November 11, 1919 

Wesley Everett was lynched on Arm
istice Day while wearing his World 
Jar I uniform in Centralia, Ore., 

gby members of the American Legion 

employees attempted to intimidate 
the very people who acted. 

The college will get its pound 
of flesh as the majority does noth
ing. But, finally someone did 
somethings 
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RECORD REVIEW: 
Robert Johnson—"King of the 

Delta Blues Singers" 

by Joe Zuccarello 

Anyone who is interested 
in blues raus t get this album 
and listen to a master blues-
man. 

The album is made up of 
twenty-four cuts done by Rob
ert Johnson in 1935>-1936 in a 
hotel room in San Antonio. His 
lyrics and vocal style cannot 
be underestimated in their ef
fect on the modern blues groups. 

Johnson led the life of 
"Drunken-Hearted Man." His blues 
were his life. "Love in Vain" 
and "Four Until Late" popular
ized by the Stones and Cream 
respectively, are on the album, 
and anyone who has heard the e-
lectric versions can get an in
sight into the inspiration be
hind the blues-oriented groups 
of today. Johnson's "Crossroads 
Blues" and "Dust My Broom" have 
been done by nearly every blues 
band on the face of the earth, 
it seems. 

In "Steady Rollin* Man," he 
says, "I'm a steady rollin' man 
and I roll both night and< day/ 
ain't got no sweet baby to roll 
into today." 

The recording sound is fair 
to good on this recording, es
pecially for recordings from 
1936. 

There's some good reading 
material about Johnson's life 
and music inside: "The train 
pulled out the station, with two 
lights on behind. The blue 
light was my blues, and the red 
light was my mind." 

If the electric psyches are 
bringing you down, you can go 
back down to the delta with your 
blackcat bone. 

BETTER DEAD THAN RED: 
TOWARD NEW REPRESSION IN AMERICA 
Part 13: Blacks as an Adolescent 

Croup, concluded 

There are more reasons why the newly emerging Black nation 
within America is straggling. Even- though Motheramerica was 
only recently an adolescent herself, she is already becoming 
old and fixed in ways she is convinced are right and absolute. 
And she is not old enough to be wise. She cannot cope with 
the American Black's coming of age, with all its traumas. 

These traumas are mny of the current Black reactions: the 
frustration of power, which cries "off the pig'.", stop trying' 
to castrate uq„ America becomes Amerika, mutated and changed, 
Babylon, the oppressor, and all the evil that every adolescent 
charges the world with. 

"Free ail political prisoners!" cries out, stop treating us 
like infants, forget the mistakes that you have forced us to 
make, let us be our proud selves. In the stark determination 
of this cry, there is a touch of hopelessness, though, for 
they are convinced that Motheramerika'has become jealous. Now 
Motheramerika must imprison the Black, for in no ther way can 
his assertiveness be held back. And the Black reacts by saying 
that every imprisonment is an imprisonment of jealous vindic-
tiveness against the Black and Fatherafrica. 

And finally, "All Power to the People," an embracement of 
the socialistic goal that strikes tack at the corrupted demo
cracy that has treated the Black so badly. "The majority should 
not rule, not these children of resentment, the whites who would 
crash us out of existence, but the people themselves, the per
son himself, the determiner of his own existence." 

The American nation, convinced of the rightness and fault-
lessness of the American dream, has extrapolated that dream out 
to the practical world, and, finding that it has worked only 
in a twisted manner, lashed out at those for whom it does not 
work. The American nation, instead of criticising its own 
shortcomings, has decided to purge those who lave been the 
victims of a hypocritical system, Motheramerika is sick. 
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twenty-four cuts done by Rob
ert Johnson in 1935>-1936 in a 
hotel room in San Antonio. His 
lyrics and vocal style cannot 
be underestimated in their ef
fect on the modern blues groups. 

Johnson led the life of 
"Drunken-Hearted Man." His blues 
were his life. "Love in Vain" 
and "Four Until Late" popular
ized by the Stones and Cream 
respectively, are on the album, 
and anyone who has heard the e-
lectric versions can get an in
sight into the inspiration be
hind the blues-oriented groups 
of today. Johnson's "Crossroads 
Blues" and "Dust My Broom" have 
been done by nearly every blues 
band on the face of the earth, 
it seems. 

In "Steady Rollin* Man," he 
says, "I'm a steady rollin' man 
and I roll both night and< day/ 
ain't got no sweet baby to roll 
into today." 

The recording sound is fair 
to good on this recording, es
pecially for recordings from 
1936. 

There's some good reading 
material about Johnson's life 
and music inside: "The train 
pulled out the station, with two 
lights on behind. The blue 
light was my blues, and the red 
light was my mind." 

If the electric psyches are 
bringing you down, you can go 
back down to the delta with your 
blackcat bone. 

HALLOWEEN (AN ABSURD FANTASY) 0 

G. Soney - (• 

Halloween in the first degree _ x • V 
can easily by cheaper than. -'"'V/" " 
Might one soul see under? > .• [ ! ' \ 
Might five generations be here at once ; i > G • 1 
'•Or twice? '•< '• j J } 
Questions of this nature / : y w 

and people of our stature N 

can be answered in many ways. 

Diseases spread from pumpkins within, 
Contracted from Sweet Becky and Rump'lestiltskin. 
Sixteen adventures of the highest order 
But first bring the stranger from across 
the border to enhance our evening. 
Bizarre reality o: questionable insanity 
might also tend oO make one believe 
that all hope is lost. 
Little hollow wieners eaten at breakfast 
brought forth at lunch 
and buiied at dinner 
come forth and be counted, be brave. 
None of you can claim entry into the order of the pumpkin 
in the state that you are in at present. 
Changes. Oceans swirling in your minds. 
Make way for new pacts and plagues. 
Time has come and gone. 
Wind has blown the candle from all windows. 

FAT 

"There is no reason why good 
cannot triumph as often as evil. 
The triumph of anything is a 
matter of organization. If 
there are such things as angels, 
I hope that they are organized 
along the lines of the Maffia." 

--Winston Niles Rumfoord 
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RITUALS—THE REVOLT AGAINST THE FIXED SMILE 

.(reprinted from Time,, October 12, 1970) 

In the spring of 1627, the Pilgrim settle
ment at Plymouth was scandalized when a rather 
different American named Thomas Morton, decided 
to show the New World how to celebrate. At 
Merry Mount, which may have been America's first 
counterculture community, Morton erected a May
pole-- 80 feet of priapic pine—and by his own. 
account "brewed a barrell of excellent beare" to 
be distributed with "other good cheare, for ail 
commers of that day." Other good cheare inclu
ded Indian girls, according to "a song fitting 
to the time and present occasion" written by the 
host himself: 

Lasses in beaver coats, come away, 
Ye shall be welcome to us nigjit and day. 
Myles Standish, that well-known non-womanize^ 

accompanied by America's first vice squad, in
terrupted the revels, which were subsequently 
described by Plymouth Governor William Bradford 
as "the beastly practices of the mad Baccinal-
ians." Morton eventually was busted, placed in 
the stocks, and returned to England in a state 
of mortifying near starvation. 

It is only simplifying history, not distorting 
it, to suggest that on May Day 1.627, the struggle 
for the American soul was settled once and almost 
for all. Score: Ants, -1; Grasshoppers, 0. The 
devil had been unmasked as the imp of play, the 
demon who made song and dance the pu'lsebeat of 
life. And so the men in the gray Puritan suits 
went their unmerry way: sober, industrious, 
thrifty, starkly Protestant, with absolutely no 
use for Maypoles. For Maypoles meant not only 
Untramme'led festivity but something of larger 
significance: rituals. And rituals meant not 
only feelings and passions but coded repetitions 
of the past—things that New Man had come to the 
New World to escape. On May Day 1627, cool, 
clear American voices of reason said a firm no 
to all that. 

The no was firm, but it was not, and could 
not have been, final. As Philosopher George 
Santayana, looking at the" American Puritan 
through half-Spanish eyes, noted: "For the mo
ment, it is certainly easier to suppress the 
wild impulses of our nature than to manifest 
them fitly, at the right times and with the pro
per fugitive emphasis; yet in the long run, sup
pression does not solve the problem, and mean
time those maimed expressions which are allowed 
are infected with a secret misery and falseness" 
Nearly 3-g- centuries later, the ^rry Mount ass 
no longer seems so open and shut. Not r y 
could contemporary man use a Maypole in h: 
blighted Garden of Eden, but his is just oegir 
ning to realize the damage causedeby not havi: 
one. Consider those maimed excuses for Merry 
Mount that have come to serve, ever so ineptly, 
as its substitute. On New Year's Eve (Oh, God2 
A year older and what have we accomplished?) the 
children of Myles Standish are condemned to gath
er with noisemakers, paper hats and lamp shades, 
and out of sheer embarrassment get smashed. The 
stocks could not hurt worse than such gross in
competence at ritual gaiety. Every New Year's 
Eve, Thomas Morton is avenged. 

Is this really so small a price to pay, this 

emptiness of heart? In between un-Mortonlike 
holidays--the Christmas ringing with carols to 
shop by, the Easter that means chocolate bunnies 
and an annual visit to the church of one's un-
faith, the Labor Day spent dourly traveling to 
nowhere along clogged highways--there occur other 
public rites, as grimly forgettable as scenes in ; 
a bad home movie. The lady with a champagne bot
tle, weighed down by her furs and nhlis-afcbry 
Fixed Smile, whacks like an inept murderer at the 
prow of a receding ship. The'politician, equipped 
with a trowel and the Fixed Smile, gobs mortar 
on a cornerstone, or noshes his way along the cam
paign trail. 

America's unacknowledged but cheerfully compul
sive rituals make up a montage of trivia that bog
gles the eye. Brother Masons slake their In-
group lands . Boy Scouts extend rigor mortis sal
utes. Shriners vibrate their fezzes. Drum major
ettes goose-step. Plastic Miss Americas and Nixon 
Graustarkian palace guard seem to pass together 
in surreal review, fol2ow^ by that parody of Romai 
triumph, the Veteran's i>ay parade--all paunch, 
sourly dispirited bugle blasts, and flat feet 
hitching to'keep step. The banal, hand-held cam
era pans on, showing no pity. There go the Rose 
Bowl floats; where does the papier-mache end, 
where do the people begin? Here come the shaman 
orators and all the Babbitt snake dancers.. Dear 
Lord, another political convention! 

The gift for ritual is not exactly prospering 
in the 20th century; secularity, urbanism, tech-
nology--all contrive to separate modern man from 
the kind of community that encourages, even de
mands, a sense of ceremony. But is this the best 
that America can do for a bill of rites? Other 
people's rituals tend to release them—as they 
.should. Rituals are society's unwritten per
mission for civilized man to express primitive 
emotions: fear, sexuality, grief. Other peo
ple's rituals invite them to be more human in pub-
lic--more the mseIves—tha h they dare to be in 
private. Greek Zorbas whirl like fertility 
gods, Irishmen keen at their friends' funerais or 
even the funerals of strangers. Americans smile 
their Fixed Smile: the smile as anti-smile--no 
pleasure, no love, no silliness. The smile that 
tries to hide the fact of American Gothic and 
only betrays it. The smile that says, "I can 
not be myself in public." 

Lately a ghastly doubt has begun to mock us, 
and it refuses to go away. We aren't sure, but 
we wondor: Is a sense of ritual—a sense of for
mal, sanctified public ceremonial~-the prelimin

ary state to a special kind of wisdom, a higher 
seriousness of the heart than Puritan hearts can 
ever know? Through some hideous gaffe did the 

-Maypolers reject not the devil but one face 
;od? By being so busy conquering nature that 

Ihoy could not celebrate it, by insisting with 
prim spiritual pride on reason, did the first 
Americans cut us all off from the more chaotic but 
deeper rhythms of life? 

When his first child is born, an American 
father finds how criminally inadequate it is to 
pass out cigars. When his father dies, an Amer
ican son discovers that the national habits of 
grief and commemoration are even worse. A son 
honors his father by buying a cosmetic job from a 
undertaker who was a stranger to tie living face. 
Mass produced casket, mass-produced headstone, 
all-purpose prayers. Amen. (continued next week 
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CLASSIFIED 
(ads accepted free: 
Angela Davis Lounge 
Hall) 

write c/o 
, Phelps 

Urgently needed — 20 persons who 
would like guinea pigs. Unless 
homes are found they will be 
sacrificed. Leave a note at the 
cash register in the Union ad
dressed to Pete. 

Your mother loves you. Home
made food will be hanging around 
Phelps Lounge next Tuesday (or 
maybe tomorrow) and now and 
then. Du^l Charlie Boyce, 28 
S Main St, Pennington. 737 —3lli.Il. 

New band in the raking. Blues 
and rock people take heed. We 
are getting together . In a 
couple of(ti)ionths we will be 
ready. Should anyone want to ' 
hear us play at their anything, 
we will be damn ready. Thank 
you. Talk to Joe Zuccarello or 
Joe Hronchek. 

Haircuts, trims, styling, GI's, 

Our mystery contributor, S.B.L., 
has struck again, this time send
ing us a copy of the YIPPIE man
ifesto, and asking us to reprint 
it. So here it is. 

etc. Centennial Room 221, 
extension 3952, 

In case you're caught in'one 
of those bombed buildings, 
there is still time*. Provide 
for your loved ones. See the' 
revolutionary insurance agait, 
Bill'Rogers, in the Union 8-
9 am, Monday thru Friday. 

Will the person who placed the 
classified for sewing machine 
repair please contact Scrap 
Paper. Your ad got washed in 
my shirt, and I can't read it, 

SCRAP PAPER, Volume 2, Number 
13, November 11, 1970. Pub
lished weekly and irregularly 
by the Student Committee for 
Radical and Activis t Policies at 
Trenton State College. 
SCRAP PAPER invites letters to 
the editor and contributing ar
ticles. Address all corres
pondence to: Scrap Paper, 
S.C.R.A.P., Angela Davis Lounge 
Phelps Hall. 

YOUTH INTERNATIONAL PARTY 
MANIFESTO 

We are-a'People. 
We are a New Nation. 
We believe in Life. 
And we want to live now. 
We want to be alive 2J4 hours a day. 
Nine-to-five Amerika doesn't even 

live on weekends. 
Amerika is a Death Machine. It is 

run on and for money whose power 
determines a society based on war, 
racism, sexism, and the destruc
tion of the planet. Our life-en
ergy is the greatest threat to the 
Machine. 

So they're out to stop us. 
They have to make us like them. 
They cu t our hair, ban our rock 

festivals, put cops 
and narcs in the schools, 
put 200,000 of us in jail for 
smoking flowers, induct us, 
housewive us, Easy-Rider murder 
us. 

Amerika has declared war on our New 
Nat i on I 

ADMINISTRATION HIGHHANDEDNESS 
EXTENDS TO SENSITIVITY 

CONFERENCE 

Some of the college's adminis
trators have again embarked on a 
traditional pattern of fucking 
over members of the campus commu
nity. 

From over 130 students who ap
plied to go to the Leadership Con
ference held yearly, the name of 
only one was stricken by the ad
ministration on the flimsy grounds 
tint he was a night student. 

Scrap Paper fails to seb how 
being a night student disqualifies 
one from being sensitive, or, in 
any case, participating in one of 
the activities that payment of 
one's student activity fees must 
somehow cover. 

CHANGES IN FREE UNIVERSITY 
SCHEDULE 

Recorder Playing: from Reloca-
tables W-fh to Lounge. 
Science Fiction Writing: from 
G—6 to R-6 
Composition of New Music tem
porarily canceled. 

SCRAP CHAMBER PLAYERS FORMING 

A group of students hasebegun 
the SCRAP chamber players, an en
semble interested in performing 
recorder and harpsichord selections 
from the ll^th through 17th centu
ries. People interested in work
ing with this group please see 
claire. 
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