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*“Those who profess to favor
freedom and yet deprecate
agitation, are men who want
rain without thunder and
lightning. They want the ocean
without the roar of its many
waters.”

FREDERICK DOUGLAS
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“If you want the happiness of
the people, let them speak out
and tell what kind of happiness
they want and what kind they
don’t want!”

ALBERT CAMUS

One Woman’s Battle With Draft Boards

I'm the Sherman who de-

termines

Whe's te die today

I ean cancel a deferment

Just to pass your son oway

I can smile as I'm shouting

“Go and Eill the foe”

If in twenty years there's

doubting

Pl say “I didn’t know.”

These are the words of a
birthday telegram sent by the
Philadelphia Resistance to Sid-
ney Sherman, a Philadelphia,
Pa. draft board member. The
telegram, a sahotage manual
from Canada, newspaper clip-
pings about the bombings of
draft boards and aproximately
10 letters from local groups
around the country to their
draft boards asking them to re-
sign (including one from New
Orleans Women Strike for
Peace to the Board members of
Orleans Parish) are exhibits
attached to a Motion to Dismiss
my draft suit—Darlene Fife v.
Major General Erbon W. Wise,
in his capacity as state director
of Selective Service, and v.
General Lewis Hershey, in his
capacity as national director of
Selective Service. (Editor’s note:
Darlene Fife is the organizer of
New Orleans’ Draft Resistance
Union.)

The exhibits supposedly show
the dangers a draft board
membor will face if the perzonal
information I request is granted.
The suit requests the following
information:

1) name, age, seX, address,
occupation, length of service on
the board, educational attain-
ment, and previous military
service of each and every mem-
ber of the local boards and
appeal boards of Louisiana.

2) operations bulletins issued
from state headquarters to the
local boards.

3) any other records -con-
taining public information that
I might ask for.

Before instituting the suit, I
and others had spent about a
year off and on trying to get
information on the local draft
board members. All the Orleans
Parish beards (14 of them) are
on the fifth floor of the federal
building in New Orleans, where
each of the board clerks has a
cubicle open on two sides.

The over-all secretary is the
first one you encounter. When-
ever I asked her for the names
of beard members or bulletins
she said she would ask a Mr.
Maloney., About half the time
Mr. Maloney was not in and the
other half, he referred me to
the state headquarters.

Once I went out to the state
headquarters and tried to see
the state director. After hang-
ing around for 2 hours, the
secretary told me he (the state
director} had suddenly realized
he would be busy the rest of
the afterncon and couldn’t see
me. “Do try again” she said.

I also wrote the state director
letters. He responded by asking
me questions about “my pur-
pose” for wanting the informa-
tion. My last attempt to get
information before filing the
suit was a letter I wrote to

Major-General Wise making the
same requests as are in the
suit. He didn’t answer.

I phoned state headquarters
and talked to Col. Davis, Wise’s
agssistant. 1 asked if I could
come out to state headquarters
and copy the information. He
asked What Was My Purpose.
I said I was studying the draft
boards but anyway under the
Freedom of Information Act I
didn’t have to state any purpose.
“Don’t go quoting laws at me,”
he said, “and don’t come out
here.” Then he hung up.

The next day, May 24, the
suit was filed.

Presumably as a result of the
suit being started, names of the
draft board members are now
posted on one side of the cubicle.
Still, one has to get through the
seeretary and Mr. Maloney. The
last time I was there, he was in
and the secretary after consult-
ing him told me I could copy
the names but to be quick about
it and not disturb the elerks at
their work.

State bulleting are also posted
and I was naturally looking at
them as well as copying the
board members’ names. Mr.
Maloney saw me and rushed out
in a fury, “You're only to copy
the names, Miss Fife, that’s all
I said you could do.”

I doen't knew legal maneuver-
ings and their phrases well
enough to describe what has
happened since May. In any case,
only technicalities and postpone-
ments. The latest event was on
Oct. 9, a hearing on a govern-
ment motion to dismiss the suit.

The government lawyer argued
that the case should be dis-
missed since I hadn’t exhausted
my legal remedies in seeking
the information, and, she added
toward the end, draft hoard
members all over the country
say they will resign if their
addresses are given out.

The judge was not impressed
by either argument. He said he
thought I should have the in-
formation unless it could be
proved that I intended to use it
for illegal purposes. At this the
other government lawyer agita-
tedly shook his head yes. The
lawyer speaking said the docu-
ments (the telegram, ete.) spoke
for themselves. The judge said
he would read them and let us
know of his decision. That is
where it rests now.

I don’t know what people
thought of the draft in olden
(pre-Vietnam) days. It never
affected me personally and if I
ever thought about it, which I
doubt that I ever did, it would
probably have seemed a natural
event, like authoritarian par-
ents and teachers.

Though the previous attitudes
of others are unkonwn to me,
the Selective Service System’s
attitude to itself is available in
a series of pamphlets they pub-
lished. You can see from the
pamphlets that if the public

attitude even remotely re-
sembled the SSS8’s image of
itself — times have indeed

changed. The pamphlets were
withdrawn from public distribu-
tion over six months ago, soon

after people began quoting from
them....

One pamphlet says that one-
reason for local boards is so the
members will know their con-
stituency persomally. They, the
pamphlet says, are “frequently
consulted at their homes and
places of business.” My suit
gives the lie to this. I don’t
know if it was ever true. The
New York Free Press quotes a
draft board member in New
York City as saying he wouldn't
want to draft anyone he knew.

It is stated in the draft law
that the names of memhers
must be posted. The govern-
ment is fighting revealing the
addresses. Given the names,
the addresses can usually be
found in a phone book or city
directory. I expect next year
that many of them will have
unlisted numbers. They want to
be faceless to their constituency.
The only personal contact be-
tween the board members and
the men they draft is at a
personal appearance....

My lawsuit is, of course, what
would be called a “liberal”
enterprise. If successful, the
suit will only unmask the board
members and their workings; it
cannot destroy the draft sys-
tem. The latter won't come out
of the law courts. 1 consider
the knowledge acquired by the
first task as a necessary pre-

lude to the second.

DARLENE FiFE
New Orleans, La.

Repression in North Carolina

On Halloween night we went to a party dressed as guerrillas
(vaguely Viet Cong style). At midnight the party broke up and about
20 people came over to the old SSOC (Southern Student Organizing
Committee) House and sang freedom songs on the front porch.

This went on for 10 or 15 minutes, after which almost everybody
left. There were four black guys still at the SSOC House—they’d heen

there all along.

Sometime shortly after this the cops came. Gregg Secott, a high
school kid, was either still at the SSOC House or went over there
when they came. At any rate, he was wearing a sheathed machete as

part of his costume,

The police surrounded him and the black people, and Gregg started
yvelling for someone to come over there; I ram across the street.

It was at this point that the cops turned their attention to Gregg
and asked him what he was doing with the machete. His reply was
that he was *not cutting grass.” Then the police decided to confiscate

the machete, which they tried to do.

I asked them why they wanted it, since it is not illegal and it was
part of a costume. The cop said he was going to take the knife anyway.
I asked him what he meant by that. It was at this point they said I
was under arrest. I asked them for what reason but they wouldn’t say.

They started to pull and I resisted, demanding they tell me the
charges. Three of them finally got me on the hood of the car, where

they beat me till I quit struggling.

In the meantime, as I found out later, they had arrested Gregg.
After they took us to jail, they arrested David Giddens (on charges
of using profane langunage) and Grant Cooper (who was charged with
obstructing an officer in the performance of his duties). The charges
against Gregg and me are resisting an officer, assaunit and battery,

and using profane language.

Even as I write this letter, the police have just left from their
latest raid. This took place at 3 in the morning. It seems they are
trying to put us under the jail. Yesterday, at ocur trial, the cops
abused our lawyer for trying to get our case continued. (The only
lawyer we can trust has asked for $500 to $700 to take our case. From
this we can deduce that he doesn’t want it.) This whole thing is part
of a pattern of repression of the movement in Durham.

Right now, we are really hurting for money, If any of your readers
could help, or suggest the names of N.C. lawyers who might be able

to take the case, we’d be grateful.

JiM RUMELLY
1110 Chapel Hill St. West
Durham, N. C.

Mississippi’s New Generation

(Continued from Page 1)

support me. Still, I think he was
more comfortable when all I was
doing was talking.”

Mike Cassell, another KXudzu
writer, was 14 years old in 1961
when SNCC came to McComb,
his home town, to organize black
people. He remembers the vicl-
ence and the brutality. “I had an
uncle, a cop,” he recalls, “who
was being charged by the NAACP
for killing a Negro he didn’t have
to kill. They were right.”

He met a white civil-rights
worker then. “We got in a dis-
cussion and she tried to explain
what they were trying to do. I
didn’t really care.”

The family moved to Canton,
and in 1964 COFO’s Freedom
Summer moved there also.

“I was working at a Railway
Express station and I had to
deliver a package to the COFO
house. I met the people there and
wow—they were playing Dylan
records. I'd always grooved on
Dylan. I got to talking with
them and delivering more pack-
ages and more talking. I liked
them.”

Norman Mailer sees morality
as a ladder that must be
elimbed one rung at a time and
there is no going back, One
Sunday Mike Cassell climbed
the first of many rungs he
weuld climb, “The board at our
church heard that seme blacks
and some COFQO workers were
going to try and attend services
at our church. The board met

and decided to keep them out”
—he laughed—*by any wmeans
necessary.

“One of the deacons came up
to me and handed me a pair of
brass knuckles. ‘Don’t let them
come in,” he said. And my minis-
ter, he was a home film buff,
always making movies. He'd
make movies of all the people
who tried to register to vote,
then turn them over to the
police. They gave him a little
blue hat with a badge. I left the
church.”

In another incident which gives
an insight into life in the closed
society, he says, “I had an Eng-
lish teacher who taught Birchism
right in the classroom. She’d
assign sections of American
Opinion (the Birch magazine)
and have us write themes on it.”

He brought to class a cop; f
the magazine, USSR. He di :’t
know anything about it; “I just
thought ancther point of view
should be available.”” The teacher
called him a communist, but
when he threatened a lawsuit for
slander, she recanted.

He graduated from high school
as a National Merit Scholar and
went to New College in Sarasocta,
Florida. A year and a half later
he was expelled for participating
with other students in efforts to
revamp the college. He came
back to Mississippi and entered
Milsaps, where he met Doggett.

By his involvement, he has in-
volved his parents. “They’re
socially ostracized in the com-

munity,” he says. “But they’ll
stay.” Already his younger bro-
ther has refused to participate in
his high-school ROTC program.

If Dave Doggett and Mike

Cassell still retain relationships
with their parents, there are
others on the Kudzu staff who
don’t. Everett Long, 19, from
Marks, is completely cut off
from his family, except for his
younger brother. He worked a
summer with the Freedom In-
formation Service which pub-
lishes the Migsissippi News-
letter. This is an excellent
little journal that, until the
Kudzu came along, was alone
in getting out the trmth. He
attended the Democratic Party
convention in Chicago and was
arrested and jailed.

Cassell Carpenter, 20, is a girl
who grew up in an ante-bellum
mansion in Natchez. Her father
is president of that city’s largest
bank. She, too, is cut off from
her family. She didn’t have time
for an interview because the
Kudzu and staff had been evicted
from the place where they lived
and she had to go out to look for
another house,

A recent cover of the Hudzu
proclaimed: A NEW SPIRIT 1S
RISING IN THE SOUTH—and
these young folks should know,
for they are a part of that spirit.

(Editor’s mote: You can sub-
scribe to and kelp the Kudzu af
Box 22502, Jackson, Mississipp,
39205. They also need money for
legal expenses.)
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