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Radical Chie:
That Party at Lenny’s

By Tom Wolie

“ .. It’s a tricky business, integrating new
politics with tried and true social motifs . ..”

At 2 or 3 or 4 am., somewhere
along in there, on August 25, 1966,
his 48th birthday, in fact, Leonard
Bernstein woke up in the dark in &
state of wild alarm. That had happencd
before. It was one of the forms his in-
somniz took. So he did the usual, He
got up and walked around a bil. He
felt grogey. Suddenly he had a vision,
an inspiration. He could see himself,
Leonard Bernstein, the egregio  mige-
stre, walking out on stage in white tie
and tils in front of a full orchesira.
On one side of the conductor’s podium
is o piano. On the other is o chair with
a guitar leaning against it. He sits in
the chair and picks up the guitar. A
guitar! One of those half-wilted instru-
menis, like the accordion, that are made
for the Learn-To-Play-in-Eight-Days
E-Z-Diagram  110-1Q 14-year-olds of
Levittown! Bul there’s a reason, He
has an onti-war message to deliver o
this great starched white-throated audi-
ence in ithe symphony hall. He an-
noumnces to them: ®I love,” Just that.
The effect is mortifying. All at once a
MNegro rises up from out of the curve
of the grand piano and starts saying
things like, “The audignce ks curiously
embarrassed.” Lenny  tries  fto starl
again, plays some guick numbers on
the piano, says, “1 love. Amo, ergo
wn,” The MNegro rises ngain and says,
“The audience thinks he ought to get
up and walk out. The audience thinks,
‘I am ashamed even (0 nudge my neigh-
bor.' " Finally, Lenny gets ofl a heart-
felt anti-war speech and exits,

For a moment, sitting there olone in
his home in the small hours of the
morning, Lenny thought it might just
work and he jotted the idea down. Think
of the headlines: BERNSTEIN ELECTRI-
FIES CONCERT AUDIENCE WITH ANTI-

Fegary Barnnkl

Do Panthers like Roguefort morsels?

WAR APPEAL, Bul then his enthusgsm
collapsed. He lost heart, Who the hell
was this Negro rising up from the
phang and nforming the world wht
un ass Leonurd Bernstein wos making
of himsell? It didn’t make sense, this
superego Megro by the concert grund,

Minryrmspsamenemennn, These
are nice; Litle Rogquefort cheese mor-
sels rolled o crushed nuts, Very
lastly. Very subtle. It's the way the dry
sackiness of the nuts tiptocs up against
the dour savor of the checse that is so
nice, so subtle. Wonder what the Black
Panthers cat here on the hors d'oeuvre
trail? Do the Panthers like litile Rogue-
fort cheese morsels wrapped in crushed
nuts this way, and asparagus tips in
mayonniise dabs, and mearhalls petites
an Cog Hardi, all of which are at this
very moment being offered to them on
gadrooned silver plattors by maids in
black uniforms with hand-ironed white
aprons . . . The butler will bring them
their drinks . . . Deny it if you wish to,

Felivin and Leanard Bernstein and puess Don Cox



. ..The very idea of them, revolutionaries who put their lives on
the line, runs through Lenny’s duplex like a rogue hormone . ..”

but such are the pensées méraphysigues
that rush through one's head on these
Radical Chic: evenings just now in
MNew York. For example, does that
huge Black Panther there in the hall-
way, the one shaking hands with Felicia
Bernstein herself, the one with the black
leather cout and the dark glasses and
the absolutely unbelievable Alro, Fuzzy
Wuzey-scale in Tact—ix he, a Black Pan-
ther, going on o pick up & Roguefort
cheese morsel rolled in crushed nuts
from ofl the tray, from a maid in uni-
form, and just pop it down the guliet
without s6 much as missing a beat of
Feliciu's perfect Mury Astor voice. . . .

Felicia is remarkable. She is beauti-
ful, with that rare burnished beauty
that Iasts through the vears. Her hair
is pale blond and se1 just so. She has
a woice that is “theatrical,” to use a
term from her youth. She greets the
Black Panthers with the same bend
of the wrist, the same tilt of the head,
the same perfect Mary Astor voice
with which she greets people like
Juson, D. D, Adolph. Betty, Gian Carlo,
Schuyler, and Goddard, during those
aprés-concert suppers she and Lenny
are 0 faomous for. What evenings! She
lights the candles over the dining room
tuble, und in the Gothum glosming the
little tremulous tips of flame are re-
flected in the murrored surfoce of the
tuble, a bottomless blackness with o
thousand stars, and it is that moment
that Lepny loves. There seem to be o
thousand stars above and a thowsand
stars below, a room (ull of stars, a pent-
house duplex full of stars, & Manhattan
tower full of stars, with marvelous peo-
ple drilting through the heavens, Jason
Rohards, John and D. 13, Ryan, Gian
Carlo Menoui, Schuyler Chapin, God-
dard Lieberson, Mike Nichols, Lillian
Hellman, Larry Rivers, Aaron Copland,
Richard Avedon, Milon and Amy
Greene, Lukas Foss, Jennie Tourel,
Samuel Barber, Jerome Robbins, Steve
Sondheim, Adolph and Phyllis Green,
Betly Comden, and the Patrick
O'Neals . . .

oo o and now, in the season of Radical
Chie, the Black Panthers. That huge
Panther there, the one Felicia is smiling
her tango smile at, is Robert Bay, who
just 41 hours ago was arrested in an
altercation with the police, supposedly
over o . 38-caliber revolver that somc-
one had, in a parked car in Queens at
Northern Boulevard and 104th Strect
or some such unbellevable place, and
taken to jail on a most unusual charge
culled “eriminal facilitation.” And now
he is out on bail and walking into
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Leonard and Felicia Bernstein's 1 5-room
penthouse duplex on Park Avenue. Har-
assment & Hassles, Guns & Pigs, Jail
& Bail—they're real, these Black Pan-
thers, The very idea of them. these real
revalutionaries, who actually pul their
lives on the line, runs through Lenny's
duplex like a rogue hormone. Everyone
casts u glance, or stares, or tries a smile,
and then sizes up the house for the
somehow delicious counterpaint . . .
Deny it if you want 10! but one doey
end up making such sweet furtive com-
parisons in this season of Radical Chic
.« + There’s Otto Preminger in the li-
brary and Jean vanden Heuvel in the
hall, and Peter and Cherny Duchin in
the living room, and Frank and Domna
Stanton, Gail Lumer, Sheldon Harnick,
Cynthia Phipps, Burton Lane, Mrs.
August Heckscher, Roger Wilkins, Bar-
bara Walters, Bob Silvers, Mrs. Richard
Avedon, Mrs. Arthur Penn, Julie Beln-
fonte, Harold Taylor, and scores more,
including Charlotte Curtis, women's
news editor of the New York Times,
Amcrica’s foremost chronicler of So-
ciety, a lean woman in black, with her
notebook  oul, standing near Felicia
and big Robert Bay, and talking to
Cheray Duchin.

Cheray tells her: “I've never met a
Panther—this. is o first for me!™ |, . .
never dreaming that within 48 hours
her words will be on the desk of the
President of the United States . .,

This v a firmy for me, Bul she is not
alone in her thrill as the Bluck Pan-
thers come trucking on in, into Lenny’s
house, Robert Bay, Don Cox the Pan-
thers' Figld Marshal from Oakland,
Henry Miller the Harlem Panther de-
fense captain, the Panther women—
Christ, if the Panthers don’t know how
o get il all together, as they say, the
tight pants, the tight black turilenccks;
the leather coats, Cuban shades, Afros.
But real Afros, not the ones that have
been shaped and trimmed like o topiary
hedge and sprayed until they have a
sheen like acrylic wall-to-wall—but like
funky, natural, scraggly . . . wild . . .

These are no civil-rights  Negroes
wearing gray suits three sizex too hig—

—nd mare interminable Urban League
banguets in hotel ballrooms where they
try to alternate the blacks and whites
around the tables as if they were string-
ing Arapaho beads—

—these are real men!

Shootouts, revolutions, pictures in
Life magazine of policemen grabbing
Biack Panthers like they were Viel
Cong—somehow it oll runs together in
the head with the whole thing of how

Beanriful they are, Sharp ax o blade, The
Panther women—there are three or
four of them on hand, wives of the
Panther 21 defendants, and they are so
lean, so lithe, as they say, with tight
pants and Yoruba-style headdresses, al-
most like turhans, as if they'd stepped
out of the pages of FVogue, although no
doubt Fogue got it from them. All
once every woman in the room knows
exactly what Amanda Burden meant
when she said she wos now anti-fashion
because “the sophistication of the baby
blacks made me rethink my amitudes.™
Guod knows the Panther women don't
spend 30 minutes in front of the
mirror in the morning shoring up their
eye holes with contuct lenses, eyveliner,
cye shadow, eyebrow pencil, occipital
rim brush, false eyelashes, mascara,
Shadow-Ban for undereye and Elerna
Creme for the comers . . . And here
they are, right in front of you, lrucking
on into the Bernsteins' Chinese yellow
duplex, amid the sconces, silver bowls
full of white and lavender anemones,
and uniformed servanis serving drinks
and Roquefort cheese morsels rolled
in crushed nuts—

But it's all mght. They're white ser-
vants, not Claude and Maude, but white
South Americans. Lenny and Felicia
ure geniuses. After a while, it all comes
down to servants, They are the cutting
edge in Radical Chic, Obviously, if you
are giving a party for the Black Pan-
thers, as Lenny and Felicia are this
evening, or as Sidney and Gail Lumet
did last week, or ws John Simon of
Random House and Richard Baron, the
publisher, did before that; or for the
Chicago Eight, such as the party Jean
vanden Heuvel gave, or for the grape
workers or Bermadette Devlin, such as
the parties Andrew Stcin gave; or for
the Young Lords, such as the party
Ellie Guggenheimer is giving next week
in her Park Avenue duplex; or for the
Indians or the SDS or the G.I. Coffee
Shope or even for the Friends of the
Earth—well, then, obviously you can't
have a Negro butler and maid, Claude
and  Mawde, in uniform. circulating
through the living room, the library and
the main hall serving drinks and can-
apés, Plenty of people have tried 1o
think it oul, They try to picture the
Panthers or whoever walking in bris-
tling with electric hair and Cuban
shades and leather pieces and the resi
of it and they try to picture Claude and
Maude with the hiack uniforms com-
ing up and saying, “Would you care for
a drink, sir?” They close their eyes and
try to picture it scene way, but there is

“These are po civil-righty Negroes wearing gray suits three sizex too big"
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Baob Silvers, editeor of tie “New York Review of Books™: YParlownr Panther”

no way. One simply cannot see that mo-
ment, S0 the current wave of Radical
Chic has touched off the most desperate
search for white servants. Carter and
Amuanda Burden have white servants.
Sidney Lumet and his wife Gail, who is
Lena Horne's doughter, have  three
white servants, including o Scottish
nurse. Evervbody has while servants,
And Lenny and Felicta—ithey had it
worked out before Radical Chic even
started. Felicia grew up in Chile, Her
father, Roy Elwood Cohn, an engineer
from Sun Francisco, worked for the
American Smelting and Refining Ca. in
Santiago, As Felicia Montealegre (her
mothers maiden name), she became an
sctress in MNew York and won the
Mation Pictiure Dullv cntics” award as
the best new television actriss of 1949,
Anvway, they huve o house stall of three
white South American servants, includ-
ing u Chilean cook, plis Lenny’s English
chauffeur and dresser, who is also white,
of coume. Can one comprehend how per-
fect that is, given . . . the times? Well,
many of their Triends can, and they nng
up the Bernsteing and ask them to get
South American servanls for them, and
the Bernslems are so gengrous aboul it
so ohliging, that people refer to them,
pood-naturedly and gratefully, as “the
Spic and Span Employment Agency,”
with an easyegoing ethnic  humor, of
[ ]38

The anly other thing o do is what
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Ellic Guggenheimer is doing next week
with her party for the Young Lords
in her duplex on Park Avenue ar E8ih
Strect. just 10 blocks up from Lenny
and Felicia, She is giving her party on
i Sunday, which is the day off for the
maid and the cleaning woman. “Two
fricnds of mine”—she confides on the
telephone—"two friends of mine who
happen 1o be . . . not white—that's
what 1 hate shout the times we live
in, the rerms—well, they've agreed 1o
be butler and maid . . . and I'm going
10 be a maid myself!™

Tust ot this point some well-meaning
ol is going o say, Why not do with-
oul servants altogether if the matter
creates such  unbearable tension and
one truly  believes in equality? Well,
even o ralse the guestion is (o reveal
the most fundamental ignorance of life
in the great co-ops and townhouses af
the Eust Side in the age of Radical
Chie, Why, my God! servants arg not
A mere convenience, they're an absolute
psvchological necessity. Once one s
inta that life, truly jnto it, with the
marning workout on the velvet swings
at Kounovsky's and the late mormings
on the telephone, and lunch at the Run-
ning Footman, which is now regarded
ps really better than La ‘Grenouille,
Lutéce, Lalayente, La Caravelle and the
rest of the gencral Frog Pond, less
ostentatious, more of the David Hicks
fewling, less of the Parich-Hadley look,

and then—well, then, the idea of not
having s¢rvants is unthinkible, But even
that docs not say it all. It makes it
sound like a maller of convenience,
when actunlly it is o sheer and funda-
mental matter of—having servants,
Does one comprehend?

God, what a flood of taboo thoughts
runs through one’s head at these Radi-
cal Chic events . . . But it's delicious,
It i o if one's nerve-endings were on
red alert to the most intimale nunnces
of status. Deny it if you want to!
Mevertheless, it runs through every soul
here, Tt is the matter of the marvelous
contradictions on all sides, It 5 like
the delicious shudder vou pet when
you try to force the prongs of two
horseshoe magnets together . . . them
angl bs ..

For example, one’s own servants, al-
though white, are pencrally no prob-
lem, A discreet, euphemistic word about
what sort of party it is going to be,
and they will generally be models of
correctness. The euphemisms are not
always an easy matter, however, When
talking to one's white servants, one
doesn’t really know whether 1o refer to
blacks as Macks, Negroes, or colored
people.  'When wlking to other , . .
well, eultivated persons, one says Macks,
of course. It is the only word, current-
Iy, that implicitly shows one's aware-
ness of the dignity of the black race.
Hut somehow when you start to say the
word (o your own while servanis, You
hesitate. You can't get it out of your
throat, Why?! Counfer-guilt! You realize
that you are about to utter one of those
touchstone words that divide the culti-
valed Tromy the uncultivated, the at-
tuned from the unattuned, the hip from
the dreary. As soon s the word comes
out of yvour mouth—you know it be-
fore the first vocuble pops on your lips
—:{'HIJF OWnN servanit s EL‘I‘IIIH I siEe FI]'IJ
up as one of those lmewsine Hberals,
or whatever epithet they use, who are
busy pouring white soul all over the
black movement, and would you do as
much for the white lower class, for the
domestics of the East Side, for exam-
ple, [ar chancs, sahib, Deny i il you
wani to! but such are the delicious lit-
tle agonies of Radical Chic. S0 one s¢l-
thes for Negro, with the hops that the
great god Culturatus has [aid the ledger
aside for the moment. . . . In any case, if
one % able 1o make that small compro-
mise, one’s own servants ore no real
problem. But the eleviator man and the
doorman—the death rays they begin
projecting, the curt responscs, As soon
ns they see it is going to he one of
those  parties! OF course, they're all
from Queens, and so forth, and one
has to allow for that. For some reason
the elevator men tend to be worse about
it than the doormen, even; less sense of
politesse, perhaps.



Or—what does one wear 1o these
parties for the Panthers or the Young
Lords or the grape workers? What does
o woman wear? Obviously one does not
want to wear something frivolously and
pompously expensive, such is a Gerard
Pipart party dress. On the other hand one
does not want (o arrive “poor-mouthing
it” in some outrageous turileneck and
West Eighth Street bell-jean combinu-
tion, as if one is "funky” snd of “the
people.” Frankly, Jean vanden Heuvel—
that's Jean there in the hallway giving
everyone her famous smile, in which her
eyes narrow down to §f 16—frankly,
Jean tends too much toward the Tunky
fallacy. Jean, who Is the daughter of
Jules Stein, one of the wealthiest men
in the country, is wearing some sori
of rust-red snap-around suede skirt, the
sort that English working girls pick up
on Saturdsy afternoons in those abso-
lutely berserk London boutigues like
Bus Stop or Biba, where evervthing
looks chic and yet skimpy and raw and
vital. Felicia Bernstein scems to under-
stand the whole thing better. Look at
Felicin. She is wearing the simplest
litle black frock imaginable, with ab-
solutely no ormamentation save for n
plain gold necklace. It is perfect. 1t has
dignity without any overt class sym-
balism.

Lenny? Lenny himself has been in
the living room all this time, talking
to old friends like the Duchins and
the Stantons and the Lanes. Lenny is
wearing o black turtleneek, navy blazer,
Black Watch plaid trousers and a neck-
lace with a pendant hanging down fo
his sternum. His tailor comes here to
the apartment to take the measurements
and do the fittings. Lenny is a short,
trim man, and yet he always seems tall.
It is his head, He has a noble head,
with o foce that is ot once sensitive
and rugged, and a full stand of iron-gray
hair, with sideburns, all set off nicely
by the Chinese vellow of the room.
His success radiates from his eves and
his smile with a charm that illusirates
Lord Jersey's adage that “contrary to
what the Methodists tell us, money and
sugcess are good for the soul,” Lenny
may be 51, but he is still the Wunder-
kind of American music, Everyong savs
so. He is not only one of the world's
outstanding conductors, but n more than
competent composer and pianist as well,
He is the man who more than any other
has broken down the wall between elite
music and popular tastes, with West
Side Story and his children's conceris on
television. How natural that he should
stand here in his own home radinting
the charm and grace that make him an
easy host-for leaders of the oppressed.
How ironic that the next hour should
prove ‘s0 shattering for this egregio
maestra! How curious that the Negro
by the piano should emerge tonight!

Pantlier Field Marshal Cox: up against the duplex wall

A bell rang, a dinner table bell, by
the sound of it, the sornt one summons
the muid out of the kitchen with, and
the party shifted from out of the hall
and into the living room. Felicia led
the way, Felicia and o small gray man,
with gray hair, a gray face, o gray suit,
and a pair of Groovy bul gray side-
burns. A little gray man, in short, who
would be popping up at key moments
- .. ta keep the freight train of history
on the track, as it were . . .

Felicia was down at the far end of
the living rcom trying to coax every-
body in.

“Lenny!™ she said. “Tell the fringes
1o come on in!™ Lenny was still in the
back of the living room, near the hall.
“Fringes!” said Lenny. “Come on in!"

In the living room mast of the furni-
ture, the couches, ecasy chairs, side-
tables, side chairs, and so on, *had been

toward the walls, and 30 or 40
felding chairs were set up in the mid-
dle of the floor. It was a big, wide
room with Chinese yellow walls and
white moldings, sconces, pier-glass mir-
rors, a portrait of Felicia reclining on a
summer chaise, and at the far end,
where Felicia was standing, a pair of
grand pianos. A pair of them; the two
pianos were standing back to back, with
the tops down and their bellies swoop-
ing out. On top of both planos was o
regular flotilla of family photographs
in silver frames, the kind of pictures

that stand straight up thanks to litte
velvet: or moiré-covercd buttresses in
the back. the kind that decorators in
Mew York recommend to give a living
room a homelike, lived-in touch. "“The
million-dollar charchka look,” they call
it. In n way it was perfect for Radical
Chic, The nice parl was that with
Lenny it was instinctive; with Felicia,
too, The whole place looked as if the
ingpiration had been to spend a couple
of hundred thousind on the interior
without locking pretentious, olthough
that is no great sum for a 13-room
co-op, of course . . . Imugine explain-
ing all that to the Black Panthers. Tt
was another delicious thought , . . The
sofas, for example, were covered in the
fashionable splashy prinis on a white
background covering deep downy cush-
ions, in the Billy Baldwin or Margaret
Owen  tradition — withoul it looking
like Billy or Margaret had been in
there fussing about with teapoys and
jupanned chairs. Gemiirlieh . . . Old
Viennu when grandpa was alive . . .
That was the ticket ., . .

*Once Lenny got “the fringes” moving
i, the room filled up rapidly, It was
jammed, in fact, People were sitting on
sofas and easy chairs along the sides,
as well as on the folding chairs, and
were standing in the back, where Lenny
wits. Otto Preminger was sitting on a
sofa down by the pianos, where the
speakers were going to stand, The Pan-
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“ .. Lenny stands here in his own home radiating the charm and
grace that make him an easy host for leaders of the oppressed . ..”

ther wives were sitting in the first two
rows with their Yoruba headdresses on,
along with Henry Mitchell and Julie
Belafonte, Harry Belafonte's wife. Julie
is white, but they all greeted her warm-
ly as “Sister.” Behind her was sitting
Barhara Walters, hostess of the Today
Show on television, wearlng o checked
pants suit with o great fluffy fur collar
on the coul, Harold Taylor, the former
“Boy President” of Sarah Lowrence,
now 55 and silver-haired, bul still
youthful looking, came walking down
toward the front and gave a hug and
& big social kiss to Cipil Lumet, Robert
Hay settled down in the middle of the
folding chairs. Jean vanden Heuvel
stood in the back and sought to focus
(oo 0716 .. . on the pianos , . . Char-
lotte Curtis stood beside the door, tak-
ing notes. And then Felicia stood up
beside the pianos and said:

“1 waunt te thank you all very, very
much for coming, I'm very, very glad
to see so0 many of you here.” Everything
was fine. Her voice was rich as a wood-
wind. She introdveed o man named
Leon Quat, one of the luwyers for the
“Panther 21," 21 Black Panthers who
had been arrcsted on a charge of con-
spiring (o hlow up five Mew York de-
partment stores, New Haven Railroad
fucilities, o police station and the Bronx
Bolanieal Gardens.

Leon Quat, oddly enough, had the
general look of those 52-year-old men
who run o combination law office, real
catale and insurance operation on the
second floor of a two-story laxpayer
out on Queens Boulevard, And yet that
wausn't the kind of man Leon Qqu.l
really wix, He had the sideburns. Quite
a pair. They didn't come down just 10
the incisura intertragica, which s that
little notch in the lower nm of the car,
and which o many lentative Swingers
‘wim their sideburns toward, Mo, on top
of this complete Queens Boulevard in-
surance agent look, he had real side-
burns, to the bottom of the lobe; virtual
muttonchops, which somehow have be-
come the mark of the Movement. Leon
Quat rose up smiling:

“We are very grateful o Mrs, Bern-
stein"—only he pronounced it “sleen.”

“STEINT—a  great  smoke-cured
voice booming out from the rear of
the room! It's Lenny! Leon Quat and
ihe Black Panthers will have a chance
to hear from Lenny. That much is sure.
He is on the case. Leon Quat must be
the only man in the room who does
not know about Lenny and the Mental
Jotto at 3 wm. . . . For years, 20 at
the leéast, Lenny has insisted on -siein

not -steen, as if 1o say, | am not obe of
those 1921 Jews who try to tone down
their Jewishness by watering their names
down with o bad soft English pronun-
ciation. Lenny has made such a point
of -stein not -green, in fact, that some
people in this room think al once of the
story of how someone approached Larry
Rivers, the artist, and said, “What's this
I hear about you and Leonard Bern-
stein—areen, he pronounced it— “not
speaking 1o each other anymore?'—to
which Rivers said, "STEIN!"

“We are very grateful . . . for her
murvelous hospitality,” says Quut, ap-
parently not wanting to try the name
again right away. Then he beams to-
wird the crowd:

“] assume we are all just an eflete
clique of snobs and intellectuals in this
room . . . | am referring to the words
of Viee-President Agnew, of course,
who ean’t be with us today because he
% in the South Pagific explaining the
Nixon doctrine to the Australians. All
vice-presidents  suffer from  the Avis
complex—they're sccond best, so they
iry harder, like General Ky or Hubert
Humphrey . . ." He keeps waiting for
the grins and chuckles after each of
these mots, butl all the celebrities and
eulturati are nonplussed. They give him
n kind of dumb attention. They came
here for the Panthers and Radical Chic,
and here is Old Queens Boulevard Real
Estate Man with sideburns on telling
them Agnew jokes. But Quat is too
deep into his weird hole to get out
“"Whatever respect | have had for Lester
Maddox, I lost it when 1 saw Humphrey
put his arm around his shoulder , . 7
and somehow Quat begins disappearing
down a hole bunging Hubert Humphrey
with lumps of old Shelley Berman ma-
ferial, Slowly he climbs back out. He
starts telling about the oppression of
the Panther 21. They have been in jail
since February 2, 1969, awaiting trinl
on ludicrous churges such as conspiring
to blow up the Bronx Botanical Gar-
dens. Their bail has been a preposterous
S100,000 per person, which has in
effect demied them the right to bail,
They have been kept split up and moved
from jail to jail. Fot all intents and
purposes they have been denied the
right to confer with their lawyers (o
prepare a defense, They have been sub-
jected to inhuman ireatment in jail—
stch s the case of Lee Berry, an epi-
leptic, who was snalched out of a hos-
pital bed and thrown in jail and kept in
solitary  confinement with a light bulb
burning over his head night and day.
The Panthers who have not been thrown

"How curious that the Negra by the plane should emerge tonight™

in jail or killed, like Fred Huampton, are
being stalked and harassed everywhers
they go. "One of the few higher officials
who is stll . . . in the elear™—Quat
smiles—"is here taday. Don Cox, Field
Marshal of the Black Panther Party.”

“Right on,” a voice says to Leon
Quiat, rather softly. And a tall black
man rises from behind one of Lenny's
grand pianos . . . The Negro by the
plang . - .

The Ficld Marshal of the Black Pan-
ther Party has been silting in & chair
between the piano and the wall. He rises
up; he has the hardrock look, all right;
he is a big tall man with brown skin
and an Afre and a goates and a black
turtleneck much like Lenny’s, and he
stands up beside the pilano, next to
Lenny's million-dallar ¢farchka flotilla
of family photographs. In fact, there
is u certain perfection as the first Black
Panther rises within a Park Aveoue liv-
ing room 1o lay the Panthers' 10-point
program on Mew York Society in the
age of Kudical Chic. Cox is silhouet-
tod—well, about 19 feet behind him s
a white silk shade with an Empire scal-
lop over one of the windows o i
Park Avenue. Or maybe it isn't silk, but
a Jack Lenor Lursen mercerized cotton,
something like that, lustrous but more
siibtle than silk, The whole image, the
white shade and the Megro by the piano
silhouetied against it, is framed by a
pair of bottle-green velvet curtnins,
pulled back.

And docs it begin now?—bul this
Cox is a cool number. He doesn't come
on with the street epithets and interjec-
tions and the rest of the rhetoric and
red eyes used for mav-maving the white
liberals, as il is called,

“The Black Panther Party,” he starts
off, “stands for a 10-point program
that was handed down in October, 1966,
by our Minister of Defense, Huey P.
Mewton . . ." and he starts going through
the 10 points . . . “We wanl an cduch-
tional system that expresses the true
nature of this decadent society™ . , .
“We want all black men exempt from
military serviee” . . . "We want all
black men who are in jail 0 be sl
free; We want them o be set free be-
couse they have not had fair trials
We've been tried by predominantly
middle-class, all-white juries” . . . “And
midsl impﬂﬂ'anl of all, we wanl peace
o S0€. .. 'We want peace, but thers
can be po peace as long as a sociely is
racist and one part of socicty engages
in syslemalic oppression of another™
.o "We want a plebiscite by the United
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“Everyone in the room is drinking in Cox’s
performance like tiger’s milk, for the Soul”

Mations to be held in black communities,
so thal we can control our own des-
tiny" ...

Everyone in the room, of coure, is
drinking in his performance like tiger's
milk, for the . . . Soul, ax it were. All
love the tone of his voice, which is
Confidential Hip. And yet his delivery
falls into strangely formal palterns.
Whal are these block phrases, such as
“pur Minister of Defense, Huey P,
Newlon™'—

“Some people think that we are rac-
ist, because the news media find it use-
ful 1o ereate that impression in order
1o support the power structure, which
we have nothing to do with . . . see. ..
They like for the Black Panther Pary
to be made to look like a racist orguni-
galion, because that camouflages the
true class nature of the struggle. But
they find it harder and harder to Kecp
up that eamoufluge and are driven to
compaigns of harnssment and violence
(o try to eliminate the Block Panther
Party. Here in Mew York 21 members
of the Black Panther Party were indict-
ed last April on ridicolous charges
of conspining o blow up department
stores and flower gardens, They've had
27 bail hearings since last April . . .
BED . v
—But evervone in here loves the secs
and the you kmows, They are so, some-
how . . . dack . . . 50 funky . . . s0
metrical . . . Withowt ever bringing it
fully inte consciousncss cveryone re-
sponds—communes over—the fact that
he uses them not for emphasis, but for
punciunation, metrically, much like the
uhs favored by High Church Episcopal
ministers, as in, “And bless, uh, these
gifts, uh, o Thy use and wvs to, uh,
Thy service™—

" . .« they've had 27 buil heanngs
since last April . . . see . . aod every
time the judge has refused to lower the
bail from $100,000 . .. Yet a group of
whites accused of actually bombing
buildings—they were able 10 get bail,
S0 that clearly demonsirutes the racist
miture of the campaign against the
Back Panther Party, We don't say ‘hail’
anymore, we say ‘ransom,’ for such re-
pressive bail can only be ealled ransom.

“The situation here in New York is
very explosive, as you can see, with
people stacked up on top of cach ather.
They can hardly deal with them when
they're nrorganiied, so  that when n
group comes along like the Binck Pan-
thers, they want to elimimate that group
by any means . . . set . .. ond so that
stand has been embraced by J. Edgar
Hoover, who feels that we are the greil-
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¢sl threal to the power structure. They
try to create the impression that we are
engaged in criminal activities, Whart are
these ‘criminal aotivities™ We have in-
stituted n breakfast program, to address
ourselves to the needs of the commu-
nity. ‘We feed hungry children every
morning before they go to school. So
far this program is on a small scale.
We're only feeding 50,000 children na-
tionwide, but the only money we have
for this program is donations from the
merchants in the neighborhoods, We
have a program o establish clinics in
the black communities and in other
ways also we are addressing ourselves
to the needs of the community . . . see
.+ - 30 the people know the power
structure is lying when they say we are
engoaged in criminal activities, So the
pigs are driven 10 desperate acts; like
the murder of our deputy chairman,
Fred Hompton, in his bed . . . sea . . .
in his sleep . . . Bot when they got
desperate and took off their camouflage
and murdered Fred Hamplon, in his
bed, in his sleep, sce, that kind of shook
people up, because they saw Lthe tactics
of the power structure for what they
Were, ., .

“We relate to a phrase coined by
Malcolm X: ‘By any means necessary’
<.y ¥OU se¢ ., . "By any means neces-
sary” . . . and by that we mean that we
recognize that if vou're attacked, you
have the right to defend yoursell. The
pigs, they say the Black Panthers are
armed, the Black Panthers have weap-
ons . .. see . . . and therefore they have
the right to break in and murder us in
aur heds. [ don't think there's anybody
in here who wouldn't defend themselves
if somebody came in and attacked them
or their families . . . see . . . 1 dont
think there's anybody in here who
wouldn’t defend themselves . .

—and every woman in the room
thinks of her husband . . . with his
cocod-butler  jowls and Dior Men's
Boutigue pajamas . . . ducking into the
bathroom  and  locking the door and
turning the shower on, so he can say
fater that he didn't hear a thing—

“We call them pigs, and rightly s0,"
sayvs Don Cox, “because they have the
woy of makiog the victim look like the
criminal, and the eriminal look like the
victim. So every Panther must be ready
to defend himsell. Thal was handed
down by our Minister of Defense, Huey
. Newion: Everybody who does not
have the means to defend himself in
his home, or if he does have the means
and he docs pot defend himself—we
expel that man . . . see .. . As our Min-

-
Hard by the milllon-dollar chatchkus, Don Cox 2

ister of Defense, Huey P. Newton, says,
‘Any unarmed people are slaves, or are
slaves in the real meaning of the word’
. -« We recognize that this conntry is
the most oppressive country in the
world, maybe in the history of the
waorld. The pigs have the weapons and
they are ready to use them on the peo-
ple, and we recognize this ns being very
bad., They are ready to commil geno-
cide against those who stand up against



Lectn Quatt, w lawyer for the “Panther 21," lstens

BT Thnes

them, and we recognize this as being
very bad,

“All we want is the good life, the
same as vou, To live in pence and lead
the good life, that’s all we woant .
see . . . But right now there’s no way
we can do that. | want to read some
thing to you:

““When in the course of human
events, it becomes necessary for one
people 0 dissodve the political bands

which have connected them with an-
other, and _ . ." He reads straight through
it, every word. . . . and, accordingly,
all experience hath shown, that man-
kind are more disposed to suffer, while
evils are sufferable, than to right them-
selves by abolishing the forms o which
they are accustomed. But when a long
tram of abuses and USUrpations, pur-
suing invariably the same object. evinces
o design 10 reduce them under absolute

despotism, il is their right, it is their
duty, 1o throw off such government, and
1o provide new guards for their future
security,”

“You know what thut's from?"—anil
he fooks our o1 everyone and hesitates
before laying this gasper on them—
“That's from the Declaration of Inde-
pendence, the American Declaration of
Independence. And we will defend our-
selves and do like it says . . . you know?
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“_..Radical Chic was the new wave supreme in New York Society.
Vogue was already preparing a food column entitled Soul Food ...”

« o« and thal's aboul it”

The “that's about it" parl seems so
casual, so funky, so right, after the
rhetoric of what he has been saying.
And then he sits down and sinks out of
sight behind one of the grand pianos,

‘The thing is beginning to move, And
—hell, yes, the Reichstag fire! Another
man gets up, o white named Gerald
Lefeourt, wha is chief counsel for the
Panther 21, a young man with thick
black hair and the muttonchops of the
Movement and that great motor inside
of lim that young courtroom lawyers
ought 10 have. He lays the Reichstag
fire an them. He reviews the Panther
case and then he says:

“I believe that this odious situation
could be compared 1o the Reichstag fire
attem pt"—he’s talking about the way the
Maris used the burning of the Reichstag
as the pretext for first turning loose the
Ciestapo and exterminating afl political
opposition in Germany—"and I believe
that this trial could also be compared
to the Reichstag trial . . . in many ways
... and that opened an era that this
country could be heading for. That could
be the outcome of this case, an era of
the Right, and the only thing that can
stop it s for people like ourselves to
make a noise and make a noise now.”

. .. and not be Krupps, Junkers, or
Good Germuins . . .

. .. We had an opportunity 10 ques-
tion the Grand Jury, and we found out
some interesting things. They all have
net worths averaging $300,000, and
they all come from this neighborhood,”
says Lefeourt, nodding as if to tuke in
the whole Upper East Side. And sud-
denly everyone feels, really feels, that
there are two hreeds of mankind in the
great co-ops of Park Avenue, the blue-
jowled rep-tied Brook Club Junker re-
petionaries in the surrounding buildings
.« . ond the few gruned souls here in
Lenny's penthouse, . . . They all have
annual incomes in the area of $35,000
... And you're supposed to have &
Yury of your peers’ . . . They were
shocked at the questions we were asking
them. They shouldn’t have to answer
such questions, that was the idea. They
all belong to the Grand Jury Associa-
tion. They're somewhut like a club, They
have lunch together once in a while,
A lot of them went to school together.
They have no more understanding of the
Black Panthers than President MNixon.™

The Junkers! Leon Quat says; “Fas-
cism always begins by perseculing the
least powerful and least popular move-
ment. It will be the Panthers today, the
siudents tomorrow—and then . . . the
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Jews and other troublesome minorities!
.- . What price civil liberties! . . . Now
let’s start this off with the gifts in four
figures. Who Is ready to make a contri-
bution of a thousand dollars or more?

All at once—nothing. But the little
gray man sitting next to Felicia, the
gray man with the sideburns, pops up
and hands a piece of paper to Quat and
suyvs: “Mr. Clarence Jones asked me 1o
say—he couldn't be here, but he's con-
tributing 57,500 to the defense fund!™

“Oh! That's marvelous!” says Felicia.

Then the voice of Lenny from the
back of the room: “As a guest of my
wife"—he smiles—"T'll give my fee for
the next performance of Cavalleria Rus-
ticana.” Comradely laughter. Applause.
I hope that will be four figures!”

Things are moving again. (o Prem-
inger speaks up from the sofa down
front: ;

“l geeve o t'ousand dollars!™

Right on. Quat says: “T can't assure
you that it's tax deductible,” He smiles.
“1 wish | could, but T con't.”” Well, the
man looks brighter and brighter every
minute. He Knows a Radical Chic audi-
ence when he sees one. Those words
are mogic in the age of Radical Chic:
s mor tax deductible.

The contributions start coming fuster,
only $250 or $300 at a clip, but faster
+ «« Sheldon Harmick . . . Bernie and
Hilda Fishman , . . Judith Bernstein
s Mr. and Mrs. Burton Lane . . .

“I know some of you are caught with
your Dow-Jones averages down,” says
Chaat, “but come on—"

Quat says: “We have a $300 contri-
bution from Harry Belulonte!™

“Mo, no,” says Julie Belafonte,

“I'm sorry,” says Quat, “it's Julie’s
private money! 1 apologize. After all,
there’s a women's liberation movement
sweeping the country, and 1 want this
marked down as a gilt from Mry, Bela-
fonte!” Then he says: “1 know you
want o get to the question period, but
I know there’s more gold in this mine.
I think we've reached the point where
we can pass out the blank checks.”

More contributions . . . 5100 from
Mrs. August Heckscher . , .

“We'll take amything!”™ says Quat.
“We'll take it all!™ . . . he's high on the
momentum of his fund-raiser voice . , .
“You'll leave here with nothing!™

But finally he wraps it up. A beauti-
ful ash-blond girl with the most perfect
Miss Porter's face speaks up. She's
wearing u leather und tweed dress. She
looks like a Junior Leaguer graduating
to the Ungard Boutique.

“I'd like to ask Mr. Cox a guestion,”

she says. Cox is standing up again, by
the grand piano. “Besides the breakfast
program,” she says, “do you have uny
other community programs, and what
are they like?”

Cox starts 1o tell about & Black Pan-
ther program to set up medical clinics
in the ghettos, and so on, but soon he is
talking nbout a Panther demand that
police be required 1o live in the com-
munity they patrol. “If you police the
community, you must live there. ..
sz . . . Beeause if he lives in the com-
munity, he's going to think twice before
he brutalizes us, because we can deal
with him when he comes home ot night
via 508, .. We ure also working to
start liberation schools for black chil-
dren, and these liberution schools will
actually teach them about their environ:
ment, because the way they are now
taught, they are taught not to see their
real environment . . . see . ., They get
Donald Duck and Mother Goose and
all that lame happy jive . . . you know
oo We'd like o take kids on tours of
the white suburbs, like Scarsdale, and
like that, und let them see how their
oppressors live . . . you Know . . . but
50 far we don't have the money (o carry
out these programs to meet the real
peeds of the community. The only
money we have is what we get from the
merchants in the black community when
we ask them for donations, which they
should give, because they are the ex-
ploiters of the black community™—

—and shee-uf. What the hell is Cox
eetting into that for? Quat and the litile
gray man are ready (o spring in at any
loneseme split second. For God's sake,
Cox, don'l open that can of worms.
Even in this bunch of upholstered skulls
there are people who can figure out just
who those merchants are, what group,
and just how they are asked for dona-
tions, and we've been free of that little
issue all evening, man—don't bring oul
that ball-breaker—

Bul the moment is saved, Suddenly
there 18 @ much more urgent question
from the rear:

“Who do you call to give a party?
Whao do you call to give a party?”

Every head spins around . © Quite a
sight . . . It's a slendzr blond man wha
has pushed his way up 1o the front ranks
of the standees. He's weanng o tuxedo.
He's wearing black-Trame glasses and
his bloand harr is combed back straight
in the Eaton Square manner. He looks
like the intense Yale man [rom out of
one of those 1927 Frigidaine ads in the
Saturday Evening Post, when the way
1o sell anything was to show Harry Yale



in the background, in a tuxedo, with his
pagehoy-bobbed young lovely, heading
off 1o dinner at the New Haven Lawn
Club. The man sill has his hand up
in the air like the star student of the
junior class,

“1 won't be able 1o stay for every-
thing you have to say,” he says, “but
who do you call 1o give a party?"

In fact, it is Richard Feigen, owner
of the Feigen Gallery, 79th and Madi-
son. He arrived on the art scene and
the social scene from Chicago three
years ago . . . He's been moving up
hand over hand ever since . . . like a
champion . . . Tonight—the luxedo—
tonight there is a receplion ot the Mu-
seum of Modern Art .. .righton...a
“contributing members'” reception, a
private viewing not open to mere “mem-
bers” . . . But before the museum re-
ception itself, which is at 8:10, there
are private dinners . . . right? . . . which
are the real openings . . . in the homes
of great collectors or great climbers or
the old Protestunt elite, marvelous din-
ner partics, the real thing, black tie, and
these dinners are the only true cerdifi-
cation of where one stands in this whole
realm of Art & Society . . . The whole
game depends on whose home one is
invited to before the opening . . . And
the game emds as the host gathers every-
one up about 8:45 for the trek to the
musenm itself, and the guests say, ol-
most ritually, “God! 1 wish we could
sce the show from here! It's too de-
lightful! 1 simply don't want to move!!'
. - . And, of course, they mean it! Abso-
lutely! For them, the opening is already
over, the hand is played . . . And Rich-
ard Feigen, man of the hour, replica
1927 Yale man, black tie and Eaton
Square hair, has dropped in, on the way,
en passant, 1o the Bernsteins’, to take in
the other end of the Culture tandem,
Radical Chic . . . and the rightness of it,
the exhilaration. seems to sweep through
him, and he thrusts his hand inte the
air, and somchow Radical Chic reaches
its highest, puresl state in that moment
« . us Richard Feigen, in his tuxedo,
breaks in to ask, from the bottom of his
heart, "Who do you call (o give a party?”
There you had a trend, a fashion, in
its moment of naked tnumph. How ex-
traordinary that just 30 minutes later
Radieal Chic would be—

But at that moment Radical Chic
wax the new wave supreme in New
York Society, It had been building for
more than six months. It had already
reached the fashion pages of Vogue
and was moving into the food column,
Vague was already preparing a column
entitled “Soul Food."

“The cultrof Soul Food,” it began.
“is a form of Black self-awnreness and,
to a lesser degree, of white sympathy
for the Black drive to self-relinnce. It

is s if those who ate the beans and
greens of necessity in the cabin door-
ways were brought into  communion
with those who, not having to, eat those
foods voluntarily as a sacrament. The
present struggle is emphasized in the act
of breaking traditional bread . . .
SWEET PMOTATO FONE
3 cups flinely grated raw sweetl
toes
Ly cup sweet milk
2 tublespoons melted butter
'y teaspoon each: cinnamon,
ginger, powdered cloves, and
nutmeg
2 epps
salt
Y2 cup brown sugar
12 cup molasses or honey
Mix together potatoes, milk, melted
butter. cinnamon, ginger, powdered
cloves, ond nutmeg, Add a pinch of
salt and the molisses or honey. ( Mo-
lasses gives the authentic pone; honey
a dandified version.)"

A little sacramental pone . . . as the
Bacasti

Muolasses, not howney, for real pone
young'uns skitter back in through the
loblolly pine cabin doorway lo help
Mama put the cinnumon, ginger, pow-
dered cloves and nuimeg back on the
Leslic Foods “Spice Island™ spice rack
.+« and thercby finish up the commu-
nion with those who, not having to, et
those foods voluntarily ns a sacrament.

Very nice! In fact, this sort of nostal-
gie de la boue, or romanticizing of
primitive souls, was one of the things
that hrought Radical Chic to the fore
in Mew York Society. Naogtalgie de la
howe is a 19th-century French term that
means, literally, “nostalgia  for the
mud.” Within New York Society nos-
ralgie de lo bouwe was o great motif
thraughout the 1960s, from the moment
two socialites, Susan Stein and Chris-
ting Paolozzi, discovered the Pepper-
mint Lounge and the twist and two of
the era's first pet primitives, Joey Dee
and Killer Joe Piro. Nestalgie de Ia
bane tends 1o be a favonite motif when-
ever i great many new faces and a lol
of new money enter Society. MNew ar-
rivals. have always had two ways of

certifying their superionity over Lhe
hated “middle class.” They can take
on the trappings of aristocracy, such as
grand architecture, servants, partérmne
boxes and high protocal; and they can
indulge in the gauche thrll of taking
on certain styles of the lower orders.
The two are by no means mutually ex-
elusive; in fact, they are always used in
combination. In England during the
Regeney period, a period much like
our own—even to the point of the na-
tion's disastrous involvement in colo-
nial wars during a period of mounting
aMuence—nosfolgic de o boue was
very much the mge. London socialites
during the Regency adopted the flam-
boyant capes and wild driving styles
of the coach drivers, the “bruiser”
fashions and hair styles of the bare-
knuckle prize fighters, the see-through,
jutting-nipple  fashions of the tavern
girls, as well as o reckless new dance,
the waltz. Such affectations were meant
to convey the arrogant self-confidence
of the anstocrat a8 opposed (o the mid-
dle-class striver's obsession with pro-
pricly and keeping up appearances,
During the 19605 in New York nos-
talgiv de la boue took the form of the
vogue of rock music, the twist-frug genre
af dances, Pop Art, Camp, the courting
of pet primitives such ns the Rolling
Stones and José Torres, and innumera-
hle dress fashions summed up in the
recurrent image of the wealthy young
man with his turtleneck jersey meeting
his muttonchops at mid-jowl, & la the
1962 Sixth Avenue Automat bohemian,
bidding good night to an aging door-
man dressed in the mode of an 1870
Austrinn army colonel.

At the same time Society in Mew
York was pgoing through another of
those new-money upheavals that have
made the social history of Mew York
read like the political history of the
Caribbean; which is to say, a revolution
every 20 years, if not s0oner. Arisloc-
racies, in the European sense, are al-
ways based upon large hereditary land-
holdings. Early in the history of the
Linited Stales, Jefferson's crusade against
primogeniture climinated the possibility
of a easte of hereditary land harons. The
greal landholders, such as the Carrolls,
Livingstons and Schuylers, were soon
upstaged by the federal bankers, such as
the Biddles and Lenoxes. There fol-
lowed wave after wave of new pluto-
erats with new sources of wealth: the
international bankers, the real-estate
speculators, the Civil War profiteers,
railroad magnates, Wall Street opera-
tors, oil und steel trust manipulators,
and so on. By the end of the Civil War,
soctal life in New York was already
The Great Barbecue, 1o borrow a term
from Vernon L. Parrington, the literary
historian. During the scason of 1865-66
there were 600 Society balls given in
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New York, and a great wall of brown-
stone  missions went up along Fifth
Avenue.

In the early 18805 New York's so-
cinl parvenus—the people who were the
Seulls; Paleys, Engelhards, Holsers, of
their day—were the Vanderbilts, Rocke-
fellers, Humtingtons and Goulds, They
built the Metropolitan Opera House lor
the simple rcason that New York's
prevailing  temple of  Culture, the
Academy of Music, built just 29 years
belore at 14th Strect and Ieving Place,
had only 15 fashionable proscenium
boxes, and they were monopolized by
familics like the Lorillards, Troverses,
Belmonts, Stehbinses, Gandys and Bar-
lows, The status of the Goulds and
Vanderbilts was revealed in the sort of
press coverage the Met's opening { Oe-
tober 22, 1883) received: *The Goulds
anid the Vanderbilts and people of that
il perfumed the air with the odor of
crisp greenbacks.” The Academy of
Music is now a movichouse showing
double features, although it did enjoy
o moment of eminence in 1964, when
the Rolling Stones played there, live,
with Murray the K as M.C.

By the 19605 yvet another new indus-
try had begun o dominate Mew York
life, namely, communications—the me-
din. At the same time the erstwhile
“minoritics’” of the first quarter of the
century had begun to come into their
own. Jews, especinlly, but also many
Catholics, were eminént in the media
and in Culture. S0, by 1965—as in
1935, as in 1926, as in 1883, as in
1866, us in 1820—New York had two
Socleties, “Old Mew York™ and “Mew
Society.” In every eri, “Old New York”
has taken o horrified look at “New So-
clety™ and expressed the devout convic-
tion that o genwine arstocracy, good
blood, good bone—themselves—was be-
ing defiled by o horde of rank climbers.,
This has been an all-lime favorite num-
ber. In the 19605 this guaint beliel wis
magniticd by the fact that many mem-
bers of "MNew ‘Society,” for the first
time, were not Protestant, The names
and addresses of “Old Mew York™ were
too be found in the Socinl Register,
which even 10 years ago was still con-
fidently spoken of as the Stud Book and
the Good Book, It was, and still s, al-
miost exclusively a roster of Protestant
families. Today., however, the Social
Register's annual shuMe, in which erram
socialites. e.g.. John Jacob Astor, are
dropped rom the Good Book, hardly
even rates o yown, The fact is thut *Obd
Mew York"—except Tor those members
who also figure in “New Society,” e.g.,
Melson Rockefeller, John Hay Whitney,
Mis. Wyall Cooper—is nin longer good
copy, and withour publicity it has rever
been easy 1o rank as a Tashionable per-
son in MNew York City,

The press in New York hoas tended
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"The Social Pash,” @ cakght by Charfes Dana Gibson in 1902

fo favor Mew Sociely in every pariod,
and to take it seriously, il only baeause
it provides “news.” For example, the
SA0L000 Bradiey Martin ball of 1897,
The lohn Bradley Maning were lale-
eomers from Troy, New York, who had
inserted an invisible hyphen between the
Bradiey and the Martin and preferred
o be known as the Brodley Marting,
after the manner of the Gordon Walkers
in England, For the record, the Bradley
Martins staged thzir own ball in 1897
as “an impetus to frade” 1o alleviate the
siffering of the poor. Inflamad by the
grandeur of it oll, the newspapers dz-
seribed the wilair down to the last piece
of Mechlin lace and the last drop of
seed pedrl. It owas the greatest single
one-shot social climb in Mew York his-
tory prior to Truman Capote’s masked
ball in 1966,

By the 1960s New York newspapers
had an additional reason 1o favor New
Society, The Seventh Avenue garment
trude, the newspapers greatest source of
advertising revenue, had begun recrui-
ing Mew Society in droves to promole

nmew [ashions, Tt got to the point where
for & malron to be photographed in the
front row at the spring or fall showings
of Buropean copies al Ohrbach's, by no
means the most high-toned  clothing
store in the world, becume a certifica-
tion of “socialite” status second o none,
Bul this was nothing new, either. Forty
vears ago firms Nogging things like
Hordman pionos, Ponds cold ¢ream,
Simmons metal beds and Camel cigar-
ettes found that matrons in the clans
Harriman, Longworth, Belmont, Fish,
Lowell, Iselin and Carnegie were only
oo glad to switch 10 their products and
bhe photographed with them in their
homes, mainly for the sheer social glory
ol the publicity.

Another source of publicity was akd
to the poor. Mew York's new socialites,
in whatever era, have always paid their
dues 1o “Ihe poor,” vin charity, as a
way of claiming the nobility inherent
in noblesse oblige and of legitimizing
their wealth. The Bradley Martin ball
Wik i case in point. New money usual-
Iy works harder in this direction than



old. John D. Rockeleller,
guidance of Ivy P. Lee, the onginal
“public relations counsel,” managed 1o
convert his reputation from that of rob-
bar baron and widow-fleccer to that of
august old suge philanthropist so rapid-
Iy that small children cried when he
died. His strategy was 1o set up several
hundred million dollars’ worth of foun-
dations for Culture and seientific re-
search.

Among the new socialites of  the
19608, cspecially those from the one-lime
“minorities,” this old social urge to do
well by doing pood, as it savs in the song,
has taken a more specific political direc-
tivn, This has often been true of Jewish
socinlites and culturati, although it has
by no means been confined to them. Po-
litically, Jews have been unique among
the groups that came to New York in
the great migrations of the late 19th and
early 20th centuries. Many such groups,
of course, were Left or liberal during the
first generation, but as families began to
achieve wealth, success, or, simply, se-
curity, they tended to grow more and

under the

more conservative in philosophy. The
Irish are o case in point. But forced by
20th as well as 19th century history to
remain on  guard against right-wing
movements, even wealthy and successful
Jewish [amilies have tended to remain
faithful 1o their original liberal-left
worldview. In facl, nccording to Sey-
mour Martin Lipset, Mathan Glazer, and
Kenneth Keniston, an unusually high
proportion of campus militants come
from well-to-do Jewish families, They
have developed the so-called “red diaper
baby"™ theory (o explain it. According to
Lipset, many Jewish children have grown
up in families which “around the break-
fast table, day after day, in Scarsdale,
Mewton, Great Meck and Beverly Hills,”
have discussed racist and reactionary
tendencies in American society. Lipset
speaks of the wealthy Jewish family
with the “right-wing life stvle™ (e.g o
majority of Americans outside of the
South who have full-time servanls are
Jewish, according 1o a study by Lipset,
Glarer and Herbert Hyman) and the
“left-wing cutlook.”

This phenomenon s rooted not only
in Jewish expericnce in America, but
in Europe as well, Anti-Semitism wis
an issue in the French Revelution:
throughowt Europe during the 19th cen-
tury all sorts of legal and de facre ne-
sirctions against Jews were abolished.
Yet Jews were still denicd the social
advantages that routinely sccrued to
Gentites  of comparable wealth and
achlevement, They were not uceepled
in Sociely, for example, and public opin-
on gencrally remained anti=Semitic. Mot
only.out of resentment, but also for sheer
sell-defense; even welthy Jews tended
to - support left-wing  political  parties,
They had no choice. Most organizations
e the Bight had an anti-Semite or, at the
very least, an all-Chrstinn, cast 1o them,
Jews coming 1o the United States in the
late 19th and early 20th centurics saw
little 1o choose fram among the major
political partics. As to which party
seemed the more anti-Jewish, the Dem-
ocratic or the Republican, it was o toss-
up. The Repubbcans had abolished slav-
ery, but the party was full of Know-
nothings and anti-immagrant  nativists.
Even the Populists were anti-Jewish, For
example, Tom Watson. the famous Pop-
ulist senntor, denounced the oil carels,
fought aguinst American involvement in
World War 1 as a cynical capitalist ad-
venture, defended Eugene Debs, de-
manded US, recognition of the Soviet
Upion shornly after the Revolution—
und was openly anti-Semitic and -anti-
Clatholie and was laid out in the shadow
of an ecight-foot-high cross of roses
from the Ku Klux Klan at his funeral
in 1922, As o oresulf, many Jews, espe-
cially in cilics like New York and Chi-
cigo, backed the soclalist parties that
thrived briefly during the 19205 In many
coses Jews were the main support. Al
the same time Jews continued to look
for some wing of _th-: miajor parties that
they could live with, and finally Toupd
itin the Mew Deal.

For years many Jewith members of
MNew Society have supporied black or-
ganizations such as the NAACP, the
Urban League and CORE. And no
doubt they have been sincere aboul it,
hecaise these organizations have never
hadd much social cacher, e, they have
had “middle elass™ written all over them
All one had to do was look at the
“Negro beaders™ nvolved, There they
were, up on the dass at the big hotel
banguet, wearing their white shirts, their
Hart Schaflner & Marx suits three sizes
too big, and their academic solemnity.
By last year, however, the picture had
changed. In 1965 two new political
movements; the anti-war movement and
Back power, began to gain great back-
ing among culturatl in New York. By
1968 the two movements began 1o
achieve social as well as cultural pres-
tige with the Presidentiol compaigns of
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“...The first big party in the era of Radical Chic, the epochal
event, so to speak, was in Southampton for the grape workers. ..”

Eugene McCarthy and Robert Kennedy;
especially Kennedy's. Kennedy was not
merely an anti-war candidate; he also
made a point of backing Cagsar Chavez’
grape workers—"'La Causa,” “La Huel-
ga”"—in Californin. On the face of it,
L& Cousa was a labor union movement.
But La Causa quickly came to sym-
bolize the political ambitions of all low-
er-cliys Mexican-Americans—cehicanos,
“"Brown  Amencans”—and, by exien-
sion, that of all colored Americans, in-
cluding blacks,

The black movement itself, of course,
had taken on a much more electric and
romantic cast. What o relief it was—
socinlly—in New York—when the lead-
ership seemed 1o shift from middle class
to . . . furky! From A, Philip Randolph,
Dr. Martin Luther King and James
Farmer . . . 10 Stokely, Rap, LeRoi and
Eldridge! This meant that the tricky
business of the fashionable new politics
could now be integrated with a tried
and true socil motifs Nostalgie de la
bowe. The upshot was Radical Chic

From the beginning it was pointless
to argue aboul the sincerity of Radical
Chic. Unquestionably the basic impulse,
“red diaper™ or otherwise, was sincere.
But, as in most human endeavors fo-
cused upon an ideal, there seemed to
be same double-track thinking going on.
On the firt track—well, one does have
& sincere concern for the poor and the
underprivileged and an honest oulrage
against discoimination. One's heart does
ery oul—guite spontuneously!—upon
hearing how the police have dealt with
the Panthers, dragging an epileptic like
Lee Berry out of his hospitul bed and
throwing him into the Tombs. When
one thinks of Mitchell and Agnew and
Mixon and all of their Captain Beef-
heart Maggie & Jiggs New York Ath-
letic Club troglodyte eryplo-Horst Wes-
sel Irish Ovster Bar Construction Work-
er followers, then one understands why
poor blacks like the Panthers might feel
driven to drastic solutions, and—well,
anyway, one truly feels for them. One
really does. On the other hand—on the
second track in ane's mind, that is—
one also has a sincere concern for main-
taiming a proper East Side lifestyle
Mew York Society. And this concern is
just as sincere as the first, and just as
deep. It really is. It really doex become
part of one's psyche. For example, one
must have n weekend place, in the
country or by the shore, all year round
preferably, but certwinly from the mid-
die of May to the middie of September.
It is hard to get across o outsiders an
understanding of how abrolure such ap-
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parently ftrivial needs are. One feels
them in his solar plexus. When one
thinks of being trapped in MNew York
Saturday after Saturday in July or Au-
gust, doomed to be a part of those fan-
tastically dowdy herds ronming  past
Bonwit's and Tifany’s at dead noon in
the sandstone sun-hroil, 92 degrees, dad-
dies from Long Island in balloon-seat
Bermuda shorts bought at the Times
Square Store in Oceanside and fal mom-
mics with white belled pants stretching
over their lower bellies and erinkling up
in the crotch like some kind of Dacron-
polyester lubia—well, anyway, theén one
truly feely the need to obey at least
the minimal rules of Mew York Society.
One really does.

One rule is that nostalgie de la bouwe
—1i.., the styles of romantic, raw-vital,
Low Rent primitives—ure good; and
middle class, whether black or white,
is bad, Therefore, Radical Chic in-
variahly favors radicals who seem prim-
itive, exotic and romantic, such as the
grape workers, who are not merely tadi-
cal and "of the soil," but also Lating the
Panthers, with their leather picces, Af-
ros, shades, and shoot-outs; and the
Red Indians, who, of course, had al-
ways zeemed primitive, exotic and ro-
mantic. At the outset, ot least, all three
groups had something else to recoms-
mend them, as well: they were head-
quartered 3,000 miles away from the
East Side of Manhattan, in places like
Delano (the grape workers), Oakland
(the Panthers) and Arzonn and New
Mexico (the Indians). They weren't
likely to become too much . . . under-
foor, as it were. Exotic, Romantic,
Far O . . . as we shall soon see, other
favorite crentures of Radical Chic had
the same attractive qualities; namely,
the ocelots, jaguars, cheetahs and So-
mali leopards.

Rule No. 2 was that no matter what,
one should always maintain a proper
address, a proper seale of interior deco-
ration, and servants. Servants, espe-
cially, were one of the last absolute
dividing lines between those truly “in
Society,” MNew or Old, and the great
scuffling mass of middle-¢class strivers
paving up to 51,250-a-month rent or
buying expensive co-ops all over the
East Side. There are no (wo ways about
it. One musr have servants. Having
servanis becomes such a psyvchological
necessity that there are many women
in Socicty today who may be heard
to complain in all honesty about how
hard it is to ind a nurse for the chil-
dren to fill in on the regular nurse’s day
ofl, There is the Tamous Mrs, Ceseeeees,

The eelebrated poxter done by artist Pawl Daviz for La Causa

one of Mew York's richest widows, who
his a 10-room duplex on Sutton Place,
the good part of Suiton Place as op-
posed o the Miami Beach-looking part,
one understands, but who 15 somehow
absplute poison with servants and can't
keep anything but day help and is con-
stantly heard to lament: “What

is all the money in the world if von
can't come home ot night and know
there will be someone there to take
your coat and fix you a drink?™ There
is true anguish behind that remark!

In the erm of Radical Chie, then,
what n collision course wns set between
the absolute need for servants—and the
fact that the servant was the absolute
symhal of what the new maovements,
hlack ar brown, were struggling against!
How absolutely urgent, then, became
the search for the only way out: white
servanis!

The first big Radical Chic party, the
epochal event, so fo speak, was the
party that Assemblymun Andrew Stein
gave for the grape workers on his
Father's estate in Southampton on June
29, 1969. The grape workers had al-
ready been brought into New York so-
cial life. Carter and Amanda Burden,
the “"Moonflower Couple” of the 1960s,
hud given a party Tor them in their
duplex in River House, on East 52Znd
Street overlooking the East River. Some
af Mew York's best graphic artists, such
as Paul Davis, had done exquisite post-
ers for “La Capsa™ and “La Huelga™

The grape workers had begun a na-
tional campaign urging consumers to
boycott California table grapes, and no-
where was the ban more strictly ob-
served than in Radically Chic circles.
Chavez became one of the few union
leaders with a romantic image.

Andrew Stein’s party, then, was® the
gpochal event, not so much because he
was fashionable as because the grape-
workers were. The list of guesis and
sponsors for the event was first-rate,
Henry Ford IT's doughter Anne (Mrs.
Gianearlo Uzielli) was chalrman, and
Ethel Kennedy was honorary chairman.
Mrs. Kennedy was making her first
public appearance since the assassina-
tion of her husband in 1968. Stein him-
sell was the 24-year-old son of Jerry
Finkelstein, who had made o small for-
tune in public relations and built it up
into a firm called Struthers Wells. Fin-
kelstein was also a power in the New
York Stute Democratic party and, in
fact, recently became the party's New
York City chairman. His son Andrew
had shortened his name from Finkel-
stein (o Stein and was noted not only
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for the impressive partics he gave but
for his election to the State Assembly
from Manhattan's Upper West Side.
The rumor was that his father had
spent $500,000 on his campaign. No one
whe knew stute politics believed that.
however, since for half that sum he
could have bought enongh of Albany
W huve the boy declured King.

The party was held on the lawn out-
side Finkelstein's huge coffage ornd by
the sea in Southampton. There were
two signs by the main entrance to the
estate. One said Finkelstein and the
other said Stein. The guests came in
suying the usual, which was, “you can't
tuke the Fink out of Finkelstein.” No one
turned back, however. From the begin-
ning the afternoon was full of the deli-
cious status contradictions and incon-
gruities that provide much of the clec-
tricity for Radical Chig. Chavez himself
wis nol there, but & contingent of grape
workers was on hand, including Chavez'
first lieutenant, Andrew Imuotan, and
Imutan's wife and three sons. The grape
workers were all in work clothes, Levis,
chines, Sears balloon-seal twills, K-Mart
sports shirts, and so forth, The socialites,
meanwhile, arrived at the height of the
1969 summer season of bell-battom silk
pants sujts, Pucci clings, Dunhill hlaz-
ers and Tumbull & Asser neckerchiefs.
A mariachi band played for the guests
as they arrived. Marvelous! Everyone's
stalus radar was now so sensitive that
the mariachi band seemed like a faux
pax, After all, mariachi bands, with those
Visit Mexico costumes on and those
sad trumpets that keep struggling up
to the top of the note but always fall
off and then try to struggle back up
ngain, are the prime white-tourist Mexi-
cans, Al a parly for La Causa, the grape
workers, the fighting chicanos-—this was
a fittle like bringing Ma Goldberg in
o entertain the Stern Gang. But some-
how it wis . . . delicfous 1o experience
such weird status thrills . . .

When the fund-raising began, An-
drew Imutan took a microphone up
on the terrace above the lawn and asked
everybody to shut their eyes und pre-
tend they were a farm worker’s wife in
the dusty plains of Delano, California,
cating baloney sandwiches for breakfast
at 3 am. before heading out into the
ficlds . . . So they all stood there in
their Pucei dresses, Gueel shoes, Ca-
pucci scarves, either imagining they
were grape workers' wives or wondering
if the goddamned wind would ever
stop, The wind hnd come up off the
ocean and it was wrecking everybody's
hair. People were standing there with
their hands pressed against their heads
pa if the pluce had been struck by a
brain-piercing ray from the Purple Di-
mension. Andrew Stein’s hair was long,
full, and st the owmset had been cos-
pecially well coifed in the Roger's S8th
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At Amdrew Stein's party in Southpmpton for sidikers fn California . , .

Street French manner, and now il was
« oo iowreek. . . . He kept one hand
on_his head the whale time, like the
bhoy at the dike . . . “ealing baloney
sandwiches for breakfast at 3 am, .. "
Then Frank Mankiewice, who had
been Robert Kennedy's press secretary,
got up and said, “Well, all 1 know, if
we cin only raise 20 percent of the
money that has gone mto all the Puccis
I see here today, we'll be doing all
right!” He waited for the laughter, and
all he povt was the ocean breeze in his
face. By then everyone present was
thinking approximately the same thing
and it wns deliclons in that
weird way . . . but o jost blurt it oot
was o strunpe sort of counter-gaffe,
Mevertheless, Radical Chic had ar-
rived. The fall social season of 1969
was a big time for it. People like Jean
vanden Heunvel gave parties for Ram-
parts magazine, which had by now be-
come completely o magazine of the
burricades, and for the Chicago Eight
Jules Feiller gave n party for the G.1
coffee howses, ut which Richard Awve-
don, America’s most famous fashion
photographer, took portraits of every-
body who made o $25 contribution
to the cause. He had his camera and
lights set up in the dining room. As a
matter of [act, Avedon had become a
kind of court photographer 1o the

Movement, He was making his pentenni-
al emergence to see where is was now
al. Five years before he had emerged
from his studio to take a look around
and had photographed and edited an
entire issue of Harper's Bazaar to re-
cord his findings, which were of the
Pop, Op, Rock, Andy, Rudi and Go-
Go variety. Now Avedon was pulling
together o book about the Movement.
He went to Chicago for the trial of
The Eight and sel up a studio in a hotel
near the courthouse to do portrails of
the celebritivs and activists who lestified
at the trinl or watched it or circled
around it in ong way or another.
Meanwhile, some of the most prestig-
s young matrens in San  Francisco
and Mew York were into an organizi-
tion called Friends of the Earth. Friends
of the Earth was devoted 1o the propo-
sition that women should not buy coals
or other apparel made from the hides
of such dying species as leopards, chee-
tahs, jaguars, ocelots, tigers, Spanish
Iynx, Asiatic lions, red wolves, sea otier,
glant otter, polar bear, mountain zebra,
ulligators, crocodiles, sea urtles, vicu-
fas, timber wolves, wolverines, margays.
kolinskics, mariens, fishers, fitch, sables,
servils and mountain lions, On the face
of il, there was nothing very radicil
about this small gesture in the direction
of conservalion, or ccology, as it is now



o “hmagine you're a grape workefs wife cating baloney for hreakfaxt”

Wynies Benagid

known. Yet Friends of the Earth was
Radical Chig, all right. The radical part
began with the simple fact that the move-
ment woas not tax deductible. Friends of
the Earth = a subsidiary of the Sierra
Club. The Sierra Club's pre-eminence in
the conservation movement began ol
precisely the moment when the federal
government declared it a political orgai-
nization, chiefly due to its fight against
proposed dam  projects in the Grand
Canyon. That meant that contributions
to it were no longer tax deduetible, One
of the Sierras Club’s backstage masier-
minds, the lie Howard Gossage, used
o tell David Brower, the Sierma Club’s
president:  “That's  the  gred-a-a-atest
thing that ever happened (o you. It re-
moved all the gult! Now the money's
i:|\1 rollllliling in.” Then he would go
into his cosmic laugh, He had an ingred-
thle coamic Baugh, Gossage did, It started
wiry back in his throat and came rolllling
out, as if Trom Lane 27 ol the Heavenly
bowling alley.

Mo tax deduction! That became part
of the canon of Radical Chic. Luy it on
the line! Matrons soliciting funds for
Friends of the Earth and other organi-
zations took 0 making telephone calls
that ended with: “All right, now, I'll
expect o see your check in the mail—
and it's mof tax deductible.” That was a
challenge. the unspoken part of which

was: You can be i tax deductible Heart
Funder, April in Paris Baller, Day Care
Center-of=the-roader, if that's all you
want out of your jiveass life . . . As for
themselves, the Friends of the Earth
actually took to the strects, picketing
stores and ragging women who wilked
down the street with their new Saomali
leopard couls on. A woman's only ne-
ceptable defense wis to say she had shot
the onimal and eaten it. The Friends of
the Earth movement was not only o
fight in behalf of the poor beasts but o
fight against greed, against the spirit of
cupitalistic marauding, o call it by s
right name . . . although the fight wok
some weird skews here and there, as
Radical Chic s apt to do.

Ihose goddamned permutotions in
tuste! In New York, for exumple, Freddy
Mlimpton had Jacgues Kaplon, the num-
e one Sociely Turrier, make her a skirt
of alley cut pelts{at beast that was the way
it first came oul in the New York Times).
Mot for nothing is Jocques Koplan' the
number one Socwety furmier. He must
huve scen Radical Chic coming o mile
away. Early m the game he himself, a
furrier, started pitching in for the em-
battled ocelots, margays, fitch and com-
pany like there wis no [omorrow. Any-
winy, the Fimes ran o story saying he
hiad mide a skirt of alley cat hides Tor
Freddy Plimpion. The idea wus that

alley cats, unlike ocelots und s0 on,
are an absolute glut in the ecology and
end up in the ASPCA pas chambers
anyway., Supposedly it was logical to
Kaplan and logical o Mrs, Plimplon—
but (o hundreds of little-old-lndy et
lovers i Dickerson Archlock shoes,
there was some kind of a weird class
warp going on here | . . Sloughler the
lowly alley cat to save the high-toned
ocelot ., . That was the way it came out

. and the less said aboul relrieving
decorative hides from the gas chambers,
the better . . . They were going to picket
Jacques Kaplan and raise hell about
the slaughter of the alley cats, The fact
thar the skirt was actually made of the
hides of genets; a Edropean nuisance
onimal like the ferret—as the Times
noted in @ correction two days later—
this was not a distinction that cul much
fee with the cit lovers by that time.
Slaughter the lowly alley genct 1o save
the high-toned ocelot

Other charitable organizations began
fo steer in the direction of Radical Chie,
even if they did not po all the way
and give up their tax-deductible status,
For example, the gala for the Univer-
sity of the Streets on January 22, 1970.
The University of the Strects was dedi-
cated to “educating the ‘uneducatables’
of the ghetto.” The galn wos o dance
with avant-garde music, light shows,
movies, scolpture, and “multi-sensory
cnvironments.”  The invitation said
“Price: 3125 Per Couple (Tax Deduc-
fible )™ and “Dress: Beautiful.” This was
nothing new. What was new was thut
the ball would not be within the grand
coving-and-pilaster insulation of 4 mid-
fown holel but down on the Lower East
Side, East Sevepth Street and Avenue
A; ot Tompking Squire, in the heart
of Radically Chic Puerto Rican & black
& hippie territory. The invitations came
in a clear plastic box with a lid, and
cach had the rodiant eye of o real pea-
cock Ieather inside; also a flower blos-
som, which arrived dried up and shriv-
eled, und many wondered, wildly, if it
waus some exotic Southwestern psyche-
delic, o be smoked. One matron on
the invitution list gave the peacock
feather to her doughter 1o take o her
school, one of the city’s most fashion-
phle private grammar schools, for her
class morning game’ of “Show and
Tell,” in which some unusual object is
presented, wondered over, and then ex-
plained. When she retumed home, her
mother asked her how the feather had
gone down, whereupon the litde girl
burst into tears. Seven other children
in her class had nlso brought the radiant
eve of o peacock feather that morning
for “Show and Tell.,”

Soon=—just a few weeks after his first
hig Radical Chie pariv—Andrew Siein
wits throwing another ong, this time
lor Bemadelte Devlin, the Irish Joan
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of Arc. Mot to be outdone, Carter Bur-
den, his chiel rival, developed what can
only be termed the first Total Radical
Chic lifestyle. In 1965 Burden, then
23, and his wile Amanda, then 20, had
been singled out by Faogue as New
York's perfect young married couple,
They had moved into an ample co-op
in the Dakota and had coated and en-
crusted it with a layer of antiques that
was like the final triumph of a dowager
duchess in an Angela Thirkell novel.
They were described as possessing not
merely wealth, however, bul also “en-
quiring minds.” To clinch the point,
Vogue pointed out that “Mrs. Burden,
with the help of a maid, is learning how
o keep house™ Just o year after
their Dakota triumph, the Burdens
moved to River House, flagship of the
East River co-op gold coast from Beek-
man Place 1o Sutton Place. They set
up house in a duplex and hired Parish-
Hadley, interior decorators to Jacque-
line Kennedy, Jay and Sharon Rocke-
feller, the Paleys, the Wrightsmans and
the Engelhards. “Gossip has it," said
Town & Country, “that a cool million
was invested in Carter and Amanda
Burden's River House apartment alone,
just for backgrounds. Most of the art
and furniture were already there.” But
in u couple of years the Burdens went
Radical Chie. True, they did not give
up their River House showplace. In fact,
they did not disturb or deplete its
treasures in the slightest. But they did
sét up another apartment on Fifth Ave-
nue at 100th Street. This established
residence for Burden in the Fourth
Councilmanic District and qualified him
to run for the New Yotk City Council;
successfully, as it turned out. Tt also
gave him the mosl exquisitely poised
Total Radical Chic apartment in New
York.

There was genius to the way the
Burdens gave visual expression to the
double-track mental simosphere of Rod-
ical Chie. The building is perhaps the
seruffiest co-op building on Upper Fifth
Avenue. The paint job in the lobby and
hallways looks like a 1947 destroyer's,
There 15 o doorman but no elevator
man; one has to take himself up in
an old West Side-styvle Serge Automatic
clevator. But . . . it {5 a co-op and it is
on Upper Fifth Avenue. The spartment
itself has low ceilings, a small living
room ond only five rooms in all. But
it does overlook Central Park. It is
furnished almost entirely in the sort of
whimsical  horrors—japanned  chairs,
bruss beds, and so on—that end up in
the attic in the country, the sort of
legucies from God knows where that
one never gels around to throwing
away . . . And yet they are . .. amus-
ing. The walls are covered in end-of-
the-boll paintings by fashionable artists
of the decorative mode, such as Stella

4 HEWYORK

Vi 3
Mariachis serenagde for La Canse . . .

and Lichtenstein . . . the sort of mis-
takes every collector makes and won-
ders where he will ever hang . . . and
vet they ere Stellas and Lichtensieins
. somchow, Burden even managéd
te transform himself from the Deke
House chubbiness of his Early Fogue
Period tw the look known as Starved
to Mear Perfection. It is within this
artfully balunced style of life that the
Burdens have been able to groove, as
they say, with the Young Lords and
other pet primitives from Harlem and
Spanish Harlem and at the same fime
fit into all the old mainline events such
as the Metropolitan Muscum of Art's
100th anniversary, gala and be photo-
graphed doing the new boogaloo.

So . . .Radical Chic was already in
full swing by the time the Black Pan-
ther party began o national [und-raising
campaign late in 1969. The Panthers’
organizers, like the grape workers',
counted on the “cause party”"—io use
n term for it that was current 35 years
ago—not merely in order. o ralse
money. The Panthers' stotus wos quite

confused in the minds of many liberals,
and to have the Panthers feted in the
homes of a series of socinl und cultural
Jenders could make un important dif-
ference. Ideally, it would work out well
for the sociulites and culturati, too, for
il there was ever a group that embadied
the romance and excitement of which
Radical Chic s made, it was the Pan-
thers.

Even before the Bernsteins' party for
the Panthers, there had been at least
three others, at the homes of John
Simon of Random House, on Hudson
Street, Richard Baron, the publisher,
in Chappagua, und Sidney and Gail
Lumet, in their townhouse at Lexing-
ton Avenue and 91st Street. 1t was the
Lumets’ parly that led dirgctly to the
Bernsteins’, A veteran cause organizer
named Hannah Weinstein had called up
Gail Lumet, She said that Murray
Kempton had asked her to iry to or-
ganize a party for the Black Panthers
to raise money for the defense of the
Panther 21,

The parly was & curious one, even
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by the standards of Radical Chic. Many
af the guests appeared not to be par-
ticularly “social™ . . . more like Mr.
and Mrs. Wealthy Dentist from MNew
Rochelle. Yet there was o certuin so-
cial wattage in the presence of people
like Murray Kempton, Peler Stone,
writer of I776, the Lumels themselves,
and scvernl Park Avenue matrons,
the most notable being Leonard Bern-
stein’s wife, Felicin

Anyway, the white guests and o few
academic-looking blacks were packed,
sitting and standing, into the living
room. Then a contingent of 12 or 13
Black Panthers amrived. The Panthers
had no choice bul to assemble in the
dining room and stand up—in their
leather picces, Afros and shodes—flac-
ing the whites in the living room. As
a result, whenever anyone gol up in
the living room 1o speak, the audience
was looking not only at the speakoer but
mio the fGices of a hard front line of
Black Panthers in the dining room.
Quite o toblean it was. It was at this
point that & Park Avenue matron first

articulated the greal recurrent emotion
of Radical Chic: “These are no civil-
Iis]'lh. Negroey wearing gray suils three
sizes oo big—these are real men!”
The firt hall of the session generated
the Kadical Chic emotion in its purest
and most penetrating form, Not only
was. there the clectriflying spectacle of
the massed Puanthe but Mrs. Lee
Berry rosec and delivered o moving ac-
count of how her hushand had been
seized by police in his hospital room
and removed summarily 1o jail. To 1ell
the truth. some of the matrons were
dizappointed when she first opened her
mouth. She had such a small, gquict
voie. "l am a Panther wife,” she said
I atie a Partfier wite? But her story wis
moving.  Felicin Bernstein had  been
present up 1o this point and, as o long-
time supporter ol civil liberties, had
been quite upsct by what she had heard
But she had had 1o leave before the
session wias over. Each guest, ax he left,
was presented with o sheet of paper
and asked to do one of three things
pledge o contribution to the delense

fund, lend his name 1o an advertisement
that wans to appear in the New York
Fimes, or to make his home available
for another party and fund-raising
event, By the time she lefr, Felicia was
guite ready to open her doors.

The emotional momentum wis build-
ing rapidly when Ray "Muasa™ Hewitt,
the Panthers' Minister of Education and
member of the Central Comnuttee, rose
1o speak. Hewitt wias an intense, power-
ful young man and in no mood 1o play
the diplomacy game. Some of you here,
he said, may have some feelings left
for the establishment, but we don't
We want ta see it die. We're Maowst
sevolutionaries, and we have no choice
but to fight to the finsh. For about
30 minutes Masai Hewitt 1aid it on the
line. He referred now and again 1o it
Mars—s Esse== Mixon™” and to how
the struggle would not be easy, and that
il buildings were burned and  other
viplenoe cnsued, that was only part of
the struggle that the power structure
had forced the oppressed minorities
into, Hewitt's words tended to provoke
an ull-or-nothing reaction, A few who
remembered the struggles of the De-
pression were profoundly moved, fired
up with a kind of nostalgic de that old-
firee religion. But more than one Park
Avenue matron was thrown into a Rad-
ical Chie confusion. The most memo-
rable quote was: “He's o muagnificent
man, hul suppose some simple-minded
schmucks take all that business about
burning down buildings seriousiy™

Murray Kempton cooled things down
o bit. He stood up and, in his profes-
sorial way, in the tweedy tones of the
lecturer who clicks his pipe against his
teeth like a mental metronome, he
summed up the matter, Dependuble old
Murray put it all in the more comfort-
able terms of Reason Devout, after the
manner of a lead picce in the periodi-
cals he worshipped, The New Statesman
and The Spectator. Murray, it wurned
out, was writing 4 book on the Pamhers
and otherwise doing his best for the
cause. Yes, Mosai Hewitt may have set
the message down oo hard, but that
was of lintle consequence. In no time at
all another party for the Panthers had
been arranged: And this time in the
home of one of the most famous men
in the United Stites, Leonard Bernstein.

“Who do you ecall 1o give a party!”
says Richard Feigen, “Who do you call
1 give & pany!”

And all at once the candid voice of
Radical Chie, just ringing out hike that,
seems about to drop Don Cox, Freld
Marshal of the Black Panthers, in his
tracks, by Lenny's grand piano, He jusl
starcs ot Feigen - . . this Yale-style
blond in o tuxedo And from thae
mament on, the evening begins 1o take
on w welrd reversal. Rather than Cox

NEW vORK a8



. ..'If we can only raise 20 per cent of the money that has gone
into all the Puccis | see here today, we’ll be doing all right’...”

‘being in the role of the block militant
mau-mauwing the rich white liberals, hi
is slowly backed into a weird corner.
Afro, goatee, turtieneck and all, e has
to be the diplomat . , . He has 1o play
that all-time-loser role of the house
guest trying to deal with a bunch of
leapin; ancing, palsicd happy-slobber
S;Et %eﬁnrdﬂ 1.5 pu It's a ball-breaker
. . . And no wonder! For what man in
all history, has ever before come face
to face with naked white Radical Chic
running cestatically through a Park Ave-
nue duplex and letting it all hang out

One of the members of the Panthier
defense committee, a while, manages 1o
come tp with a phone number, “691-
H787." bul Feigen is already pressing on:

“There is one candidate for gover-
nor,” he says—quite an impressive voice
—"who fech very deeply about what s
going on here. He had hoped to be here
tonight, but unfortunately he was de-
tained upstate. And that's Howard Sam-
wels, Mow, what T want to know is, if he
were willing to come before you and
present his program, would you be will-
ing to consider supporting it? In other
words, are the Bluck Panthers intercsied
in getting any political leverage within
the System?"

Cox stares al him again. “Well,™ he
says—and it §s the first time he [falls
into that old hesitant thing of beginning
a sentence with well—"any politician
who is willing to relate to our 10-point
program, we will support him actively,
but we have no use for the traditional
political—"

“Hut would you he willing to listen 1o
such a eandidate?” says Feigen.

“__the traditional poelitical arena, be-
cause if you try o oppose the system
from within the traditional political
arena, you're wasting your time. Look
at Powell, As soon as he began o speak
for the people, they threw him out. ‘We
have no power within the system, and
we will never have any power within
the svstem. The only power we have is
the power to destroy, the power to dis-
rupl, I black people nre armed with
knowledge—"

“But would you be willing 1o listen
to such a ¢andidate?" says Feigen.

"Well,” says Cox, a bit wearily, “we
would refer him to our Central Com-
mittee, and il he was willing to support
our 10-point program, then we would
support that man.™

Feigen muses sagely inside of his tux-
edo. Dapper. A dapper dude in pin-
stripe suit and pencil moustache in the
rear of the room, a black named Rick
Haynes, president of Management For-
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mation Ing., an organizalion promotng
Mack capitalism, asks about the arrest
the other night of Robert Bay and
another Panther named Jolly.

“Right on,” says Cox, softly, raising
his left fist o bit, but only as o fraternal
gesture—and through every white cor-
tex rushes the flash about how the world
here is divided between those who rale
that acknowledgement—right on—and
those who don't . . . Right on . . . Cox
asks Roberl Bay to stand, and his pow-
erful form and his ferocious Afro rise
from out of the midst of the people in
the rows of chairs in the center of the
rocim, he nods briefly towards Haynes
and smiles and says “Right on"—there
it is—and then he sits down. And Cox
tells how the three detectives rousted
and hassled Bay and Jolly and another
man, and then the detectives went on
radio station 'WINS and “lied about it
all day." And Lefcourt gets up and lells
how this hus become a pattern, the cops
incessantly  harassing  the Panthers,
wherever they may be, everything from
stopping them for doing 52 in a 50-
milg=an=hour zone to killing Fred Hamp-
ton in his bed.

The beautiful ash-blond girl speaks
up: “People like mysell who feel that
up to now the Panthers have been very
badly treated—we don't know what to
do. 1 mean, if you don’t have money
and you don’t have influence, what can
you do? What other community pro-
grams are there? We want to do some-
thing, but what can we do? Is there
some kind of committee, or some kind
of ... 1 don't know , ,."

Well baby, if you really—but Cox
tells her that one of the big problems is
finding churches in the black commu-
nity that will help the Panthers in their
brenkfast program for ghetto children,
and maybe people like her could help
the Panthers approach the churches.
“It's basically the churches who have
the large kitchens that we need,” he
says, “but when we come to them to
use their kitchens, to feed hot break-
fasts to hungry children, they close the
door in our faces. That's where the
churches in the black community are
at”

“Tell why!™ says Leonard Bemnstein,
Hardly anybody has noticed it up 1o
now, bul Leonard Bernstein has moved
from the back of the room to an easy
chair up front. He's only a couple of
feet from Cox. But Cox Is standing up,
by the piano, and Lenny is sunk down
to his hip sockets in the easy chair . .
They really don’t know what they're in
for. Lenny is on the move. As more

than one person in this room knows,
Lenny treasurcs “the art of conversa-
tion.” He' treasures it, monopolizes it,
conglomerates it, like a Jay Gould, an
Onassis, n Cornfeld of Conversation.
Anyone who has spent a three-day week-
end with Leany in the country, by the
shore, or captive on some lonesome cay
in the Windward Islands, knows that
fecling—the alterniting spellk of adrenal
stimulation and insulin coma as the
Great Interrupler, the Village Explainer,
the champion of Mental Jotto, the Free
Analyst, Mr. Let's Find Out, leads the
troops on a J2-hour forced march
through the lateral geniculate and the
pyramids of Betz, no breathers allowed,
until every human brain & reduced fi-
nally to a clump of dried seaweed inside
a burmnt-out sk and collapses, im-
plodes, in one last crunch of terminal
boredom, Mr. Pull! Mr, Push! Mr. Auri-
cularis! . . . But how could the Black
Panther Party of America know that?
Just now Lenny looks so sunk-down-low
in the easy chair. Almost at Don Cox's
feet he is, way down in an casy chair
with his turtleneck and blazer on, and
his neckpicce, Also right down front, on
the couch next o the wall, is Otto
Preminger, no piece of wallpaper him-
sclf, with his great head and neck rising
up like a howitzer shell from out of his
six-bulton  doublebreasted, after  the
manner of the eternal Occupation Lone
commandant,

“Tell why,” says Lenny,

“Well,” savs Cox, “that gets into the
whaole history of the church in the black
community. It's a long story.”

“Gio ahead and tell it,” says Lenny,

“Well," says Cox, "when the slaves
were brought to America, they were al-
wirys mel at the boat by the cat with the
whip und the gun . . . see . .. and along
with him was the black preacher, who
snid, Everything's gonna be ull right, as
long as you're right with Jesus. It's like,
the normal thing in the black commu-
nity. The preacher was always the go-
between the slavemasters and the slave,
and the preacher would get a little extra
crumb off the table for performing this
service - . . you know . . . IF's the same
sifuation in the black community today,
The preacher is riding around in a gold
Cadillac, but it"s the same thing. If you
a3k a lot of these churches 1o stiart work-
ing for the people instend of for The
Man, they start worrying aboul that
erumb . . . see . . . Beemse if the
preacher starts working for the people,
then the power structure starts harass-
ing him, Like we found this one minister
who was willing for us to use his church
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{or the breakfast program. So okay, and
then one Jay he comes in, and he’s terri-
fied ., osee . . .oand he says we have 1o
feave, that's all there s toal. The cat's
ferrificd . S0 we say, okay, we'll
feave, but just tell us what they said 1o
your, Tell us what they did to intimadate
you. But he won't even talk about it, he
just says, Leave. He's too ternfied o
even ik sbout 1"

Bernstein says, “Don, what's really
worrymg a lot of us here i the friction
hetween groups like the Black Panthers
and the established black community.”

Mo problem. Cox says, “We recognize
that there s not only a racial struggle
gomg un o this counltry, bul a class
struggle. The eloss structure doesn’t exs
ist in the same way in the black com-
ety but what we have are very bour-
geals-minded peaple”—he uses the stand-
ard MNew Left pronunciation, which is
“hoooooonorh-wah "—"petty bourgeois-
minded people . | . you see . , . and they

i T
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have the sume mentality as bourgeois-
minded people in the white power stric-
ture.”

“Yes,” says Bernstein, “but o lot of
s here are worried about things like
threats against the hives of leaders of the
established hlack community—"

Suddenly Rick Haynes speaks oot
from the back of the room: “This thing
nbout “the black community’ galls me!”
He's really put out, but it's hard to el
what over, beciuse what he does s
look down at the Ash-Blond Beauty,
whir is only about 10 feet away: “This
lovely young lady here wis dsking about
what she could do o, . " What o look

v« if sarcasm eould reach 550 degrees,
she would shrivel up like o slice of Os-
car Mayer bucon, “Well, I auggest that
she forget about going into the hlack
connnentiry, 1 suggest that she think
about the white community. Like the
Wall Xrreet Journal—the Wall Strect
Jowenad just printed an article about the

11.‘ "?‘“;1 .

Black Panthers, and they came o the
shocking conclusion—for them—that a
majority of the bluck community sup-
ports the Black Panthers, Well, 1 sug-
gest that this lovely young lady get
somebody  like her daddy, who  just
might have o little more pidl than she
does; 1o call up the Wall Street fournal
and congratulate them when they write
it strnight like that. Just call up and «ay,
We like that. The name of the gam. s
to e the medin, because the n Jdin
have been using us.”

“Right on,” says Don Cox,

Curiously, Ash Blonde doesn’t seem
particularly taken aback by oll this. If
this dude in 4 pin-stripe suit thinks he's
going to keep her off The All-Weather
Punther Commities, he's bananas . . .

Anid if they think this is going to de-
Nect Leonard Bernstein, they're aff ot
1o lunch. About five people are talking
at onee — Quiut — Lefcourt— Lenny —
Cox—HBarbara Wallers is on the edge of

Averte Fopd Lzieili, Aodeew Dritan frewr)
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“ . ‘Every time there is violence, it’s used as an indictment of
says Lefcourt. ‘I'm hip,” says Lenny . .."”

the Black Panthers,’

her charir, bursting fo psk a guestion—
but it is the Pastmasier who culs
through:

“f want to know what the Panthers’
attitude s toward the threats ngainst
these black leaders!™ says Lenny.

Lefcourt the lywver jumps up: “Mr.
Bernsteen—"

“STEIN roars Lenny. He's become
a veritable tiger, except that he is sunk
down so low into the Margaret Owen
hillows of the easy chair, with his eyes
pecring up from way down in the downy
hollow, that everything he says seems (o
bz delivered into the Jeft knee of Don
Cox,

“Mr, Bernstein,™ says Lefeourt, “every
time there are threats, every time there
i« violence, it's used as an indictment of
the Black Panthers, even if they had
nothing whatsoever to do with "

“I'm hip,” says Lenny. "That's what
I'm trying to establish. I just want to
get an answer to the question.™

Lefeourt, Quat, half o dozen people it
seems like, are talking, telling Lenny
how the threais he is falking about,
against Whitney Young and Roy Wil-
kins, were in 1967, before the Panthers
were even in existence in New York,
and the people arrested in the so-called
conspiracy allegedly belonged to an
organization called Revolutionary Ac-
tion Movement, and how the cops, the
newspapers, TV, like to aim everything
al the Panthers.

“1 think everybody in this room buys
that.” says Bemstein, “and everybody
buys the distinction between what the
media, what the newspapers and televi-
sion say shout the Panthers and what
they really are. But this thing of the
threats s in our collective memory.
Bayard Rustin was supposed to be here
tonight, but he isn't here, and for an
important reason. The reason he isn't
here tonight is that he was warned that
his life would be in danger, and that's
what [ want to know aboul.”

Ii's a gasper, this remark. Lefeourt
and Quat start talking, but then, sudden-
Iy, before Don Cox can open his mouth,
Lenny reaches up from out of the depths
of the easy chair and hands him a mint,
There il is, rising up on the tips of his
fingers, & mant. It is what is known as
i puffed mint. an after-dinner mint, of
the sorl that suddenly appears on the
table in little silver Marthinsen bowls, as
il deposited by the mint fairy, along
with the coffee, bur before the ludies
leave the room, a mint so small, fragile,
angel-white und melt-crazed that you
have to pick it up with the papillae of
your forefinger and thumb lest it ger
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its thing on a straightaoway, namely, ong
tiny sweet sulivary peppermint melt . . .
in mid-air, %0 o speak . . . just 5o ., .
Cox takes the mint and stares at Bern-
stein with o strunge Plexiglas gaze . . .
This little man sitting down around his
kneecaps with his Groovy gear and love
beads on - . .

Fimally Cox comes around, “We don't
know anything about that,” he says
“We don’t threaten anybody. Like, we
anly advocate violence in sell-defense,
because we are a colonial people in a
capitalist country . . . you know? . ..
and the only thing we can do is defend
ourselves against oppression.’”

Quat s irying 1o steer the whaole thing
away—but suddenly Otto Preminger
speaks up from the sofa where he's sit-
ting, also just a couple of feet from Cox;

“He used von imporiant vord™—ithen
he looks at Cox—"vou said zis is de
miost repressive country in de vorld, 1
dun't beleef zar"

Cox savs, "Let me answer the ques-
tion—""

Lenny breaks in: “When you say
‘capitalist’ in that pejorative tone, it re-
minds me of Stokely. When vou read
Stoktly's statement in The New York
Review of Books, there's only one place
where he says what he really means,
and that’s 'way down in paragraph 28 or
something, and you realize he is talk-
ing aboul setting up @ socialist goverm-
ment—"

Preminger is still tulking 10 Cox: “Do
youl mean dat zis government is more
repressive zan de government of Ni-
geria?

I don't know anvthing about the
government of Nigeria,” says Cox. “Let
me answer the question—"

“¥ou dun't eefen liten 1o de Kves-
tion,” says Preminger. “How can you
answer de kvestion?”

“Let me answer the guestion,” Cox
says, and he says o Lenny: “We be-
lieve that the government is obligated
to give every man employmenl or &
puaranteed income . . . see . .. but il
the white businessmun will not give full
employment, then the means of produc-
tion should be taken from the business-
man and placed in the community, with
the people.”

Lenny savs: “How? T dig it! But
how "

“Right on!" Someane in the back digs
it. oo,

“Right on!™

Julie Belafonte pipes up: “Thut's a
very difficult guestion!”

“¥ou can'l blueprint thé future,” savs
Cox.

“You mean you're just going to wing
i says Lenny.

“Like . . . this is what we want,
man,” says Cox, “we want the same
thing as you, we want peuce. We want
1o come home al night and be with the
family . . . and turn on the TV . . .
and smoke a litthe weed . ., you know?
.« o and get a litte high . . . you dig?
.+« ond we'd like to gel into that bag,
like anybody else. But we can't do that
.« 588 . . . because if they send in the
pigs to rip us off and brutalize our
tamilies. then we have to fight.”

“1 couldn’t agree with you more!"
says Lenny. "But what do you do—"

Cox says: “We think that this coun-
try is going more and more toward
fascism 0 oppross those people who
have the will 1o fight back—"

“I agree with vou one hundred per-
cent!™ says Lenny. “Bul you're putting
it in defensive lerms, and don'l you
really mean it in offensive terms—"

“That's the language of the oppres.
sor,” says Cox. “As soon as—"

“Dat’s nol—" says Preminger.

“Let me finish!™ says Cox. "As a
Bluck Panther, you get wsed to—"

“Dat’s not—"

“Let me finish! As o Black Panther,
you learn that language is used as an
instrument of control, and—"

“He doesn't sean dail”

“Let me finish!"

Cox to Preminger to Bernstgin to . . .
they're wrestling for the Big Ear . . .
quite a struggle . . . Cox standing up by
the piano covered in the million-dollar
chatchkas . . . Lenny sunk down into
the Margaret Owen easy chair . - .
Preminger, the irresistible commandant
ofthuwfn...ﬂwy‘wp-ﬂlin;mdiur
EINg—

—whereupon the little gray man, the
servant of history, pops up from beside
the other piano and says:

“Mr. Bernstein, will you yield the
{loor to Mrs. Bemnstein?

And suddenly Felicin, serene and
Nawless ns Maory Astor, is on her fegt:
“I would just like to goote this passage
from Richard Harris, in The New
Yorker,” and she is stunding up beside
ifie other piano with a copy of The New
Yaorker in her hand, reading from an
article by Richard Harris on the Justice
Department.

*This is u letter from Roger Wilkins
to Secrelary Finch,” says Felicia. This
is Koy Wilkins' nephew, Roger Wilkins,
former head of the Justice Depariment’s
Community Relations Service, and now
with the Ford Foundation.” *A year ago
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... When you walk into this house, into this building’=Lenny
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gestures as if to take it all in—‘you must feel infuriated.’. . .

of the question, because hlack leaders—
even the most militant of (hem—Kknew
that all they would accomplish was to
pet  themselves and  their followers
killed," ™ Felicia looks up at the audi-
ence, 0% during nny first-class reading,
and her voice beging (o take on morne
and more theatrical lift. *But | think
that the despair is far decper now.
You just can'l go on sceing how while
men live, the opportunity they have,
listening to all the promises they make
and realizing how little they have de-
livered, without having to fight an al-
most ungovernable rage within your-
self.” Felicia’s voice has taken on the
very wvibrato of emotion. And in the
back room, standing close to Gail Lu-
met, is Roger Wilkins himself, " ‘Some
black children in this country,™ re-
cites Felicia, ™ "have 1o ent dog food or
o hungey. No man can go on watching
his children grow up in hunger and
misery like that with wealth and com-
fort on every side of him, and continue
to regard himsell as a man, [ think
that there are black men who have
enough pride now so that they would
rather die than go on living the way
they have to live. And 1 think that mest
of us moderates would have difficulty
arguing with them. The other day, an
old fricnd of mine, a black man who
has spent his life trving o work things
oul for his people within the system, said
1o me’ "—Felicia looks at the audience
and sets up the clincher—"""Roger, I'm
poing fo get o gun, §oon't help it

*Thal's marrrrrer-velous!™ says Len-
ny. He says it with profound emotion

.+ He sighs . . . He sinks back into
the easy chair . . . Richard Harris . . .
Ahura Mazdia with the original laming
revelation . . .

Cox seizes the moment: “Our Min-
iter of Defense, Huey P, Newlon, has
said il we can't find a meaningful life
« =« You know . . . maybe we can have
a meaningful death . . .and one reason
the power structure fears the Black
Punthers is that they know the Black
Punthers nre rendy 1o die for what they
believe in, und 4 lof of us have alrendy
died,”

Lenny seems like u ¢hanged man. He
looks up ot Cox and says, “When you
walk into this house, into this huoild-
ing"—and he gestures vaguely as if to
take b all in, the moldings, the sconces,
the Roquefort morsels  rolled in
crushed nuts, the servants, the elevator
attendant and the doorman downstars
in their white dickeys, the marble lobby,
the brass struts on the marquee oul front
—"when you walk into this house, you
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must feel infurinted!”

Cox looks embarrassed. “No, man
« o« | manage lo overcome thal . . .
That’s a personal thing . . . I used to
ger very uptight about things like that,
bit—"

“Don't you get bitter? Doesn't that
make you mad?”

“Noooo, man . . . That's a personal
thing . . . see . .. and T don't get mad
about that personally. I'm over that.”

“Well,” says Lenny,” it mukes e
mud ™

And Cox stares at him, and the Plexi-
glas lowers over his ¢yes once more . . .
These cats—if | wasn'l here to se¢ it—

“This is a very paradoxical situation,”
savs Lenny, “Having this apartment
makes this meeting possible, and il this
apartment  didn't exist, you wouldn't
have it. And yet—well, it's a very para-
donical situation.”

“I don’l gel uplight about all that,”
says Cox. “I've been through all that. 1
grew up in the country, in a furming
commumiy, and [ finally became a ‘re-
speclable Negro® . . . you know ., . .
I dich all the right things, T got a job
and a car, and | was wearing o suit and
getting good  pay, and as long as |1
didn’t break any rules [ could go o
work and wear my suit and gel paid.
Bur then one day it downed on me that
| was only Kidding mysell, because that
wasn't where it was at. In a society like
vurs 1 might as well have had my hair-
guard on and my purple pants; beciuse
when | walked down the street | was
just another migwer . . . see . , . just
another migger . . . But 1 don't have that
hate thing going. Like, I mean, 1 can
feel'it, I can ger uptight. Like the other
day 1 was coming out of the courthouse
in Queens and there wus this off-duty
pig going by . . . see . . . and he gives
me the finger. That's the pigs way of
letting you know hes gol his ¢ye on
you, He gives me the finger . . . and for
some reason or other, this Kind of got
the old anger boiling . . . you know?"

“Comid,” says Lenny, and he swings his
head wround toward the rest of the
room, “most of the people in this room
have had o problem about being un-
wanted!"™

Muoxt of the people in this room have
Iad @ problem abowr being wpwanied,
There it is. It's un odd feeling. Maost-of-
the-people-in-this-room’s . . . heads
haive just spun oul aver this one, Lenny
i unbemtable, Menwl JTotto mt 3 am.
He has done it. He has just stéered the
Black Panther movement into a 1955
Jules Feiffer cartoon. Rejection, Secu-
rity, Anxiety, Oedipus, Electra, Neuro-

a5, Tramsference, Id, Superego, Arche-
Ivpe and Field of Perception, thal
wonderful 19505 game, beloved by all
educited young men and women in the
East who prew up in the era of the
preat cresting tide of Freod, Jung, Ad-
ler, Reik & Rewch, when everyone either
had an analyst or guoted Emest Dichter
relling Maytag that dishwashing ma-
chines were bought by women with anal
compulsions. And in the gathering in-
sulin coma Lenny has the Panthers and
75 assorted celebrities ond  culturat
heading off on the long march into the
neural jungle, 1955 Forever. One way
or another we all feel insecure—right?
And 50 long as we repress our—it’s mar-
velous! Mr. Auriculans! The Village
Explainer! Mest of the people in this
room have hod a problem about being
mitwanted—

Cox looks at him, with the Plexiglas
lowering . . . But the litthe gray man, the
servant of history, jumps in once more,
He sends a lovely young thing, one of
the blondes in the room, over to whis-
per something in Lenny's ear, “Living-
ston Wingate is here,” she tells him.

Mo slouch in such situations, Lenny
immediately seems to dope this oul as
just an interruption to shut him wp.

“Oh, why don’t 1 just leave!” he says.
He makes a mock move ns if to get up
from the chair and leave the room.
“Meoca! Moocoo!” everybody says. Ev-
ervbody is talking at once, but then
Barbara Walters, who has had this cer-
tan thing building wp inside of her,
springs it loose, Everybody knows that
voice, Barbara Waliers of the Teday
Show, televised coast o coast every
morning, a mid-Atlantic voice, several
miles east of Newloundland and head-
ing for Blackpool, and she leans for-
ward, sitting in the third row in her
checked pantsuit with the greal fur
collar:

“I'm u member of the news media,
but I'm here as an individual, because
I'm concerned about the  questions
raised here, and there has been a lot
of talk ahont the medin. Last year we
interviewed Mrs.  Eldridge  Cleaver,
Kathleen Cleaver, and it was not an ed-
ited report or anything of that sort. She
had n chance to say whatever she
wanted, and this is a very knowledge-
able, wvery  brilliant, very articulate
woman , .. And | asked her, 1 said,
‘I have & child, and you have o child,’
and 1 said, ‘Do you sce any possi-
bility that our children will be able to
grow up and live side by side in peace
und harmony? and she said, ‘not with
the conditions that prevail in this so-



ciety today, not without the overthrow
of the system.” So I asked her, "How do
you feel, as a mother, about the pros-
pect of your child being in that kind
of eonfrontation, o nation in fomes?
and she said, ‘Let it burn!’ And | said,
“What about your own child? and she
said, “May he light the first match!' And
that's what | want to usk you nbout.
I'm still here as a concerned person, not
us & reporter, but what I'm talking
about, and what Mr. Bernstein and Mr.
Preminger are tulking about, when they
ask vou about the way you refer (o
capitalism, i whether you see any
chance ut all for a peaceful solution o
these problems, some way out without
violence.”

Cox says, “Not with the present sys-
tem. | can't see thut. Like. what can
change? There's 750 fumilies that own
all the wealith of this country—"

“Duat's not fdrae!” says Preminger.
“Dere are muny people vid vealith all
aver—"

“Let me finish!—and these families
are the most reactionary elements  in
the country. A man like H. L. Hunl
wouldn't let me in his hoose.”

Barbars ‘Walters says: “I'm not talk-
ing ahour—"

"l wouldnt go to his house eef he
asked me,” says Preminger.

“Well 1 almost—"

“WVor aboul Ross Perot? He's a Tex-
an. toa, and is spending millions of
dollars trying to get de vives of pris-
oners of war in touch with the govern-
ment of Morth Vietnam—"

Cox says: "l would respect him
more il he was giving his money to
hungry children.”

*“He is!" says Preminger. “He is! You
dun't read anyt'ing! Dat’s vour tdrou-
ble!™

“I'm not talking about that,” Barbara
Walters says to Cox. “I'm talking about
whil's supposed to happen to other
people if you achicve your goals.”

“You can't just put it like that!” says
lulic. Belafonte. “That needs elarifica-
tion."”

Barbara Walters says: “I'm tolking us
& white woman who has a white hus-
band, who is a capitalist, or an agent of
capitalists, and 1 am, too, and [ want
to know il you are w0 have your free-
dom, does that mean we have to go!”

Barbara Walters and her husband,
Lee Guber, a producer, up against the
wall in the cellar in Ekaterinburg.

Cox says, “For ong person to be
free, everybody must be [ree. As long
as one whole class is oppressed, there
is no freedom in o society. A lot of
young while people are bzginning to—"

“Dat eesn't val she's asking—"

“Let me finish—let me answer the
question—"

“You din’t even listen to de kves-
tion—"

Mot of the peaple in this room have felt unwamnied

“Let me fAnish—A lot of young white
people are beginning (o understand
about oppression. They're part of the
petty bourgeoisie. 11s o different class
from the black communitly, bul there's
u common oppressor, They're protesting
about individual freedoms, to  have
their music snd smoke weed and have
sex. These are individual freedoms but
they are beginning to understand—"

“IH you're Tor freedom,” says Prem-
inger, “tell me dis: Iz it all right for a
Jew 1o leave Hussin and settle in o Is-
racf"

“Let me fimish—"

15 it all right for a Jew o leave
Fussia and setthe in lsrael?

Most people in the room don’t know
whit the hell Preminger is driving at,
bul Leon Quat and the litle gray man
know right away. They're trying o
wedge mto the argument. The hell with
thut little number, that Israel und Al
Fatah and U A K. and MIGS and LISSR
and Zionist imperialist number—nol in
this room you don't—

Quat stands up with & terrific one-
big-happy-family smile on and says: "1
think we're all ready to agree that the
crisis in this country today comes not
from the Black Panthers hut from the
war in Vietnam, and—"

But there is o commation right down
front. Barbara Walters is saying some-

thing o one of the Panther wives, Mrs.
Lee Berry, in the front row.

“What did shé say to you?” says
Lenny.

“] wis talking to this very nice lady,”
says Barbara Walters, “and she said,
“You sound like you're afraid." "™

Mrs. Berry luughs softly and shakes
her head.

“I'm nol afraid of you,” Barbara
Walters says (0 her, "but maybe T am
phout the idea of the death of my chil-
drent"

"“Please!™ says Quat.

“All I'm asking is if we can work
together 1o credte justice without vio-
lenee and destruction!™

“Please!” says Qual,

“He never answered her kvestion!™
suys Preminger.

“Please!”

“1 ¢an answer the question—"

“You dun't eefen fisten—""

“Let me answer the question! 1 cun
deal with that. We don't believe that it
will happen within the present system,
but—"

Lenny says: “So you're going 1o start
a revolution from a Park Avenue apart-
ment!”

Right on!

Qual sings oul desperately: “Living-
sten Wingate is here! Can we please
have a word from Mr, Livingston Win-
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“_.‘If you're for freedom,’ says Otto Preminger, ‘tell me dis: Is
it all right for a Jew to leave Russia and settle in Israel?’...”

gate of the Urban League?" Christ, yes,
bring in Livingston Winjgate.

S0 Livingston 'Wingate, executive di-
rector  of the New York Urban
League, starts  threading  his: way
down to the front. He hasn't got the
voguest notion of whit has been going
on, except that this is Panther night at
the Bernsteins'. He apparently thinks
he is called upon 1o wax forensic, be-
cause he starts into a long disquisition
on the changing mood of black youth.

“l was on television this morning
with a leader of the Panther move-
ment, he says, “and—"

“That was me™—Cox [rom his chair
beside the piano.

Wingate wheels around. “Oh, yes
+ o He does a double take. 1 didn't
see you here . . . That was yowr . . .
Huh . . ." And then he continues, exco-
riating himsell and his generation of
black leaders for their [ailures, because
non-viclence didn't work, and he can
no longer tell the black vouth not to
throw thal rock—

In the corner, meanwhile, by the
piano, Preminger has reached out and
grabbed Cox by the forearm in some
kind of grip of goodwill and brother-
hood and is beaming as if o say, 1
diddn’t mean anything by it, and Cox is
trying to grab his hand oand shake
hands and say that’s O.K., and Prem-
inger keeps going for the forearm, and
Cox keeps going for the hand, and
they're lost there in o weird eccentric
tangle of fingers and wrist bones be-
tween the sofa and the grand piano,
groping and tugging—

—hegause, says Livingston Wingate,
he cannat prove to the ghetto youth that
anything else will work, and so forth
und 50 on, "und they nre firmly con-
vineed that there can be no change un-
less the system is changed.”

“Less than 5 per cent of the people
of this country have 90 per cent of the
wealth,” says Lefeourt the lawyer, “and
10 per cent of them have most of the
90 per cent. The mass of the people
by Tollowing the system can never make
changes, and there §s no use continuing
1o tell people about constitutional guar-
antees, either. Leon and 1 could draw
up o constitution that would give us all
the power, and we could make it so
deep und legitimate that you would
have to kill us to change it!™

Julie Belafonte rises up in front and
says: “Then we'll kill' you!”

“Power to the people!™ says Leon
Quiat . . . und all rise to their feet . . .
and Charlotte Curtis puts the finishing
touches in her notebook . . . und the
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white servants wait  patiently in the
wings to wipe the drink rings off the
Ambaina tables . . .

Still wound up with the excitement
of the mental Jotto they had all just
been through, Lenny, Felicia and Don
Cox kept on talking there in the duplex,
long after most guests had gone, up 0
about 10 p.m., in foct. Lenny und
Felicin knew they hod been through a
unique experience, but they had no
iden of the furor that was going (o
break the next day when Charlotic
Curtis" account of the party would ap-
pear in the New York Times.

The story appeared in two forms—a
preliminary report rushed through for
the first edition, which reaches the
streets about 10:30 pm.. and a much
fuller one for the late city edition, the
one most Mew Yorkers sce in the mom-
ing. Meither account was in any way
eritical of what had gone on. Even after
reading them, Lenny and Felicia prob-
ably had lintle inkling of what was
going to happen next. The early version
began:

“Mrs. Leonard Bernstein, who has
raised money for such diverse causes
as indigent Chileans, the New York
Philharmonic, Church World Service,
Isrueli student scholarships, emotion-
ally disturbed children, the New York
Civil Libertics Union, A Greek boys'
school and Another Mother for Peace,
wis into whal she hersell admitted yes-
terday was 4 whale new thing. She gave
i cocktail party for the Black Panthers,
™ot a frivolous party,” she explained
before perhaps 30 guests arrived, “bul
a chance for oll of us 1o hear what's
happening to them! They've really been
treated very inhumancly.” ™

Felicia herselt  couldn’t have asked
for il to bz pul any beller. In the later
edition it began: “Leonard Bernstein
and a Black Panther leader argued the
merils of the Black Panther party's
philosophy before nearly 90 guests last
might in the Bernsteins’ elegant Park
Avenue duplex”—and went on to give
some of the dinlogue of Lenny's, Cox's
and Preminger's argument over Panther
tactics and Lenny's refrmn of 1 dig
it.” There was also a picture of Cox
standing beside the piano and talking
to the group, with Felicia in the hack-
ground. No one in the scason of Radi-
cal Chic could have asked for belter
coverage. It took up a whole page in
the fushion section, along with ads for
B, Allman’s, Edith Imire wigs, fur coats;
the Sherry-Metherand Hotel, and The
Sun  and Surf (Palm Beach).

What the Bernsteins probably did not
realize ol first was that the story was
going out on the New York Times
Mews Service wires, In other eities
throughout the United Swates and Eu-
rope it was played on page one, typi-
cally., 1o an international chorus ol
horse laughs or nausea, depending on
one’s  Weltanschawung, The English,
particularly, milked the story for all
it was worth and seemed (o derive one
of the great cackles of the year from it.

By the second day, however—Fn-
day—the Bernsteins certainly koew
they were in for it. The Times ran an
editorial! on the party. It was headed
“False Note on Black Panthers™:

“Emergence of the Black Panthers as
the romanticized darings of the poli-
tico-cultural jet sel i an affront to the
majority of black Americans. This so-
culled party, with its confusion of Mao-
Marxist ideology and  Fascist para-
militarism, is fully entitled (o prolection
of il members’ constitutional rights. It
was o make sure thot those nighis are
nol abridged by perseculion masguerad-
ing as law-enforcement that a commit-
tee of distinguished citizens has recently
been formed [a group headed by Arthur
Goldberg that sought to investigate the
killing of Fred Hampton by Chicago
police].

“In contrust, the group therapy plus
fund-raising soiree at the home of
Leonard Bemnstein, as reported in this
newspaper  yosterday, represents the
sort of elegant slumming that degrades
patrons and patronized alike. It might
be  dismussed  as  guilt-relieving  Tun
spiked with social consciousness, except
for its impact on those blacks and
whiles seriously working for complete
equality and social justice. It mocked
the memory of Martin Luther King Ir.,
whose birthday was solemnly observed
throughout the nation vesterday.

“Black Panthers on a Park Avenue
pedestal create one more distortion of
the Megro image, ible black
leadership 15 not hkely to cheer as the
Beautiful People create 4 new myth
that Black Panther is beautiful.”

Elepant duvuning . . . mocked the
memory of Martin Luther King . . .
Black Panthers on a Park Avenue ped-
evtal . . . the Beautifid People .. . it
was a stunner. And this was not the
voice of some right-wing columnist like
William Buckley (although he would
be heard from)—this was an editorial,
on the editorial page, underneath the
cigle medallion with “All the MNews
That's Fit To Print™ and "Established



1851 on it . . . in the very New York
Times itself,

Felicia spoke to Charlotte Curtis,
and Charlotte Contis agreed with her
that the Tinwes was wrong o charac-
terize the party as “elegant slumming,”
The following week she wrote o story
testifying to the sincerity of many So-
ciety figures, including Felicia, who had
worked diligently for the less fortunate,
Bur she stood by her original story
down to the lust detail. Felicia seemed
to accepl this in good grace. Butl Lenhy
was not so sure. The whole (thing
sounded like a put-up job. Look at it
this way: they held a meeting—not a
party, but a meeling—in his home on
one of the most important issues of the
day, and the Timer chose o run a story
not by Homer Bigart or Harrison Salis-
bury, but by a Society writer who puts
in a lot of “hairbrained” details about
his Black Watch pants and a lot of
sappy quotes he never uitered—right?
This sets him up like a dummy for a
roundhouse right from the cheap seats
—the editorial about “elegant slum-
ming"” and the mockery of the memaory
of Martin Luther King. Mot only that,
he himself was already beginning to be
mocked in New York in the old word-
of-mouth carnival. It was unbelievahle.
Cultivated people, intellectuals, were
characterizing him as "a masochist™
and—and this was the really cruel part
—as "the David Susskind of American
Music,™

Felicia sal down that very day, Fri-
day, and wrote an aggrieved but calms-
Iy worded letter to the Times;

“As a civil libertarian, 1 asked o
number of people 1o my house on Jan.
14 in order to hear the lawyer and
athers involved with the Panther 21
discuss the problem of civil liberties as
applicable to. the men now waiting
trial, and 1o help ruise funds for their
legal expenses.

“Those attending included respon-
sible members of the black leadership
s well as distinguished citizens  from
a vanety of walks of life, all of whom
shire commaon concem on the subject
of civil liberties and equal justice under
our Jaws

“The outcome of the Panther 21 trial
will be determined by the judge and
jury. Thaut was not our concern. But the
ability of the defendunts to prepare o
proper delense will depend on the help
given prior o the triel, and this help
mist not be denied because of lack of
funds,

“It was for this deeply serious pur-
pose that our mecting was eilled. The
frivodous way in which it was reported
as o ‘fashionable’ event is unworthy of
the Simes, and offensive ta all people
who are committed 1o humanitarian
principles of justice.”

Felicia  delivered the letter in per-
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Charlotie Curtis of the " Times™ putting it all down

son (o the Times that altemoodn. The
Bernsteins picked up Saturday's pa-
per—and no  letter. In fact, it did
not appenr until Wednesday, affer the
publication of & letter from some-
one named Porter saying things like
“we shall soon witness the birth of local
Rent-a-Panther organizations.” This fed
the conspicscy theory, at least in the
Bernstein houschold. By now column-
ists all over the place were taking their
whock at the affair. Buckley, for ex-
ample, ciled i1 as an object lesson
the weinrd masochism of the white lib-
eral who bids the Panther come devour
him in his Yluxornoos laie”

Bul if the Bernstcins thought their
man problem at this pont was a. bad
press, they were wrong. A controversy
they were apparently oblivious of sud-
denly erupted around them. Namely,
the bitterness between Jews and blacks
aver an dssue that had been building
for three years, ever since Black Power
became important, The first inkling the
Bernsteins had was when they staned

getting hate mail, some of it apparently
from Jews of the Queens-Brooklyn Jew-
ish Defense League vanely. Then the
League’s national chuirman, Rabbi Meir
Kahane, blasted Lenny publicly for
jeining a “trend m hberal and intellee-
twal circles o liomze the Black Pan-
thers - . . We delend the night of blacks
to form delense groups, but they've
gone bevond this to o group which
hates other people. That's not national-
witt, that’s Naziam, And if Bernstein

and  other such intellectuals do not
know this, they know nothing.”
The Jewish Defense League had

been formed in 1968 for the specific
purpose of defending Jews in low-rent
neighborhoods, many of which ure
black. Bul cven many wealthier and
maore cultivated Jews, who look at the
Defense League as somewhat extremist,
Low Rent and pauche, agreed essen-
thially wath the paint Kahane was making
One of the ironies of the history of
the Jews in America was thut their long
championship of hlack civil libertics
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“ . .The so-called ‘party’ for the Panthers had not been a party
meeting. Nothing social about it ..."”

at all. It had been a

had begun to backfire so badly in the
late 1960s. As Seymour Lipset has put it,
*The integrationist movement was large-
Iy an allisnce between Megroes and
Jews (who, to a considerable extent, ac-
tually dominated it), Many of the inter-
racial civil-rights organizations have
been led and finunced by whites, and
the majority of their while members
have been Jews. Insofar as a Negro el-
fort emerged to break loose from -
volvement with whites, from domina-
tion of the civil-rights struggle by white
liberals, it meant concretely o break
with Jews, for they were the whiles who
were aclive in these movements. The
Black Nationalist leadership had to push
whites (Jews) ‘out of the way,' and o
stop white (Jewish) ‘interference’ in
order o gol whites (Jews) ‘ol their
backs.” ™

Meanwhile, Black Power groups such
as SNCC and the Black Panthers were
voicing support for the Arabs against
Istael, This sometimes looked like o
mere matter of black nationalism; after
all, Egypt was a part of Africa, and
bluck nationalist lilerature somelimes
scemed to identify the Arabs as blacks
fighting the white Isroelix. Or else it
looked like merely. o commiiment (o
world soctallsm; the Soviet Union and
China aupported the Arabs against the
imperialist tools, the lsraclis. Bul many
Jewish leaders regarded the anti-Zion-
sl stances of groups like the Panthers
as a veiled American-brand anti-Semi-
tismy, tied up with such less theoretical
matters as extortion, robbery and may-
hem by blacks apainst Jews in ghetto
areas. They eited things like the August
30, 1969, issue of Black Panther, which
carried an article entitied “Zionism
(Kosher Mutionalism) + Imperinlism =
Fasgism™ and  spoke of “the [ascist
pigs.” The June, 1967, issue of another
Panther publication, Black Power, had
carried @ poem entitled “Jew-Land,”
which said:

Jew-Land, On o swevner aflersoon

Really, Couldn's kill the Jews toc

Lo,
Now dig. The Jews have stolen onr
bread
Their filthy women fricked our men

into bed

So I won't rest until the Jews are
dead . . .

In Jew-Land, Don't be a Tom on
lirael's side

Really, Couve that's where Christ
war erticified,

But in the most literate circles of the

MNew  Left—well, the Panthers' pro-

nouncements on foreign affairs couldn’t
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be taken too seriously. Ideologically, they
were still feeling their way around. To
be u UJA Zionist about the whole thing
was to be old-fashioned, middle-cinss
middie-aged, suburban, Oceanside-
Cedarhurstinn, in an uage when the
youth of the New Lelt had re-pro-
grammed the whole circuitry of "Left op-
position to oppression, The main thing
was that the Panthers were the legiti-
mate vanguard of the black struggle
for liberation—among  the culturati
whom Leonard Bemstein could be ex-
pected to know and respect, this was
not & point of debate, it was an axiom,
The chief theoretical organ of Radical
Chie, The New York Review of Books,
regularly cast Huey Newlon and El-
dndge Cleaver as the Simén Bolivar
and José Marti of the black ghettos.On
August 24, 1967, The New York Re-
view of Books paid homage to the sum-
mer urban riol season by printing a dia-
gram for the making of a Maololov
cocktnil on s front page. In fact, the
pournal was sometimes referred 1o good-
naturedly as The Parlowr Panther, with
the -oir spelling of Parlowr being an
allusion to its concurrent modif of an-
glophilin. The Review's embracing of
such apparently contradictory attitudes
—the nitty-gritty of the ghetto warriors
and the preciosity of traditional English
Leavis & Loomis intellectualism—was
really no contradiction at all, of course,
It was merely the essential double-track
mentality of Radical Chic—nastagle de
fa boue and high protocol—in its liter-
ary form, In any case, given all this,
people like Lenny and Felicia could
hardly have been expected to compre-
hend o complex matter like the latter-
dny friction between blacks and Jows,
To other people involved in Radical
Chic, however, the picture was now
becoming clear as day, This was no
timg for Custer's last stand. This was
fime . . . o panic, Two more couples
had already agreed to give parties for
the Panthers: Peter and Cheray Duchin
and Frank and Domna Stanton, The
Duchins had alréady gotten some of the
stutic themselves. Peter had gone to Co-
lumbis, Ohio, with his orchestra . . .
and the way some of the locals let him
have it! All because Charloite Curtis®
article had quoted Cheray saying how
thrilled she was at the prospect of meet-
ing her first Black Panther at Felicia's.
Columbus freaking Cio, ver, Mor did it
foke the Stantons long (o put two and
two together. Frank Stanton, the entre-
preneur, not the broadcaster, had a
duplex co-op that made Lenny's look
like u fourth-floor walkup. It had mar-

hile fMoors, apricot velver walls, trompe-
I'oeil murals in the dining room, the
works, A few photos of the Panthers
ngainst this little backdrop—well, you
could write the story yoursell.

On Saturday evening, the 24th, the
Duching, the Stantons, Sidney and Gail
Lumet, and Lenny and Felicia met at
the Bernsteins' 1o try 1o think out the
whole situation. Sidney Lumet was
convinced that a new era of “MeCarthy-
ism™ had begun. It was a little hard 10
picture the editorial and women's page
stafls of the Timer as the new Joe Me-
Carthy=—bul damn it , . ., The Timex
was pushing s own pel organizalions,
the NMAACP, the Urban Leagoe, the
Urban Coalition, and so on. Why did it
look like the Fimes always tried to pun-
ish prominent Jews who refused 1o lie
down and play good solid burghers?
Who was it who said the Times was o
Catholic newspaper run by JTews (o fool
the Protestants? Some professor at Co-
lumbia . . . In any case, they were now
all oo exposed” to do the Panthers
any good by giving parties for the Pan-
thers in their homes. They would do
better to work through organizations
like the NAACP legal defense fund,

Lenny couldn’t get over the whole
affair. Earlier in the evening he had
talked to o reporter and told him it wis
“nausenting.” The so-called “party” for
the Panthers had not been a party at
all. Tt had been a meeting. There was
nothing social about it As to whether
he thought cause partics were held in
the homes of socially prominent people
simply because the living rooms were
large und the acoustics were good, he
didn’t say. In any case, he and Felicia
didn’t give parties, and they didn't go
to parties, and they were certainly not
in anybody's “jet set.” And they were
not “masochists,” either.

50 four pights laler Lenny, in a
tuxedo, and Felicia, in a black dress,
walked into o party in the triplex of
one of Mew York's great hostesses,
overlooking the East River, on the
street of social dreams, East 52nd, and
right off the bat some woman walks
right up to him and says, "Lenny, T just
think you're a masochist.” It was un-
believable.

The panic turned out to be good for
The Friends of the Earth, somewhat
the way the recession has been bad for
the Four Sensons but good for Riker's.
Many matrons, such as Cheray Duchin,
turmed their attention toward the sables,
cheetahs and leopards, once the Pan-
thers became radioactive. The Stantons,



“...The so-called ‘party’ for the Panthers had not been a party
meeting. Nothing social about it ...”

at all. It had been a

meanwhile, dropped their plans for a
Panther party and had one instead for
the Buddhists, and Richard Feigen
dropped his plans for o party be-
cause of the Panthers’ support for
Al Fuawmh. Leonard Bernstein  went
off to England to rehearse with the
London Symphony Orchestra for an al-
ready scheduled performance in the
Royal Albert Hall. He couldn't have
been very sorry about the trip. Unbe-
lievable hostility was  still  bubbling
around him. In Miami, Jewish pickets
forced a movichouse to withdraw a
film of Lenny conducting the Israel
Philharmonic on Mount Scopus in cele-
hration of lsrael’s victory in the Six-
Day War,

In general, the Radically Chic made
o strutegic withdrawal, denouncing the
“wilchhunl" of the press as they wenl.
There was bricf talk of a whole series
aof parties for the Panthers in and
around Mew York, by way of showing
the world that socialites and cullurati
were ready 1o stand up and be counted
in defense of what the Panthers, and,
for that matter, the Bernsteins, stood
for. Bul it never happened. In fact, il
the socialites already in line for Panther
parties had gone ahead and given them
in clear defiance of the opening round
of attucks on the Panthers and the
Bernsteins, they might well have struck
an extraordinary counterblow in be-
half of the Movement. This is; after all,
4 period of great conflusion among cul-
turati and liberal intellectunls gencrally,
and one in which a decisive display of
conviction and self-confidence can be
overwhelming. But for the Radically
Chic to have fought back in this way
wollld have been a violation of their
own  inpermost  convictions.  Radieal
Chig, after all, is only radical in atyle;
in its heart it is part of Society and its
traditions. Politics, like Rock, Pop and
Camp, has its uses: bul to put onc's
whole status on the line for mostalpic
de la boue in any of its forms would
be unpringipled.

Meanwhile, the damnable press
dogged  Lenny even in London. A
United Press International reporter in-
terviewed him there amd sent oul a story
in which Lenny said: “They"—the Pan-
thers—"are o bad lot, They have be-
haved very badly. They have lnid their
own graves. It was the Panthers them-
selves who spoiled the deal, they won't
be rational.,” The next day Lenny told
a New York Times reporter that the
LPIL story was “nonsense.” He didn'l
remember what he had sald, but he
hadn't said anvthing like that. Al the
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same time he releated o statement that
he had actually drawn up in New York
before he left. It said that there had
haen no “party™ for the Panthers in his
home In the first place; it had been a
meeting, and “the only concern at our
meeting was eivil liberties.” “If we deny
these Black Panthers their democratic
rights because their philosophy is unac-
ceptable to us, then we are denying our
own democracy,” He now made it
clear that he was opposed to their phi-
losophy, however, "It is not casy to
discern i consistent political philosophy
among the Black Panthers, but it is
reasonably elear that they are sdvoeat-
ing violence against their fellow citi-
2ens, the downfall of Israel, the sup-
port of Al Fawh and other similarly
dangerous and illconceived pursuits,
To all of these concepts | am vigorously
opposed ond will fight against them os
hard as I ean.”

And still this damned nauseating
furor would not lie down and die.
Wouldn't you know it—two days after
the, well, meeting, on the very day he
and  Felicia  were reeling from the
Times editorial, Daniel Patrick Moyni-
han, thiat rencgade; had been down in
Washington writing his famous “benign
neglect” memo o Nixon. In it Moyni-
han had presented him and Felicia and
their “party™ ns Exhibit A of the way
bluck revolutionaries like the Panthers
had become the “culture heroes™ of the
Beautiful People. Couldn't you just see
Nixon sitting in the Oval Room and
clucking and fuming and muttering
things like “rich snob bums™ as he read:
“You perhaps did not note on the soci-
ety puge of yesterday's Times that Mra,
Leonard Bernstein gave a cocktail party
on Wednesday to raise money for the
Panthers. Mrs. W. Vincenl Astor was
among the guests. Mrs. Peter Duchin,
‘the rich blonde wife of the orchestra
leader,” was thrilled. T've never met a
PManther,’ she said. “This is a first for
me." "

On February 29 someone leaked the
damned memao 1o the damned New York
Limes, and that did it Now he wis in-
vested, installed, inougurated, instituted,
transmogrificd as Mr. Parlour Panther
far all time. Tha part about their "cock-
tail party” was right in the samz para-
graph with the phrase “bznign neglect,”
And it didn’t particularly help the situa-
tion that Mrs. Astor gol off a rapid lei-
ter 1o the Times informing them that
she was nar at the “party.” She received
an invitation, like all sorts of other peo-
ple, she supposed, bat, m fact, she had
nof gone. Thanks a lot, Brooke Astor.

Fools, boors, philistines, Birchers,
B'nai B'rithees, Defense Leaguers, Ha-
dussah theatre party pirhanas, UJAvia-
tors, concert hall Inshmen, WASP ig-
norati, toads, newspaper readers—ithey
were booing him, Leonard Bernstein, the
egregio macstro . . . Boooooo. No two
ways about it. They weren't clearing
their throats. They were squeczed into
their $14.50 bequested scats, bringing up
from out of the false botioms of their
bellies the ald Low Reént raspberry boos
of days gone by. Boooooo. Newspaper
renders! That harchrained story in the
Times had told how he and Felicia
had given a party for the Black
Panthers and how he had pledged
a conducting fee to their defense
fund, and now, stretching out before
him in New York, was a great
sturched  white-thronted  audience  of
secrel  candystore  bigots, preengrocer
Moshe Dayans with patches over both
eyes . . .

» + » Onee, after a concert in Italy, an
old ltalian, one of those glorious old
Ttalians in an iron worsted black suit
and a high collar with veritable em-
browderies of white thread mending the
cracks where the collar folds over, one
of those old Europeans who seem io
have been stecped, aged, marinated, in
centuries of true Culture in a land
where people understood the arl of liv-
irg and the art of feeling and were not
ashamed to express what was in their
hearts—this old man had come up to
him with his eves brimming and his
honest gnarled hands making imaginary
snowballs and had said:“Egregio maoe-
stro!l Egreggesssrenpio maestro™ The
way he said I, combining the egregio,
meaning “distinguished" with the mae-
sfro, meaning “master” . . . well, the
way he said itl meant a conductor so
great, so brilliant, so dazzling, so trans-
ported, so transcendental, so—yes!—
immortal . . . well, there Is no word
in the whole lame dumb English lan-
guage to describe it. And in that mo-
ment Leonard Bernstein knew that he
had reached . ..

—Bovosoooo! Boosoooooo! Tt was
unbelievable. But it was real. These
greengrocers—he was their whipping
boy, and a bunch of $14.50 white-
throated cretins were booing him, and
it was no insomnine hallucination in
the loneliness of 3 a.m.

Would that black apparition, that
damnable Megro by the piano, be rising
up from the belly of a concert grand for
the rest of his natural life? -



