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C Faculty Votes 642-95
To Get Rid of Park Fence

By

incent Maggiora

The journey to Santa Rita began after these peoplc were arrested in Berkeley

1 Was a Prisoner

- By Tim Findley

“Awright, you people, when the door
“opens, 1 want you to move out of this bus
in single file—and I mean move, the first
......... that slows do\m is going to get
a stick up his .

“Now move, !lu\'n. llO\’L!"

Some 30 of the move than 400 men ar-
resied in Thursday's mass arrest of Berke-
ley demonstratois were seated in (he bus.

““This reporter, who found himse) trapped in ~

the cloging Cnl‘ﬂﬂll of_police and Guardsmen
and later in the mechanical formal arrests
N - in a Berkeley parking lot, was among them.

;- The 45-minute bus ride to the Alameda
county prison farm at Santa Rita was jovinl and -

Telaxed, oddly commuter-like, until we finally

- .+ siopped well inside the prison gates.
Al=the sereamed command of the guard,
those al us near the back of the bus stood up to

rush-§il. Someone peered through a tiny crack of

an opening at the Wp of the opaque windows.

: At Santa Rita’

“Christ.” he said in amazemenl. “They've
got everybody face down on the pavement — ike
bodies, man.”

. In the hurried stumble oul of the bus and the -
Jog loward the gate. lhe first impression was
terrifying. like a cheap prisoner-of-war movie

Some 200 arrested male Berkeley demon-
strators who had arrived on buses before us lay
face down on the graveled asphalt at the ceater
of a compound bordered on Uiree sides by “har-
racks-like® buildings and on the fourth by a
barbed wire fence.

At the far end of onc_of the qur rows formed
by the-prostrate demonstrators. one young man
was erect on his knees. a uniformed guard stand-
ing over him. screaming and jabbing with his
stick.
“What am 1. you
screamed. “Am I a punk? Am

The responses from the orange-shirted ybung
man could nol be heard, but as we furmed a line

2 What am 17 ke

See Back Page

Resolution
Also Urges
Gls to Go

‘The Academic Senate of
the Universily of Califor-
nia yesterday voled over-
whelmingly in favor of a
resolution urging that the
controversial Cyclone
fence around People’s
Park in Berkeley be re-
moved.

By a vole of 642 to 95,
the faculty members al
urged the inunediatg with-
driewal of troops and police
from the campus and for
investigations by State
Altorney General Thomas
Lynch and the U.S. D
partment of Justic
the polive and military
lawlessness committed in

name of nmmlumlnL Tiw
and ol

The Senate at the same
meeting defeated by a vole
37 10 94 a-molion calting
iur a vole on asking for the
resignation of GC Chancellor
Roger Heyns.

Heyns had earlier ap
peared before the nearly 1000
members of the Senate and
bad made a slight gesture af
peace in the raging baltle
over the closing uf Peuple’s:
Park.

Heyns told the proup he
had no objection to reserving
some of the university-owned
park site for ‘spontaneons
designing” by students and
uthers of the area

The resolutivn asking with-
drawal of police further
urged that all faw enioree-
ment offlcers m Berkeley
“desist wnmediately from
the indiscriminate use of
deadly weapons. gas. and
sther lorms of excessive vio-
tence. " B

© The nrst Academiv Senale
session stee the ame-day-~
old crisis began convened i
| Zellerbach Halt atter & 45-
nminute rally outside attended
by about 300 students
Rally. leaders delnsered 16
he.senale. composed o1 tic-
ulty members, a sel o de
mands that .included suppart
m getting the wnnersity 1o
“return People’s Park w e
people ~ The senale also was
asked to call for the resigna-
tion of Heytis and ta endorse
Seg Buck Peye *
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Nightmare at Santa Rita

. PromPagel’ )
of our own and obeyed orders to “look straight
nhead,” we could hear the thud of blows and one
loud**Ow? from the youth.

-'Get down on your f{ace — turn your head to
the left and line up on the man to your left’s head
—. your left stupid — Now get your hands dpwun
at your sides. Don’t move, don't (alk!”

The pebbles of gravel dug sharply into your
cheek. a chilly breeze blew past, and the flat
angle at ‘which you could see made it seem that
wuch more frightening as the shiny black boots
oi guards marched by. riot sticks lapping at
their pant legs.

~Any of you creeps got & cimera, put it out
in front of your head! We find a camera’tater
aud we smash it and your head al the same
tme! .

We had arrived at Santa Rita about §:15 p.m.
We lay on our stomachs. our heads turned to one
side. until 8:45 p.m..

Threats

At intervals of some 20 minutes to half an
our, eight names were called to be booked -
most on misdemeanor charges of failure to dis-
perse and unlaw{ul assembly. Throughout the
moge than Lwo hours we lay on our stomachs and
theAdded hour more we sat. legs crossed, on the
asphalt. a fat grey-uniformed guard with one
hand bandaged waved his riot stick and shouted
threats.

Don’t none of you move — we shoot to kilt

here.”

The {og rolled in with darkness, and most of
us. still prostrate. shivered at the cold. Some
wure only short sleeved shirts.

“*You think this is cold. creeps? It gets really
cold in a couple of hours. We'll leave you oul
here to freeze (o death, maybe that will teach
you lo stay out of Berkele;

From time to time. he Would shout *“Turn
your heads to the right or left).” Cramped neck
muscles vielded a stiff pain as we obeved.

A sharp rap on the back of the legs with the
stiek discouraged any unauthorized movement.

Shortly before 10 p.m.. we were ordered in-
side an empty barracks. and told to sit on the
bunks or the floor. All the windows were opened
to provide a chilly ventilation.

"; Four lawyers from the People’s Park De-
fgnse Committee arrived shortly after, to the
Meers of the some 300 men crammed into the
'0-bed barracks. .

Forms
" The lawyers passed out bail forms on which
the arrested listed telephone numbers to be
called. and then left with promises to work
through the night. -
At 11 p.m. a group of eight of us had our
names called in alphabetical order.
We were marched into another barracks
i i inting

where a keshift booking and
section had been set up.
But first. ther€ was a soarch — the third of

the d:

ace the wall! Get everything out of your -
pockets and take your belt off. creep. Get out of
those tennis shoes."” .

* grey haired

_ We. then leancd, spread-cagled, against the
vall.

A young man in a white jacket with a red
cross painted on it looked back at the husky
guard in his mid-twenties who was searching
him.

“What the hell are you looking at, you son of
* the guurd shouted, and jabbed a short
ok in the young man’s back. Another
ding nearby clouted the demonstrator
on the shoulder with his open hund.

~Garbage!" another young guard scoffed as
he sorted through paperg—most of them leaf-
lets—found in one pocket. The guard tore them
up and kicked them into a pile on the fluor.
Everything else, except possible weapons, went
back in pockels.

Number

A small band with your name and new serial
number was stapled around your wrist.

The white-shirted civilian taking fi

the demonstration from’an’ inside vantage: point,
watched as the koy march leacers faded away
and escaped before tho arrests. N

Ono of them warned, “yoy belter get out
now, there's going to be a mass bust.” Ho did not
explain’how he knew, but he and other leaders
were frantically urging the demonstrators to
*disperse into the shops — do some shopping, get
off the streels!™ .

‘That tactic, for the most part, did not work.

Two girls explained vigorously as they wail-
ed in the Bank of America parking lot to be ar-
rested that they had been caught by surprise.

“We were really shopping, you know, inside
this clothing store, and (his cop comes ‘in and
says to go. up the strect. We did, and here we
are.”

Bob McCloud, 29, (e man in the orange shirt
who was being beaten when we arrived, Insisted,
he too had been shopplng when he was hauled
out of a store along with several apparent dem-

who had to escape the trap.

glared at a smudged imprint.

“Got to get em right, from side to side,” he
suid impatient], -
T'm working for the other side yout know —
have to be right for the FBI

“What's the FBIs interest?” the arresice
asked.

“Hell."" the print luker replied almost cor-
dially. “We're gonna keep track of you trouble-
makers. We're gonna enforce the MeCarran act
soon and put all you troublemakers in concen-
tration camps.” ”"

He said it casually, but he seemed to hope it
was true.

We were marched tp D" barracks by the
first friendly guard we had met. “Just stay in
line and don't cause {rouble, and yow'll be out of
here faster,” he said.

1t was about 12:30 a.m. Filty of us were in
the ‘barracks. Most talked, for the first time we
were allowed to, about bail and the one tele-
phone call still due us.

Teacher

A-young zoology undergraduate seemed a lit-
tle bewildered. The youngster, a short Chinese
youth of about 21, said he had been buying
stamps on Shattuck avenue when the National
Guard appearec.

“I told them I wanted lo leave, and they told
me to go down this corner. That was the corner
where all the police were.” :

‘The* youth wore grey cardigan sweater over
a shirt buttoned at the collar. In his horn rimmed
glasses and neat clothing, he looked slightly out

thes

. of place amid the bizarre assortment of beards

of long hair and grimy jeans.

There. was laughter when Richard Burlon. a
spgetacled man in his 40s who
puffed on a pipe, told this reporter he is a lectur-
er in City and Regional Planning at UC-Berkeley.
Among those arrested in the tightly closing
trap around demonstrators at Shatluck Avenue
and Center street were a handful of well-known
activists.” Ramparts magazine Editor Robert
Scheer was among them. so was Paul Glusmag,
a thorny campus radical. Twa of the People's
- Park Negotiating Committee were also arrested.
But this reporter, who was assigned to cover

“I swear I dign't hear any order to disperse
on Shattuc] said John Dyckman, a graduate
student, as he sat on a bunk in the barracks. He
said he joined the protest at Shatluck avenue.
“We (ried to get out. The National Guard told us

to move up the street — we did, right into the

trap."”
Black * y

“The barracks door blasted open wilh a crash-
ing shout.

“'Get out of those racks! Who told you to
go to the head" the young red-haired guard
shouted. N

He was accompanied by (wo other guards

. bearing riot sticks.

“Who's the toughest mother in here?” the
red head demanded.

“You!" he shouted when none answered.
*'You big stud!”

e grabbed a surprised 6-footer by the collar

* and yankec him into the middie of the floor.

- “You're the leader. Anybody here gets oul of
line, you kick their — or I'll kick yours!™ ~
The guard spotted a black youth further
down the row of bunks.
*“You, soul brother," he shouted, “'y
ond in command!"
None seemed to know in command of just

're sec-

what. .

‘The rest of the night resembled a boot's first
experience with the Marine Corps. First a friend-
ly guard, then a savage one. First an assurance
that you could “take it easy,” then a snarling
burst through the cdoor and orders to “‘get on
your feet — get by your racks.”

Awake

In the next barracks we could hear people *

being warned to stay awake or they woyld be
struck. And we could hear shouts of “Do you
hear me?” :

And answering replies of “Yessir!"

“'Well I can’t hear you!"" :

Jack Webb had played the role fo perfection
in the movie “The DL."

Occasionally someone was struck or shoved
for looking the wrong way or smiling. “You think
il’s funny, you long haired creep?™”

. For the most part, the guards were young,

and there seemed to be a special interest among
the youngest of them in proving their authority.

The most threatening of the guards were
about the same age - mic 205 — as most of the
arrested demonstrajgrs. Repeated referenges to
the Army and to th&raft seemed (o indicKe the
young guards had a lessun they were ilch o
teach their radical contemporaries.

Sleep

“Pitere was no sleep. Groups were laken out
for mug shots. At 4:45 a.m., the prisoners were
marched to breakfast, amid heckling remarks
that “next time you riot, remember this.”* and
“wall 1ill the boys get back from Vietnam and
hundle you creeps!”

Breakfasl was cereal, skim milk, white
bread, orange marmalade, weak coffee and
prunes, wolfed down with no talking and eyes
stralght ahead. After ealing, Ihe prisoners were
made to kneel erect in front of the door before
being led out.

None had yet been allowed @ telephone call.
None had yet been let out on bail.

It was shortly affer 8 a.m. when one of the
suvage ones burst in.

“Who in here wanls to go hume?”

‘There was general response.

“Well, you better listen up then, aml do what
1 tell you.™

Some of onr names were read off and we
were told to run outsice to the gate and line up in
wos.

Our guard, another young man, perhaps in
his early 30s, then put us (hrough some rough
military drill.

“You'll be one step ahead of the others when
you finally get drafted,” he shouted

We weren't told whether we were about to be
freed or simply allowed to make a plione call.
"The guard knew that bail hud been posted — in
most cases some three Lo five hours earlier.

But there was one more chance to leave a
Tasting impression.

“Awright you creeps. when [ shout *Who do
we love?” you shout back, *The Blue Meantes!" "

Amused

Prisuners in jail uniforms were now outside
the mess hall. They were highly amusec

“Who do we love?” the guard demanded as
‘we trotted up a street

There was faint reply.

““You jerks betler shout it or we'll be running
l’lp and down this street all day! Now, Who do we
ov:

““The Blue Meanies!" came the more satisfy-
ing answer as we trotted toward family. friends
and freedom at the intake building.

By late afternoon yesterday, more than 200
of the arrested demonstrators had been freed on
buil generally placed at $800 for charges of un-
lawful assembly and failure lo disperse. A few
demonstrators faced with more serious charges
were required to raise up to $1000 bail.

Santa Rita authorities said a double shift of
deputies worked through the night and four bail
bondsmen were on hand to assist in raising funds
for the arrested.

Most of the demonstrators wera ordered to
appear Monday for arraignment in Berkeley Mu-
nicipal Court. -
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