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Tha Floride Keys, 50 years ago tomorraw; g
hurricana leaves a timn.md aﬁ rasily
down-and-out World War I veterans who hod
been sent by the federat
on bhe aversews raltway,

vernment o work
$45 a month. -

hen we reached Lower
Matecumnbe thera were bodies
floating in the ferry slip. The
brush was all brown a3
though astoran had come to
these tslands where there ts 00 auluma bat
onty s moce dangetons summer, but that was
because the leaves had 2l been blown away,
There was two fett of sand over tha highest
part of the land where (he set had carrled it
and al! the heavy bridpe-huliding machines
were on their sides. The ksland looked Uke the
abandouned bed of & dlver where the sea had
awept it. The relirond embankment was gone
and the men who had cowered behind it and
— when the watler came — clung ta
the rails, were all gone with it. You could tind
them fece down and face up Ia the
mangroves. The biggent bunch of the dead
wera bn \he tangled, slways green hut now
rown, mangroves behind the tank cars and
the water towers. They hung on there, In
sbetter, untll the wind and the rising walee
carried themn away. They didn't atl let go st
orice but only when they could hold on no
lotsger. Thea further on you feund them high
in the trees whera the water bad swepl them.
You jound them everywhere and in {he sun all
of them were deginn itobe wo kg for their
blue Jjeuns nnd jackets that they could never
{IHl when they were on Lhe bum 584 hungry.
I'd known & lot of them at Josle Grunt's
plece and sround the towa when they would
come In for pay day. and some of them ware
punch drunk and some of therm were smart;
#some bad been on the bum since the Argoons
slwast and some had kost thelr the year
before last Cheistmax; some had wives and
EOnte couldn't remember: some were good
Euyl and othert put their paychecks In the
natal Savings and then came over to cadge In
on the drinks when better men were drunk;
some likked Lo fight and othern lked to walk
around lown; and they were all what you get
alter a war. But who sent them thers to dle?
They're better aff, I can hear whoever sent
them say, uplaluln, ta himsall. What good
were they? You can't nccount for acis of God.
They were well-fod, well-housed, well-treated
and, let ug suppote, now (hey are well-dead.
But 1 would Bke 10 inke srhoever sent
them there carry Just una pat through the
mangroves, ar iurn one over that lay in the
#UA dlong the I, or tia Mve ogethar 30 they
won't fisey oat, or smedl that amell {o'u
thought yoo'd pever smel) sgala, with luck.

But now you know there L't any (uck whea
rich bastards makn a war. The luck of leck
goes on wniil all who take part In (¢ are goae.
5o now you hodd your node, and you, you
who put in the llterary eotumas that ym{\nrm
staying in Mlawl to see a horricene because
yoa néeded it In yoar next aovel and sow you
were l'r"dﬁ‘:,w would not sse one, you can go

an reading the paper, and you'lt get ail you
need for ¢ next novel; bat | would flke to
lead you by the seat of your well-worm-lyy-

writing-te-the-literary-~cotumas panta up to
that bunch ol mangroves whera there 5 ¢
woman, bloated blg as a balloon nnd epylds
down snd there's anather face down Ia the
brush next to her and axplain to you they are
two damied nice giris who ran a sandwich
place and {llling etation and that where they
are L their hard luck. And you could make 3
note of it for your next novet and how ls your
next novel coming, brother writer?

Thare gre 1o barzards. Abaotately no
burzards. How's that? Would you belleve I1?
The wind killed all the buzzards. You can find
them In the grass that's washiad slong the (1L

And 8o youl walk the flIL where there's any
M\, ard now It's calm and clear and blue and
almost the way it ls when the millions come
fown In the winlet except for the sand tites,
the mosqulloes, and the smell of tha dead that
alvways smells the same in ali countries that
You go io — and now they smeli like that In
your own country. Or §a It just that desd
noldiers amell Lhe same oo matter what the
oatlonality of who sands them to die?

Whu send them down there?

[ hope he resds this. How dons he fee]?

He witl die oo, himself, perhaps even
withoat s hurricane waming, but maybe (t
will be an easy dealh, that's the best you get,
%0 that do not have to bang oivo
something aniil you ¢an't hang on, unﬂ;!au.r
fMingers wan't hold on, and it |3 dark. And the
wind makes a noiss llice a bocomotive passing,
with a shriek on top of that, becanse the wind
has a scream exactly ad It has (o books, and
then the grip goes and the high wall of water
rolls you over agd over and then, whatever it
Is, you gat it, und we find you, now of no
jmportance, sticking in the mangruyes,

You're dead now, brother, but who teft you
there |n the hurrlcana montns on the Heys
where ¢ thousand men died before m In the
horricane months when they ware building x
road that's now washed cut

Wha left you there? And what's the
punlshment for menslaughter now?

By Etnest Herringway

Excerpted from a 1935 magarine wticle. The jull
text appeart (n New Mussex: An Anthokogy of
t&e Rebelllous 19304, International Publishing

From'The Editoy

GENE

WEINGART
wras tall and beconlc and ngty ln the w
waomen kind ol like pd be drove hbis gre
MG Uke & crary muan and had a fun
girifrlend and he was quite plalaly -
; [ had ever known.

We met as ireashman In cotlage. NYU had a rule ¢
freshmao hed to live lo dormitories, but Doug dld
cotion Lo dormitoriss, So he styoda kole (he admivist
tton ofllce ont diy hnH Infoymed them that the conditic
(o thelr campus residences were unacespiable and that
and | would be moving qui into &n apartment o«
campuy, and damnad U they didn't say QK.

And 20 we became roommated. Lk was quite 5 ye
From Doug [ learned sbout curd amd glrls and ¢
impartance of collecting experiences Uke goyveaics, arn
learned aboat drogs. He uugl::"me that drugs were Of
you knew how to hundle ¢ .

He dido't presch. He was almply an object Lesvon
resssucing watidole to the terrifying storles we were
hearing shout drugs: that paychedsfes seramble y-
chromosomses: that narcatlcs wither your soul; that sp.
kiils Im' hed 10 encyclopedle wiedge of th.
drgs, propecties and thelr composlijon and th
uida etfects, and he took them sl |6 eumbing quantit:
and he wad fine. He vould hacdle it.

He did well in achool, did well in tove, hag & bk
And [ wea along for the ride, wedged loto the back s
of hls MO, roaring through the th Bronx and 1
treshman year in college, simast ad cockmre g he.

When the year (was [{ really only & year?) was ov
Doug moved awhy o anatkar echoof In angther dty, r
my tte quleted. From time to tonre | would hear i1
him. He was dolng fine. t{e had Yost hs glrifriend |
toand anather, the slster of & well-known rock sings

“[ Just mat Mick Jagger 8t & party,” he wld me, an
could not suppress a smile. He wad in his alement.

That wad the tast T heard fram Doug tor a long )
Three yoars ot more. The phone call, when it came, te
me by surprise, because 1 had almost totally forgol
blm, and because the vuice on the phone ws so foreip:
had pever beard Doug sound subdued, or xo siif
formal. tryl |

"1 sm trying to rebulid tile. I'm callin !
used to knaw, Lo maka mlngﬂfht. You'te my ?‘Irp;o cl;l

"You've got nothlag (o [

“Remamber your l’enu;“l,'.3 My tamecs was stol
trom the apartment thet freshman yesr. | had KuEpec
the bultding superiatendent.

“Well, [ took i," Doug =ald. "[ sold I Jor deugy'

“t didn't kaow ... "

“You dlda't know me at alf,” ke cald,

It was an ofd story. Doug had worked himself intc
helilsh sddiction. He iad never been able ta handle dry

he gald, not when t kaew him, and certaloly r
afterwards. His Indestroctible | Was s bouse
cards, Jokers nll. He had speat half hie gme ut B

recing arcurd from doctor to docior, connlng them out
prescriptions.

And fluadly bhe had ripped oit his best frend.

And now ke Wi seeking sbsolntion, which | g0
bim, asd he was seeking aleo to find something of vai
In himself, somethlag to hold on to. I couldn’t help d
there, He was right. [ had mever redlly kmown him.

You wiil read toduy sbout & young men named |
Dubllo, a Serasols college student who thinke he k
found a psychedellc drug to end mankind's pasn. It Is
mirscie deug, he sayx, a drug people can hangle,

I would have been a witliag bellever & few YEAIE g

Not now.

A s




Dear Editor, September 5,1685

Last week, you told a story about your youthful friend Doug, and his problems
with drugs. You concluded with a cautionary statement about the article on Rick Doblin
and your inability to believe that there is a miracle psychedelic drug that can end
mankind's pain. | must say | totally agree with you. Drugs are not panaceas,and are
medicines only when used in the proper setting and with the proper attitude. The
non-drug factors are much more tmportant than the simple fact of ingesting a drug. We
as a society place unrealistic hopes and fears on the drugs themselves, which are
simply toois offering .varying degrees of opportunity and  danger.

Furthermore, mankinds pain can never be ended nor should it be, since pain is an
integral and neccessary part of life just as surely as is joy. When psychedelics are
used in a therapeutic context, people are encouraged to go deeper into their pain, and
come to terms with it. The pain and sadness don't ever reatly go away, they just assume
a more bhalanced place in ones experience.Taking drugs to escape psycholegical pain is
drug abuse,when medically prescribed as well as "recreational.” When drugs are used
with the attitude of accepting whatever the unconscious brings to mind, and a
willingness to explore both the pain and the joy, they may lead to significant healing
and can be called medicines.

Though sensationalized, | did recognize myseif, Rick Doblin, in the article. A few
clarifications seem important. The opening story about the family with 2 suicida!
nineteen year cld, and a delinquent troubled sixteen year old left the impression that
the mother just g'ave the MBMA to her children and then, presto, she said they were
better. Actually, they experienced the ™MDMA under supervision in a therapeutic
context, were monitored for several days afterwards, and are doing better only because
every day they choose to act in a responsible manner. The MDMA experience was both
catharsis and inspiration, but difficult daily work is required for any change for the
better to truely take hold The MDMA experience is valuable only to the extent that the
normal state of consciousness grows more healthy.

Also, a2 small point, but | have not been a student for 14 years. That boggles even
my imagination. This is my fourth year. Durlng the years of my construction career, |
was not a student.

Another more 1mportant concern of mine is the use of the word Ecstacy. | do not
ever use that word, and think that 1t is both irresponsible and dangerous to create such
unreatistic expectations from a drug. Ecstasy is both a marketing and a media created
word, one which | have constantly but unsuccessfully attempted to eliminate. | am
concerned that people will unwittingly expect ecstasy, and be taken offguard when the
painful emotions surface, as they most certainly can and often do. This could !ead to
situations of panic, exaggerated self-criticism and needless suffering.

MDMA, like aspirin, penicillin, cocaine, heroin and marijhuana, is just a drug. No
more and no less.

Sincerely,
Rick Doblin



