
What’s Happening Office 
Closed Thanksgiving Day 
The next issue of What’s Happening will be on the streets one 

day early, on Wednesday, November 25, due to die Thanksgiving 
holiday. 
The What’s Happening office will be closed all day Thurs- 

day, November 26. It will re-open Friday, November 27 and the 
Calendar and Classifieds deadline for the December 3 issue is 
Friday, November 27 at 4 pm. 

Zouck of Class 

— Clothing 
Quality Resale in 
Natural Fibers for 

women & children (to 6x) 

Don’t get caught in 
the coldi Warm up 

your wardrobe here. 

We pay more for 
your used clotfiiHg! 1 

2 
2650 Willamette • 343-0095 

Mon.-Fri. 10-5:30/Saturday 10-5 i 

Self Defense 
For Women 
FREE LECTURE 
Sat., Nov. 21, 10 am-noon 
Eugene Public Library 

4 HOUR WORKSHOP 
Dec. 3 & 10, 7-9 pm 
Emphasis on verbal and 
avoidance skills, acquain- 
tance as well as stranger 
assaults 
$10-$40 depending 
on income 
Childcare available. 

S 
REGISTER BY NOV. 30 

Taught by Nadia Telsey 

485-6700 

ASL 
Available 

DRAPE CRISIS 
y^CTWORK 

Invest 
in your 
principles. 
Socially Responsible 
Investing 
We invest in companies 

which are making a 

positive impact on the 
world through their 
products, services and 
business ethics We avoid 

investments in South 

Africa. weapons 
manufacturing or 
nuclear energy 
We invite you to contact 

us right away for a 
brochure or to schedule a 

meeting at no change 
There is no minimum 
investment 

h 

Progressive Seen rities 
Investment Services 
Portland Office 503 224 7828 

Eugene Office 503345.5669 
PO Box 3860 

Eugene Oregon 97403 

AnrABIAC 

LEGAL AND MEDIATION 
SERVICES 

Larry Deckman 
—Attorney At Law— 

484-3782 

Reasonable Rates 

BRIO 

Build a private little 
world with classic Brio 

toys. Trains, towns, 
mechanical and basic 
builder sets. We have 
them! 

TOYS 

FOR THE 

BIG B LITTLE 

KIDS 
IN YOUR 

LIFE. 

WEex 

873 Willamette Street 

Eugene • 344-1640 

7:00 am—Sign On 
Jivin' John’s 

COUNTRY CLASSICS 
8:00 am 

BLUEGRASS HOUR 
With John Averill 

9:00 am 

RADIO CLASSICS 
_Great old-time radio_ 

10:00 am 

“SPIRIT” 
John Moon brings you upbeat music 
of contemporary singer-songwriters.’ 

12 noon 

BRITISH INVASION 
60’s British rock, some of which you 
may not have heard for years! 

2:00 pm 

GOIN'BACK 
With Dave Gibson. American rock 

from the 60‘s. 

4:00 pm 

KRVM ALBUM 
PREVIEW 

3 brand new albums played in their 

entirety! 
6:00 pm 

8 Juli hours today only! 
RADIO 80'S 

Avant-Garde rock at its dead-level best! 

2:00 am sign-off every night! J 

Ashes and Diamonds 
by Alexander Cockburn 

The Tempest 
London, England—It’s easier here 

to get an immediate physical sense of 
the impact of the financial crash on 
the world stock markets, because 
there was a properly Shakespearean 
fusion of meteorological and financial 
catastrophe on Friday, October 16. 
The people who staggered into the ci- 

ty early that Friday morning had al- 

ready experienced the lash of one of 
the most violent storms—hurricanes 
if you wish—in English history, start- 

ing at about 4 am, and since most of 
these same city folk live in the south- 
ern suburbs and rururbs of London 
their houses were directly in the path 
of the tempest. 
A couple of days ago, already two 

weeks later, the signs of this cataclysm 
were everywhere to be witnessed. I 
visited a friend in Eccleston Square, 
a few minutes from Victoria Station 
and stood transfixed at the scene of 

carnage unfolded. The Square was de- 

signed by Thomas Cubitt, a Victorian 
speculative builder who, among other 
things, invented the treadmill. It was 

graced by lofty plane trees under 
which Winston Churchill, a denizen 
of Eccleston Square, used to sit. 
The plane trees are lofty no more. 

Overwhelmed by the 100 m.p.h. 
winds they crashed down on the Por- 
sches, Mercedes and Bentleys of the 
stockbrokers and financial operators 
who are now the square’s residents. 
The devastation south of London was 
even more dramatic. An hour’s drive 
down winding country lanes revealed 
groves upended and only lowly copses 
still extant. 
The fury of all these de-Porsched 

speculators at Ronald Reagan, the 
num whose role they have toasted for 
six years, is intense. There are howls, 
starting with Mrs. Thatcher, for the 
United States to cut the deficit and 
balance the budget. They echo simi- 
larly ludicrous suggestions from the 
neo-liberal crowd in the United States. 
There were even more rumors as I left 

that Jesse Jackson was going to make 
a speech in support of a balanced bud- 
get. If he does commit this act of 

folly—thus subscribing to the notion 
that a Depression is what America 
truly needs—then he will no more de- 
serve support, at least for his eco- 
nomic policies, than Senators Bum- 
pers and Simon, who the latter pro- 
fesses to support the great liberal 

spending programs of the past, while 
simultaneously preaching the virtues 
of a constitutional amendment to bal- 
ance the budget. 

Drinkers and Pundits 
Returned from the devastation of 

Eccleston Square I am suddenly asked 
to prepare a five minute address for 
one of the television channels on the 
difference between British and 
American journalists. After due 
deliberation I make the following 
observations: 

“I first went to work—and live—in 
the United States 15 years ago when 
the Watergate scandal was-beginning. 
Right away I noticed a difference be- 
tween the British and the American 
Press. American journalists didn’t 
seem to drink so much. In fact they 
seemed to stay sober all the time. At 
first I suspected it was the gravity of 
the task, turning president Nixon out 
of office, that had temporarily sus- 

pended the profession’s usually inti- 
mate relationship with the bottle. 

Then I covered the presidential elec- 
tion races in 1976 and 1980. It was the 

same story. Under circumstances that 

would have reduced British journalists 
to drunken stupor in a week these 

American journalists remained sober 
for months on end. 

“I asked myself why this should be 
so. Was there some strange genetic 
aversion to booze embedded in my 
American colleagues? This seemed 
unlikely so I sought a social ex- 

planation and eventually I found one. 
American journalists have a much 
higher sense of personal and profes- 
sional worth than their opposite 
numbers this side of the Atlantic. 

They are taught to believe, and do 
believe, with every fiber of their be- 

ing that were it not for their pro- 
fessional vigilance, democracy in the 
United States would wither and die. 

Inflamed with this sense of high mis- 
sion and, incidentally, better rewarded 
in financial terms, they have no need, 
or at least less need, to seek comfort 
in the bottle. 

In Britain, journalists are not sus- 
tained by a similar sense of uplifting 
social mission. Bruised by a public 
contempt for their function that ranks 
it far below such vital social tasks as 
bookies’ runner, these British journa- 
lists know their professional mission 
is to be servile to power, lining their 
masters’ pockets in this unwholesome 
cause. I do not, I hasten to say, thus 

allege that this is what all journalists 
in Britain do, but it is what most of 
them do, and hence, unsurprisingly, 
many of them drink recklessly to 

obliterate their spiritual shame. 
“But then, I asked myself, is it not 

true that most American journalists 
also apply themselves on a lifetime 
basis to the task of being servile to 
power, lining their masters’ pockets 
with equal application? There is a 

myth here I should instantly dispel. 
By reason of the Watergate and more 
recently the Iran-Contra scandals, 
American journalists have a mostly 
underserved reputation for a cour- 
ageous, at times even arrogant, at- 

titude to power; a spirit which has 
brought down one president, Nixon, 
and humbled another, Reagan. Don't 
believe it. From most of the American 

press Nixon and Reagan got treatment 
as grovelling as that generally ac- 
corded Mrs. Thatcher until other 
forces sufficiently humbled them for 
the press to move in and start gnaw- 
ing on their bones. For six long years 
the American press preached the 

glory and greatness of Ronald Rea- 
gan until a tiny Lebanese paper in 
Beirut disclosed that he was trading 
arms to the men who blew up the U.S. 
Marines. 
“The reason for the difference in 

drinking habits is therefore due to no 
essential difference in function. 
Dwelling in a younger empire far 
more recently on the wane, these 
American journalists have more illu- 
sions about what they are essentially 
up to, so they have a less guilty at- 
titude to life. They don’t stay up late 
and drink. They get up early and jog.” 

Woodward’s Casey 
A measure of the repellent interest 

of Bob Woodward’s book Veil, about 
William Casey’s CIA, is the degree 

, Weekend < 
Dinner Special 

Fri, Sat. Sun 5:30-9:30 ) 
7 Baked Fish 
Salad Sandwich 
(Closed Thanksgiving 

Day) 

[ACTING LOCALLY SINCE 1979 

KEYSTONE 
CAFE 

HOME 
COOKED 
FOOD 

W. 5th at Lawrence 
7 am-9 pm DAILY 

to which the author, transcribing the 
calculations of his subjects, has pro- 
duced a book subscribing to much of 
their world view. Consider this ac- 
count of how, in the spring of 1981, 
the Reagan administration sent $50 
million to the junta in Argentina to 
commence recruitment and training 
in Honduras of the Nicaraguan 
contras: 

The Argentine military in- 

telligence, G-2, had elevated 
anti-Communism to an ethos and 
ran a counter-Marxist indoc- 
trination program. The generals 
were worried about the Monto- 
neros, guerrillas opposed to their 
dictatorship, who operated out of 
Nicaragua. Argentina was sup- 
porting resistance efforts aimed at 
the Sandinistas and was training 
about a thousand men north of the 
Nicaraguan border in Honduras. 

The chaste first sentence, pivoting 
on the tranquil words “ethos" and 
“program’ thus spare the reader the 

unpleasantness of recalling that this 
G-2 and these Argentinian generals 
with whom Casey and the Reagan ad- 
ministration were in close contact had 
in the late 1970’s murdered, often after 
the most horrible tortures, about 

10,000 people. 
The second sentence is directly 

misleading since it implies that Nica- 
ragua was host and sponsor of the 
Montoneros, thus “exporting terror,” 
although the Montoneros had been 
mostly active in the mid-1970s, long 
before the Sandinistas came to power, 
and had by 1981 been almost entirely 
wiped out by the torture and murder. 
The third sentence, notably the phrase 
“supporting resistance efforts,” elides 
the historical record, which is that at 
the instigation of the Reagan adminis- 
tration and with $50 million of U.S. 

taxpayer money those Argentinian 
generals dispatched their most sea- 
soned torturers and thugs to Teguci- 
galpa (Honduras) to cobble together 
the core group of National Guards- 
men and derelicts referred to here as 
“the (contra) resistance.” 
There is no sign from Woodward 

that he is merely representing a ver- 
sion of reality to which he takes ex- 
ception or indeed that this passage is 
anything other than his own notion of 
what happened. 

[Alexander Codebum’s column is par- 
tially underwritten by the Committee 
in Solieiarity with the Central Ameri- 
can People (CISCAP). For more infor- 
mation about CISCAP’s work to bring 
peace with justice to the Central 
American region, call 485-1755 or 
visit the office at 372 W. 10th.] 
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