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Lunch With 3 Prospective Bombers

By AMITAL ETZIONI

Last Sunday I met three would-be bomb-
ers, two young men and a young woman
whom I'll call Jim, Dick and Sally. As far as
I could tell, they have not participated in any
terrorist act nor do they really intend to. Nev-
ertheless, they were full of “hip’” talk about
“blowing things up,”’ and they professed ad-
miration for the Weathermen’s actions.

“If T had my way, I would blow up the
bridges and stifle Manhattan,” Dick main-
tained.

Jim showed his expertise: “It would be
easy to blow a hole inlo the T-Z (Tappan Zee
Bridge), but it would not stop the traffic for
long. On the other hand, it is more difficult to
get to the cables of the George Washington
Bridge. But if you got to those—you’d bring
down the whole thing.”

“It's not that difficult,”” Dick protested,
‘‘just four or five feet above the ground.”

“Yes,”” Jim demurred, ‘“but you could
work under the T-Z and have as much time as
you want, while everyone would see you
working on the cable.”

I interjected at this point. “What about all
the people on those bridges?’’

“They will be called,” Jim explained. “We
will tell them that they have 15 minutes to get
off. We are afler the property system, not the
people.”’

“Well,”” T wondered aloud, “what about the
janitor who was overlocked in the Quecns
Court House, and the young Ph.D. in the lab
in Madison?’’

Dick countered, in what scemed a com-
plete non scquitur: ‘““And what about all the
death in Vielnam?"”

Sally thought ‘“that anyhow the banks will
he first to be hit. I was afraid to go cash o
check on Friday.”

The conversation took place on a. suburban
lawn. The three young pecople were all under
30 but close to it. Dick is the son of a top ex-
ecutive of a middle-sized Manhattan firm,
Jim is the son of a neighbor, a retired com-
modity broker. Sally is Dick’s girlfriend.

A Shored Hntred

b Tiele and Jim eome fram Ganitieg
that are obvimesty well off hut lesd quite sime
pie, abnost hippie lives. The pavents upenly
share their sons’ hatred for “the system’” ond
respond admiringly to most thinga ‘“the chil-
dren” come up with, Our hosts, Dick’s father
and molher, were matching their sons® extre-
mist jargon. ‘““The system is rotlen at the
core,” explained the father in passing.

The youth rebellion 1s encompassing; it
moves beyond politics and fashions in an entire
life style. Dick {3 making films, in the Vil-
lage, to promote ‘the cause,” an aclivity that
produces little income. Thus, at 28, he is liv-
ing off his parents, sleeping late, hanging
around the house most of the day and staying

out late with one girl or another. Jim went to
France to avoid the draft after flunking out of
two law schools in the United States. He fi-
nally reccived a law degrec from some little-
known school, and is now studying law in New
York City. He, too, lives at home, getting up
at noon and studying at night. All three are
surprisingly relaxed human beings. Sally's
talk is almost slow. Dick and Jim seem as if
they have all the time in the world, Sunday’s
lunch, which started at 2 p.m., stretched into
the early evening hours. Large amounis of
Sangria, Edam cheese and Spanish sausages
with French bread were consumed. T saw no
drugs. The youths wore their hair not much
longer than Mayor Lindsay has of late. They
were clean and sported no love bends. With-
out their faded jeans they could easily go un-
noticed among any bank’s clicntele.

They may best be characlerized as sympa-
thizers, who far outnumber the actual bomb
throwers in cach revolutionary movement.
They can be drawn into violent action, espe-
cially if they believe that the movement has a.
fair chance of succeeding in the struggle
agalnst the Government. On ihe other hand,
a3 long as bombers are arrested fairly fre-
uently and rveceive severe punishments,
these sympathizers will slay on thelr lawns.
They will still provide the hard-core terrorists
with money, infermation, oceasionally shelter
and always wilh sympalhy. They constitute
the ocean in which the urban guerrillas swim.

‘Doing Your Own Thing’

“What wnuld you achieve by blowing up
gome banks or bridges?” 1 asked when coffee
was served,

“Achicrc?” Jim was indignant, “Man, this
is an old-peneration hang-up. Doing your own
thing is what conunts.”

“Yeal,” Dick concurred, *“‘Shake it up.
Show it up.”’

Hally surmized, “1f people’s washing mn-
chines would cease to work--power failures,
you Lrow--they could not take it, and they
would finally rebel.”

Here T almiost erupted. “What nonsense.
Tet’s forget for the moment the question of
whelher this commtry is vipe for, or is in need
of, a revolution, YWhot Kb of S ctens i thin”
What 10 you <o Blow up o (2w places? Whnt
will this manonnt to, whot will it accomplizh?**

“You can't tell,” Dick rveplied. “You can-
not plan n revolution. Do you think Stalin
Enew, when bo vrohboed 2 banl, that it would
lewd to o vevolution? When Tenio stadied, did
hee visnallze himsell o revolutionary leader?
You try things, You blow things up. If this
won't work. woe will vy something else, Any-
how--now it is thine to act. We are
mad, . ..

Sally” spoke softly, desoribley her wvision,
“You get to the banhs, which i3 where thelr
money ig. And to the Federal buiklings and to
the armories and to the bridges. ... You

blow it all up. . . . The people’s confidence In
their Government will be shaken and its legit-
imacy will be undermined.”

“0Oh, come off it,”” I said. “Blowing up i
few windows, ccilings, and floors will have no
such conscquence.”’

This response, all three agreed, was mere
rationalization—an excuse for passivity.

Upon leaving, it was clear to me that these
youngsters, brought up in an ultra-permissive
home, were rather different from the disci-
plincd die-hards in the Old Left who spouted
Marxist dogma in response to any or all gues-
tions. These youths in the New Left were ap-
parently without a systemalic ideology and
Incked an overall stralegy. They responded
emotionally and instinetively to a few “‘cue’
words, rhetoric that has more psychoanalytic
connotations than political oncs.

A Selfish Philosophy

To 1he extent that their philosophy
emerged from this encaunter, il appeared {o
be a selfish, indulgent one. There scems to be
a willingness to approve of, If not to actually
engage in, acts of violeuce wilhout a clear
sense of social purpose o1 consoquence. All 3
if terror were a mere act of sclf-expression
and spontaneity; planting dynomile, a forom
of finger painting. Socielal proceses go unree
oghized in what iz surely the nost indive-
dunlistic revointionary tallk sines raarchism.
ltra-progressive education, hip lalk and thn
use of mind-expanding drugs seem to have
Ieft these three unable to carry an avgument
to its logical concluzion, Maral eonsiderationd
are brushed aside hy pointlng to the “evils of
the asyvstem.”’

T wish 1 could conclude by sovingg that this
or {hal course of action- chansihng our curr-
culn in schools, subseribing te the latest edi-
tion of Spock (which is much less permissive
than the corliev ones), hiving move policemen
~would help these infanlile wonld-be terrov-
ista fo grow up and face the sovial and moral
conanprenres of the Yego-trips” {they endorsn
g0 willingly, Granted, our educetional systens,
child rearing praclices, and zocinl system and
crime provention techniques ol ave in need of
extengive reform, Tl i e dl Bale fime,

AU hite !

pprenry oo o b vpnetes

By Jin, Dich and Coable oot o snilbh ng, O
day theiv proents will oo to finonee their
games, and responzibility will el in, Then
perhinps, they will tire of plaving revoelution-
aries, Tor the time being, however, the most
wroean do, I am afraid, is to nimke it ng clear
as possible fo these would-e bombers that
dynamite {heairics are ulterly unimpressive
modes of self expression and are of no socie-
tal consequence.
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