NOON | NCl DENT AND AFTERMATH
(1) Peter Jancke

In al nost all respects, Canbridge and Roxbury are on
opposite sides of the noon. Peter's apartnent was in
Roxbury; his work and social |ife remained in Canbridge.
He worked at a conputer assenbly plant |ocated in Kendal
Square, the burgeoning cybertech park to the northeast of
MI1. T. . Peter had acquired a reputation anong the
university comunity, the anti-war and civil rights
movenents, and the drug scenes , those worlds that
converged and intersected around Harvard Square , as a
personality or, dependi ng on one's point of view, as a
character.

Hs strategy for drawing attention to hinself
denonstrated a strong native cleverness. Wile on a
gl obe-trotting peace march that passed through Australia a
few years before , he'd bought hinself a bush-ranger
version of the 10-gallon hat. It was vel vet-bl ack
constructed from shiny felt. A tassel of gold braid
crawed , wormlike , around the base of its volcanic
peak. The left side of its wide brimwas bent vertical and
fastened to this bulge with an outsized gol den safety pin.
Every square centineter of its surface, peak , rim and
up-ended fl ap, was concealed, as a blizzard will cover a
roof, beneath a |ayer of Movenent buttons : anti-war,
anti- arns-race, anti-nuclear, for civil rights, for the
environnent, for the legalization of marijuana....

As he wal ked around Harvard Square in the conpany of
groups of rootless druggies , Peter was invariably the
only one who stood out. Students, Canbridge residents,
tourists felt free to approach himand ask himabout his
trophy collection . For his part, he was always prepared
to give an inpronptu speech on the need for a pacific,
non-violent world. There was indeed sonething of the ol d-
fashi oned evangelical mnister in him. Though rarely
coherent, his sernons were dependably el oquent. The air of
unbal anced agitation that acconpani ed these inpronptu
expatiations did not dimnish their charm To the
contrary, it bestowed upon hima prophetic holiness, the
aura of the visionary he truly was, verily a John the
Baptist crying in the w | derness.

The real extent of his activism was hard to gauge.
He could not have been as involved as he clained to be. The



evidence did indicate that he had participated in sone

interesting events , including a San Francisco to Mdscow
Peace March, had marched and denonstrated in Canada,
parts of the US and Europe , in particular his honel and of

Cermany where, surrounded by the evils of the Nazi regine
and the horrors of the Allied bonbings, he was born in
1940.

Tall, thin, nervous, bristling with dark energy,
sonewher e between the Angel of Mercy, the indignation of
the righteous , chronic desperation and the Angel of
Deat h, his presence anywhere was i medi ately remarked. He
went in for black: the black hat, black jeans, a black
sweat er. Short cropped black hair and a scraggly bl ack
beard and nustache clustered around his nouth |ike the
wriggling spines of a porcupine. He had no trouble with his
appetite yet always appeared enaciated, as if noral
suffering had sonehow translated itself into the forns of
visceral starvation. Unforgettable were eyes under thick
gl asses, often black sunglasses : wld, unstable, darting,
filled wth thunder and lightning, its bolts thrusting out
dangerously beneath storm cl ouds. Above them hung bushy
eyebrows, heightening his manic air, the qualities of
frenzy.

In wintry weather Peter wore a bright red rain coat
wth a broad rain-proof hood, its back covered by a
| arge sewn CND synbol. Then the Australian hat was repl aced
by a knitted red stocking cap, also thickly seeded with
peace buttons.

He was maki ng good noney at his job, all the nore so
in conparison with his mlieu. It was frittered away wth
a kind of denonic energy on drugs, parties, novies,
dates. The job itself was easy . If one considers totally
m ndl ess tasks easy. He stood within a group of fellow
workers , nostly black, wonen or poor immgrants. at the
sane spot every day in front of a horseshoe- shaped table
hol di ng frames and other gadgetry . Once a conputer
chassi s
rolled onto the frame , their job was to wire it up
quickly, soldering red wires into red |leads, yellow w res
into yellow | eads and so forth. Central to this activity,
one observes , was the color code. Its eventua
transposition into his fantasy nythol ogy may have witten
a new chapter in the science of technogenetic disease.

Peter eventually wal ked away fromthe assenbly pl ant.
He may have been fired; it is nore probable that he just
didn't show up and that was the end of it. By that tine he
no | onger went back to Roxbury . He'd gotten into spending
his nights in a certain crash pad on Massachussetts



Avenue, close to the present location of the MI.T. nuseum
on the tiny, incongruously naned Main Street. This place
had gai ned notoriety as Canbridge's principa
distribution center for hard, soft, safe or dangerous,

|l egal and illegal drugs in the Square district. Everything
, except heroin which of course was strictly |ower class,
coul d be bought ,sold, or used right there. These were
young peopl e who i nagi ned thensel ves so wel |l inforned,

that because they knew enough to shun heroin , they
considered it safe to indulge in anything else, from
paregoric to anphetam nes to norphine salts.

Peter's change of routine could have been predicted :
the #1 bus out to Roxbury stopped running at m dnight,
just when the underground |I|ife of the Square was
gat hering nonentum Follow ng a night of carousing from
apartnent to apartnent, with stopovers in the all-night
cafeterias, he would end up in the living roomof the
Mass. Ave. apartnent , curled up on a couch or rolled into
a sl eeping bag on the fl oor.

(2) The Wal dorf

At that time a branch of the Wal dorf cafeteria chain
stood across from Harvard Yard, on the corner of
Massachussetts Avenue and Dunster Street. Today it has
been replaced by the large Au Bon Pain cafe-terrace and
the yawning falsity of Hol yoke Square. The Wal dorf was
closed only when it was not open, that is to say rarely,
usual ly for clean-up between 3 and 5 in the norning.

There were others hang-outs around the Square in those
days : Hayes Bickford's, smaller and cleaner, nore gown
than towm , was on the next block , at the site now
occupi ed by the Yenching Chi nese restaurant.

Walton's, across the Square, down aways from the
| arge Harvard COOP departnent store building, was |ess
frequented, shiftier, |ess salubrious, partaking of the
aroma of a B-novie, seedy, even sinister. Cronin's, nore
commonpl ace ,was |l ocated on Brattle Street, a few bl ocks
away. You could get beer there provided you weren't under
age, sonetines even if you were . It was a good place to
have a cheap neal and neet friends. Bartley's Burger
Pal ace, still in operation after nmany decades, has al ways
appeal ed only to students: corn-ball, loud, colorful and
al ways over-crowded, it was hardly the place to recover
froma bad acid trip or catch up on |ost sleep.

In the early 60's an historical invasion of troubled
youth, like a stormcloud arising from nowhere, suddenly
filled up the cafeterias, the Waldorf in particular, during
all hours of the day and night. One can suppose that the
executives who had negotiated a Wal dorf concession in full



view of Harvard's genteel gates had not anticipated its'
takeover by this kind of riff-raff. Young people of late
hi gh school and early college age, sitting immobilized in
shock froma protracted high, or anphetam ne horror show,
or calamtous acid trip, were always to be found there.
They clung together in packs, huddled together for
warnth and relief of primtive fear, coasting along on an
i nterm nabl e procession of coffee cups. They were

di soriented, unkenpt, even dirty , foul -nouthed, ( though
too exhausted to be really abusive ). For the nost part
they canme from m ddl e-cl ass backgrounds, were noderately
wel | -educated , nurturing anbitions in nusic, art or poetry
;and poor, nore frequently than not honel ess, drug-

addi cted, physically and nentally sick. Above all, they
appeared to be so arrogantly unrehabilitatable, so
congenitally inert, that it is readily under st andabl e
that Wal dorf's managenent had concl uded that these people
considered the restaurant their private dormtory, a
crash-pad underwitten by the city , a night club where,
provi ded you kept ordering drinks, you could stay as |ong
as you |iked.

Am | being too conspiratorial when | speculate that
the Wal dorf had singled out Peter Jancke, with his high
public profile,

( the hat if nothing else ), as soneone to be nmade an
exanple of, who synbolized for themall the frustrations
of coping with this growi ng, uncontroll abl e yout hful
scourge? It could hardly be denied that Peter's behavior
was becom ng increasingly bizarre by the day. He m ght
suddenly bang a plate down on the table; or screamout a
reply; or just scream or how like a wlf. He was accused
of maki ng unwel cone passes to girls comng into through the
doors. And he had the bad habit of going fromtable to

t abl e handi ng out peace novenent literature - sonething I
mysel f consi der | audabl e, even necessary in a society whose
way of life is domnated by |egions of apathetic churls ,
yet a formof civil disobedience not gauged to win the
hearts and m nds of restaurant nanagers.

Count ernmen and cashiers had been letting Peter know
since Cctober that he wasn't welcone. He responded in
ki nd, alternating between gentle Gandhi-|ike abnegati on and
the nasty back-biting of a currish disposition. Cane the
day when he was told by the woman at the cash register by
the door that he'd been banned. He ignored the ban for a
week, returning to eat and socialize as it pleased him.
Then one night, as he was eating dinner, the manager
wal ked into the restaurant through the kitchen doors to
hand himan ultimtum either |eave at once or face the



police. Peter stonped out the entrance . He refused to pay
for the interrupted neal.

The stage was set for a confrontation. Al that is
certain about Peter's arrest is the date: early afternoon
of a Friday in md-Novenber of 1964. | wasn't there; this
account relies on the testinony of eye-w tnesses. The
cashier was known to harbor sone personal grudge
against him: it may have been his politics, or the peace
buttons on the hat, or the increasing wldness of his
behavi or. The nonment she noticed his face boldly urging
its way through the door, her dowdy |left pal mreached
across the counter and grasped the tel ephone receiver.

Peter strode to the food counters against the back
wal | and ordered a | enonade: " yell ow' was deened
benevol ent for the nonment. He returned to the front and, (
of course), sat down at a table directly facing the
cashier : it was a nutual detestation society. Harsh words
passed back and forth. She did warn himthat the cops were
on their way; he refused to budge. There was the sound of
the approaching siren. Still he didn't nove. The police
car parked in front of the restaurant. While one cop sat
behind the wheel, the other, described as red-headed,

m ddl e-aged and stocky, stepped out onto the pavenent and
canme into the restaurant.

Peter was pointed out and the cop went to his
table to out under arrest. Here accounts differ : one
version would have it that he started crying out (

"yelling' is probably the better word) , a grab-bag of
political slogans, invective, threats, and neani ngl ess rant
, a real Waldorf salad . Ohers say that he junped up to
run out the door and was felled by the policeman's cl ub.

This is not inpossible yet nost unlikely. Peter's
tendencies generally went in the direction of verba
bantering rather than running away. G ven his state, he
coul d have been swept by a wave of panic and tried to bolt;
| don't think so . The story | find nost credible states
that, as soon as he saw the cop he slid off his chair, he
dropped onto the cold, dirty blue carpeting and , his hands
clutching at the md-points of his thighs, <curled up in a
fetal position. The celebrated hat had rolled off his head
and along the floor. At |east one witness clains that the
cop stepped on it. Since the hat disappeared into the
| ockers of the city jail for 6 nonths, by which tine |I'd
| eft Canbridge for New York, | was unable to confirm this
assertion .

It is generally acknow edged that the cop, by now
very angry, asked him:



"What is this? Sone kind of political tactic ? Are
you going linp?" Peter munbled "Yes", or nodded his head,
or in sone way responded in the affirmative.

Apparently this cop hated political denonstrators
with every spastic fiber of his being. He cursed and
trenbl ed; he (may have) kicked Peter in the ribs . As
Peter continued to refuse to respond, he renoved a set
of handcuffs fromhis belt. They were tw sters: they
force their bearer to hold his arns close together; every
free notion twsts a wire inside their |oops closing them
nmore tightly about their victims wists.

The cop | ocked and adjusted the right handcuff onto
his wist. He grabbed hold of the chain: Peter was
wrenched off the floor with vindictive cruelty . Two nont hs
| ater one could still exam ne the burn marks on his
wist . Hs heart-rending screans shot a wave of terror
t hrough the restaurant. Al activity froze: one can be
certain that people stared at himwth the lurid
fascination they always exhibit in such situations. He was
dragged and shoved to the counter and forced to pay for
the | enonade. Then he was hustled out the door |ammed
into the cop car and driven to the city lockup a mle away
in Central Square.

(3) Saturday Morning

Bill's constitution had been ruined by drug addiction.
No- one neeting himfor the first time would take himfor
his real age, 25 . He was prematurely worn down.
Introverted, awkward with people, he could be ingratiating
or obnoxious in turn. A mantle of rejection clung to his
shoul ders ; from what or from whom one coul d never be
sure. His posture, the nmanner in which he tended to keel
over, gave the inpression that he was recoiling from an
antici pated or inmagi ned whip.

No di scerni bl e schedul e governed his life. Wen in
Canbridge he crashed here and there in pads around the
Square, usually on one of the couches in the Iiving room
of the Mass. Ave. hang-out. At no tine either fully awake
or asleep, one could expect to find him spraw ed over a
table in the Waldorf, or along the banks of the Charles
Ri ver, or on the stone benches of the 3 Canbridge subway
stations .

| ran into Bill early on the norning after Peter's
arrest. He was wal king up Mass. Ave. in the direction
opposite to mne. Qur paths crossed by the Hayes Bi ckf ord.
As he passed ne he whispered, the after-echo of a death-
rattle at the root of his throat: " Peter Jancke's been
busted. Don't tell anyone " Then he wobbled out of range.



| took nmy breakfast in a small deli near the Harvard
Law School. Then I reversed ny steps, wal king back down
Mass. Ave. towards the police station. On the other side
of Bow Street, that is to say, just beyond the Square, |
ran into Randy, the only young Afro-Anerican associ ated
with the Canbridge drug scene :

" Hey! That you, Dave? Watch' up to? Wh' you in such

a hurry?"

| made sone vague remark about going to visit a friend
injail. H's manner turned cynical/ friendly:

" You ain't shittin" nme, is you? You ain't , by

chance, headin' over there to see Pete Yankee, now, is
you?"

" Why yes: how did you know?"

" Shit, man! There ain't nothin' | don't know! Bill
musta' told you."

"Yes he did. " | laughed

"Bill's been hoppin' around Canbridge |ike sone
kinda' Town Crier, sayin ' "Pete's been busted! Don't tell
nobody nothing'!" Look- if you gets to see Pete, tell him
we gotta talk ! Fuck that peace shit! Jail ain't no place
for no crazy man! "

Randy turned off, |aughing, onto Putnam Avenue.

When | got to the Canbridge jail | |earned what |
al ready knew, that visiting was not permtted; also that
Peter was being held over the weekend and woul d be
arrai gned on Monday norning in Boston.

At the arraignnment, the Wal dorf deposited a shopping
list charges against him starting wwth the unpaid di nner
of the previous week. The city added a further charge:
mal i ci ous destruction of nunicipal property. During his
stay in the Canbridge jail, Peter had scribbled the phrase
"Ban the Bonmb" hundreds of tinmes over the walls of his
cell.

(4) Judy Marshal

Judy Marshall was able to discourse with sone
authority on the wi sdom of not hanging around with the
wrong crowd, yet it appeared to be the only crowd she knew.
Al t oget her she was far too cynical for her age, which
estimated at bei ng about 20. She was chubby and short, wth
a pink, rotund, puffy face and infinitely sad eyes. She
al ways dressed in tall riding boots and a cape, which she
was in the habit of throwi ng over her left shoulder as if
braci ng hersel f agai nst a high w nd.

Tears cane readily to her eyes. She spoke in a |ow
voi ce, deliberately and slowy. Her state, between shock
and panic, was always depressed; yet her taste for



adventure remai ned pronounced, her eagerness to experience
life strong and undi m ni shed.

| ran into her about a week after she'd run away from
Amher st, Massachusetts, town of poets and crusty coll eges.
She periodically |left honme but always returned. She'd
hi t ch- hi ked around all of New England and acquired a
specialist's first-hand know edge of the routes whereby
psychedelic drugs nmade their way up from New York to
Massachusetts, and fromthere to the rest of the region.

As deal er and pot-head , (by her lights "ex", but this
was stated with little conviction ), she was an
i nexhausti bl e source of information on the garden varieties
of all the m nd-bloating drugs: pot, anphetam nes, LSD. She
confessed that throughout all the years of her m ddle teens
she had floated on a perpetual narijuana-induced hi gh. She
mai nt ai ned cl ose connections both with the drug network in
West ern Massachusetts and with the | ocal Anmherst police.

Her friendship with the town's police chief gave her an

i nside track on up-com ng drug busts or raids. This

i nformati on was passed along to the local dealers in
exchange for access to unlimted supplies of weed. As

evi dence for which, she'd brought a 2-pound stash into the
Square to cover the expenses of the road.

Her annual flights fromthe parental manor had taken
on the character of a ritual. She always nmanaged to arrange
a 'grand scene' before |eaving, stormng out the door with
assurances that she woul d never be returning. Fear, habit,
poverty, the hardships of the drug world , always drove her
back. She described herself to ne as a' coward' , unable
to do for herself what she begged of her parents: to be put
out on the street, forced to fend for herself.

She was actually very fond of her parents. The | one
child of their mddle age, they had spoiled her w thout
mercy. \Wien she stayed with themshe lived in a snal
bui l ding, a kind of barn at the back of the house which she
had desi gned herself. Here her friends cane, to deal, or
get high, or pass out. She insisted to ne that her parents
suspected nothing of her involvenent with the drug world,
nor of her years of drug addiction.

She stayed in ny apartnent for 4 days. A sad, distant
girl. During the day she wandered the banks of the Charles
River, sitting for hours on the cold benches, |ooking into
the far distance, crying. At night she would return
sonetinme after 10 and we would sit around and tal k.

|'"d gotten into the habit of going to Harvard Square
imedi ately after my work, a detested job in an entry-Ievel
position as conputer consultant. The conpany,

International Information Incorporated, |ocated in Kendal



Square, had been founded by the nan whose juvenile soul had
conceived the PDP-1. | nuch preferred the conpany of the
derelicts and sad young people clinging to existence in
the restaurants, cafeterias and pads of Canbridge, to that
of ny wearisone colleagues, their mnds stuffed with fads,
fashi ons, obsessive pursuits and fixed ideas . Not that |
don't nyself have all these things in abundance. G anted
that a constant diet of the burnt-out drug scene woul d have
been just as inpalatable in the long run.

My first neeting wwth Judy was in Cronin's. Com ng
through the front door, | stepped right into the orbit of
an alcove in which this tearful, terrified girl, caped and
booted, with | ong unconbed hair and a snub nose, cushi oned
bet ween a sl eepi ng bag and a back-pack, sat, bathed in
such an aura of utter msery, with so evident a need to
talk to anyone who would listen, that | soon found nyself |,
with a mnimum of preanble, joining her at her table and
openi ng a conversati on.

A waitress appeared in about 15 mnutes. | ordered a
pi tcher of beer and two di nners: then, as now, a good
conputer job confers certain advant ages

Judy's story was sinply told:

I n Amherst she'd been given the address of the fanous
den of iniquity on Mass. Ave.. She showed up there, only
to find that the community was holding a party, a
cel ebration of Peter Jancke's release fromjail. Peter was
the center of everyone's attention: drunk, happy, not too
mad. He took an imrediate liking to her and, with his
habi t ual i npul siveness, offered her a place to stay in the
Roxbury apartnment he shared with Rod and his assenbly |ine
of young girls.

On her third afternoon in the apartnent, that is to
say, 4 hours or so before our encounter , Peter cane onto
her sexually. O so she interpreted his behavior. As she
told it, she repulsed himand he went insane inmedi ately
, throwing furniture about the room breaking dishes,
babbl i ng endl essly, making attenpts at setting the building
on fire - his usual catal ogue. Rod wasn't there. She
grabbed her things and fled. I had inherited the aftermath
of the rout.

This was the earliest version. What actually happened
becane clarified over the next few days as nore details
were added. Peter had been confusing her with many of the
other wonen he'd courted, with nanes |ike Susan, Roberta,
Marian, with an ex - wfe, with sonmeone he'd net on the
boat com ng over from Germany, even with his nother in
Um



Judy's descriptions of his apartnent showed that he'd
been far gone long before she net him Already he'd filled
the roonms with his nuseum of col or-coded fetishes, the
texts of his inner nythology, his sinulacra of cosmc
harnmony. While she was there, Rod and his girls put in
frequent appearances and di sappearances. He and Peter
filled the air with acrinonious shouting, enriched by
Peter's grow ng incoherence.

I"'mfairly convinced by now that there was
consi der abl e exaggeration in her inpression that his manner
was to be interpreted as a sexual attack. The breakdown
that she witnessed, the tirades and the violence, were
conponents of well- established patterns , that had only
been shocking to her because she'd never encountered
anything like it in her limted experience.

Peter's m nd had been hanging by a thread even before
that fateful Friday afternoon when he wal ked into the
Wal dorf. It was far nore likely that it had been the brutal
treatnent he'd received fromthe cop, conbined with the
weekend in the | ock-up, which had pushed hi mover the
brink. In general, the druggies were too run-down and
exhausted to have nuch sexual appetite, and it defies
credibility to believe that she'd gotten himso excited
that he literally flipped when she turned hi m down.

(5) Reconciliation

1. During this period | nyself was renting a roomin

anot her one of the notorious drug-world crash pads . | was
not particularly notorious nyself, and | shunned all drugs,
even marijuana, |ike the plague. The druggi es wel coned ne
as a stabilized influence, while | found thema wel cone
relief fromthe pretentions of the academic world , within
which I'd been given clear instructions to pass the rest of
my days. At the tinme | net Judy , the dealer who'd

organi zed the pad, one of the Square's kingpins, was on the
lamfromthe cops, while the rest of the novable fix were
stayi ng away because the place was pivoted on the edge of a
police raid. | put Judy up in one of the enpty roons.

After breakfast on the norning of the next day I
wal ked with her the 3 blocks to the Mass. Ave. pad. W
arrived around 9 AM W wal ked up to the second fl oor,
where she waited on the landing and | went in. The large
l'iving-roomwas barren of furniture, save for two |arge
couches, a few chairs and a very dirty rug on a rotted
pl ank floor. The three | arge bay w ndows were covered over
with burlap bags and strips of brown paper. Enough |i ght
seeped in fromthe rents in the paper and the opened
wi ndows to all ow one to maneuver about the room



Par adi ng around the living-roomand ranting, Peter
had gotten there before us. 3 college- age boys were
curled up on the two couches, trying to sleep despite his
endl ess harangue. By listening one could eventually
di sentangle the rhetoric fromits diverse preoccupations .
The clichés and at tines inpassioned rhetoric of the
antiwar novenent were mxed in wwth his obsessive fears.

I nterspersed were his nystical interpretations of various
colors. (Cccasionally he brought in sentinental reflections
on past and present girl-friends.

Suddenly he would turn around and start accusing the
occupants of the apartnent, including the ones in the
living-room trying to sleep , of robbing him There was a
certain irony to this: Peter was free to treat themthis
way only because they had organi zed the fund-raising to put
up the bond noney to get himout of jail.

| went back out into the hallway and told Judy that it
was safe for her to cone in. She shanbled over to the couch
and sat down. Peter was very happy to see her. He stopped
hi s nonol ogue and wal ked over to the couch. Then he sat
down beside her and lay his head on her |ap. Judy
mai ntained a rigid posture, afraid to nove a nuscle,
afraid to do anything that mght signify rejection. Her
ri ght hand was on his forehead, the other lay on his
shoul der and back .

She cried wthout restraint. As soon as he was fast
asl eep, she noved his head onto a cushion and di sengaged
hersel f fromunder him Then she indicated to ne that she
wanted to | eave.



