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RACES

Sparks & Tinder
(See Cover)

The Los Angeles ghetto of Watts
went berserk in 1965 after an un-
employed high school dropout named
Marquette Frye was arrested for
drunken driving. In six days of riot-
ing, 35 died, 900 were injured. In
1966, the Cleveland ghetto of Hough
erupted when a white bartender de-
nied a glass of ice water to a Negro
patron. And in Newark, N.J., a trum-
pet-playing Negro cab driver by the
name of John Smith last week be-
came the random spark that ignited
the latest—and one of the most vi-
olent—of U.S. race riots.

Smith was driving his cab through
winding, brick-paved streets in New-
ark just after dusk one evening. Ahead
of him, moving at a maddeningly
slow pace, was a prowl car manned
by Officers John DeSimone and Vito
Pontrelli, on the lookout for traffic vio-
lators, drunks, and the angry brawls

that often mar a summer’s night in
a Negro neighborhood. In the stifling
heat, Smith grew impatient and im-
prudent. Alternately braking and ac-
celerating, flicking his headlights on
and off, Smith tailgated the police
car. Finally, after a quarter-mile of
tailgating, Smith tried to swing past
the police. They cut him off. Who the
hell? . . . Goddam . . . Son of a
bitch! There was a short scuffle, and
Smith was trundled into the squad
car.

It might have ended there, like
any one of a thousand police-blotter
items. But Smith’s arrival at the sta-
tion house happened to be seen by
scores of Negro residents of the red
brick Hayes Homes housing develop-
ment across the street and by other
cab drivers as well. Out over the cab-
bies’ crackling VHF radio band went
the rumor that white cops had killed
a Negro driver. Within minutes, cabs
and crowds were converging on the
grey stone headquarters of the Fourth
Precinct in the heart of Newark’s over-

crowded, overwhelmingly Negro Cen-
tral Ward. By midnight, the first
rocks and bottles were clattering
against the station-house walls; by
the next day, the tinkle of broken
glass was counterpointed by cries of
“Beat drums, not heads!” Out charged
a phalanx of police to break up the
crowds. After three hours calm re-
turned, but not for long. Along the
ghetto grapevine, the word was passed:
“You ain’t seen nothin’ yet.” By that
evening, New Jersey’s largest city
(pop. 405,000) was caught up in the
fiercest race riot since Watts.

Four nights running, and even dur-
ing the heat of the day, snipers’
bullets spanged off sidewalks, night
sticks crunched on skulls, and looters
made off with the entire inventory
of scores of stores (one small Negro
boy was seen carrying table lamps
his own size). New Jersey’s Gov-
ernor Richard Hughes proclaimed
Newark a “city in open rebellion,” de-
clared a state of emergency, and
called out the National Guard. More

NEWARK NEGROES TAUNTING NATIONAL GUARDSMEN
Terrifying in the very triviality of the immediate cause.
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than 4,000 city police, stale (roopars
and Guardsmen patrolled the city's de-
hris-littered sireets

The toll in human suffering mount-
¢d hourly. Before the week was out,
at least 2] people were dead. more
than 1000 injured, another 1,600 arrest-
ed. Propenty damage soared into the
mullions,

Mo Call for I+. The very triviality
of the not's immediote couse made
the Mewark outhurst particularly termify-
ing. It seemed to say that a dozen or
o0 people could be killed in almost
any city. any night, by the purest
chance, In the past three years, racial
riots hove Aared in some 50 1.5, cities
from Harlem to Howgh, Chicago 1o Cin-

cinnatl, Boston (o Buffalo, Watts 10
Waukegun. Most began with a vagrant
spark, and often it takes nothing maore
thun that,

In Hartford, Conn., lust week., a
Megro luncheonette owner threw oul o
Megro customer for getting fresh with
p o waitress—and the upshot was (wo
days of violence. What began as a dis-
pute between Megroes ended i dam-
ape to 14 shops, a few of which were
white-owned: it also brought  injures
to 14 of both taces. Police in Erie,
Pa., broke up a sidewalk crap game
among MNegro vouths—and the resull
was two davs of stonings and stick-
work, Officials in Cincinnati, Tampa
and Buffalo, where ghetto dwellers ram-
paged  earlier this summer, nervously
sought ways 1o avert fresh Aare-ups. Ra
ciul disturbances also occurred in Plain
ficld, N.J., Lavrel, Md., Kansas City,
Mo, and Mizmi.

As unlikely a place a3 Waterloo, a
nice, small city of 75,000 10 northeast
lown's dairy area, wias touched, too,
by the madness. Waterloo's Negroes
make up only 8% of the population,
are. well integrated into the schools,
and enjoy an unemployment rate of a
minimal 23% (well below the current
national average of 4%). But trouble
exploded anvway, A voung MNegro, in
full view of a prowl car, deliberately
knocked down an old white man who
was sweeping the sidewalk in froni of
a tavern. His arrest touched off yet an-
other 48 hours of nioting by Negro
vouths—to the perplexity of their eld
ers, Sanl Albert Morehead, 68, a Mis-
sissippi-reared NWegro who takes pride
in the symbals of his success in the

IMJURED RIOTER BEING LED OFF TO HOSPITAL
The direst domoge was psychological.

Morth—a neat frame house and arour
it flourishing patches of greens and floy
ers: I can't see no call fori.”

Preferred Bronds. There scemed
be little call for the explosion in Nes
ark, either. Nevertheless, after buildic
up slowly, it spewed violence in all d
rections. After the first pop bottl
and bricks were heaved, the loote
moved in. Harry's Liguor Store, a fug
ing stop about a bleck from the pr
cinct house where Cabby Smith w
booked. became the first target.
brick smashed the unprotected disple
window, gullong of liquor poured o
—into throats, not gutters. From oths
liguor stores, Negro loolers forme
human chains that reached clear arour
carners. They want first for the impor
¢d Scotch (Chivas Regnl and Johnr
Wilker Red Label were the preferre
brands), then for the bourbons ar
gins, next for vodka and champagr
and—when cverything else ran out-
for cheap muscatels and cordials. T
stores were hard-hit, ¥l can pet 35C
for this color ser,” exulted one loore
“It’s mot a §1.000 price tag on it.”

Megro vouths clambered onto tf
iron grilles shielding store fronts om
straiming 0 unison, ripped them fre
They sometimes spared stores whoe
windows bore the croyoned legen
“Soul Brother,” a sign of Negro owne
ship. In stores owned by “Whiley,
clothing was stripped from mannequin
and the headless, pale pink forms sop
dotted the length of Springficld Ave
oue, one of Mewark's shopping street:
along with a fine, crunchy laver of wir
dow glass, Women pranced throug
supermarkets with shopping carts, pick
ing and choosing with unwonted ir
difference 10 price tags. One voun
Megro mother was stopped by cops a
she exited from a bicycle shop, he
four children riding on shiny new tricy
cles, She was arrested, along with 35
other looters; countless others gol awa
with the swag.

Springﬂeld Rifles. One ransacke
store mear Springfield Avenue vielde
rifles, shotguns and pistols. Soon shot
were snapping from windows and roof
tops, almed at police patrols and fire
men en route o battle the dozens o
hlazes that broke out. Over the polic
radio came cries of alarm. "We're sit
ting ducks oul here—give us the word
Let us shoot." As Molotov cocktails ex
ploded in stores and around  polic
cars, one radio bleated: “We're getting
bombed here. What should we do?
Replied the dispatcher, lacomically
"Leaye.”

But it soon became clear that—a
in Watts—leaving would only feed th
moh's appetite for destruction and loot
Soon after midnight on the second
night of rioting, the police were finak
ly given the word: “Use your weap
ons.” As could have been expected,
police puns proved muoch more lethal
than those in the hands of Negro riof
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