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“"Israeli Military Industries”, a Prison Log

Issued by the Prisoner Movement Studies Committee in Hebron Prison, this document
shows a prison log titled "Israeli Military Industries", which is the third log within the
series titled "Know Your Enemy".
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sted bold economic changes, dashed
ppes with an angry no to political
ad freedom of the mind.

\e moment hope was gone, at least
hina. No one could foresee a better
w, so people gaveup trying, even car-
ple were scared of the government,
fovernment was scared of the people,
\ced by a grim joke making the rounds

ix‘ung police officers, Jiang and Tan,
ding on duty at Tiananmen Square.

moment Jiang asked Tan what he
abnut Tome 4 A T Aon't

think about June 4 what I think, I'm geing to
have to turn you in.”

YEAR AFTER THE MASSACRE I traveled
widely to see how the young had been
coping and to hear how they view the
future—for the young will control

China's future. Of the 1.1 billion Chinese,

nearly two-thirds, some 750 million, are under

35 years old. This means “youth” to the
authorities in a society where you are young
until you get a job with some responsibility —
young, in a way, until you have waited long
snonigh to replace the middle-aged.
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ve inte punch bowl and locked the bath-
room doors. “ You're a demon child,” Joseph
Hergesheimer told him.

~NDREW, while adoring his father, was
afraid of him —frightened by N. C.’s

power to crush his sensitivities. He

believed that this man he idolized
had betrayed his own precepts for a creative
life. On some level Andrew swore this would

never happen to fint.

He slipped from under his father's person-

-+ and disappeared into the countryside,

Qy + his make-believe games or soaking up
}

10k and feel of the woods and corn-
=Joped the obsessively secret
cer would be the center of his
ocess. Free of scrutiny, his fantasy
.on merged into a daydream that
st.  ods beneath the surface of his works.
4+ When Andrew acquired his driver’s
license, he escaped to Maine and joined his
one intimate lifelong friend, Walter Ander-
son, a raffish fisherman disapproved of by
N. C. They roamed the ocean landscape
where Andrew did deft, highly colored
watercolors, He reveled in the high-speed,
out-of-control quality of that medium.

In 1937, at 20, Andrew had a one-man
show in New York City and sold out the
second day. N. C. was ecstatic at Andrew’s
success, but it was a fulfillment of what N. C.
could not do—harness his imagination to
painting his own life. A vear later he wrote to
his daughter Henriette: “I am at once stimu-
lated beyond words to new, purer effort, and
plunged into black despair."”

Now the father was trying to learn from
his son, who was perfecting a tricky medium
that N. C.'s former student Peter Hurd had
brought to Chadds Ford. It was egg tempera,
used by the Renaissance masters —dry pig-
ment mixed with ege volk and distilled water
and painted onto a gesso-coated panel.
Andrew thought its capacity for minute detail
}uould let him be more precise, reach deeper
into what excited him to paint.

N. C, was alarmed by Andrew's temperas,
He doubted their subject matter, their moody
monochrome simplicity, their lack of high,
surefire color. “He gave me hell,” Andrew
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On his 22nd birthday, Andrew .
son who would forever believe in hir
was a handsome 17-year-old named-
James. Betsy, like Andrew, was a Wi
sensitive souls. That day in Maine st
him to meet her crippled friend Chri
Olson, who lived in a large clapboar:
above a blueberry field. Later Christ
became one of Andrew’s primary su'
and Christina’s World his most famo
When Andrew and Betsy became
N. C. was deeply disturbed. The fin




