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My Neighbor Who Died At Kent State

by Darlene Friedman

: Cfxurchi]l, Pennsylvania, in 1970 was a page right

out of a “Wonder Years” script. A quiet, safe suburbia

that—as1 remember it—had survived the turbulence of
the *60s virtually unscatlied. Sure, my parents continu-

ally battled with my brother about the length of his -

hair. And a few of us might have known someone who
knew someone who had been to Vietnam. My friends
and I were into wearing MIA/POW bracelets back
then—squeezed around our pre-adolescent wrists,
more trend than sentiment. But for the most part, it
was a comparatively innocent time, when choices and
issues were easy. Our parents went to PTA meetings,
our older brothers to college and not to Vietnam, and we

- kids were busy just getting through the teenage angst
- years. :

At 14, T was more concerned with surviving the rig-

‘ors of Wilkins Junior High School and breaking out of
-my awkwardness to worry about Vietnam or radical

politics. For the first time in my rather bleak life, things

were looking up that year. It was my second yearin a

- new neighborhood and I was beginning to detach from
.y pathetic, painful childhood. I was cultivating

healthy friendships—a somewhat new experience.

‘One of the people Thung out with was a girl who had
recently moved onto the street directly above mine. So
tall, dark and exotic was my new friend Laurie Krause,
Her tie-dyed ideas continually seized my imagination.
Vietnam. Hippies. Freedom. I had always been an inde-
pendent thinker but generally kept my ideas to myself;
life was easier that way. To stumble across someone
who was herself a free thinker, and who encouraged
that trait in me, was exciting and liberating.

My eyes were opened to the ’60s fervor as I began
seeing and feeling new ways and believing new things.
My mother sensed the change and perceived Laurie to
be a cause of it. “She’s a rebel, that one,” my mother re-

marked one day after driving Laurie and me home from
one of our many outings to the mall. _ :
“Yeah,” I thought. “She is, and that’s why I like her.”
Laurie’s direct link to our evolving world was her old-
er sister Allison, a freshman at Kent State University.
Laurie’s adulation and emulation of her sister was for-
eign to me: At the time, T hated my younger brother and
couldn’t imagine thinking so highly of a sibling, let
alone engaging in the unabashed hero worship that
Laurie felt for Allison. Maybe it was the age difference;

. maybe it was the fact that Allison had left home and

Laurie missed her; but the fair sister Allison took on
mythical proportions. I, too, was enchanted by the idea

of Allison. She was pretty. Older. Wiser. Away from the

authority of parents. Her own person. She had a
boyfriend: She was cool incarnate.

On May 4th, 1970, Ileft ninth grade and its atten-
dant problems behind as I boarded the bus and headed
home. Shortly after axriving home, I answered the ring-
ing phone and was alarmed to hear my friend Susan’s
sobbing voice on the other end. It tock a while to make
sense of what she was saying. Finally, I comprehended
the four words that would shatter my relative
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innocence forever. “Allison Krause is dead,” Susan
sobbed into the phone. ;

Susan had the details wrong but the outcome right.
Allison hadn’t been killed in a bomb explosion, as was
first reported on the radio. The truth was even more
horrifying. :

By that evening, Allison’s family had been notified,
and the gory details blared from the TV: Allison and
three other Kent State students had been shot to death
by National Guardsmen during a campus demonstra-
tion. I stared wide-eyed at the TV as the events leading

- to the deaths unfolded and the local angle was exploit-

ed. Doris Krause fainted when she got the call at work,
the TV reporters said. I watched as my friend Laurie’s
father wept into the TV camera. “For years,” Arthur
Krause sobbed, his tall frame bent in shock and grief, “I
thanked God that I had two daughters so that I would
never know the pain of having to send a son to Vietnam.
And now, my daughter is dead.” :
Nothing in my 14 years’ existence had equipped me
to deal with the horror of this event. That night, as Ilay
sobbing and hyperventilating, my parents gave me a

. sedative. 7

A few days later, I gathered my tentative courage
and went with a few friends to pay our respects at the
Krauses’, By the time we got there, I was weeping un-
controllably. The house was filled with people, food,
flowers and telegrams, including one from then-Presi-

dent Nixon. Not wishing to add to the anguish of the |

somber scene, I retreated to the laundry room. Up
against the cold steel of the washing machine, I cried
my 14-year-old heart out until Laurie walked in on me.
She was holding herself very straight, almost imperi-
ously, and was completely dry-eyed. “Don't cry,” she said
in an eerily detached voice. “Allison wouldn’t have
wanted you to.”

I didn’t even recognize this stranger who was my
friend, and her words were lost on me. I left the Krause

 home immediately.

For many people, including those who lived through
them, the ’60s represent nothing more than an amusing
and quirky aberration in American history. Yet they
were by no means happy times. Our country was bitter-

| watched sadly as the Krause
family became ostracized from
the community for their
quixotic attempt to exact

justice for Allison’s death.

ly divided over the Vietnam War and grappling with the
moral dilemma of racial inequality and hatred. While I
collected money for an Allison Krause memorial, more

. than one person told me, “Those kids were goddamned

trouble-makers and got what they deserved.” .

I might have been 14, unsophisticated and naive
about the political climate of my country, but I knew for
sure there was no possible way those Kent State kids
deserved to be murdered. Stunned and shaken by the
vehemence and hatred of these remarks, I retreated in-
to myself . - "

I became consumed by Allison’s death and what it
meant, particularly at night when I was trying to fall
asleep. I remember wondering if there would ever be a
time when I wouldn’t constantly think of Allison lying

- on the ground in a pool of blood. Of course, for the world

at large it was business as usual. I went back to finish
off the last few weeks of my last year in junior
high—and my last year as a child. In preparation for
our impending adulthood—the test of fire that was
awaiting us at Churchill Area High School—my ninth -
grade class asserted its independence, beginning with a

. massive sit-in to protest a cancelled class trip. I stopped

wrapping my hair around those horrible orange juice
cans, instead letting it go free in all its firizzy glory. “Nice
hair,” my friend Dale scoffed. His reaction was even less
kind when I formally announced my split with God—a
stance Thave yet to reconcile. , :

1 have very few memories of Laurie Krause after
ninth grade, even though we went through high school

-together. She seemed lost to me—inaccessible and un-

reachable. I backed off as our friendship evaporated. T
watched from a distance as Laurie and her family re-
mained highly visible as they waged a protracted and

(Continued on page 17)

 CoLumns

Metropolitan Journ:
Eavesdrawing Stu Gol
 Editor's Notebook
- Polnt of View John
 Bill Gray

RO R

: HBCKY g e (|.i\:i1:é.
Smart Monsy | L o
Low productivity 7 Don's BIame Unions .22 |

 REVIEW AND OPINION
- Kent State: 21 '
Darlene F

. Horoscope

Bulletin Board.......cc.on
- Tally Sheet v ionsinn
AFTER DARK
 Movies: David Lean Michasl

22

w’alCQmatch 95 (¥ bR e Con SH




. Youg:

WELCOMAT s JUNE 5, 1991

17

(Cont. from preceding page)
two pages to copy. May I jump in front of

“well,” you say, “okay.” But then they
start copying everything but the con-
tents of their wallets. And since the coin-
eating machine must be continually fed,
one runs out of change fast. But there s
only one change machine on the second

_floor, so you must give up your place in

~ line to find it, an experience which may
trigger in you an impulse to do what the
early Christians did to the ancient li-
brary of Alexandria.

A friend of mine in Boston went to the
Boston Public Library and checked out

- Simone Weil’s Selected Essays. He told
me the book was worth reading because
Weil’s comments on the ancient Greeks
were fascinating. Naturally, I assumed
that Central would have the book (the
City Institute branch on Rittenhouse
Square told me they had biographies of
Weil but nothing actually written by

her). But an in-house computer check re-

vealed that Selected Essays is designat-
ed“RO.” Not only that, there was only
one copy of the book in the entire Free Li-
brary system.

Was there a way out of this house of
cards? When I persisted, I was told I
could approach a librarian in the Philos-
ophy Department and say I needed
Weil’s book for a special project. “Excep-
tions and dispensations are sometimes
made,” I was told.

So I phoned the Philosophy Depart-
ment and made the request. When the Ii-
brarian conducted a cursory computer
check, however, she told me the book was
out of print. Apparently when books are
out of print and when there is only one
copy in the system, they stay chained in

“RO” limbo forever. “Library rules man-

date this,” she added. My only option,

she said was to locate the book in a uni-
versity library. (Drexel, Villanova and La
Salle carry the book—but I wouldn’t be
able to take it out because I don’t attend
these schools.)

" The bottom line: I would have to move
to Boston in order to read Simone Weil’s
Selected Essays.

. I phoned Central again and begged
the librarian to issue me a special dis-

pensation. “TI will take care of Weil,” I
said. “I love books. I am not a thief,
though Pve read nearly all of Genet.”

The answer was no. I would—defi- :

nitely—have to go to Boston.
Then my Boston friend told me about

. another book: Dennis Donahue’s We The
Irish, published several years ago. Heas- |

sured me that any library here would
have it. However, when a Free Library
computer check revealed that the book

was nowhere in the system, I threw up -

my arms. Then I remembered the de-
lights of the Chester County Library in
West Chester (but now located in Exton).
This eclectic place—though it was nes-
tled in a provincial redneck stronghold
where being openly gay could get you

bashed, Tennessee Williams-style— |

stocked the best esoteric gems: the
diaries of Allen Ginsberg and Paul Good-
man, as well as scores of small-press gay
and lesbian trade paperbacks.

Is there hope for the Free Library sys-

‘tem here? I don’t know. Most of what the

City Institute branch stocks today;, for in-

‘stance, was there when I was a journal-

ism student in 1970—yes, the same old
rag-tag bios of Sartre. Northwest Region-
al in Germantown probably stocks the

best collection of books in the city. Still, -

when it comes to libraries, I'd rather not
be in Philadelphia. ;

What to do? Free the library! Free the
books! Free Simone Weil! l

| Kent State

' (Continued from page 3)

bitter court battle against the National
Guard and the state and governor of
Ohio.

I watched sadly as the Krause famﬂy
became alienated from the community
and ostracized for their quixotic atbempt
to exact justice for Allison’s death. To
some, the Krauses were pitiable; to oth-
ers, they were radicals or renegades, and
their crusade constituted further evi-
dence that they had raised a child who
was somehow respons1b1e for her own
death.

Meanwhile, as the Kent State mythol-
ogy blossomed, Allison came to symbol-
ize the tragedy. Her martyr status
seemed incongruous to me. There had
been nothing particularly saint-like
about Allison. I don’t believe she was

some sort of Madonna floating blithely

around campus placing flowers into the
rifle barrels of National Guardsmen, as
was suggested in the media. Rather, she
was a normal, healthy, intelligent, pretty
19-year-old—a bit rebellious and inclined

to speak her own mind, which she had

learned at home. The need—among the
media and the public alike—to portray
Allison as some sort of angel repelled me.
It was as if martyring Allison rendered
her death even more horrible. Allison’s

_death, and the deaths of Jeffrey Miller,

William Schroeder and Sandy Scheuer,

~were an affront to everything this coun-

try ostensibly stood for—the equivalent

of an automatic death penalty for free

speech. The horrible deed stood on its

‘own vileness, without need for embel-

lishment or hyperbole.

. Laurie and I made our separate ways
through high school. She graduated after
our junior year and started college. I was
stuck whiling away the last year of my
sentence with Typing II and Spanish I

classes. My re-established sense of order

was shaken up once again when a class-
mate’s mother was shot and killed as she
left a Parents Without Partners meeting.

- This girl, who had been voted “most de-

pendable” in ninth grade, was sweet,

popular and enormously intelligent. She

had had a tremendous future before her.
Her mom, whom I had once met, was a

(Continued on next page)
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paragon of motherhood— bright, beauti-
ful and very involved with her kids.
When my classmate returned to school
after a long absence, her appearance
shocked me: Her long black hair was
cropped short, her once-slight frame car-
ried many extra pounds. “All right,” I
told myself. “You don’t want to say any-
thing to her. You want to pretend it never
happened. But it did, so just go over
there ana tell her how sorry you are.”

Taking a deep breath, I walked over
and gave her the “Tm so sorry, please let
me know if there’s anything I can do,”
speech, feeling inadequate and impotent.

Years later, I began having recurrent
dreams about this girl. She was in trou-
ble. I wanted desperately to help her but
was unable to. Several times a year I
would have a variation of that dream,
which each time left me unnerved for
days afterward.

Invariably, I would make the shift
from that dream to thinking about Lau-

{ rie Krause and her family, and wishing

T'd been able to act more responsibly and
compassionately when Laurie had need-
ed me. I’d often drive by the Krause
house while I was home in Churchill to
visit my parents. Once I tried to stop, but
an unexpected avalanche of emotion pre-

| vented me from doing so.

A few years later, I was able to go
through with it. As I made my way from
my car to the front door, I remembered
that the last time I had made that jour-
ney was right after Allison had died. I

| was surprised at how vivid that memory

still was.

There I was, standing face to face with
Doris Krause, a big, gracious woman
who seemed delighted to see me. We
spent the next hour or so catching up.

| She had a surprisingly keen memory

about me and my family. She filled me in
on Laurie’s life, complete with scrap-
books and photographs. She talked
about Allison a lot, almost as if she were
still alive. ‘So,” I thought to myself,.”you
don’t ever forget.”

Shortly afterward, I wrote to Laurie
in San Francisco, and soon we began to
correspond, although somewhat guard-
edly. Thanksgiving weekend, eight or
nine years ago, Laurie and I agreed to
meet in Chambersburg, Pennsylva-
nia—halfway between Pittsburgh,
where she was visiting her parents, and
Philadelphia, where I now live. :

I pulled up to the Howard Johnson’s
and saw Laurie inside the lobby. She
looked exactly the same—tall, rail-thin,
wild black hair. Our guards were up, nei-
ther one of us knowing what to expect. At
first we danced around each other like
dogs meeting for the first time. But as
the weekend wore on, we relaxed. We
talked about the paths ourlives had tak-
en, our friendship and our perceptions as
to what had happened to that friendship.

I was surprised at how pedestrian
Laurie’s life was. Her career in comput-
ers greatly surprised me; she’d been so
creative and artistic when I had known
her. “You are one of the few people who
know that P'm artistic,” Laurie told me. I
stopped drawing after Allison died.” -

Td expected Laurie to be political, as I
am. When I had known her, she con-
stantly railed against the world’s injus-
tices, but now she didn’t seem to have
much of an appetite for it. When we got
to the subject of Kent State and Allison, I
wasn't surprised to hear that I had hurt
Laurie. I was unprepared, however,
when she said, “Of all the people who

| was undeniably
shaped by the
events of that day. |
walked through life
gingerly, and
sometimes angrily.

turned away from me, no one hurt me
the way you did. I hated you for that. I
came here to satisfy my curiosity. My
parents really tried to talk me out of it.
They said I would just wind up getting
hurt again.” - .

While meost of my memories of Laurie
were from before her sister died, her
memories of me were afterwards. Laurie
believed that I had turned away either
because I blamed Allison somehow or
saw her family’s reaction as excessive or
misguided. I explained that I had turned
away merely because, at 14, I was too im-
mature to deal with her trauma and my
own. Laurie listened with an open mind,
but I realized that no amount of explain-
ing could undo the pain I had inadver-
tently caused her.

The weekend ended with one final
shock. Laurie brought up the subject of
our classmate whose mother had been
shot. I told her about my recurring
dream and asked her what she knew.
“Oh, she’s been in a mental institu- -
tion—a ward of the state—almost since
we graduated,” Laurie replied.

Laurie and I parted with vague
promises to keep in touch. But, curiosi-
ties satisfied, we never contacted each
other again. We were, after all,
strangers, sharing nothing in common
but one extremely painful event. My ex-
pectations of absolution from Laurie
were unrealistic. I finally realized that I
had nothing to be forgiven for. ’'d been 14
years old, a child. I'd done the best that I
could and had beat myself up about it for
fartoolong. ;

As for our classmate, the dreams
stopped after my meeting with Laurie.
Dve tried several times, unsuccessfully,
to ascertain her whereabouts. b

I was undeniably shaped by the .
events of May 4th, 1970. From that day

forward, I never looked at the world with
the same innocent eyes. Instead, I
walked through life gingerly, and some-
times angrily. : : e

Perspective generally unravels the
mysteries of our lives. Now, 21 years lat-
er, at age 35, I can find a positive life les-
son in Kent State. Allison’s death taught
me about having the courage to stick by
people when they need you. Even if ev-
eryone else runs away. Even ifit’s un-
bearably painful.

Beyond my own life, I learned abso-
lute respect for the power of a bullet, for
the chaos and pain that one piece of steel
can wreak on so many lives—whether
it’s a college student at Kent State or
Tiananmen Square, John Lennon, An-
war Sadat, or any nameless, faceless per-
son who happens to be at the wrong
place at the wrong time. I learned the
vigilance with which we must watch our
own government and force it to live up to
its expectations. But most of all, I
learned respect for the fragility of life

- and how swiftly it can leave us. B

Darlene Friedman is director of commau-
nications for Soroptimist International
of the Americas, a service organization
with more than 50,000 members world-
wide, She lives in Upper Darby.
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