
THE MAN WHO WANTED TO 

STUDY CRAZY PEOPLE 


Early in his life, Phil Green knew for sure that the world 
was populated by "crazies." Everywhere he saw strange 

behavior and heard irrational language. Everywhere, but in 
his own mind, the world was a wild beast needing control. So 
Phil Green set out to tame society's id. From Trinity College 
in Hartford, Connecticut, he enrolled in the clinical psychol
ogy program at Boston University, earning both his Ph.D. and 
an appointment to the Massachusetts Mental Health Center 
days before marking his twenty-fifth birthday. 

Phil's first major research was in intensive minute-by-minute 
examination of seven very screwed-up children whom the 
doctors had labeled as "autistic." From those two years of 
intensive study, he produced several thousand pages of obser
vational data, reduced to a formidable monograph which 
concluded that autistic childern have a deficiency of healthy 
brain cells rather than an absence of parental warmth. That 
contribution landed Phil into a great deal of trouble with the 
then high-flying analysts who condemned his research as 
"rampant no-nothingism." 

Phil's next study took him to Boston's ghetto where he 
worked intensively with a group of preschool disadvantaged 
children, the purpose being to develop an "antidote" for the 
blunted intellectual environment these children were sure to 
experience without significant educational intervention before 
their entrance to the public schools. For his efforts, he was 
hurt on at least two counts: his data neither proved nor 
illuminated anything; and his meticulous reporting was used 
by the nativists as evidence that blacks are inferior to whites, 
while he was held up by enviromentalists as racist. Unloved, 
unaccomplished, and unsure of his next move, he felt very 
much like the Jews who were castigated for ruining that city's 
schools. "And how did the Jews ruin Boston's schools?" 

Professor Green asked Miss Malloy, principal of Emerson 
Elementary School. 

"How? That's as obvious as the nose on your face." (Was 
that another racial slur?) "Had the Jews not fled Roxbury, the 
blacks wouldn't have moved in, and our schools would still be 
good. The Jews ruined Boston's schools." 

Eventually, the crazy world may have gotten to Phil Green. 
He, too, went crazy. Does anybody need a reason? Does 
anyone know which came first, the chicken or the egg? 

DON'T LOOK SHARP 

The razor company that used to sponsor the Friday night 
fights on television had a slogan which began, "Look 

sharp. ..." While "sharp" may be good for the face in the 
Academy, it's terrible for the clothes. Sharp is for Broadway, 
or Hollywood, or possibly even Madison Avenue. But it 
simply won't do for Alma Mater. And while the Scruffy 
Generation made it easier for someone to be not only sloppy 
but ugly, the only habit of dress more despised than flashiness 
here is out and out filthiness, and there are perfectly respect
able academics who will give you an argument on that 
assertion too. 

Those are the negatives. The positives are much more 
certain. A nice brown herringbone jacket, brown chinos (if 
you are a junior faculty member) or brown or grey flannel 
slacks (if you are a senior faculty member), with a nice brown 
tattersall shirt and a woolen beige tie, does the trick nicely. 
Add rich cordovan shoes and brown argyle socks and the 
professor's wardrobe is complete. If you can't remember all 
of that, make sure you shop at J. Press, Brooks Brothers, 
Rogers Peet, or any fine men's shop within 500 yards of Old 
Main and you can't go wrong with your clothing and accesso
ries. Believe it or not, there are strict rules for academic 
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haberdashery as there are for the wearing of its ceremonial 
gowns, hoods, and other finery. But go tell all of this to a 
know-it-all. 

Professor Gilbert Bruder was the scion of Morris Bruder, 
the King of Seventh Avenue. First Morris: he came to the 
United States at the turn of the century, a ten-year-old orphan 
with neither money nor prospects, nurturing the fragile links 

which connected him with Uncle Irving's family of new 
immigrants. And although never more than on the periphery 
of his one known genetic link to the past, Morris played it for 
all he could and managed to have a sort of a "family" during 
his early years in America. As luck would have it for Morris 
Bruder, Uncle Irving Bruder did well in the new country. 
Being an enterprising man, Irving opened a small contracting 
plant on the lower East Side, making cheap men's pants for 
local manufacturers. Bit by bit, his capital increased to a size 
where he knew he was now ready for a major move forward— 
of course, only if a perfect opportunity came along, which it 
did. Irving Bruder became America's Corduory Mogul. The 
always necessary combination of timing, daring, luck, ability, 
and hard, hard work powered Uncle Irving's small contracting 
shop on the East Side into a hundred million dollar empire 
strung across the entire northeast and into eastern Canada. 
Irving's success didn't hurt his nephew Morris one bit. By the 
time Morris was old enough to vote, he was old enough to 
have a wife, a home in Flatbush, a new car, and a thriving 
clothing factory in Manhattan. And by the time Gilbert was 
born, Morris had more money than he would ever need to 
spend. 

Some say that the second generation American has not been 
tough or as materialistic as the first generation. It's probably 
true, especially among those families where the success of the 
new immigrant made it unnecessary for their children to 

worry about practical matters and material needs. This was 
exactly the situation in the Morris Bruder family. 

Gil grew up living the life of the proverbial young prince, 
catered to in every manner, doted over by parents and friends 
of parents, of which there were many, not only because so 
many people were indebted to Morris Bruder for livelihoods 
and security. Gil did exceptionally well in the public schools, 
so well that he was accepted to the Bronx High School of 
Science and, of course, went directly to the City College of 
New York for his undergraduate studies. There was no ques
tion but that the Bruders could have sent Gil to any college he 
desired, there was no question but that Gil would have been 
accepted at virtually any college he cared to apply to, but at 
that time the City College of New York was as good as any 
and better than most, and close to home, and exactly what Gil 
wanted for himself. 

Nobody was surprised when Gil Bruder graduated summa 
cum laude from City College. And no one was surprised 
when he won a fellowship to Columbia University Graduate 
School. And no one was surprised that his dissertation re
search made an important contribution to his field of plasma 
physics. Consequently, no one was surprised when he was 
offered an appointment at Yale. 

Almost everyone was surprised when Gil and his wife 
suddenly decided to leave Yale after his initial three year 
contract had ended. People couldn't figure out why Gil had 
decided to return to New York to take a position in the Physics 
Department of Brooklyn College. After all. Yale had every
thing. Besides its Sterling library, its great laboratories and 
schools, Yale had an ambience of scared academic traditional
ism which could not be duplicated anywhere in New York, 
and certainly not anywhere within its city colleges. But Gil 
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Bruder was so naive about academic conventions and styles 
that he went back to New York never knowing there was an 
important difference between the suits his father was manufac
turing and those that were soid at J. Press, not a stone's throw 
away from his former New Haven office. The son of one of 
the great leaders in that very industry, it was ironic that Gil's 
clothes were the most visible symptom of his dislocation in 
New Haven. 

And reasonable people are taught never to fight battles over 
the color or width of someone's necktie! 

THE MOGUL 
Modern society and its tool, science, has a right to be proud 
for having freed itself from the shackles of ignorance and 
superstition. But it may one time regret having also escaped 
from the shackle of mortality. And while the servant of 
modern society, the power behind science and technology, the 
university, should be proud of its escape from poverty, it may 
some day learn that the price for being rich is more than the 
ransom paid foe not being poor. Before World War 11 and until 
Russia entered the space age, "everyone" knew that one 
couldn't get rich in the university. But today professors expect 
to get ahead with the same certainty, if not manner, as owners 
of liquor stores expect to get ahead; not in the same manner 
as owners of liquor stores (who professors usually envy if not 
respect) or plumbers (who they usually respect if not envy) 
but in the sense that store owners and skilled laborers and 
professors want lots of things (if not the same things) and 
high status (if not on similar scales). 

Gil Reed was a professor of education at the state universi
ty. He specialized in developing instructional programs for 
developing countries, and thus he became a favorite of the 
Agency for International Development. You see, development 
was not only the name of the game but the only game in the 
international marketplace of the 1970s. And so, bags ever 
ready, Gil was always on the alert, usually on the move to 
answer the call of this country7 or that one, whether it was for 
a new system for teaching adults or the evaluation of a 
nation's educational television network. And as Gil's school 
prospered from the contracts he brought home, he too pros

pered. Of course, there were promotions, first to associate 
professor and, in not too many years, to full professor. And, 
of course, his salary jumped each year beyond the average 
raise for his rank until it reached a psychological if not actual 
ceiling. Gil was now earning more than his dean, which 
seemed only right since Gil was contributing more than his 
dean to the financial base and security of the school. 

You should know that Gil's university salary was no more 
than a modest addition to his total income. He also owned a 
company that did business with Third World nations in ex
actly the same way that his university served Third World 
nations. But you should know that Gil took meticulous care to 
separate his private business from his public service, with 
never a conflict of interest. You should feel assured that he 
bent over backwards to first bring contracts to the university; 
but if that failed, his own company was on his side, ready to 
help out a striving nation. 

One day Gil Reed found himself on the 20th story of the 
most luxurious hotel in a tropical nation 13,000 miles from 
home. He had everything anyone could seem to want: money, 
power, freedom. But while he was waiting for his breakfast, 
he chanced to look through the polluted smog across the 
picture window expanse of the wide city. And as he saw the 
specks of humanity pushing carts or pulling wagons, he 
remembered the stenches rising from those teeming streets 
from the open sewers, and the thought about the millions on 
earth who lived and died by the narrowest of margins. And Gil 
Reed thought about his own good life. And he vowed to be 
less selfish and also to remember the good that human beings 
could do. And he felt good that he could think so compas
sionately about a type of life he would never experience, 
thank God. 

And then there was a knock on the door. The waiter came 
in with the juice, the eggs and beef, the steaming coffee, and 
the day's newspaper. By breakfast's end, Gil had foigotten 
everything he had vowed to remember. Even the newspaper 
spoke only of the world's excitement and not its misery. 
Again, Gil was sitting on top of the world, so high up that he 
no longer needed to remember the stench and the misery 
below. 9 
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