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The Unbelieving Newsmen 

A Hunger at White House 
By Nicholas Von Hoffman  

Times-Post Service 

.Washington 
By day, J. Brian McDon- , 

nell sits across the street 
from the White House in 
Lafayette Park committing 
the one free act that even 
slaves cannot be denied. He 
is killing himself. He has 
promised he will take only 
water until the CarnbOtigo, 
invasion is reversed. 

He sits in what would be a 
pretty little hall; th',s WFIa 

a happy land. 
It has bencheS 
and small 
fountains and 
trees and aza-
leas and tulips 
and a statue 

of Andrew Jackson on a rear-
ing horse that, when viewed 
against the White Hous e, 
looks like an illustration in a 
child's story book. 

By night the White House 
looks like a gangster's sub-
urban hideaway with the 
floodlights playing a c r os s 
the grounds to illuminate any 
running figures who might 
have made it over the close-
ly guarded fences. There are 
many policemen. 

In the White House press 
suite the news people ;wait 
for Senator Fulbright and the 
other members of Congress 
to come out of their meet-
ing, with President N i x o n. 
The decor is early Martha 
Mitchell but the mood is rem-
iniscent of the Cook County 
Illinois Criminal • Court press 
room, a feeling that can 
make a drunkard out of a re-
porter. 

INCURSION • 
During the afternoon some-

body in the government had 
tried to get the Administra-
tion out of its predicament 
saying that Cambodia wasn't 
an invasion but an incursion. 
This had prompted the New 
York political writer Murray 
• Omptbn to look up the word 
in' Webster's Third Edition, 

where he'd found the follow-
ing example of its use by.  
Justice Cardozo: "The bar-
rier should have been suf-

.ficient to protect the adjoin-
ing owner against the incur-
sions not of all pigs, but of 
pigs of average vigor and ob-
stinacy." 

As each new persion comes 
in the room, he is told the 
joke until' a loudspeaker in-
vites the crowd into the brief- 
•ing room. The F ulbr ig ht 
meeting has broken up but 
there is no Fulbright, only 
Senator Aiken and Senator 
Griffin to act as his political 
keeper because the old man 
from Vermont is addled 
enough to think Mr. Nixon 
has pulled the rock of atc. 

century and senile enough to 
say so.  

There is aiso a bunch of 
congressmen. Their looks ex-
plain why they don't allow 
television in the House of 
Representatives. They're of-
fensively fat. their expensive 
J. C. Penney-style suits are 
wrinkled, their complexions 
either sallow or suspiciously 
blotchy recd;  They're unnerv-
ingly ugly. 

, 
One of them, a guy named 

Morgan;  is introduced as the 
chairman of the house for-
eign affairs committee. Did 
you know there was a house 
foreign affairs committee? 
He is asked many questions 

I by the reporters who're hun-
gry to talk to a real public 
figure; they spend most of 
their time waiting for their 

: twice daily informational 
feeding called the 11 o'clock 
and the 4 o'clock briefings. 

Morgan talks about what's 
g6ing on in a place he calls 
"thighland," which he be-
lieves is in some way con-
nected 

 
 with Cambodia. If he I 

is worried about a Constitu-
tional crisis, about the presi-
dent's usurping the Congress' I 
power to make war, he I 
doesn't show it. 

Then Ron Ziegler. th6pres- 

ident's press secretary,' gets 
up to explain what really 
went on. He is a pleasant, 
youngish man of somewhat 
greater warmth than the 
president's Super Press Sec-
retary Herb Klein, who is 
standing in a doorway look-
ing like a Chicago hit man. 
Ron begins in the manner of 
a midding level advertising 
exective trying to sell a can 
of baked beans: ". . . The 
Presient took over an hour of 

• 
questions. I should say the • 
President fielded all the 
questions on his own . • . 
there were questions from 
Senator Fulbright and Senator 
Pell . . the meeting ended 
at 7:15 . . . the questioning 
was carried on in good spirit 

, I think that pretty well 
gives you the ' flow of the 
meeting." 

From such mush some of 
I the best newsmen in the 
I world must fashion what we 
see on the tube and read in 
the papers. 

After leaving Ain a spirit of 
acrid frustration, they are 
back in the press suite the 
next morning, The world is 
going to hell in a hk, but at a 
higher veloity than the pre-
vious day. 

About , half past noon, Ron 
is back in the briefing room. 

Hit a u dienc is-unhappy. 
Overnight a new bombing 
raid on North Vietnam has 
been discovered, but nobody 
knows who signed the requis-
ition for the bombs. The sec-
retary of state is on the front 
pages accused of having lied 
to Congress. 

Among some of the re-
ports the conviction is grow-
ing that the quality of the 
lying here has fallen off bad-
ly. Euphemisms like decep-
tion or "credibility gap" are 
themselves 	misleading. 
Before Ron comes on stage, 
his extended arm holding the 

can of baked beans, tide is 
some discussion as to wheth-
er the crudeness of the lies is 
owing to a disingenuous in-
eptitude or a conviction by 
the Amdinistration that it 
'has got it made and doesn't 
have to make the effort to 
concoct a plausible story. 

"My job," one Of the re-
porters_ sighs, is to p.r.,,Kess_. 
and preserve fresh lies:" 

Ron begins by saying. that 
!s WU. because he Was in 

a meeting with the Presi-
dent, He iptones "the Presi-
dent" in an orotund, monar-
chical way that makes it 
sound like he's saying "the 
royal shishkabob." He's an-
nouncing that the royal 
shishkabob has met with six 
students from Kent state, 
and to hear him tell it, the 
problem of what is delicately 
called "student unrest" has 
been worked out. 

"One of the points they 
made was they wanted to get 
back to school and pursue 
their educations. They •felt 
the vast majority of students 
felt the same way," Ron ex-
plains, but nobody's buying 
bard beans. The people who 
worker around here can't be 

 it There isn't enough 
time: There ishlt a month, an 

rfour or minute ieit-;--st-ritrolr 4A 
olgi. the Abirig-ilieri arid %Arl 
en of America, having 
ceased to be the "kids" of 
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