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ORAL HISTORY INTERVIEW 

FORREST BRANDT 

 

Q. This is Kevlin Haire and I’m here at The Ohio State University Archives with 

Forrest Brandt. We’re doing an oral history today. It is Thursday, August 26, 

2010. And Forrest, thank you for coming. 

A. You’re welcome. I’m glad to be here.  

Q. I’d like to start the interview very basically and just find out about when and 

where you were born and where you grew up, and a little bit about your family, 

basically to take us up to your time as to when you came to OSU. 

A. I was born in Dayton, Ohio in 1943. I was an attempt to keep my father out of the 

Army and it didn’t work. He entered in April ’44 and didn’t come home until late 

in 1946. My sister who was eight years older, attended Ohio State and graduated 

in dental hygiene in 1955.  

Q. Did either of your parents attend OSU? 

A. No. My father dropped out of high school in the midst of the Depression. I’ll add 

this story: My mom was the valedictorian of her graduating class at Stivers High 

School in 1932 and was awarded a scholarship to Rio Grand Teachers College. 

Her father said that education was wasted on women and that that scholarship 

needed to go to some deserving male who would use it. And so she never went. I 

think that’s a large reason why my sister had no choice but to go to college. 
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Q. Well your sister coming to OSU, was that part of the reason you came here, or 

was it because of your career goals, or why did you end up at OSU? Because 

there’s University of Dayton. 

A. University of Dayton has changed a great deal since 1961. Growing up in 

Kettering we thought of UD as a community college. It’s much more than that 

now, but at the time it was primarily a community based college. Wright State had 

not come on line yet. In fact, I don’t think it had even been talked about when I 

graduated from high school.  

Yes, coming up here and visiting my sister for the equivalent of sibs weekend in 

the 50s influenced me. I fell in love with the place. How neat to walk out of a 

dorm, over to the Union and into a bowling alley or a pool hall. I thought that was 

a great idea.  

When I was making my college choice -- I had, let’s say, an interesting high 

school career -- it was a good thing that Governor Rhodes had decided that Ohio 

State would have open enrollment. I had the test scores to get in, but my grades 

were awful. I was a young man in rebellion. 

Q. Well that was 1961 that you graduated from high school. So this oral history is 

centering on the student demonstrations of the late 60’s, so you’re going to have 

to explain to me how you got from graduation in 1961 to attending OSU in the 

late 60’s. 

A. When I came up here I was in love with another Ohio State student to be, Ethel 

Charlotte Schultz. 

Q. And when was this? 
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A. We had been going together all of senior year. She went to Oakwood High 

School, a community next door to Kettering.  

I did very well first quarter. Second quarter I developed mono. I was taking 19 

hours, and I tried to convince my father to let me drop out. I had been given 

permission to withdraw. He was adamant, “You don’t quit.”  

I found it physically impossible to keep up. I had an awful quarter. I did not flunk 

out then, but during that spring break, Ethel decided to move on. When I came 

back, I didn’t have any real interest in college. The university invited me to take a 

year off and think things over.  

I went back home and worked in a General Motors factory in Dayton. That 

convinced me that I needed to come back to Ohio State.  

After that year I didn’t have any academic problems, but money was an issue. A 

couple of times I had to stop and work, come back, and then stop and work again.  

By June of 67 I was within 12 hours of graduating. I had completed my student 

teaching at Northland Junior/Senior High, but I was tired of college. I knew I had 

a military obligation hanging over my head and that if I went ahead and allowed 

the Army to commission me I could serve my two years and come back and be on 

GI Bill. I thought that way I’d be able to make it through financially.  

That’s what I did, and that’s how I ended up being back on Ohio State’s campus 

in 1970. 

Q. Now you had actually gone to Vietnam? 

A. Yes, I’d served a year in Vietnam. 

Q. Okay. So then you came back to college after Vietnam. 
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A. Right. 

Q. I’m sure that’s going to factor into this. Let’s talk about your first impressions of 

OSU when you first came here in 1961, and then when you returned after 

Vietnam. Kind of do a contrast and compare if you can. 

A. I arrived on campus fairly familiar with where the buildings were, knew my way 

around, thanks to my sister. We had gotten football tickets in the intervening 

years between her graduation and my entering. Weekends or a Saturday, a long 

Saturday, in Columbus were not unusual.  

Wow, that freshman year. I think the first thing that startled me was how much 

free time you have as a student compared to the regimentation of high school. I 

remember that adult feeling, that the hours were your own. You came and went as 

you saw fit.  

I was struck by the knowledge of the instructors, the western civilization series 

professors especially. What they knew and their ability to put it across remains 

with me to this day. Also a history of the theatre instructor who made so many 

things come to life in a huge lecture hall, that amazed me.  

What else? Well, the North and South ’burg.  

That fall the Buckeyes had gone undefeated and were ranked number one. They 

had already beaten UCLA and UCLA ended up winning the Pack Eight. The Rose 

Bowl invitation was put out and the Faculty Council voted against it.  

I was in the Student Union eating my evening meal and I noticed this onslaught of 

people walking by outside heading towards High Street and I wondered what was 

up. I finished up and hustled out to 15th and High.  
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Students were starting to collect trash and build a bonfire right underneath the 

traffic light at the corner of 15th and High. The band was forming. All these guys 

– the band was men only in 1961—appeared in their gray wool jackets with their 

instruments, and the next thing I know the band and the students have blocked off 

everything. They had blocked off all the traffic around 15th and High. The band 

started their cadence and began playing Buckeye Battle Cry and suddenly they’re 

marching straight down High Street towards the capital. I got in line. I went along 

with it.  

What I remember most out of that night is the Chief of Police grabbing a bullhorn 

and a ladder and standing on the northwest corner of Broad and High Streets, just 

before the Capital Square. He looked out and stated, “If you don’t disperse, I will 

read you the riot act.”  

My father had used the phrase “read you the riot act” in lecturing me, but I had 

never understood that it really is a legal statement, that when you say, “the riot 

act,” it has a specific part in Ohio law. Consequences follow.  

It was obvious Governor Jim Rhodes was not going to come out and say anything 

to try and reverse the faculty council decision. The band turned around and we all 

marched back to campus.  

The next day my western civ instructor came in – our class was held on the first 

floor of Orton Hall, 8:00 in the morning. You would hear the gears of the carillon 

start to ratchet up and then the bells would go off, the floor would shake and the 
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windows would rattle. I’m trying to imagine being a professor and lecturing in 

that hall, what it must have been like. 

Anyway, he started in, saying, “I don’t know what’s gotten into you. I am so 

disappointed. You’ve hung faculty members in effigy. You have acted as if 

everything of value has been taken from you. Do you think this is Krystallknacht 

in Munich in 1936?”  

He went on for about five minutes and then said, “I can’t speak anymore. I’m so 

angry.” He told us to leave. No one moved. We still had our notebooks and pens. 

We were ready to take down more notes on the fall of the Roman Empire. He 

said, “I mean it, out.” He just shushed us out of the room.  

I remember walking out of there and wondering what to make of the experience. I 

knew he was absolutely correct, that the purpose of the university was academics, 

and that football was something else, but I was so in love with Ohio State football 

– then and now – I could never somehow make peace with that dichotomy inside 

me. I still find myself faced with it. 

I remember walking by the records stores that fall, University Records and I think 

Long’s and SBX. They had displays of albums that were hot at the time. I kept 

seeing album covers of this curly-haired guy, slumped shouldered, smoking a 

cigarette, walking down a dark alley someplace in a big city. I presumed it was 

New York. Next to it was an album with a woman with jet-black hair, long, 

stringy, jet-black hair. I had no idea what either album was about. I’d never heard 

their music, never ran across anyone who had those albums, but they were there in 

the window, so they must have been selling.  
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Then came Homecoming. Ethel and I had tickets for Friday night’s show at 

Mershon starring Harry Bellefonte. Halfway through his act he stopped and said, 

“Now I’m going to bring on this woman,” and he mentioned the name, and said, 

“I just love her music and I’m sure you will.”  

The curtain opened and a woman stepped out with a guitar and a stool; she put the 

stool down, flipped her hair back, tuned her guitar, and started to sing. Suddenly, I 

realized it’s Joan Baez. That was the woman on the album cover I’d been seeing 

every day. Her singing just blew me away. I became a folk music aficionado that 

moment. Within a week I had a Joan Baez album and a Bob Dylan album.  

Q. You were really kind of actually the personification of the progression of the ’60s. 

A. Yes. 

Q. The riot that you just described was over football and the faculty was very upset 

that you all did that. Now you fast-forward to 1969 and it’s a whole different 

atmosphere, and you’re different too because you’re what, eight years older, and 

you’ve been through the Vietnam War.  

A. Right. 

Q. I don’t know which quarter you came back but talk about that quarter a little bit 

and then we’ll progress even more. 

A. Are you talking about 1969? 

Q. Yes, after you served in Vietnam. 

A. I came back in the summer of 1969 and began taking courses again in the fall. I 

was literally sleeping in a bunker in Vietnam, and two nights later I’m in San 

Francisco, and then home, then back on campus.  



 8

 

I remember taking a bus from High Street on up to the campus from the 

Greyhound station and feeling the tension, around 11th Avenue on the south side 

of the campus. Our word for it in those times was “bad vibes.”  

You could sense that there was a tension between everything south of 11th Avnue 

and everything north of 11th. The city and the university had grown apart during 

the two years that I was gone.  

From my freshman year until I left in June of ’67 I had been a speech and theatre 

major and hung out with a lot of the art majors. Because of that I knew most of 

the handful of people on campus who were smoking dope. When I came back I 

remember walking down 15th, the heart of fraternity/sorority row, and I could 

smell marijuana everywhere, so I assume that people were smoking inside the 

fraternity and sorority houses.  

The clothing had changed dramatically. When I had departed it was khakis and 

corduroys, blue oxford cloth shirts, and navy blue V-neck sweaters. When I came 

back it was blue jeans and tie dyed T-shirts.  

I had had to get a haircut before I got on the airplane to leave Vietnam, so I’m 

going around with hair a quarter of an inch long - I wanted to buy a stocking cap 

and put it on my head until my hair grew out - I felt so out of it. The change in 

men’s hair length was so pronounced.  

The big difference came when I got in the classroom. I want to say that on the 

1961 campus, that there was a reverence for the professors. I don’t recall us not 
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being willing to speak up and speak out and say what was on our minds in the 

class, but there always the presumption that professor was there for a reason.  

When I came back in ’69, the authority of a professor was brought into question 

constantly.  

I recall especially a renowned professor who had published several books on 

adolescent psychology, and was especially knowledgeable on court systems and 

juvenile delinquency issues.  

About the third or fourth week of the course, we had just settled into the class 

room and he was maybe five minutes into his lecture. The doors burst open and in 

came six grad students who literally climbed over everybody and plunked 

themselves down in the middle of the lecture hall.  

The professor went on for a minute or two and one of these guys stood up and 

started shouting questions at the professor and insulting his research, asking him 

why he wasn’t speaking about certain issues between adolescents and the courts, 

especially adolescents of poverty or adolescents of color.  

This brought the class to a halt. When the professor said, “If you want to ask me 

those questions in an appropriate time, I’d be glad to meet with you.”  

The antagonist shot back, “You’re afraid to talk about these issues. You don’t 

want to bring them up to this class. You don’t want to educate these people as to 

what’s really going on. We have no time to waste with you.” With that they got 

up and walked back out.  

I was absolutely stunned. That was such a change from the school that I had 

known.  
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I guess that’s when it really came to me, how out of place I was at the University 

at that time. I was 26 years old by then and I felt totally lost. A combination of 

how the University had changed, the two years in the military, the disillusion with 

Vietnam, disillusion with the government, and then this. If we students are in 

charge, then what are the parameters? What are the barriers? It was like watching 

my world collapse around me.  

Q. Is that what led you to The Lantern, or how did you … 

A. I was a speech and theatre major. I had worked at WOSU and WBNS while I was 

going through college. I had been in some stage productions, at the school.  

When I got to Vietnam, I had this unbelievably boring desk job in Long Bihn, a 

huge logistics base. We lived in something approaching crude college dorms, we 

had buses that picked us up and took us into work and I sat at a desk and pushed 

paper all day long.  

The Department of Defense ran a radio/TV station in Saigon, AFVN. I heard a 

voice on the office radio and I recognized it as Gary Geers. Gary was a long-time 

radio voice for KDKA out of Pittsburgh and WLS in Chicago. He had been 

drafted and assigned to Fort Lewis, where I spent my first year in the Army.  

My boss then, a colonel at Fort Lewis, had noted my college major and pulled me 

aside and asked me to put together a slide presentation, what today would be a 

Power Point presentation, describing his command at Fort Lewis.  

I was introduced to Gary Geers who worked for the Fort’s public information 

office and we worked together. Gary was the voice behind the documentary. I 
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wrote it, scripted it, had a post photographer who took all the pictures, and then 

Gary did the radio voice.  

I heard him again in Vietnam and I said, “Wait a minute, I know that guy.” I 

managed to find out where Gary was and I wrote him a letter.  

He wrote back, “I can’t do anything for you but here’s a person you ought to talk 

to.”  

I met with a Lt. Col. George Franklin who was the USARV [United States Army 

Republic of Vietnam] information officer. I told him that I had experience in radio 

and TV and knew how to edit audiotape and knew how to write.  

He said, “I’ve got a job for you but you’re going to have to leave Long Bihn.”  

“Not a problem,” I answered.  

Two weeks later I was sent to the First Infantry Division in Lai Khe, and it was all 

because I knew how to read, write, and edit audiotape.  

During that time I received a lot of what the army calls OJT, on-the-job training, 

OJT experience in journalism. I began writing scripts and press releases. I was put 

in charge of a seven-man detachment and a small radio station. Most of my work 

had to do with radio and TV, but I also took photographs and learned how to do 

some dark room work.  

When I came back to Ohio State in ’69, I started – sorry, another diversion – I had 

a press pass, and I still have it to this day, a press pass issued by USARV that I 

could use in Vietnam to gain access, transportation or food and a place to bunk.  
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But that was in Vietnam and I was in Columbus. Football season was about to 

begin. I’d spent time in Vietnam sitting in a bunker and listening to the Michigan 

game and the Rose Bowl on AFVN. Everyone knew that the 1969 Ohio State 

team was going to be something special. I wanted to get on the sidelines and take 

some photographs.  

So I simply walked out on to the field with my cameras and when a security 

person came up and said, “What are you doing here?” I pulled out my USARV 

press pass. He looked at it. He probably had no idea what USARV was or why 

they would send someone from Vietnam – in civilian clothes – to cover a football 

game, but he let me stay on the sideline. I put my press pass back in my pocket 

and told myself, “This will be useful.”  

By the way, the press pass was signed by General Dodge N. Wate. That’s an 

inside joke in the Army.  

Given this background I immediately went over to The Lantern. I had my own 

35mm camera equipment that I had picked up when I was in Vietnam, and they 

were glad to take me on. I’m trying to think of her name, Pam, it’s an Sch, 

Schrader, Schroder, Pam Schroeder, who later ended up winning some national 

awards for her work with the Louisville Courier Journal. Anyway, she was the 

photo editor for The Lantern at that time. She gave me some great assignments 

and I got some of my photos in The Lantern. It was fun working with her. That’s 

how I ended up working for The Lantern. 
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Q. Now were you assigned to the demonstrations? How did that work with The 

Lantern? Could just anyone who had a camera go out and take pictures of the 

chaos going on?  

A. Before I answer your question, there are some sidebar issues here.  

Going back to 1969, I really was having a hard time adjusting back to civilian life. 

I had no idea that coming home would be so challenging. I now teach at NKU and 

I often have students, young men and women, who are coming back from Iraq and 

Afghanistan, and I can see myself in them. I can see the disorientation they go 

through when they come home and when they enter school.  

I should have had a better understanding of what I was going through because I’d 

been a student before, but it didn’t turn out that way.  

The example I used of that disrupted class was indicative of what was going on in 

school. It seemed to me as if the whole country was in chaos. That added to my 

own disconnect from the student body, to feeling isolated, feeling confused.  

Home, and I considered Ohio State home then, was unrecognizable to me. I found 

it difficult to study. I couldn’t concentrate in class and I couldn’t figure out what 

had changed. I only needed twelve hours, but I couldn’t seem to put two and two 

together and come up with four.  

I ended up leaving Ohio State after spring of 1970 and going back on active duty 

in January of ’71. I was posted to Fort Eustis for the officers advanced course at 

which time I took some coursework at William and Mary. That ultimately 

allowed me to finish up at Ohio State.  
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I came back for my final quarter in the fall of 1971. The Lantern was just 

something I stumbled into when I came back. I had all of my major courses and 

needed only one three-hour course in my minor. I decided to take some 

journalism and photography courses. That’s how I managed to get those 

assignments. Have I answered that question? I’m not sure I have. 

Q. I think so, yes, don’t worry about it. I wasn’t getting at the mechanisms of The 

Lantern but how you ended up on the Oval taking pictures like the one you 

showed me earlier.  

A. By now you’ve figured out that I can never seem to give you a direct answer. I 

always want to give you a background story first.  

The division I was assigned to, the First Infantry Division, had a mission to keep a 

supply route open from the Cambodian border down to Saigon along Highway 13. 

The road had been part of the Opium Trail during the days of French colonization. 

Opium was harvested in Cambodia and Laos and brought to Saigon for shipment 

to Europe.  

At the far end, near a place called Song Be, you could go up to the border and 

look across into Cambodia and you could see North Vietnamese Army supply 

operations going on on the other side of the border. Our orders stated that we 

couldn’t fire across the border unless the NVA fired first, and they weren’t going 

to fire.  

I came home with that. That was part of the disillusionment. To see the enemy 

operating on the other side of the river, preparing to cross the border and do battle 
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with us, and yet being unable to fire was frustrating. It seemed to make no sense 

whatsoever, it’s either a war or it isn’t a war.  

Winter quarter of 1970 had been quiet on campus, but when President Nixon 

ordered American troops to invade Cambodia to destroy those same staging areas 

I had seen a year earlier, I knew that there would be a reaction at most colleges. 

When I turned on the news and saw footage of the operation into Cambodia, I 

said, “Oh wow, this is going to throw things into a tizzy.” [Interviewee’s note: I 

probably used several vulgar terms, but tizzy was all I could think of for this 

interview. In fact, I can’t believe I said ‘tizzy.’ I must have been on my very best 

behavior for this interview.]  

Something must have happened on campus the night of April 3. I was living on 

East Norwich and all through the night I could hear the sounds of the police firing 

rubber bullets and tear gas. These don’t have the high crack that you hear when 

they’re firing a pistol. It’s more of a pop. I could hear those pops going off and 

every once in a while I’d get a whiff of tear gas.  

The next morning I got up early, grabbed all my camera equipment because I 

sensed something was going to happen that day. I walked down Iuka towards the 

campus. I crossed at High Street and 15th. By that time that whole area reeked of 

tear gas.  

I crossed and as I walked through the gates – as the University opens up to the 

east end of the Oval – when I looked out I could see the crowd of students in the 

middle of the Oval and then, in front of the Administration Building, I saw a 

small line, maybe a platoon of Guardsmen. There were some police barricades, 
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those giant sawhorses that they use. Someone had spray-painted the words 

“Strike” in four-foot-tall letters on a portion of the limestone facings of the 

Administration Building. I put myself in the middle, between the guard and the 

students, and started taking photos. It really wasn’t an assignment of any kind; I 

was just doing it for myself.  

I made a couple of quick observations: One was that the Guardsmen all had M1 

rifles. The M1 was the standard Army rifle from World War II and Korea. We 

had been trained on it as late as 1965 when I went through my ROTC summer 

camp and then again at Fort Eustis in ’67. The M14 was supposed to replace the 

M1, but the army decided it didn’t meet their needs in Vietnam and decided to go 

with the M16.  

The war was on TV every evening. Students had been watching the war and 

everything that they saw, every rifle that they saw on TV, had a magazine hanging 

down below the stock of the rifle. I’m sure they reasoned that if a rifle didn’t have 

a magazine it wouldn’t have any ammunition.  

The M1 doesn’t have a magazine. It uses an eight-round clip that fits into the 

stock of the rifle itself. When you look at an M1 from the side, you have no idea if 

it’s loaded or not loaded.  

As soon as I got close to the Guardsmen I looked down at their rifles and realized 

very quickly that every one of them had live ammunition in it. I thought to 

myself, “This is a recipe for disaster.”  

The other observation that struck me was the fearlessness of the students – the 

only thing I could liken it to was the fearlessness of the soldiers that I had seen in 
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Vietnam – they took chances that you wouldn’t believe. I guess it’s why you drive 

95 miles an hour down a crowded boulevard when you’re 17, but you don’t do it 

when you’re 67 as I am now. It’s that period of time when you’re invincible, and 

these kids must have seen themselves as invincible.  

Another side issue, I had gone to the campus with three or four rolls of 36mm 

exposure color film and a couple of rolls of black and white. Within three hours I 

had gone through all of my film. I had just finished my last shot, I’m standing in 

front of the William Oxley Thompson Library, when a student walks by in flip 

flops, cutoffs, tee-shirt, and scuba gear. That was his way of getting through the 

tear gas. He exemplified the expression, “Keep on truckin.” He was going to his 

class, determined he wasn’t going to miss out. The riot wasn’t going to stop him 

thanks to his scuba gear.  

I stood there and all I could do was watch and laugh. I missed it. I didn’t have one 

frame of film left; I had two cameras and no film. I was frustrated, to say the least. 

Q. One of your biggest regrets. 

A. One of my biggest.  

Q. Well, you talk about the fearlessness. That was part of what was so compelling 

about the Kent State deaths was no one believed that they would shoot, and that 

people would die. These are civilians, your own countrymen as it were. Now we 

would never imagine that a National Guardsman would have real ammunition. I 

think that was part of the fearlessness, don’t you think, that (a) they wouldn’t have 

ammunition as you said – kids didn’t know – and (b) that they would never use it. 
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A. Yes, you know, and I wonder why because by that time the Black Panthers had 

shown up in Oakland with guns. We’d spent most of the ’60s watching white 

police use their truncheons, water hoses and vicious dogs against civil rights 

activists. Black leaders were shot and killed. Students had taken over held the 

Administration Office for several days at Columbia in 1967, and the police felt 

free to beat on them with night sticks, but shoot college students? I don’t think 

anyone on any campus, saw that as a possibility.  

The tension within families: I remember the summer of ’67, my last summer 

before going into the Army, I was at home and the boy across the street was a 

high school senior. I was awakened at two in the morning and heard Peter 

pounding on his front door and screaming, “Let me in, let me in.” I looked out 

and all his clothes had been thrown out onto the front lawn.  

The next morning we got the explanation. His parents had told him, "You get a 

haircut and you take off that peace sign, or you don’t come back in the house.” 

When he didn’t do either, they threw him out. I don’t think that was untypical.  

I remember that same summer I had a difficult time watching television with my 

father. He would sit – especially if it had anything to do with civil rights, and 

especially open housing, and I had taken part in open housing demonstrations 

here in Columbus – and constantly tell me, “You have no idea what you’re asking 

for, wait until you own a home of your own and housing values go down because 

blacks move next door.”  
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That was part of going to school in the ’60s too, so many things changing so 

rapidly.  

That was another thing I wanted to say about my freshman year. Winter quarter I 

had this fantastic adjunct for English 412. She was very stylish – tailored suits and 

skirts – and I remember her coming in first or second week and starting a lecture 

about how we live in a democracy and what does that mean.  

Hands went up – all those words that you say without any knowledge of exactly 

what it is you’re saying or what it really does mean. You’ve never really 

examined it; you’ve just used it because you’ve heard it so often.  

She listened and then said, “So, if this is a society where everyone is equal under 

law, then why is it that the men on this campus are free to come and go as they 

please and the girls must sign in and out.” No, I’m sorry, she never used the word 

“girls.” She would have said women. “The women on this campus must sign in 

and out.” “Why may you stay out anytime for as long as you want but they have 

to be in by 11:00 and three 2 o’clocks a quarter? And furthermore, why do men 

have maid service in their dorm rooms every day and the women once a week?”  

Now the clichés regarding women – protection, fair sex, the weaker gender came 

pouring out. “Women are neater,” one of my male peers said. “That just makes 

sense. They don’t need it [maid service] every day.”  

It stunned me that this professor actually questioned those “en loco parentis” 

rules. I remember one kid, really handsome guy, raised his hand and stood up and 

said, “Well, if they didn’t have hours the girls would all be pregnant in no time.”  
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The professor took that very calmly and said, “So something magic happens after 

12:00? Something happens that suddenly we become sexually active? What 

makes you think that the only reason we’re here is to get into bed with you?”  

We, of course, thought, “Well, isn’t that really why women are here?” The male 

ego knows no bounds I guess.  

Again, like the professor the preceding quarter telling me the University’s purpose 

was academics and not football, this woman pointed out that I was living in a 

society that clearly delineated freedom in many different ways, what being male 

and free was one thing and being female and free was an entirely different thing.  

So have I sufficiently obfuscated the question? Where were we here? 

Q. No, that’s okay. I want to go back actually to 1969 and to actually the classes, you 

had spoken about one when you came back, where the grad students were 

destructive in class. But were you, there were a whole lot of people who just 

wanted to go to class and were angry at the demonstrators for all the disruption. 

A. Right. 

Q. Were you one of those? Because I could see you coming at it from a whole bunch 

of viewpoints. 

A. I was disturbed because this guy was excellent and I was learning so much. I think 

if the grad students had asked valid questions and in a valid manner, I would have 

had sympathy for them, or I would have at least said, “Well, there’s a place for 

this. Maybe this isn’t the right time and place, but there’s a reason why you would 

disrupt a class, or you would ask a very pointed question to a professor.”  
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Again, at that point in my life I was so lost and disoriented. In watching the riots, 

my mind just kept going trying to make sense of what I was experiencing. In my 

mind the only reason the students were free to rebel was because someone else 

was serving in their place keeping them exempt from the draft. Students had an 

automatic deferment.  

I never questioned the policy, probably with three uncles and a father having 

served in World War II, I never questioned the idea of service to the country.  

Strange, because I certainly questioned why the German soldiers and the Japanese 

soldiers served their country in World War II. I mean, couldn’t they see how 

stupid that was?  

I felt like there was a legitimate reason for a country to ask you to serve. I knew 

that the students that were out there protesting were there simply because they 

could afford to be there, because they hadn’t been drafted. I knew that many 

others had gone to Canada rather than serve. I wasn’t convinced that they were 

acting out of some moral principle.  

At the same time, I knew how the National Guard and the Reserves were working.  

I can tell you from firsthand experience in Vietnam, I would be out doing a story 

with a rifle company, and a rifle company should have had 150 men. I’d look 

around and I’d see that they clearly had nowhere near 150 men. They were 

operating literally at 50 percent of their strength in combat.  

I’m back in Columbus and I’m assigned to the 636th Transportation Brigade, and 

we had Ph.D. candidates driving trucks. We had doctors and lawyers who were 

mechanics. Any menial job the army would task us with, we could not only do it, 
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but we could outperform the regular army units. We could go into the field for 

graded exercises, and because of the expertise and the mental ability of these 

guys, we could go in and perform any of those tasks and do a superb job. And 

they couldn’t be sent to Vietnam. As long as they showed up one weekend a 

month and took a two week summer camp they could avoid active duty and 

deployment to Vietnam. 

Further, the 636th – in fact, all National Guard and Reserve units, had received 

Department of Defense permission to go to 150 percent of their strength. So 

infantry units in Vietnam were at 50 percent strength and at the 636th, we had 

back-up truck drivers, to back up truck drivers, to back up the truck driver—and 

many of them had advanced degrees. One hundred fifty percent strength.  

In the office I was in, the Brigade S/3 – Training and Operations – there was the 

brigade operations officer, a Major, and four lieutenants assigned as assistant S/3s 

shadowing him.  

So I looked at the Guardsmen on campus and I thought, “That’s just another out.” 

How do you get into a Guard unit in the middle of a war? I knew the answer: At 

that time the Guard and the Reserves were lily white. If you were politically 

connected, you got in.  

Dare I say it’s how a recent president was able to jump something like 1,600 other 

applicants to get into flight school and go into the Texas Air National Guard?  

I’m watching all this, and on the one hand I have sympathy for the soldiers 

because I can just imagine what it’s like. They were taking a lot of verbal abuse. 
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“Motherfucker” was not uncommon and “pigs,” “Nazi pigs.” Just one insult after 

the other, and they had to stand there and take it. I had sympathy for them.  

On the other hand, I had seen what the Vietnam War was. I had been in 

downtown Saigon. I’d seen all these 15-, 25-year-old kids who could have easily 

been serving in the South Vietnamese Armed Forces and they weren’t. There was 

a reason. They were the sons of the wealthy connected Vietnamese and so they 

weren’t serving. And I thought, “Well, this war’s going nowhere.”  

So I had empathy for the American students because I could see that the war was 

not being fought intelligently, and wasn’t that important to the South Vietnamese. 

And yet I saw that they, the American students, were there on campus because 

they too were connected. They had enough money and enough smarts to avoid 

having to serve. 

I looked back at the Guardsmen and I had sympathy for them because they were 

following orders and they were in uniform and they were doing what they had to 

do. No sooner would I think that than I’d remember that I knew that the reason 

they were there, on campus, and not in Vietnam was because they had 

connections.  

When I added it to all the other confusion that was going on in my life, I just had 

no idea what to make out of it. I think I’m still stuck in that ambivalence about 

what did it all mean and why did it all take place.  

Q. When Kent State happened, what did you think of that and what did you think 

about the OSU closing in reaction to that? 
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A. I came home that afternoon. When my wife came home we turned on the TV set 

and caught Walter Conkrite and that’s when we found out about Kent State.  

Q. Now back up, you had gotten married when? 

A. Oh, I got married right after I came back from Vietnam. I got married in 

November of 1969. 

W. And was she a student here too? 

A. No, she had just graduated from the College of William and Mary. She later 

became a law student at OSU Law and is now a practicing attorney in Columbus. 

Q. So you were both living off campus at the time? 

A. Yes. 

Q. Okay. 

A. When she came home I told her about what was going on on the campus and I 

said, “This is just an accident waiting to happen.” We turned on the news and 

boom.  

I was amazed that it happened at Kent State. My image of Kent State at that time 

had been formed from students who went there and told me how disappointed 

they were; they had gone there thinking it would be a residential college and 

instead on Friday it was bumper-to-bumper traffic to get out of Kent and go back 

home to Cleveland, totally unlike Ohio U[niversity] or Bowling Green or Miami, 

an entirely different student atmosphere. Knowing this, I couldn’t imagine enough 

students on the campus to cause any problems.  

At the end of that news show, Walter Conkrite finished and said, “We’re going to 

run a list of all the universities that have closed.” It started off with Amherst and 
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Alabama and went through Youngstown State. It seemed as if any school that had 

a football team was on that list. It was obvious that higher education, across the 

nation, had come to a halt. There was a fear among students that their campus 

could be next.  

When Ohio State closed it was a question of “What next? How long?” The people 

I really felt sorry for were my fellow education majors who would have been in 

the middle of student teaching. What were they going to do?  

I can just imagine someone in architecture, or engineering, or in an arts program 

where a portfolio would be a final terminal project – what were they going to do?  

We waited to find out. I think the school was closed down for one whole week, 

but there had been speculation that it was going to be for a whole quarter. 

Q. It was closed from May 6 through May 19, and then it came back basically for 

final exams, although the administration had decided that everyone would get 

pass/fail for that quarter. So I’m not sure, it may have been on an individual basis 

for seniors who had things [like] portfolios, what would happen to them. But we 

were, I don’t know how many, but we were one of the schools that did hold 

Commencement. Many didn’t, like Ohio University. 

A. University of Cincinnati did not. In fact, this spring they invited the graduating 

class of 1970 back to go through the graduation that they were “denied.”  

Q. You obviously were here in Columbus and you would have, I guess, taken your 

final exams if you had any? 

A. Yes. It was pass/fail and by that time I was bouncing around trying to find a 

minor to get out. I had so many credit hours and I just couldn’t seem to line them 
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up to get the old issue of square peg [going in the] round hole. And I could never 

figure out how to get a round peg. Couldn’t do that. I think I had a psych class, an 

art class, probably a couple of psych classes, and they were on pass/fail. By that 

time I was doing fairly well, so it ticked me off that I was getting a “P” instead of 

an “A” or a “B.”  

Q. When did you finally graduate? 

A. I graduated in December 1971. A week before I graduated The Lantern ran an 

article on a study that the university had just completed. The study wanted to 

determine what happened to students who didn’t graduate in the first four or five 

years of undergrad. They concluded that if you hadn’t graduated within six or 

seven years of the day that you entered you weren’t going to graduate. That meant 

that statistically, I was an outlier, a total statistical anomaly. I finally made it in 

1971. Ten years. Fall of 1961 to fall of 1971. 

Q. And what was your major? 

A. I majored in speech and theatre through the College of Education, and I ended up 

with a Psychology minor which was totally useless, but it was interesting. 

Q. That’s true. Then you went on to do what? You’re now at Northern Kentucky 

[University]? 

A. Yes. I was a salesman for Remington Rand. I did public information work for a 

year and a half for Governor John Gilligan. And then my wife and I split.  

I went out to California and worked there for a while. I came back and started to 

do freelance photography and I had just gotten started, gotten some connections, 

when I met a woman in Cincinnati, an ex-teacher. There was still something 
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compelling about education to both of us. So I went down and talked to the 

College of Education at the University of Cincinnati. I went back for my master’s 

in education and took the courses necessary to be certified in elementary 

education and in reading education. She finished her master’s in English at the 

same time. 

I started teaching. I had avoided it because I convinced myself that there wasn’t 

any money in it. Upon completion of my student teaching I’d had a couple of 

offers for positions doing speech, theatre and debate including two here in 

Columbus, but I had an Army obligation hanging over my head and I couldn’t get 

out of that. When I came back the state curriculum standards had changed and 

those kinds of positions were gone. I needed an English minor and there was no 

way I was going to do that.  

I finally accepted the new reality: I obtained a graduate teaching assistantship at 

UC and within a year and a half I was out teaching. I’ve loved it. This is now my 

35th year in education. Thirty years with public schools, usually assigned to 

Catholic schools doing remedial reading, and now I’m in my sixth year at NKU 

[Northern Kentucky University]. 

Q. What do you think the effect of that time period is or the legacy of that time 

period has been on you as you’ve moved forward? 

A. Some of the changes are subtle and others more obvious. An example: I’ve 

assigned Generation Me [by Jean Twenge] to my freshmen students.  

I remember “dating” instead of “hanging out” or “hooking up.” I remember the 

first time I used “hooking up” in the classroom. I thought it meant getting 
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together, or meeting someone. The way I talked indicated that there was no sexual 

activity involved.  

My students pulled me aside and said, “You know that has a specific meaning that 

you probably don’t want to use.”  

I also worked for a while at Miami U[niversity]. Miami is a residential college, 

and I didn’t notice that many students working. By contrast, NKU has a 

significant nontypical student population, especially women who raised their 

children and have now gone back to college or single moms who realize they’re 

going to need more money to survive. I get men who have been out in the 

business world for five or ten years and suddenly decide that there is going to be a 

glass ceiling until they get a degree.  

We also have “typical students” at NKU, but many of our “typical students” are 

working full-time and trying to go to school full-time.  

That just didn’t happen at Ohio State when I was here. I could go home, get a job 

for the summer in a General Motors plant, and I could make enough money in 

eight weeks at home to pay for everything, room, board, tuition, fraternity fees, 

and have a nice life.  

I worked part-time for WBNS, and the intramural sports department, and received 

a small stipend from ROTC that made it even easier.  

Those days are gone. I frankly don’t know how someone who is going to graduate 

in education can afford to do it. The cost of education has just gone through the 

roof.  
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The biggest difference I note, and this is as true at Miami as it is at NKU, is how 

docile today’s students are. They’re not dumb, far from it, but they seem to be 

overwhelmed – or so disinterested – that they don’t speak up in class. It’s very 

difficult to get a discussion going. That may be because I work with very few 

upperclassmen, but it’s a stunning contrast to the ’60s student to me.  

Q. Well, do you want to add anything else about your time here at OSU? Your long 

time here at OSU? 

A. My long time, yes. I had not been back to the University for about four or five 

years and I got tickets to a football game.  

Q. When was this? 

A. Oh wow, this would have been around 1983, ’84. I had a good friend, Amy Fink, 

who was Amy Klunkler when she was a student here – I have some hilarious 

stories about the two of us in children’s theatre – anyway, I called Amy and told 

her that Kathy and I were coming up for a football game.  

I need to stop here and explain. I had grown up in what was essentially a 

Unitarian church, almost no ritual, and Kathy had been at Sister of Mercy for 11 

years before I met her. When we would talk about religion I would always 

complain about the Mass, “The ritual is too much, it’s too much. I can’t put up 

with all that ritual. Just get to the heart of the matter. Just talk about why you’re 

there, what brings you to want to spend an hour together.” 

Now we’re back in Columbus and we’re going to meet up with Amy and her 

husband. First, we hit the North ’burg on Friday night. I had to show Kathy the 

North ’burg. Then we walked to Larry’s and Larry’s was still Larry’s, the only 
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place near campus where you could hear jazz, classical or folk music along with 

rock.  

The next day, I woke her up at the crack of dawn and brought her over to take the 

grand tour of the campus and ending up at the skull session. I had been the last 

person, the last drummer, cut from the marching band in 1961. I knew some of the 

inside aspects of their performances. I insisted that we had to be in our seats in 

time for the ramp entry.  

When the drummers came out, I said, “Watch, watch how they do this.” They 

would put a bag of chalk just outside the end zone where every member was 

supposed to hit their foot and make their turn on either side. “Watch how 

everyone puts their foot in that chalk.”  

I’m pointing all this out and I say, “Now watch the drum major. If he’s really 

good he’s going to do a back bend [and] plant that plume on the ground. Now 

watch – he throws the baton over the cross bar and catches it on the other side.”  

They finished the entry, they played the National Anthem, performed Script Ohio, 

and then they played the Alma Mater, and I lost it. I’m standing there and tears 

are running down my cheeks, I’m singing Carmen Ohio and choking up at the 

same time.  

Kathy looked over and said, “I thought you hated ritual.”  

Q. Well, for many like you, OSU football is a religion.  

A. It still brings me back to the campus. When I left in June of ’67 I was sent to an 

officer’s basic course at Fort Eustis. I was surrounded by people who had gone to 

major state universities, University of Michigan, University of Wisconsin, 
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University of Illinois, University of Iowa, Penn State, and a lot of southern 

schools. When I talked with those other officers I realized what a broad education 

I had received at Ohio State. I had received a quality education.  

As I’ve gone on through my professional career, I’m aware of how often 

something – a study or an education method – has come up, and I’ve realized that 

I first heard that in an education class at OSU, or when I look at the national 

rankings of the College of Education, it makes me realize that I was a part of an 

outstanding program that was nationally recognized for its excellence. I’ve 

become much more attached to the academic side of the university.  

That said, I have problems with the fact that it’s now a selective university 

because there ought to be a place for a slug like me to come in and figure it out 

and be able to graduate and become a productive citizen.  

Q.  Well Forrest, I appreciate your time. I really do. I think this has been a wonderful 

interview and it will be a wonderful addition to our program. Thank you. 

A. Thank you.  


