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Slew Hagey, '74, was bureau chief for United Press International
in Beirut when he was kidnapped by gunmen and held for more than
eight hours before being released unharmed. In January Hagey stop-
ped by Lexington to share his experience with Washington and Lee
Journalism students. His account of the episode is dramatic; his
thoughts on the volatile situation are thought-provoking. The
P’_’Ulrwumh s from Beirut are courtesy of United Press International.
Pictured above are Moslem militiamen firing a 75-millimeter
recoilless rifle at Christian forces during the Feb. 6, 1984, revolt
in west Beirut.
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UPI’s Reporter in Lebanon
Recounts Kidnapping Ordeal

by Stephen Hagey, 74

One of my Lebanese kidnappers stood over me and calmly
screwed a foot-long silencer onto a submachine gun. I was
slumped on the floor—shoved into a corner between two other
gunmen—as he slowly brought the gun barrel around and
trained it on my heart.

I tensed, waiting for him to shoot. My neck hurt. I closed
my eyes. I hoped I would die quickly.

But instead of shooting, he mouthed a sound—*‘bam-bam-
bam-bam’’—and I realized it was just the latest ploy in a
game the gunmen had been playing with me for hours in the
narrow hallway of an apartment house somewhere near
Beirut.

‘““We do this to you in ten minutes,”’ he sneered.

I nodded. Maybe, I thought, I’d be able to stall them a lit-
tle longer than that.

I was one of the few remaining American correspondents
based in the Lebanese capital when two colleagues and I were
abducted, robbed, and terrorized on the last weekend in
December 1984. We had planned a quiet dinner in a west
Beirut restaurant. We ended up blindfolded, with guns to our
heads, while a gang of Lebanese gunmen ransacked our
apartments.

UPI Photc



Kidnapped
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After I graduated from Washington and Lee in 1974, |
worked in Washington, D.C., for a couple of years before
joining United Press International in Knoxville, Tenn. Six
years later, I was on the UPI Foreign Desk in New York City.
A vyear after that I was in Lebanon—an assignment for which
I volunteered.

Even though I had wiggled out of some tight spots over
seven years as a UPI cor-
respondent, nothing had
prepared me for that assign-
ment in Beirut—or for the
night I spent waiting to die at
the hands of crazed
kidnappers.

I arrived in Lebanon, my
first overseas post for UPI,
in December 1983. I knew it
would be dangerous and had
tried to come to grips with
the possibility of a violent
death a long way from home.

I thought it might come
from a car or truck bomb, a
piece of jagged shrapnel from
a stray artillery round, a
bullet from a rooftop sniper
or a sidewalk assassin, or
even from a hit-and-run by a
maniac driver roaring down
one of the many twisting streets in Lebanon’s lawless capital.

But kidnapping was my biggest fear. It was everyone’s
great fear—the unknown. I rarely talked about it, as if to
mention it would jinx me. And as my tenure as UPI’s Beirut
bureau chief was nearing an end, it happened.

It was 9 p.m. Beirut time on Saturday, Dec. 29—2 p.m.
on the East Coast of the United States. Two colleagues and I
had left the Commodore Hotel, the favored hangout of
foreign correspondents in Beirut’s mainly Moslem western sec-
tor, and had headed to Relais de Normandie, a small, out-of-
the-way French restaurant a few blocks away.

There had been two days of sporadic street fighting in the
area between rival Moslem militiamen—teenagers firing Soviet-
made Kalashnikov submachine guns and rocket-propelled
grenade launchers. But it was relatively quiet that night, so we
had taken a chance and gone out to dinner.

As we approached the restaurant, I failed to notice a
bearded youth behind the wheel of a grimy Mercedes-Benz
double-parked along the sidewalk. A double-parked car was
hardly unusual, though, in a city where one-way streets run
both ways and motorists occasionally drive on the sidewalks.

We entered the restaurant through sliding wooden doors. 1
was in the lead. About 15 or 20 Lebanese men and women
were chatting over drinks and dinner. I barely noticed three or
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Moslem militiamen during street fighting in the Feb. 6, 1984, revolt.

four youths standing in the center aisle until one suddenly
turned and pointed a pistol at my gut. Wrapped around his
face was a red-and-white checkered bandana—actually a
napkin from a nearby table.

I thought it was a joke.

‘““‘Hey, man, c’mere,”’ he demanded, in English. I did.

He asked if I were an American. ‘‘Yes,”” I responded, ad-
ding that I had been working in Lebanon as a journalist for
the past year.

He jabbed his hand into
my jacket pocket and stole
about $300 in Lebanese
money. Then he opened my
shoulder bag, grabbed my
tape recorder, and flipped it
on.

I looked around. The
other patrons were looking at
the floor, the walls, the
ceiling—anywhere but at me.
My two companions—
freelance radio correspondent
Maggie Fox and Reuters news
agency reporter Bill
Maclean—were ordered to sit
down. I remained standing.

Stupidly, I volunteered
that my recorder had tape
from Naqoura, where troop
withdrawal talks had been
held between Lebanon and Israel, behind Israeli lines in
southern Lebanon.

Immediately, the gunman in the bandana accused me of
being an ‘‘American CIA agent’’—a phrase I would hear
steadily for the next nine hours.

He frisked me, and then the gunmen herded the three of
us into the waiting Mercedes. We were told our apartments
would be searched. If we had any weapons, they warned,
they’d kill us. If not, we’d be freed.

We were scared stiff. We had walked into a robbery, and
now we were being taken into that unknown we had feared
the most.

““You good man,”’ they told Bill when he said he was
Canadian. They patted him on the back. They virtually ig-
nored Maggie, which surprised none of us even though she
was an American. In much of the Middle East, women are
regarded as little more than second-class citizens.

“You American CIA! You bad!’’ they kept telling me.
Clearly, I was being singled out.

I kept hoping we’d pass one of the dozens of Lebanese ar-
my and militia checkpoints dotting the capital, but the kidnap-
pers evaded them.

My seafront apartment was the first stop. The gunmen
threw my glasses onto a chair and blindfolded us with shirts



and socks. )
They peeled some of my tangerines. I could smell them

eating the fruit while they stashed my stereo, cameras, tape
recorders, trench coat, shirts, cashmere sweaters, and more
than $1,000 in cash into pillowcases and a suitcase.

Our blindfolds were removed and we were driven to Bill’s
ground-floor apartment several blocks away. A party was in
progress on an upper floor, but no one noticed as the
four bearded youths forced
us inside.

They blindfolded me with
a necktie and gave me a
handful of cashews, stuffing
some of them into my
mouth. Maggie and Bill were
led into a back room, where
they were bound and gagged.
After stealing Bill’s valuables,
the kidnappers came in and
said they were taking me with
them. By now, it was about
11 p.m.—4 p.m. at my
parents’ home in Bristol,
Tenn., on the Virginia-
Tennessee border.

I asked where we were
going.

““No questions,”” snapped
one of the gunmen.

I was relieved for Maggie and Bill, for I believed both
were alive and their ordeal was over.

But I was close to despair. I thought I was being driven
away to be murdered—to be felled by a bullet after more than
a year of surviving the extreme violence of Beirut, dodging the
mayhem that had killed some 2,000 people and wounded
thousands more.

We drove toward the city’s southern slums, past bombed-
out buildings and cinderblock shacks inhabited by a mixture
of Shiite Moslem and Palestinian refugees. No longer blind-
folded, I was hunched over in the back seat between two
gunmen. Two others were in the front. My mind raced over
the possibilities: how could I escape?

I couldn’t come up with a scheme I thought would work.
We headed deeper into the slums. I struggled desperately to
appear calm, but my insides were churning.

: I 'had a splitting headache by now, intensified by the
disorientation I felt without my eyeglasses. They forced me to
keep my head lowered. If I lifted it slightly, one of them
Would bang me on the back of my neck.

Communication was difficult. My captors spoke little
Elnglish; I spoke little Arabic. We settled on a mixture of
Pidgin English, Arabic, and French, with occasional sign
language thrown in.

USS New Jersey firing into Lebanon’s Shouf mountains in February 1984

I could tell roughly where we were headed—past the Sabra
and Chatila Palestinian refugee camps and on toward Burj al
Brajneh, a Shiite neighborhood a few miles south of Beirut,
between the capital and its international airport. I had no clue
to the identities of my captors, although I suspected they were
Shiite ‘‘freelancers’’ on the fringe of one of the many armed
groups roaming the streets of west Beirut.

The driver eventually stopped the car and went in-
side a house with one of the
others. They were gone for a
while. I figured they were on
the phone with someone, try-
ing to decide what to do with
me.

I had no way of knowing
it, but Bill and Maggie had
broken free and gone for
help. Two UPI colleagues—
Peter Smerdon, a Briton, and
Nayla Shalhub, a
Lebanese—had arrived at the
restaurant just after we were
abducted and also had alerted
what passes for the
authorities in Beirut.

It was about 5 p.m. EST
when the first phone call
came to my parents in Ten-
nessee. My mother answered.
Gene Blabey, UPI’s senior ex-
ecutive for Europe, Africa, and the Middle East, was calling
from our division headquarters in London.

‘““Mrs. Hagey,”’ he said, ‘‘I don’t know how to tell you
this. I’'m sorry, but Steve has been kidnapped in Beirut. We
don’t know who has him. He was with two people who
escaped, but he was taken away. We’re doing everything we
can to find him, to get him released.

For the next seven hours, my family and my many friends
in UPI sweated it out while I was held incommunicado in the
squalor of southern Beirut. UPI executives in London and
Washington kept calling my family, telling them about their
efforts to free me and keeping them up to date on my
predicament.

I was hoping no one knew what had happened, because I
didn’t want anyone to worry about me.

Despite the accusations against me, I thought the kidnap-
ping had few, if any, political overtones. I had stumbled into
a robbery and had fallen unexpectedly into the hands of thugs
who had no idea what to do with me. But that was little con-
solation, because I believed now that they had an American in
their hands, the kidnappers would take things as far as they
could. To me, that meant a bullet.

Eventually, I was moved to a small pickup truck with a
canvas top over the back. I sat between two gunmen as we
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Kidnapped

meandered deeper into the slums before stopping in an alley.

The kid on my left—he was about 20, maybe 21—yanked
on my earlobe and slammed my forehead with the palm of his
hand. It wasn’t severe. It was just meant to intimidate or
humiliate me. But when he hit me, it felt like lightning was
flashing through my brain.

The kid on my right had a gun pointed at me and kept
clicking it, either by pulling
the trigger on an empty
chamber, or by flipping the
safety.

They repeatedly denounc-
ed the United States, Israel,
the CIA, and the Reagan
administration—all while
chain-smoking American-
made Marlboro and Winston
cigarettes.

‘‘Steve,”’ said the one on
my right, “‘this is your last
night. You know what we do
with you tonight? We kill
you. I love to see your
American blood in Beirut.”’

““I hope you don’t,” I
said.

““Oh yes we do,”” he
replied, adding: ‘‘But no
worry. Tomorrow, everything
over. Everything OK. You go home to the United States. To
family, to parents. But you go home in a box. They will put
dirt on it. And,”” wiping his hands together in a classic Levan-
tine gesture and using the Arabic word for ‘‘finished,’” he
said, ‘‘you will be khalas!”’

I tried to get them talking about America, repeatedly tell-
ing them I was a ‘‘good American.”” They named their
favorite actors—Clint Eastwood, Charles Bronson, and Chuck
Norris. They said they liked slain President John F. Kennedy,
whom they claimed was assassinated by the CIA.

With all due respect to the Kennedy family, I invoked
JFK’s name as often as I could from then on.

After a while, the beatings and threats stopped and they
shoved me into a Volvo parked a few yards away. Another
youth joined them. He was carrying a sleeping bag, which
raised my hopes a bit. Perhaps, I thought, they’d let me get a
little sleep before killing me.

We drove to an apartment house nearby, and I was led in-
side with my jacket wrapped around my head. I was seated on
a couch and blindfolded again.

Soon they led me into a long, narrow hallway and forced
me to sit in a corner. Everyone left, but a few minutes later
another guy walked in and asked if I were OK. ‘‘Yes,” |
whispered, ‘“‘I’'m fine.”

Then he spelled out their demands—$100,000 for my
4

U.S. Marines withdrawing from Beirut in late February 1984

freedom. I told him I didn’t have that much money. He in-
sisted, saying I could write a check.

A check, I thought. A check! I told them no one—not
even the crookedest money changer in Beirut—would accept a
personal check for $100,000. But they kept insisting and refus-
ed to call UPI. One of the three gunmen there said they
wanted me to write six checks totaling $100,000.

I rounded it off to six
checks for $16,000 apiece and
asked whether $96,000 would
suffice. He said it would.

By now it was about 4
a.m. in Beirut. Exhausted, I
wrote two checks for $16,000
each, chuckling at the absur-
dity of what I was doing.
That angered one of my cap-
tors, who snapped, ‘‘Steve,
you joke too much.”

After I had written the
two checks, they served
Turkish coffee and we sipped
it together. It tasted like
mud, but I asked for another
cup, hoping to soften them
up by pretending to enjoy
their hospitality.

Abruptly, the guy who
appeared to be in charge left
the room and came back carrying a small machine-pistol,
modeled along the lines of the Israeli-made Uzi. It was a Scor-
pion, made in Czechoslovakia. From behind his back he pro-
duced a silencer. It was about a foot long—longer than
anything I had seen, even in the worst B-grade movies.

He smiled as he slowly screwed the silencer onto the barrel
and trained the gun on my chest. The other two gunmen
stared at me, transfixed. He made a silent shooting sound
with his mouth, detached the clip, and handed me the gun.

I was flabbergasted. I had no idea what to do next. I ask-
ed for the clip. He gave it to me. All three of them stared at
me again. I had the gun in one hand and a clip full of bullets
in the other, but the odds just didn’t add up. I knew they’d
kill me if I made a false move, and I realized I didn’t know
enough about the gun to reassemble it and shoot them. So I
said it was a beautiful weapon and handed it back.

Next, the one beside me handed me his pistol. I held it for
a moment, correctly identified it as a Belgian-made
9-millimeter—to their delight—and then set it aside. I knew
they were playing games with me and that if I tried anything,
it would give them the perfect excuse to kill me.

Finally, I convinced them of the folly of writing $96,000 in
checks, so the one in charge tore up the two I had written.
One of the others inexplicably demanded a check for $1,400. I



wrote it and he stashed it in his shirt pocket.

After more haggling, at about 5:30 that Sunday morn-
ing, they decided to let me go—on the-condition that I meet
one of their accomplices the next night and give him $10,000
in exchange for my U.S. passport, which they were going to
hold as collateral. They warned me not to call the police. 1
agreed.

Two of them drove me out of the southern suburbs to a
taxi stand near the Kuwaiti
Embassy, where they argued
with one of the drivers over
cab fare for a ride back into
the center of Beirut. From
what I could tell, they talked
him down from 25 Lebanese
pounds to 15 pounds, about
$2 at the time.

As | wearily approached
the taxi, still half expecting a
bullet in the back, I reminded
the gunmen that I had no
money.

“No problem, my
friend,”’ one said in Arabic.
He reached into his pocket,
fished out 15 pounds of the
money they had stolen from
me, paid the taxi driver, and
put me into the car with a
last-minute warning about the
police. ‘““No police,”’ I assured him.

My first impulse was to head for my apartment. I figured
Maggie and Bill were OK, and I wanted to get my glasses
before I did anything else. I found the glasses where the
gunmen had thrown them. Then I was driven to the Com-
modore, where Maggie had been put up for the night with
friends. Bill was safely tucked away at the Reuters bureau
chief’s apartment.

After calling my parents and UPI, I grabbed a second U.S.

passport | had for emergencies, hurriedly packed a suitcase,
and boarded an Air France flight for Paris that afternoon.
Even as I climbed aboard the plane, I was told that a caller
claiming to represent an Armenian guerrilla group had
threatened to blow up an Air France jetliner somewhere over
the Mediterranean that day.

A few days later, sitting in the safety of UPI’s London
bureau, I was told how my kidnappers had called our Beirut
bureau looking for me.

“Where is Mr. Hagey?”’ they are said to have demanded.
“He owes us $10,000.”

Our office administrator said I was at the bank and sug-
gested they call back in 15 minutes.

“Mr. Hagey owes us some money,” they said in another
Phone call. ““He did not keep his word. He is no gentleman.

Moslem militiaman in a house ransacked during the Feb. 6 revolt

But we know how to deal with people like him. We have turn-
ed this over to our collection agency.”’

I couldn’t help but laugh, wondering what the good people
at W&L would think of this. Would they request that I turn
in my diploma?

As far as we know, no ‘‘collection agents’’ mounted a
search for me in Beirut, and our office received no more

threatening calls.
To the uninitiated, this

escapade must sound bizarre.
But what happened to the
three of us was hardly
unusual in a city where rob-
bery, kidnapping, and murder
are as much a part of the
social fabric as jaywalking is
in most other cities around
the world.

Beirut is an insane
asylum, with the inmates in
charge. With a failing
economy and dozens of
heavily armed groups vying
for control of the capital, it
is getting worse. No one is
safe. Foreign correspondents
there—and at last count there
were less than a dozen native
Americans among them—
probably face more day-to-
day danger than journalists do anywhere else.

Which raises interesting questions: mainly, at what point
does it become too risky for reporters to cover a place like
Lebanon, a story that few readers seem to care about any
more, from a city whose name conjures up an image of ran-
dom, senseless violence?

UPI Photo
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It’s been more than two months since I fled Beirut, but I
am constantly reminded of that tortured city. In Washington,
where I am an editor on UPI’s Foreign Desk, I handle most
of our stories on Lebanon.

It’s a country whose agony is at least as old as the famed
cedars in the mountains north of Beirut or the Phoenician
ruins in the southern port of Tyre—two of the most beautiful
sights I’ve seen.

Particularly tragic was the American involvement in
Lebanon. I fear we may continue to pay the price for the U.S.
failure there unless there are fundamental changes in
American foreign policy.

Look back to Israel’s June 1982 invasion, which bears the
clear stamp of American acquiesence. Had Israel accomplished
its stated goal—driving Palestine Liberation Organization guer-
rillas away from northern Galilee—and quickly withdrawn its
forces, the countries involved might not have suffered as
heavily as they have.
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Instead, Israeli air, sea, and ground forces nearly pummel-
ed Beirut to rubble in their zeal to drive the PLO into the sea.
As a result, U.S. Marines and troops from France, Britain,
and Italy were ordered in to oversee the evacuation of PLO
guerrillas.

What followed, in the opinion of many experts on the
region, unleashed a wave of instability that thrives in Lebanon
today and threatens to throw the entire Middle East into
chaos.

First, the multinational forces pulled out. Then, in a cycle
of violence that led to a huge blowup in Beirut last year
Lebanese President-elect Bashir Gemayel was assassinated;
Israeli forces thrust briefly into west Beirut; and Christian
gunmen, bent on avenging Gemayel’s murder, massacred hun-
dreds of Palestinians and Lebanese Moslems in the Sabra and
Chatila camps.

In the fall of 1982 the Marines and other multinational
forces were sent back into Beirut with an ill-defined peace-
keeping role that hardly took into account the shifting
alliances among Lebanon’s long-feuding Christian and Moslem
communities.

The Marines soon came to be seen as supporters of
Lebanon’s Christian-led government, which at the time was
allied with Israel. They also were seen as extensions of a
foreign policy that shut out Syria from months of talks that
led to the May 17, 1983, security accord between Lebanon and
Israel.

Infuriated, Syrian leader Hafez Assad vowed to wreck the
May 17 agreement. He did it by fueling a Lebanese Moslem
revolt against the U.S.-backed government of Christian Presi-
dent Amin Gemayel, Bashir’s brother.

Against this backdrop—Arab perceptions of lopsided U.S.
support for Lebanese Christians and Israel at the expense of
millions of Moslems—the U.S. Embassy was bombed April
18, 1983, in west Beirut; U.S. and French peacekeepers were
blown up Oct. 23, 1983, in Beirut; and the U.S. Embassy an-
nex was blown up last Sept. 20 in an east Beirut suburb.

British journalist William Shawcross, after a recent visit to
Syria and Lebanon, wrote in a Rolling Stone article that ‘‘the
only hope for any sort of solution’’ was cooperation among
the United States, Israel, and Syria over the withdrawal of
Syrian and Israeli troops from Lebanon and their replacement
by an expanded U.N. force. Even that, he suggested, was a
short-term answer.

In the long run, he argued, worldwide cooperation must
result in the establishment of a separate Palestinian homeland.
‘““And that will not be possible,”” Shawcross noted, ‘‘so
long as America continues to look at Syria and the rest of the

Middle East ‘through Israeli binoculars.” *’
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It was in this environment, then, that I entered Beirut just
over a month after 241 Marines were killed in the suicide
truck bombing of their barracks at Beirut airport. There were
daily warnings for Americans to leave Lebanon.

6

On Dec. 16, 1983, I came in by boat from Cyprus. Beirut
International Airport had been closed by artillery shelling be-
tween Druze Moslem rebels overlooking the runways and their
Christian countrymen a few miles away. On the 12-hour ride
across rough Mediterranean seas, I befriended a couple of
Lebanese.

One related an old Middle Eastern proverb about a frog
and a scorpion, a tale that came to be a reference point for
the factional conflicts in the region.

“You see,”” he said, ‘‘there was a frog who went hopping
down to the Litani River one day in southern Lebanon. He
spotted a scorpion.

““The scorpion said, ‘Hey, frog, may I ride across on your .
back?:

““No way,”” said the frog. ‘“‘You’ll sting me and then we’ll
both die.”’

“I wouldn’t do that,”” the scorpion assured the frog.
‘‘Please give me a ride.”’

The frog thought for a minute. ‘‘OK,’’ he said reluctantly,
“hop aboard.”’

About halfway across the river, the scorpion stung the frog
in the back.

““Good God, man, what have you done?’’ screamed the
frog. ‘“Now we’re both going to die!”’

““Ah, well,”” the scorpion said, ‘‘welcome to the Middle
East.”

This cut-off-your-nose-to-spite-your-face attitude seemed to
abound in much of Beirut. I saw it from the moment I arrived
at the port in Christian east Beirut, when two taxi drivers
fought over who would carry my luggage.

Nonetheless, I would say most of the Lebanese I dealt with
were unfailingly hospitable, polite, and courteous. But the
good were far overshadowed by the bad.

I arrived at a terrible time. Guerrilla attacks against the
multinational forces, particularly the Americans and the
French, were increasing. The city was under an 8 p.m. curfew,
enforced in part by a rash of terrorist bombings that in-
variably began about 7:45 p.m. and continued for the next
couple of hours.

The situation grew worse. On the day after Christmas, I
found myself crouched against a wall at an intersection
overlooking the Galerie Semaan crossing, on the Green Line
separating the Christian and Moslem sectors of Beirut.
Government troops and Moslem rebels were exchanging heavy
artillery and machine-gun fire. Shaken, I hurried back to my
office.

A few weeks later, the city erupted in chaos.

On Feb. 6, 1984, Moslem rebels poured into the streets of
west Beirut and drove Christian-led army units back across the
Green Line in two days of heavy fighting. The battle involved
some of the biggest field weapons available—155mm artillery,
multiple-rocket launchers, mortars, tanks, machine guns and
grenades. More than 100 people were killed and almost 1,000
were wounded.



For the next five months, hardly a day went
by that we didn’t hear the fighting between
Lebanon’s Christian and Moslem factions. Our
office was only a few blocks away from the
Green Line. Often we saw tracer bullets zing
past the windows or heard the bursts of ar-
tillery fire nearby. The carnage was unbearable,
but we kept working.

[ left in late May for a three-week vacation
that took me back home to Tennessee and to
visit friends in New York and Washington. I
returned on June 11, the day now known in
Lebanon as ‘‘Black Monday.”

The shelling picked up as my taxi driver
threaded his way through the Green Line. I
could hear mortar rounds exploding down the street. I was
hitting the driver on the shoulder, screaming to hurry up.
When he finally reached my office in west Beirut’s Hamra
district, I quickly paid him and ran inside.

That night, as the death toll ran over 100, I drove to the
morgue at the American University Hospital in west Beirut.
Ghazi Terhini, our Shiite office aide, was with me. We had
decided to check the casualty toll, to make sure our count was
accurate.

Neither of us was prepared for what we saw.

Scores of people were crowded into the hospital—many
wounded, others checking on dead or dying relatives. People
were wailing. We walked on, our heads down. The floor
began to get slippery as we approached the morgue, and I
realized that I was sliding on blood.

Then | saw them—bodies strewn across the floor. I
counted 48 of them.

The hospital had run out of room in the morgue
refrigerators, so the dead were stacked up like firewood. Torn
bodies, ripped open by flying steel, glass, and shrapnel. I was
struck by how flimsy the human cranium is, and how some
people’s eves keep staring even after a violent death.

Ghazi pointed to a dead man. ‘‘My friend,”’ he said.

It was terribly hot. Flies were buzzing around. The stench
was unbearable. Stunned, we left as quickly as we could.

I had trouble sleeping that night.

A few weeks later, the Syrians imposed a ‘‘security plan’’
that resulted in the various militias removing their heavy
Weapons from downtown Beirut. The Green Line came down,
Beirut airport reopened, and cargo ships began calling again in
What had been one of the busiest ports in the Mediterranean.

But the underlying problems remain. Resistance to the
Israeli occupation of the south is growing. Little has been
dpne to rearrange the distribution of power between the Chris-
ian community, which dominates political and economic life
In Lebanon, and Lebanon’s Moslem majority. And little has
been done to reconcile the deep rivalries among the Shiite,
Druze, and Sunni Moslem communities.

By late fall, the situation once again was taking a turn for

Hagey (third from left) and fellow reporters on the scene in Beirut

the worse. Rival factions were struggling for control of
various parts of Beirut and the rest of Lebanon. Street crime
was increasing as the Lebanese pound—once one of the most
stable currencies in the Middle East—continued to fall steadily
against the dollar.

Assassinations and car bombings—some apparently settling
old scores within the sectarian groups—became more frequent.

I was losing hope and compassion. I was also beginning to
worry about my safety. I had been taking different routes to
work at different times, but by late November I felt that even
these precautions weren’t enough.

One day, I recalled the words of a Lebanese businessman I
met the day I arrived in Beirut a year earlier.

“Why are you coming here?’’ he inquired. ‘“‘If you die in
Beirut, no one will pity you.”

Then, in December, two Americans were killed and two
were tortured aboard a Kuwaiti jetliner hijacked to Tehran.
We covered the story from Beirut, which had been our Middle
East listening post since American news agencies were expelled
from Iran after Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini’s rise to power
in 1979.

As we followed the story, we heard reports from
Washington that the Reagan administration was discussing the
possibility of a retaliatory strike against suspected Shiite ex-
tremist bases in eastern Lebanon’s Bekaa Valley.

Khairallah Khairallah, foreign editor of An Nahar, one of
the most respected newspapers in the Middle East, came to
UPI’s office during the standoff in Tehran. He was one of the
most level-headed people I'd met in Beirut.

“‘Steve,” he said, ‘‘if I were an American, I would not be
here for any reason. I have never seen it so bad. If the
Americans hit Baalbeck, you had better hide. Better yet, leave
Beirut. Now.”’

He went back downstairs. 1 asked Peter Smerdon, UPI’s
only other foreign correspondent in Beirut, for his opinion.
We discussed it but reached no conclusion. I didn’t want to
leave. Not yet, anyway.

But in a little less than three weeks, I was gone. I had to
go. It was the most sensible thing to do. And I doubt that I’ll
return anytime soon.
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Plans for Coeducation Proceeding

Applications Set Record; Housing Recommendations Approved

Washington and Lee’s first coeduca-
tional undergraduate class will be selected
from the largest pool of applicants in the
University’s history.

The flood of applications, which top-
ped 2,600 in February, leads to the next
logical question: how will the University
house the freshmen, both men and
women?

That question was answered in
January when the Board of Trustees ac-
cepted the housing plan recommended by
the Coeducation Steering Committee, the
faculty-student-administration committee
that has been at work since September
examining the multitude of ramifications
coeducation will have.

As of mid-February, W&L had receiv-
ed applications from 2,629 high school
seniors—1,932 men and 697 women. That
represents a 75 percent increase over the
best admissions year in W&L history.

In December the University admitted
110 students (71 men, 39 women) under
the Early Decision Plan. That leaves only
290 places in the 400-member class that
will enter this fall and creates the
brightest admissions situation W&L has
had for years with more than eight ap-
plicants for each remaining spot in the
Class of 1989.

Preliminary studies indicate the appli-
cant pool is the most highly qualified in
years based not only on standardized test
scores and secondary school performance
but also in personal characteristics, such
as extracurricular activities, athletic
achievements, and civic involvement.

Meantime, the Coeducation Steering
Committee spent a major part of its first
few months studying the housing
situation.

After lengthy discussions, considerable
correspondence with other recently
coeducated colleges, and interviews with
W&L women law students who have oc-
cupied on-campus housing, the committee
made its recommendation on housing to
the Trustees at their meeting in Atlanta
in January.

The plan will. use a mix of alternate-
floor and alternate-wing housing for
Davis, Gilliam, and Graham-Lees
dormitories.
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Freshman women students will be housed in the center section of the Graham-Lees dormitory
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(above). The second and third floors of Davis Dorm (the dorm at left in the second photo) and
on the second floor and a portion of the third floor of Gilliam Dorm (on the right in the second

photo).

In arriving at its recommendation, the
committee reported that it was guided by
three major concerns: security, successful
assimilation of women, and privacy.

Other factors, considered less impor-
tant, included noise and damage control
and the ‘‘equitable division between men
and women of the burden imposed by the
necessary conversion of some single
rooms into doubles to accommodate the
increased size (30 students) of next year’s
freshman class.”’

Under the plan, men will be housed
on the ground floor of three-story Davis
while the second and third floors will be
women’s halls. Entrances to the women’s
halls above will be secured by locked
doors. In Gilliam, a four-story facility,
men will be housed on both the ground
floor and the first floor; the second floor
will be a women'’s floor. The third floor
will be divided with men occupying
rooms in the North Wing and women oc-
cupying rooms in the South Wing. A
firewall separates the wings.

In Graham-Lees, the largest freshman
dormitory, the so-called ‘‘Archway’’ sec-.
tion that links the East Wing with the
West Wing will be sealed off from lateral
movement by security/safety doors and
used for women’s rooms.

All the conversions will require only
minimum renovations and will be com-
pleted during the summer.

Another aspect of housing associated
with the coeducation decision involves the
University’s plans to construct a new on-
campus housing facility. Although still
being formulated, the plans call for con-
struction of a 240-bed facility for up-
perclass and law student occupancy. It
will be located near the intersection of
Nelson and Washington Streets. The
University has acquired several parcels of
property, including an old bottling plant,
in this area. The site is convenient to the
dining hall, student center, athletic
facilities, other student housing, and the
main campus.

In the process of exploring the pro-
ject, the University discovered that the
City of Lexington’s zoning regulations
actually do not permit a dormitory to be
constructed within the city limits—an ob-
vious oddity considering the presence of
two colleges within those limits. At
W&L’s request, the city is considering a
new institutional zoning category that
would permit the construction and extend
planning flexibility for the future. At the
moment the target date for a completed
facility is the fall of 1987.

The Coeducation Steering Committee,
chaired by Associate Dean Pamela H.
Simpson, is in the midst of examining
numerous other important coeducation
concerns: student organizations, campus
security, University health and counseling




services, and the need for a limited
number of staff appointments. Already
the athletic department has appointed
Cinda Lynn Rankin assistant athletic
director in charge of women’s programs
(see box) and interviews are underway to
add a staff member to the dean of stu-
dent’s office.

The 13-member committee, composed
of students, faculty, and administration,
has been divided into various subcommit-
tees, which are engaged in intensive in-
vestigations of the many topics, all of
which are being examined in exhaustive
detail.

For instance, the campus life subcom-
mittee has been considering such policy
matters as sororities, affiliation by
women with fraternities on the so-called
“little sister’” basis, and means by which
Wwomen undergraduates can gain prompt,
appropriate representation in campus
governance.

. Throughout its deliberations, the com-
Mittee has relied heavily on W&L’s
Women law students. A third-year woman
law student who previously worked as a
ca'T}Dus police officer at the University of
Maine is chairing a security subcommit-
lee: Two other women law students
assisted by taking a late night walk
around the campus with a committee
mem.ber and the University’s landscape
architect o locate areas where lighting is

Rankin Named
Assistant AD

Cinda Lynn Rankin, head women’s
basketball coach at California’s Hum-
boldt State University, has been named
assistant director of athletics at
Washington and Lee.

Rankin’s primary responsibility will
be coordinating women'’s athletics at the
University.

‘““We are delighted that Cinda has ac-
cepted this new position. She will be com-
ing to W&L with considerable experience
and will be able to contribute a great deal
to our overall athletic program,’ said
William D. McHenry, director of athletics
at W&L.

“One of Cinda’s many strengths is her
ability to organize and establish new pro-
grams. She will get this opportunity at
W&L, and I am sure she will help us build
a sound and successful program.”’

Rankin, 36, received both her
bachelor’s and master’s degrees from
Humboldt State. Before returning to her
alma mater three years ago, Rankin had
been the head women’s basketball coach
at Clifton Forge, Va., where her teams
finished second in the state tournament
in both 1975 and 1976. She was twice
selected ‘‘Coach of the Year’’ in women’s
basketball by the Virginia State High
School League.

Rankin will not be a stranger to

Rankin

Washington and Lee. From 1978 to 1982,
she was assistant professor of physical
education at Dabney S. Lancaster Com-
munity College in Clifton Forge. As part
of her responsibilities there, she taught
classes in whitewater canoeing for W&L
students.

““I am very excited to have the oppor-
tunity to create a new program at W&L,”’
said Rankin. ‘‘It is very rare that a per-
son has the chance to start something
from the ground up, and I am looking
forward to that challenge.”’

The W&L athletic department has
developed a set of projections for the for-
mation of the women’s program, but
those projections remain uncertain since
much will depend upon the patterns of in-
terest shown by the women who enter
W&L next fall.

considered inadequate. Improvements are
underway.

Three members of the committee
spent several days during the February
Washington Holiday visiting with of-
ficials of Davidson College, which
became coeducational in 1972. The com-
mittee has interviewed numerous in-
dividuals who were students on campuses
that became coeducational within the last
10 years.

Even the menus at Evans Dining Hall
and the sign-in policy at the the Universi-
ty’s infirmary have come under the com-
mittee’s scrutiny as part of the Universi-
ty’s effort to make the transition as
smooth as possible.

Said Simpson: ‘“We are making every
possible effort to assure that our women
undergraduates will be comfortable and
welcome when they arrive at Washington
and Lee in the fall.”




by Jeffery G. Hanna

Engineering Eggbeaters

The Wind Is Professor Bob Akins’ Specialty

Sandia National Laboratories Photo

On even the calmest of days you can hear the wind blow-
ing in Bob Akins’ office on the first floor of Parmly Hall.

Or so it seems. In truth, it’s not the wind you hear; it’s
the whir of Akins’ computer. But they’re virtually the same—
the wind and that computer.

Akins is a wind engineer. His specialty is wind power. He
is also associate professor of engineering at Washington and
Lee.

When he’s not teaching W&L undergraduates the fun-
damentals of structural mechanics or heat transfer, Akins is
tapping away at his computer terminal, crunching data that
denote how hard the wind is blowing clear across the country
in California.

Before coming to W&L in January 1983, Akins was
associated with the Wind Energy Research Division of the
Sandia National Laboratories in Albuquerque, N.M. There, he
was part of a team of researchers working to perfect the
VAWT.

VAWT is the acronym for vertical axis wind turbine,
which is engineeringese for a new style windmill.

‘“‘Imagine an eggbeater that is 82-feet tall and 56-feet wide
and turned upside down and you have the VAWT,”’ says
AKkins.
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Conventional windmills—those
monsters that tormented Don
Quixote—consist of two or three pro-
pellers that turn on a horizontal axis.
A VAWT has a pair of two-foot wide
aluminum blades that spin on a ver-
tical axis.

The Sandia program, part of the
Department of Energy’s efforts, has
installed and is testing the VAWT on
so-called wind farms in California’s
Altamont Pass and San Gorgino Pass.

When he left the Sandia
Laboratories to move to Lexington,
Akins brought one of Sandia’s com-
puters with him. Now, as a consul-
tant, he regularly receives computer
disks loaded with data collected from
the Altamont and San Gorgino
VAWTs. He uses the information to
analyze the turbines’ performance.

Using the wind as an energy source
is hardly a new idea. Wind has been
harnessed for power since 200 B.C.,
perhaps even earlier. Even today wind-
mills spin merrily in the breeze on the
farms that dot the plains of America’s
midsection.

“If you go back to the 1930s,
every farmer on the plains had a small
electrical generating windmill to run
their radios,’” says Akins. ‘‘Farmers’
water pumps, connected through direct
drive to a conventional windmill, have been operating in that
area of the country for 100 years. They still are operating
there.”’

Wind came back into vogue as a potential energy source in
the early 1970s. But this time wind was being considered as a
form of large-scale electrical power generation in a utility ap-
plication as opposed to the individual, farm-by-farm
application.

“Wind energy is not going to displace nuclear power next
week,”” says Akins. ‘“‘But the potential exists to generate on
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