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R u n a w a y H o u s e 
someplace for kids in D.C. 
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Runaway House 

by terry backer 

Abbie Hoffman says we have to 
create a Woodstock Nation, Rennie 
Davis says we need to form an alter
nate civilization in the midst of 
dying decadent Amerika. Dick 
Gregory says we must build coimter 
institutions to establish new bases 
of power. 

What they all mean is t h a t , 
black, white, red, yellow, and 
brown, young and oppressed people 
everywhere should begin to form 
communities that rely as little as 
possible or not at all on the 
established society. 

To this end, certain community 
services in Washington already exist, 
for example: The Free Clinic, the 
food co-op, the underground p r e s s , 
Newsreel, and (most recently), an 
addition to Runaway House. 

Runaway House ( c o m e r of 18th 
and Riggs NW) and its sister build
ing, Second House (1856 19th S t . , 
NW) provide area runaways with a 
teiiporary and, in special cases, a 
semi-permanent place to stay when 
kids and parents become incompatable. 

Second House counselor Judy 
Tobin says "Runaway House is crisis 
oriented. It's there free to the 
kids to help them solve short term 
home problems. It gives them a 
place to stay." 

"Second House," she continues, 
"is different. It is like a group 
foster home. Kids will be staying 
there much longer with their parents 
consent and will try to work out 
some of their more complex and deep-
rooted problems." 

Both Runaway House and Second 
House serve kids in the same age 
group: 13 to 17, through only 
Runaway House will accept everyone 
who comes there. Second House kids 

need a recommendation. 
For the young person who goes 

to Runaway House, he discovers that 
the police aren't called, parents 
aren't notified, and that on the 
premises young counselors are w i l l 
ing to sit down and attempt to help 
iron out whatever argument or pro
blem forced the runaway to seek 
sanctuary there. 

Usually about eight runaways 
per night stay at the house, a l 
though the number has gone as high 
as twenty. 

Contrasting to Runaway House, 
the auxiliary house. Second House 
(which opens in January 1970) will 
provide, according to Judy, a more 
permanent home situation and include 
a smaller number of k i d s . 

Live-in counselors at Second 
House expect to create a semblance 
of communal family life for the 
kids. They, in turn, will help in 
sharing the house workload and will 
participate in different types of 
house decisions: curfew h o u r s , 
division of housework, bringing in 
friends, granting exceptions to the 
rules, and other household matters. 

Judy and Bill Treanor (Runaway 
House directors) stressed though 
that some firm rules will exist in 
Second House, such as no narcotics 
allowed and school attendance r e 
quired and that these rules cannot 
be broken. 

Yet even with these few inflex-
ibles, the house will deemphasize 
authority since the misuse of author
ity by parents is responsible for 
many of the runaway's problems. 

Second House intends to provide 
room and board (two meals a day 
weekdays and three on weekends), 
but for all the other necessities 

Second House 

and amusements (clothes, lunch money, 
movies, etc.) the kids must shift 
for themselves. Says Judy: "To 
solve this problem of spending money, 
kids are taking part time work, 
selling Quicksilver Times and the ^ 
Free Press, modeling, and so forth. 

While at Second House, the 
residents will receive group 
psychiatric sessions, individual 
counseling attention, and personal 
school tutoring (if so desired), to 
help them in their interim period 
between leaving their parents and 
going either to foster patents or 
back to their real parents or leav
ing to live on their own of age 18. 

Bill Treanor cites community 
enthusiasm about the concept of S e 
cond House. Churches, volunteer 
workers, psychiatrists and others 
have praised this example of young 
people trying to help each other. 

This is what Abbie Hoffman, 
Rennie Davis, and Dick Gregory tried 
to get across: create a new commun
ity tha* tries to take care of i t 
self. Forget the capitalist shuck-
sters and the Nixons waging w a r s . 

Abbie Hoffman went so far as to 
say, "We should kill our parents," 
and speaking symbolically he meant 
kill the mental authoritarian parents 
within (who repress u s ) , and kill 
the attitudes outside of us that 
create parents who casually watch 
television while Vietnamese kids 
sear and Missippi children starve. 

His words have a special mean
ing for our brothers and sisters 
who are runaways. They must throw 
off their mis-education and poor 
family upbringing and learn to help 
themselves on their way to under
standing that everyone needs to help 
each other. 
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N i x o n ' s n a t i o n a l C h r i s t m a s t r e e l i g h t i n g 
d i s r u p t e d b y a n t i - w a r d e m o n s t r a t o r s 

by david pactor 

With maudlin nostalgia and 
the deceitful cliche, "Pageant 
for Peace," the annual push-button 
lighting of the National Christmas 
Tree was staged at Sylvan Theatre, 
Tuesday night, Dec. 16th, with 
President Richard Nixon in rare 
dexterous form. 

For Nixon it was anything but 
a Silent Night. Over two hundred 
demonstrators from S D S , the Mobe, 
the Moratorium, and SMC were there 
to verbally remind him that the 
image of peace at Christmas is 
being used as the facade for a 
nation that finds it necessary to 
kill more human beings than any 
other nation on earth. 

The evening began with a 
sparsely attended but well acted 
guerrilla theatre at the Monument 
grounds put on by the Washington 
Area Grinch Resistance (Grinch 
is the Dr. Seuss character that 
stole Christmas—portrayed this year 
by President Nixon.) 

Finishing their skit on Jesus 
(who, if b o m 20 years ago, would 
be Nuirijer 84 in the lottery) and 
the military-industrial complex, the 
group took their National Christmas 
Tree of Amerikan Imperialism 
(ornamented with Coke cans, plastic 
soldiers, and a cluster of grapes) 
to the ceremony site while chanting 
the newest yuletide sing-a-long; 

Bombers we have heard on high. 
Screaming death across the sky, 
Fine churSi-going folks provide 
Death that soars at Christmas 

tide. 
Bombs... 
Bombs... 
Bombs away 

In excelsis deo. 
Thirty minutes before the cere

mony began, members of the "K Street" 
commune began waving NLF flags and 
shouting: 

Nixon's Army, Mitchell's Law 

Ain't no match for People's War. 

Everything was fine until a few 
minutes before the first prayer for 
neace was spoken. The Park Police 
with plunger-like tactics broke into 

Park pigs seize flags and penants of demonstrators. photo: 

the crowd and knocked all the flags 
down and arrested seven people for 
parading without a permit, an uncon
stitutional law but temporarily ef
fective- During the scuffle the pigs 
punched and kicked them (including 
a girl and two ministers) and called 
them: "commies," pinkoes," and 
"faggots." 

One of those arrested. Art Lesen-
ger, was even asked if he wore pink 
panties. They were all hurriedly 
taken away to Central Cellblock, 
booked, and released on $10 bond each 

To quote Nixon's Monday night speech: 
"We must take risks for peace I" 

After the arrests the remainder 
of the people quieted down some while 
the undercover pigs moved in a little 
closer in anticipation of Nixon's 
arrival. He finally arrived and, 
after being presented with a Boy 
Scout award (he was never an Eagle 
Scout, just a Hawk and a T u r k e y ! ) , 
he gave a resounding speech telling 

mitch ratner 

what a rich nation the United States 
was to have over 85 million televis
ions. (But we have a Vice-President) 
who doesn't want them turned on.) 

Nixon talked about his boyhood 
days and was constantly heckled by 
the growing number of demonstrators. 
Some of the taunts were led by a six 
year old boy sitting on his mother's 
shoulders. He kept yelling, "Peace 
now!" and "Hell, n o , 1 won't go'" 
Of course he won't g o , he was number 
322. 

Nixon finally pressed the button 
and the 65-foot Adirondack spruce 
tree (which used to be a 200-foot 
\dirondack spruce tree before the air 
pollution got to it) was lit and the 
largest demonstration ever held 
against the president at the annual 
event was a success. 

People were offended by the dis
turbance of this sacred ritual. But 
other people were also offended by 
the disturbance of sacred life 
caused by the war. 

Q T s e l l e r h a r a s s e d b y S.S. p i g s 
by sal torey 

John Mathews, 15 years old, was 
busted last week in a Silver Spring 
drug store for having a stack of 
Quicksilver Times in his possession 
while drinking a Coke, His friend, 
Nick H a l l , 19, was lucky and only 
had his papers confiscated. 

An officer named Phillips enter
ed the drug store, struck up a 
"friendly" conversation with John, 
and purchased a copy of the QT. A few 
minutes later, an officer named Ma-
Coy and plainclothes cop Sgt. Skafe 
entered the store, searched both boys' 
pockets, and then abducted John by car. 

^ ' <.jrrf*ŝ  -̂.-̂ v̂ i -js*^^ 

At the station, John was not 
charged, but had threats held over 
his head. He was not advised of his 
rights while being questioned about 
the newspaper, his friends, dope, etc., 
and was released only after he threa
tened to sue because of "illegal 
search and seizure." Of course, John's 
papers were not returned to him. 

It was at this point that Sgt. 
Skafe, John's abductor, pigishly 
sputtered, " The Quicksilver Times 
is trying to provoke people into 
•overthrowing this government." 

John smiled. He understood. 

file:///dirondack
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Conspiracy on attack 
CHICAGO CLNS] - After nine weeks-

of prosecution persecution the defense 
has moved to the attack in the Chicago 
Conspiracy trial. 

The high point of defense testi
mony to date came December 11th and 
12th with the testimony of folksinger 
Phil Ochs and poet, teacher, and all 
around spiritual good-guy Allen Gins
berg, who described himself as a "reli
gious experiment." Ochs testimony d i 
rectly contradicted that of three pigs 
who swore that they saw Jerry Rubin 
incite a riot in Lincoln Park Monday 
night of Convention week. Ochs with
stood strong cross-examination by o b 
noxious assistant prosecutor Big Schult: 
and managed to get in several good raps 
about Nixon, Johnson, Daley, and other 
"assassins of democracy," 

Ginsberg blew eve:^one's mind in 
the courtroom, including the Judge's. 
He chanted. He prayed. He played 
his harmonium. He recited Howl and 
pointed to the judge wh^n he recited 
the lines: hmeimd 

"Moloch, the vast stone of w a r , 
Moloch, the stunned government." 

Julius Hoffman shrunk from Ginsberg's 
accusing finger while Phhie Hoffman 
cried, and Tom Hayden £Bid John Froines 
were "profoundly moved." On the other 
hand, cultural barbarian DA Tom Foran 
was moved to describe Gins||«d'g as "that 
goddam fag" in the hallway durj.ng ^j-
afternoon recess. ' " 

Ginsberg's testimony pointed out 
the underlying issue involved in this 
trial; the clash between a culture 
struggling to be b o m and a culture^ 
'that refuses to admit its imminent"' 
death. Ginsberg defined terms like 
Be-In, ecology, and Yoga for a judge 
old enough to treat Dave Dellinger 
like an erring school boy. The cross-
examination showed the despicable n a 
ture of the prosecution counsel. Foran 
had Ginsberg read poems about homesexu-
ality and orgiastic behavior in an a t 
tempt to point Ginsberg as a dirty 
old man to the jury, but Ginsberg was 
oh so mellow as he explained that the 

poems were written to capture the v a r i 
ous states of consciousness that exists 
simultaneously within us all. 

Judge Hoffman constantly attempted 
to fuck up the defense by changing 
court hours, sustaining prosecution 
objections almost before they're out 
of Schultz's or Foran's mouth, threat
ening defendants and defense counsel, 
and allowing the prosecution a far 
greater range in its cross-examination 
than he afforded the defense. Example: 
on December IQ,, H o f f n ^ refused to. re-
cess for five tninutes so That the de-^ 
fense could prepare a film. On Decem
ber 12, he gave the prosecution an ex
tra 45 minutes, during which it procur- : 
ed the poetry books used in tjte after
noon's cross-examination. 

The jury seems to be coming alive. 
Instead of programmed red squad infil
trators, they hear outraged members 
of British Parliament describe how 
they sang "We Shall Overcome" after 
being arrested and maced on Michigan 
Avenue. Instead of crtisty black-and-
white films, they see artfully done and 
factually correct portrayals of police 
violence. Instead of insensitive city 
officials, they hear ordinary people 
describe the terror they felt when the 
police attacked the bandshell in Grant 
Park on August 28th. 

The defense case has not been with
out casualties. JameS'Marion H u n t , an 
amateur photographer who volunteered 
his pictures to the defense after w i t 
nessing the August atrocities, was fired 
from his job with the Curtis Candy C p . , 
three days after testifying. Hunt is 
put of a job, and the defense may be • 
OUT a few witnesses as a result of the 
chilling effect this incident may have. 
Dave Dellinger was cited for contempt 
after prote^ing;when Dick Schultz was 
allowed to ask Phil Ochs the same ques
tion four different times, and Bill 
Kunstler may have earned himself three 
months in the slams for defending his 
integrity against Schultz. Schultz 
accused Kunstler of coaching Phil Ochs 
before he took the stand. When Kunstler 
objected to being libeled in front of 

the jury, the judge attacked him b e 
cause he had thrown some papers on 
the defense table in anger. Schultz 
withdrew his statement and sat with a 
shit-eating grin on his face while 
the judge chastised Kunstler as if 
he were a six-year old who had forgot
ten to clean the erasers. 

Of the thirteen witnesses to take 
the stand since the defense's presen
tation began eleven actually got to 
testify. Doctor Albert Sparling, a 
local civil-libertarian and chairman 
of the Citizen's Commission to Inves
tigate the April 26, 1968 Disorders 
(when Chicago cops massacred a peace 
rally in the Civic Center) was asked 
to leave the stand after the prosecu
tion and the Judge agreed that his r e 
marks on poll(^ violence were "not to 
the point." The defense has hoped to 
introduce Sparling's testimony as part 
of a larger plan to show that the city 
and federal Government conspired to 
incite a riot in Chicago in August, 
1968. Henry DeZutter, a Chicago Daily 
News reporter who also edits the C h i 
cago Journalism Review (a radical c r i 
tique of the establishment media done 
by regular newsmen) got the hook when 
prosecution attorney Thomas Foran in
voked the ill^Wusion of witness" rule. 
Under this rule, anyone who has attend
ed the trial is barred from giving 
subsequent testimony. De Zutter had 
sat in on ten sessions of the trial as 
part of his Daily News duties. 

In the weeks to come, the defense 
plans^ to transform the courtroom into 
a'mj|gic theatre of life-style and poli
tics. Tim Leary will talk about cosmic 
consciousness. Dick Gregory and others 
will describe what it was like on the 
streets of Chicago during Convention 
week. Surprise witnesses will docu
ment the claim that a government con
spiracy led to violence last August. 
Mayor Daley will imitate Spiro Agnew. 
\nd, if all goes w e l l , the jury will 
reject the sterility and lifelessness 
3f the government and its case and 
5hout YIPPIE! in the judge's face-
flfhen he asks for a verdict. 

Students snu ne 
COLLEGE PARK, Md. (LNS-CPS) -

The president of the University of 
Maryland student government associa
tion, Mike Gold, and three other Wash
ington area university student leaders 
have refused a White House invitation 
to meet with an assistant to Vice Pres
ident Spiro Agnew. 

The meeting has been proposed by 
C. D. Ward, Agnew's domestic adviser, 
as an exchange of ideas on student par
ticipation in government. 

Student government presidents from 
eight area universities had been asked 
to participate by White House aide Lan-
dis Jones. 

Mike Gold stamped his letter with 
peace symbols and addressed it to: 
"Mr. Landis Jones/White House fellow 
to the great/Spiro/Office of the veep-
creep/Wash.,D.C./Capital of/Imperialism." 

Gold called the proposed meeting 
"simply another pacifier which will ac
complish absolutely nothing." 

Gold continued: "Agnew has already 
characterized me as an effete intellec
tual snob and one of those disgusting 
hippie-pinko types who is trying to 
destroy the fabric of American society. 

assuming there is any fabric left to 
it." 

"Therefore, I do not think he or 
Mr. Ward have any real interest in what 
we might have to say," 

Gold wrote that he could not offer 
the Nixon administration suggestions 
on how to get young people interested 
in government because he did not believe 

that the Nixon-Agnew administration "is 
even interested in solving the basic 
problems facing the government today." 

Labeling the Nixon administration 
"a corrupt, inefficient and immoral an-
achorism," Gold offered his suggestion 
for "making your government appealing 
to young people." 

"Get rid of complete crooks and 
assholes like Nixon and Agnew," Gold 
wrote in the letter, "and end the God
dam War." 

In a separate more polite letter, 
the student government presidents of 
Georgetown, George Washington and Ameri
can Universities also declined to at
tend the conference. 

"We cannot, in good conscience, 
attend this meeting," wrote Robert IVhit-
more of American, Neil Portnow of George 
Washington and James Clark of George
town. 

The three student leaders aimed 
their letter at Agnew himself, saying, 
"It is our opinion that you have in
sulted the youth of America and m i s 
represented our views to the nation 
m d the world." 



Page 6 December 19-29, 1969 Quicksilver Times 

Whe 

CHICAGO CLNS) - Fred Hampton was 
murdered by the police. There's not 
much question about that anymore. The 
police haven't admitted it yet but they 
are about the only ones who haven't. 
And even they have had to admit (in a 
very round-about way) that their origi
nal story about what happened was a 
far cry from the truth. Because the 
evidence keeps piling up - evidence 
that Fred was asleep when the police 
broke into his apartment and killed 
him in his bed, and that police reports 
of a furious gun-fight have nothing to 
do with what really took place. 

The most damning evidence of all 
is the apartment where Chairman Fred 
died. A brief walking tour through 
the apartment is enough to demonstrate 
that the police are lying and the Pan
thers are telling the truth. The blood-
soaked bullet-riddled mattress where 
Fred died, the bullet-torn walls where 
the Panthers were standing and lying 
and the unscarred walls where the p o 
lice stood - it doesn't take an ace 
detective to piece together evidence 
like that. In the week since Chairman 
Fred was killed, thousands of people 
have been doing i t , thousands of black, 
brown and white citizens of Chicago 
have lined up outside the apartment 
house and filed through the apartment 
with Panthers to see the picture for 
themselves. 

The display is convincing. The 
Afro-American Patrolman's League of 
Chicago denounced both the killings 
and the official version of how they 
happened, (the vice president of this 
group of black policemen called it 
"an obvious political assassination"). 
Three city aldermen, leaders of CORE 
and SCLC, the white mayor of Maywood, 
a Chicago suburb and Hampton's home 
town, and several U.S. congressmen took 
a look at the apartment and joined the 
call for an investigation of the matter. 

To add to the mounting tide of pub
lic outrage, the Panthers announced the 
results of an independent autopsy per
formed at the funeral home (owned by 
one of the aldermen, A . A . Rayner) 
where Hampton's body was kept for a l 
most a week before being flown to his 
parent's original home town, Haynes-
worth. La.. The Panthers stated that 
the autopsy, conducted by three white 
doctors, "confirms our theory that he 
was murdered while he was asleep." 

"A bullet hole was found just 
below Fred Hampton's hairline above 
his right eye. An examination of the 
angle of the wound showed that if Hamp
ton was lying on his back, the person 
who shot him would have been standing 
above him, slightly to the right and 
behind his head. 

"Another bullet hole was below 
the right ear, with an exit hole on 
the left side of the lower neck, show
ing exactly the same angle as the other 
bullet hole." Two other bullet grazes 
showed the same angle. The report dif
fers markedly from the published r e 
sults of the official autopsy which 
referred only to bullet holes in the 
"left temple" and the lower neck. 

Police response to the announce
ment of the autopsy at Rayner's funer
al home was to reveal that Alderman 
Rayner himself was "under investiga
tion" for his "connections" with the 

1,000 will take his place" 
Panthers. 

Then, a week after the assassina
tion. State's Attorney Hanrahan made 
another dramatic announcement. He 
called the press together. He deplor
ed the way that they had succumbed to 
the evidence offered by the Panthers. 
He absolutely glowed with the sincer
ity and outraged honesty of an accus-". 
ed Mafioso. And he revealed photographs 
showing bullet marks around the back 
door of the apartment, supposedly the / 
marks of a Panther shotgun barts^e. 

He didn't bother to po^nt gyt^' 
that this in itself contradicteath 
account o f ^ f w B l i ^ i r thaLJie aad 
leased a week 

Sgt. Daniel Gi«|h, j A ^ d Q ^ ^ f ^ e r 
had explaii^Jjj^HMflHHHnfight'' s 

ed: ' ^ ^ W H H H P 
"I kn0eke(P^Pi^ii^^ront door. 

Then I forced the front door with my 
shoulder.-.As I entered the darkene 
apartment, I saw a girl on a bed ho' 
ing a shotgun. As she fired the gun 
That's the way it was - one week aga 
that is. But now the stor>' has chan' 
- changed because the fact is- that the 
only mark anywhere near the front door 
is the hole made by a bullet fired 
through the door from the outside. 
That and the mark left by a pool of 
blood on the inside, where Mark Clark, 
Panther defense captjin J j ^ a nearby 
Peoria, 1 1 1 . , was hit by the first 
of the bullets that took his life. 

So now Hanrahan reveals bullet 
marks near the back door. And even 
they are not very convincing. The 
New York Times report had stated flat
ly earlier in the week, "There were 
no bullet marks around the two doors 
through which the police said they 
entered. There were no bullet marks 
in the kitchen (the room into which 
the back door opens) and the dining 
room. There were a lot of bullet 
marks where the Panthers were shot." 

The day after Hanrahan's revela
tions, the Times laid it out even more 
clearly: 

"The Tribune printed four pictures 
provided by M r . Hanrahan and his staff. 

"One picture shows the kitchen 
door in the back of the cramped five 
room apartment. There are three circl
ed areas on the picture, two on the 
door jani) and one on a piece of cloth 
draped over one side of the door. The 
caption said the circles indicated b u l 
let holes. 

"But an inspection of the apart
ment showed the two spots marked by the 
circles-on the door jamb w^ere the heads 
of nails. There was a circular hole 
in the cloth at the spot indicated by 
the circle in the picture, but its 
edges m e r e not burned and there was no 
bullet hole anywhere behind,it.^p 

or the rest "...a b u l l e t ^ ^ B k e d 
described by the police as the 

outside of a bath^oksm door is the in
side of a bedroom door; and...there 
are no marks on the walls where the 
police say a heavy deer hunting slug 
was fired through a door." 

The battle of evidence continues. 
A ^ the P o t h e r s continue to put their 
trust in the.ability of people ta see 
the apartment for thfiSj^ives and under
stand all that it sjfrti say to them. 
People continlfed to'^hlll by the hun
dreds, arriving in the thill dusk when 
they were finished with'work and school, 
and waiting patiently to see for them-
selves-how death had come to the man 
who ha'd t ^ e n a leading role in build
ing the Illinois chapter of the Black. 
Panther Party Into the strongest chap
ter outside the Sisi Francisco where 
the Party was bora, 

More^j^an 56h0 of them made the 
journey across the city to Melrose 
M B M H M j l ^ e final memorial service 
^ W H B I f e n 'Fred. Many of them stood 
outside in the cold and filed past the 
coffin while 800 packed the seats of 
a church where Bobby Rush (Panther 
Deputy Minister of Defense and Hampton's 
closest associate), Ralph A b e m a t h of 
SCLC and Jesse Jackson, A b e m a t h y ' s 
lieutenant, spoke about the life of 
Fred Hampton and the police attack 
that murdered him. 

They also heard about a united 
effort - with groups ranging from the 
Panthers, the Republic of New Africa, 
and the League of Revolutionary Black 
Workers to the Southern Christian Lead
ership Conference - to bring charges 
of genocide before the United Nations 
in connection with Chairman Fred's 
death. 

The night before, some 3000 demon
strators chanting "Avenge Fred Hampton!" 
seriously marred President Nixon's v i s 
it to New York by battling police across 
the street from where Nixon was gorging 
himself on the food and the approval 
of the National Football Foundation. 

Fred Hampton lives!!I 
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Fred Hampton - Black Panther - shot to death by pigs 

This is the house that blood built. It 

called 2337 West Monroe Street. It is In Chicago, 

in what Elvis calls "the ghet—to." 

A pool of blood stains the carpet behind 

the front door to this house. The blood was part 

of Mark Clark until the morning of December 

4th. Mark Clark was a Black Panther from 

Peoria, Illinois. 

Color him dead. 

Overturned furniture fills the front room 

and hallways of this house. The walls and furni

ture are air-conditioned police style — ventilated 

by shotgun, pistol, automatic rifle, and m a g n u m 

shells. 

Color them violated. 

There is a third bedroom at the end of the 

hallway, and the mattress in this room is half 

brown and half red. The brown part is frayed 

from use, the red part is fresh and slippery with 

agony and pain. 

This redness was a part of Fred Hampton. 

Fred Hampton was Chairman of the I llinols Black 

Panther Party. Color him dead, too. 

Fred Hampton was 21 years old, 

Mark Clark was 22. 

A block away, the Information Minister and 

the Defense Minister and several other speakers 

speak of Chairman Fred and Mark Clark and 

armed struggle. They speak of w h y they are 

tired of writing and lecturing and organizing in 

the shadow of 400 years of Babylonian Captivity. 

Words. 

At the house that blood built, words are no 

longer necessary. The shotgun patterns show 

where Ron Satchel, Blair Anderson, Verlin Brew

er, and Brenda Harris were put up against the 

from: Chicago seed 

The Black Panther Party needs money to pro
vide bail funds, pay funeral costs, and to carry on 
Chairman Fred's work in building a People's 
Medical Care Center and providing Breakfast for 
Children. Send all contributions to the Illinois 
Chapter of the Black Panther Party, 2350 West 
Madison, Chicago, Illinois. 

wall. Shocked eyes play "follow the dots" and 

relay the truth: each was shot only in the lower 

body, each was shot to cripple him or her for a 

long time. 

Soon w e will pay yet another visit. Jews 

call It "sitting shivah." Irishmen call it a "wake." 

The Vikings launched ships when the time came. 

Soon w e shall go to a place unlike "the ghet—to," 

a place where the air is clean and there is space 

for people to stretch out. W e shall go to this 

place of good-byes, and we shall say our fare

wells to the 37th and 38th Black Panthers to 

perish this year. W e shall stand over the graves 

and hear eulogies to those w h o faught well and 

not in vain. 

More words. 

W e , the long-haired sons and daughters of 

the middle-class, went to the house that blood 

built and saw the truth that words and rhetoric 

cannot say. W e saw the redness of black men 

and w o m e n and knew it for the redness of the 

yellow Vietnamese and the white activist whose 

blood will flow before the beast is slain. W e 

stepped in the redness, and felt rage that the 

State's attorney could dare to congratulate his 

his gunmen for killing people In their beds. The 

redness seeped into our minds as w e thought of 

our o w n communal homes and our still-living 

loved ones. 

When w e left the house that blood built, 

w e knew that w e had descended from the moun

tain to join with those w h o dwell in the valley. 

A n d , when w e looked into each other's eyes w e 

knew that the road back had been sealed by the 

avalanche of what w e had seen. 

Bring the ghetto home. 

Abe Peck 
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Ed. note: Below is a follow-up of an interview printed 
in the Quicksilver Times, V o l . 1, No. 12 (Oct. 29-Nov 9) 
(pp. 10-11). 

From The SPECTATOR 

How was i t , now, so long ago? I've been stoned ever 
since. Let's see, today's October 27th - ah, y e s , it was 
October 24th. Twenty-four days ago. Er... 

Anyway, the notice said: "To Arturo S. Pinosa. 
Greeting: You are hereby ordered for induction into the 
Armed Forces of the United States, and to report at Local 
Board 100, Bombast, Indiana, on October 24, 1969, at 6:15 
am for forwarding to an Armed Forces Induction Station," 
I still had plenty of time to get to Canada. But somehow, 
man, that wasn't ray style. Somehow, I still had ties to 
this country that I couldn't break. Somehow, I couldn't 
swing it. Somehow, I was broke. 

So I showed up at 6 am, EST, in front of my friendly 
local board. Mable Warmonger, the Executive Secretary, 
was there. She began to read off the names of the poor peo
ple about to be delivered into slavery. 

"Adolph Himmler!" "Here!" 

"Seymour Krappl" "Here." 
"Warren Peece!" "Here." ' ' 

"Arturo S Arturo S. P i n o s a M ! " V'l hear you, you 
old bitch." • 

"Arturo S. Pinosa," she gasoed. "You mean we got you? 
We finally got you??? You're going off to die...er, to de
fend your country? We've got you at last???" 

"Don't count on i t , sweetie," I growled, and climbed 
aboard the bus. 

One thing I'd better point out before I go any farther 
I'd taken my last physical over a year ago, which meant 
they had to give me another one. Most people get inducted 
shortly after their preinduction physical (all things being 
e q u a l ) , and don't get a chance to take one again. I, how
ever, had used every appeal righf, in trying to get my CO 
claim recognized. That and various delays had lasted a 
year. If it hadn't taken so long, I would have had a "Phy
sical Inspection" instead of a full physical. Some doctor 
would've asked m e , "Anything changed since your physical?" 
That's all. Not nearly the oppb^'^itf=4:0 do what I did. 

The Induction station is like a stockyard. Men are 
herded thru without the slightest regard for thsir human
ity, without the slightest respect for them as people. This 
was one cow that was going to kick a little. But the p r e 
liminaries stoically, biding my time. Forms were hurled 
at us to fill out. I filled them out (true, a little strange 
ly, but it didn't matter). It took a while, but finally 
we got to the physical. We stripped down to shorts and 
shoes, and put all our clothes in a little basket. Our 
valuables went into a paper bag, which we carried with u s . 
We started off. 

I wore Uomex wagou's glasses to. the induction physical 
instead of mine, because toward the end of the physical they 
test your glasses for a certain refractive error. If it is 
less than or over eight, you're a free man. I stumbled ov
er to the eye testing station, the first one on the way, 
tripped over the stool in front of the machine, and finally, 
muttering apologies, 1 sat down, ibe doctor looked irritat
ed. 

"Take off your glasses and look into the machine - n o , 
n o , the machine is over here. That's it, that's i t , you've 
got it. Now what do you see? IVhat's that? Read the first 
line." 

Pinosa: Slowly he unbuttoned her blouse as flames of sear
ing passion overwhelmed... 

Doctor (hotly): Now wait a minute! That's not what it 

says at all. What in hell is going on here? ^ ^ | ^ 
Pinosa: As he fondled her gently, she sighed that... 
Doctor: Look h e r e , if you can't see what it says, say so. 

I don't want any more... 

Pinosa: Caressing her thighs, he moved his body ever closer^ 
until they were locked in an embrace... 

Doctor: Er... 
Pinosa: Suddenly she gasped, and as her body trembled with 

passion, h e . . . 
(A second doctor walked i n . ) : What the hell is going on 

here? 

1st Doctor: Shut up! This is getting good! 

If you are careful with metal dust and clear finger 
nail polish, you can paint dots on your chest and back that 

nobody can see. Nobody, that i s , except the X-ray machine, 
which was the second station on the line. I don't think 
anyone has thought of that before, so I guess I better copy
right the idea. That way when people are prosecuted for 
deliberately faking their physicals, I can also sue them 
for stealing my idea. It's better if you have a hairy chest, 
of course, because you can hide things better. Somebody sug
gested hiding a piece of tinfoil beneath some body make-up, 
but I don't think that'd work, because you'd either sweat 
it off or else it would work its way loose while you were 
moving around before you ever got to the X-ray station. 
The dots, on the other hand - n o , you'd better wear them on 
your chest; they wouldn't do any good on your other hand. 

Now was the urinalysis. I walked to the urinal and 
pissed in the cup, at the same time loosening the bandage 
around my thumb, allowing the sugar to fall into the cup. 

The next station was the blood sampling section. I 
had been wracking my brains for weeks trying to figure out 
a way to screw that one up too, but in the end, I had come 
up with nothing. Absolutely zero. I had worked out several 
plans, then realized they were all no good. For instance, 
I wanted to have so much alcohol in my blood that they'd 
throw me out, but I realized that then I'd be dead, and I 
don't want iny own pickled corpse lying around. EeshI Then 
r decided that when the Man snapped that rubber hose around 
my arm, I'd start to choke, and freak him out. But that 
wouldn't get me anywhere. Ugh-gaak; eck. 

In fact, when I had planned all this I had gone thru 
the same sort of thing with the various other tests, before 
I thought of the thing which I finally did. Like, for the 
urine test, I had planned to shit in the cup, and then ex
plain that I didn't understand. Or alternatively, I was 
going to piss In the cup and trip as I was carrying it to the 
desk, dousing the Man, the desk and everything in sight. 
But I chose the most subtle one, the sugar routine, because 
I figured it just might work. That was ray goal, to make 
something work, I saw no point in wasting time. 

Anyway, to proceed, the next marionette vvTapped this 
rubber thing around my arm and blew it up with a squeeze 
bulb. I pressed my squeeze bulb and squirted him with my 
flower. Then he noticed that my blood pressure was sky high. 
(Vhy? Have you ever tried speeding for seven days? I was 
lucky, because it didn't cause any dermament pamage. (I 
hope you are two.) 

Besides, I wasn't, and wouldn't, and didn't want to. 
Then there was the hearing test. I had a scheme; to 

w i t , I periodically pressed the little button when there 
was no sound at all. Then, when the guy hollered that the 
test was finished, I hollered back; "Aren't you going to 
turn off the sound first?" He told me it was off, and I 
said, "What, goddaimit? I can't hear you over this tone!" 
But he didn't buy i t , and threw me out. 

The next station is probably the most important of all. 
There a real doctor looks at your records and writes down 
what's wrong with you and signs his name. No matter what 
has happened before, if this guy puts down the wrong thing, 
or nothing at a l l , you're in, sweetie. Here is v^here the 
letters from your doctors count, and here is really where 
your fate is decided. I thought I was ready until I saw 
who the doctor w a s . He make Pretty Boy Tloyd look like the 
costar with Baby Rose-Marie. 

Doctor; Next! NEXT! Get the hell in here, blast you!!! 
Siddown and Shaddup! (he said when I walked in. So I sadded 

down and shitted er...shadded up. He grabbed my records 
and thumbed them impatiently.) 

"I know about you, Rinosa," he snarled. "You're trying 
to get o u t , aren't you? I don't like that. And what's more, 
I don't like you. I couldn't care less about your damned let 
|:ers. I couldn't care less about your diabetes, cancer, and 
feitever the hell else you've got. I couldn't care less a-
bout you, Pinosa. What do you think about that?" I was scar 
ed. I was terrified. 

"Sideways, sweetie," I said serenely. "Listen to this: 
Up is up and down is down 
Isn't room to turn around. 
What is true cannot be said. 
You won't be free until you're dead." 

"What?? Are you absolutely insane?" 
"Your insanity is my salvation, dearie. 

Sick and starving is the world 
Death and emptiness unfurled. 

c o n t . p . 9 
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What is false is mostly true; 
Insanity is that way too." 

"Oh my God." 

"God?" I said. "God? 
How can you know what there is 
Over and above? 
All you know is what there is. 
All you need is love." 

"I love the army too much," he babbled, scribbling . 
points, one by one, on medical sheets. 

"What is over isn't through, 
I am only one. 

So I say, the hell with y o u . 
What is done is done." 

"Everybody line u p , stand on the little squares, put 
your paper bags and all your clothes on the floor behind 
you!" The doctor waited a moment, then: "I want to see 
everybody do a deep knee bend and hop up and down. All 
the way off the floor! Now stand up." A doctor came run
ning b y , tapping us with a stethescope.. Then the ear-check
er came storming past. Another doctor started poking his 
finger in groins. Presently he got to m e . 

"OK, take a deep breath and cough." 
I took a deep breath. 
"Haack Haack Hi-yaak Gukathap spit!" 
"Confound it, turn your head when you do that!" 
"Yes sir, sir. A l s o , I might poinf out that your 

hana now has crotch rot." 

"What??!" He looked suddenly at his hand. 
"But I wouldn't worry about that if I were you, because 

the syphilis is more serious." 
"Egad!" 

"Also, you have something to clap about." 
"Lights out," someone yelled, and it was dark. 
Then this guy came sprinting down Y h e line flashing 

a little light across everybody's eyes, and then the light 
flicked back on. I haven't seen anyone move so fast since 
I told my mother that the cigarette she was smoking was 
actually a joint. Now, however, my time had come. 

For now was the climax of the day, the thing I had 
been waiting - n o , living - for. The culmination of all 
my plans, the pinnacle of all my hopes and dreams. Namely, 
the asshole inspection. For no other event of the day had 
I prepared myself so thoroughly, so meticulously, as this 
one. None other was more important to m e , nor more vital to 
my cause. I gritted my teetK, ^ d stiffened my upper iip. 
I was not going to be taken by surprise. 

T h u s , when the doctor yelled, "OK everybody, feet 
wide, bend over and spread your cheeks," I had the glass eye 
ready. 

When he looked at my a s s , it looked back. 

EPILOG 

"You are found permanently disqualified from military 
service," I heard him say, "on 53 counts of physical, men
t a l , and moral unfitness. The points are..." His voice 
trailed off as his eyes ran down the list. He said, "Ecchhl" 
He looked up at m e , and threw my papers across the desk. 

"Get out," he said. 

I walked out into the sunshine, and sat on the steps 
of the war memorial. I laugjied. I laughed. 

What is over now is through, 
I was only one. 
So I say, good health to you. 
What is done is done. 

by monty neill 

Recently, the Amerikan govern
ment banned in this country the use 
of DDT and related pesticides. Though 
this step is one of the most intelli
gent the government has taken within 
memory, it has not solved the DDT 
problem. 

DDT is the most commonly used 
pesticides in a chemical group of long-
chain hydrocarbons. Because these 
chemicals have a complex structure 
they do not readily decompose and in 
fact, they must be submitted to heat 
over 6000° F in order to be destroyed. 
As a result, any DDT (the term DDT will 
hereafter be used to encompass the en
tire series of hydrocarbon pesticides) 
released on the plant remains on the 
plant for generations. 

The seriousness of the DDT prob
lem becomes drastically multiplied by 
the way the poison spreads. When DDT 
enter the tissues of a living organism 
the chemical remains in the tissues 
until the organism dies. 

For example. Farmer Jones sprays 
DDT into the air to settle on his crops 
and kill insects. Once the poison 
infests his crops it remains with them; 
a good part of it becomes incorporated 
into the plant life system and will 
not wash off. Then the farmer harvests 
and sells his crops. Monty Neill eats 
the produce and, in turn, absorbs DDT 
into his body, where it remains until 
he dies. 

DDT, wafted into the air, also 
lands on the hay Farmer Jones feeds 
his cattle. The cattle absorb the 
DDT and pass it on to Monty Neill in 
the milk he drinks and the meat he 
eats. ALL this DDT also remains per
manently in Monty Neill's body. 

DDT is a cumulative poison. A 
little of it will kill a fly, a lot 
more of it will kill Monty Neill, and 
you. Everyone is continually absorb
ing more and more DDT into his system. 

I n s 
DDT also inhibits the ability of 

plants to photosynthesize, the process 
by which all the earth's oxygen is p r o 
duced, which is a far more dire conse
quence. Consider this sequence: the 
DDT is sprayed on the earth does not 
decompose; since living organisms die, 
they, and all the DDT they contain, 
return to the land or the oceans; fur
ther, all the DDT which goes to the 
land will eventually be washed to the 
oceans. 

Most of the oxygen for the plan
et is photosynthesized in the oceans 
by plankton, microscopic plants which 
are found there. Since a large por
tion of the DDT which enters the oceans 
will be absorbed by the plankton; and 
since DDT reduces and, in large enough 
quantities eliminates the ability of 
plants to photosynthesize, enough DDT 
in the ocean will result in a lack of 
oxygen on the planet. Should this 
occur the life systems of the planet 
earth will die, including mail. 

But, the fact that Amerika has 
banned home use of DDT, because it is 
too dangerous, has not stopped the 
continued use of DDT related defoli
ants in Vietnam. Scientists estimate 
that over 100 years will be necessary 
to restore the ecological balance to 
Vietnam, to say nothing of the human 

balance. 
Amerikan capitalists continue to 

reap huge profits by manufacturing DDT 
and its relatives for the Amerikan war 
machine and for sale to the peoples of 
the third world. 

Though the use of DDT in Africa 
or Asia may seem very remote, in real
ity it is very close, for the earth is 
a closed system. Poisoning in Africa 
will result in poisoning in Amerika. 
If the oceans die, and noted ecologist 
Robert EhrlLck tells us this could 
happen as soon as 1980, Amerika will 
die also, the people as well as the 
capitalist pigs. 

So people, what must we do? We 
must try to convince the government 
to never, under any condition, use or 
sell DDT, and we must convince the peo
ple of the rest of the planet to ban 
DDT (a few nations have already so 
acted). 

However, the solution to the 
problem of preventing an ecological 
apocalypse on the planet will not come 
by convincing the government to ban 
DDT. Only by creating a new order in 
which capitalist pigs cannot get rich 
on the death of the planet, and in 
which understanding of the order of 
nature and evolution prevails, can we 
assure the continuation of our planet. 
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T h e r e a l i t i e s 

o f l e s b i a n i s m 

FROM MOTIVE MAGAZINE 

By Del Martin & Phyllis Lyon 

The Lesbian minority in America, 
which may run as hi^h as ten m i l 
lion women, is probably the • least 
understood of all minorities and the 
most down-trodden. She has two strikes 
on her from the start; she is a wo
man and she is a homosexual, a m i 
nority scorned by the vast majority 
of people in our country. If, in addi
tion, she is a member of a racial 
minority, it is hard sometimes to 
understand how she survives. 

A Lesbian is a woman who pre
fers another woman as a sexual part
ner; a woman who is drawn eroti-
cally to women rather than to men. 
This definition includes women who 
have never experienced overt sexual 
relations with a woman—the key word 
is "prefers ." There is really no other 
valid way to define the Lesbian, for 
outside of the sexual area she is as 
different in her actions, dress, status 
and behavior as anyone else. Just as 
there is no typical heterosexual wo
man, neither is there any typical L e s 
bian. 

However, there is a popular m i s 
conception, or stereotype, of the 
Lesbian. She js believed to embody 
all the worst masculine attributes of 
toughness, aggressiveness, lack of 
emotion, laclj of sentiment, overem
phasis on sefic, lack of stability—the 
need and de|ire to dress as a man 
or, at least, 3S much like a man 
as possible. 

At some t(me in her life the L e s 
bian may fit this stereotype—usually 
when she is very young and just find
ing out about herself. After all , the 
Lesbian is a product of her hetero
sexual environment and all she has to 
go on, at her first awareness of L e s 
bian feeling in herself, is society's 
image. Part of the reason for her 
over-masculinization is the sex
ual identity of being attracted to wo
men. At this point the Lesbian feels 
that in order to be attractive to an
other woman she must appear mas
culine. Another reason is for identi
fication purposes. How will she meet 
other Lesbians? How will they knoi^ 
her to be one of them unless she 
indicates herself in her outward ap
pearance? A third reason is one of 
releasing her hostility against society, 
of defying the mores which she finds 
stifling to what she considers her 
very being. A fourth reason is com
fort. Any woman who says that gir
dles and high heels are comfortable 
is simply lying. 

While it is true that occasionally 
a Lesbian gets trapped in this way 
of life (emulation of the male) and 
never finds her way to being a person 
rather than a symbol, the vast ma
jority pass through this phase and 
leam to accept their femininity. As 
a Lesbian she comes to realize she 
is a human being first, a woman 
second, and a Lesbian only thlnj. 
lAifortunately, however, society places 
the emphasis on the third—sexual id-
antificatiOn—and does not acknowledge 
Che Lesbian as a woman or a person. 

But the average Lesbian (if there 
can be anything apfa-oaching "aver
age** in our very complex world) is 
indistinguishable from other women 
in dress, in manner, in goals and 
desires, in actions and in interests. 
The difference lies only in that she 
looks to women for her emotional and 
sexual fulfillment. She is a member of 

the family—a distant cousin, or per
haps, a maiden aunt. But more than 
likely she's closer to home—maybe a 
daughter, a wife and mother, a grand
mother or a sister. She may work in 
an office, in a factory production line, 
in the public school system, at the 
comer grocery. She is not bound by lines 
of class distinction or educational l e 
vel, race or religion. 

Why then, if the Lesbian is by and 
large indistrnguisable from other wo
men and if her s«xuallty is not ab
normal, does she fac« such genuine 
problems in her search for self-ful
fillment? For struggle she does against 
myriad obstacles prested to her by a 
hostile society. Through our work with 
the Daughters of Bllitis, Inc., a L e s 
bian organization started in San F r a n 
cisco in 1955, we have talked to l i 
terally thousands of Lesbians (and 
almost as many male homosexuals). 
And, although each case is different, 
each person indiviAial, through all is 
a searching for self-identity and self-
fulfillment to the utmost of the per
son's ability. 

Consider the stereotyped **box*'most 
women in this country are placed 
in from birth: that of becoming wife 
and mother, nothing else. Consider 
then, the girl brought up in this box 
who finds her sexual identification 
to be Lesbian. How then express the 
"wife-and-mother" role? This con
flict often starts the process of self-
searching which goes on for years 
and which, for some, is never r e 
solved. 

The teenage Lesbian has a parti
cular problem which has not been met. 
Homophile organizations, like the 
Daughters of Bilitis, have had to r e 
fuse membership to those under 21 
for fear that they will be charged 
with "contributing to the delinquency 
of a minor." The teenager has no 
one to turn to. Society thinks only in 
terms of counseling of the variety 
that would tend toward reestablishing 
the sexual identity in heterosexual 
vein, and the teenage Lesbian is whisk
ed off to the family doctor or clergy
man to put a stop to this nonsense. 
However, in the cases that have come 
to our attention, the teenager has 
no doubt about her sexual orienta
tion. What she wants to know is what 
to do about it. She wants to meet 
others like herself; she wants to so
cialize and to discuss the problems she 
faces. She is looking for Lesbian mo
dels, those who have worked out their 
problems and have established long-
term relationships. 

When she is denied this social out
let, she very often winds up In un

savory areas of a city like the T e n 
derloin in San Francisco. There she 
may find other youth, but she also 
finds herself in the company of pros
titutes, pimps, drug addicts and dope 
peddlers. There have been several 
attempts in various cities to set up 
coffee houses vdiere there Is dancing 
for the teenage homosexual. But they 
have lacked the influential backing of, 
say, the church, to provide protection 
against police harassment while c r e 
ating a wholesome social fabric for 
the teenage homosexual. 

Because of the absence of role mo
dels in working out her way of life, 
and because the only marriage she has 
known is that of Mom and Dad, the 
youn| Lesbian usually gets hung up in 
the *butch-femme" syndrome in her 
early relationships. It is only with 
painful experience that she learns the 
Lesbian is attracted to a woman— 
not a cheap imitation of a man. The 
lasting Lesbian liaison (and there are 
many) is one based on mutuality of 
concern, love, companionship, r e s 
ponsibility, household chores, outside 
interests and sex. 

The successful Lesbian relationship 
cannot be based on society's exagger
ated male-female, dominant-passive 
roles, as depicted in the flood of 
Lesbian novels on the newsstands which 
are for the most part, written by men 

Heterosexual male consumption. 
It is the realization that, contrary tc 
culmral myths, all human beings have 
both feminine and masculine traits 
and that a person has to find her own 
identity as a woman and as a partner 
in this love relationship that makes 
for success. The fact that Lesbian 
relationships are generally long-
lasting without benefit of religious 
ceremony or legal sanction is Indica
tive of a strong bond of love and r e s 
pect which sees the couple throu^ 
all the obstacles society places in 
their way. 

Fortunately for all women, there 
is a growing awareness in this country 
that woman needs and is more openly 
demanding an identity for herself as 
a human being, an identity over and 
beyond the societal role of housewiff 
and mother. This awareness, coupled 
with' more openness about sexuality 
and homosexuality, is making it easier 
now for the young girl, newly aware ol 
her Lesbianism, to cope with the ne
gative sanctions of society. But it is 
still true that in most areas of our 
country she has no place to turn for 
counseL no one with whom she can 
talk about her feelings without running 
the very real risk that the counselor 
win turn away from her with horror 
tnd revulsion. 

The most serious prooiem a L e s 
bian faces in life is that of self-

photo: "err;' becker 

acceptance. Like; everyone else, she 
has been taught the cultural folklore 
that a Lesbian is something less than 
human—a sick, perverted, illegal, im
moral animal to be shunned and des
pised. Needless to say, with the first 
glimmering of self-knowledge, of ten
dencies, she becomes bogged down in 
doubt, fear, guilt, and hostility. 

Sonie Lesbians claim they have been 
aware of their Lesbianism since early 
childhood. Others first become aware 
during adolescence. Yet there are some 
women who make this discovery about 
themselves much later in life—<»fter 
they have been married and have had 
children. Still others, either by choice 
or lack of opportunity, never admit or 
act out their Lesbianism. 

It isn't easy for a woman to say 
to herself, let alone anyone else, " I 
am a Lesbian." But once the words 
are said, has she really changed? 
Isn't she still the same person she 
was—the dear friend, the competent 
employee, the loving sister? And yet 
the words become a barrier in her 
personal and working relationships. 
To protect her family and her job, 

she is forced to live a lie, to taxe 
on a dual life. No wonder many L e s 
bians seek out some type of psychia
tric _or therapeutic help. The miracle 
is that so many are able to function 
iso well and to contribute so much 
to society. 

The Lesbian is thus a secretive, 
chameleon creature. She Is not easily 
recognized. The old adage, "It takes 
one to know one," is not true. Not 
being distinguishable from other wo
men, she has difficulty meeting others 
like herself. The "gay b a r " is stiU 
a meeting place, but there are few 
such bars which cater to women ex
clusively because they do not con
stitute a steady clientele. Besides, a 
Lesbian, as a woman, has no doubt 
heard many times the old saying "nice 
girls don't go into b a r s " i r "no 

lady would ever go into a bar aione." 
The Lesbian goes out on the town 
only occasionally, and is more apt to 
settle down with a partner, to build 
a home and a lasting relationship, 
and to develop a small circle of friends 
—usually both homosexual and hetero
sexual. Another social outlet for the 
Lesbian can be homophile organiza
tions throughout the country (if she 
knows about them), such as Daughters 
of Bilitis, which has chapters in New 
York and San Francisco. 

Jt she divulges her. identiy, she 
automatically becomes vulnerable. 9ie 
faces loss of job, family and friends. 
Yet, until she opens herself to such 
possibilities, no one will have the 
opportunity to come to know and to 
understand her as the wdiole person 
she 
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With marijuana scarce, and its 
price rising, learning how to roll a 
good joint is no longer merely a mat
ter of skill and pride, it has become 
a necessity. 

I So it is with a sense of psyche
delic urgency, revolutionary practi
cality, and divine frustration that 
this do-it-yourself pictoral article 
has been prepared for those brothers 
and sisters who never have mastered 
the art of rolling firm, round, and 
sealed joints. 

The following roiling method is 
used considerably in prisons through
out the world and originally was in
tended for rolling tobacco cigarettes.' 
However, it works superbly for grass. 
f You need three things: some 
good dope, gummed rolling papers, and 
a newspaper (or record album, or shoe 
box top, etc.) to catch spilling. 

- Start with two gummed papers: 
hold one in each hand. The one in 
the left hand should be held gummed 
side at the top facing you. Picture 1. 

Lick the gummed edge of the right 
hand paper and stick it to the left 
hand one about 1/8 to 1/4 inch below 
the left hand paper gum line. Picture 

Treat these two papers which are 
pasted together as a single paper (it 
will be referred to as a single paper 
hereafter). 

About 1/4 to 1/2 inch from the 
bottom, crease the paper as^in Picture 

Sprinkle cleaned grass into the 
crease, trying to make an even layer 
from end to end. Disregard spilling 
at the ends; you can pick it up and 
save it later. Keep the center from 
lumping up. Picture 4. 

Next, hold joint as in Picture 5, 
thumbs and index fingers clasp the emp-

Jty paper above the grass which is trap-
'ped at the bottom of the roll. Move 
thumbs upwards while pressing through 

-:the paper against your index fingers. 

This causes the paper to curl around 
the grass and form it into a loose 
cylinder. Roll thumbs up and down 
several times, but do not press on 
the grass; let the paper do the shap
ing. 

Picture 4 Picture 5 
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J O I N T S 

Picture 3 

Picture 6 

Picture 9 Picture 10 Picture 11 

(lope 
Now, roll the part of the paper 

that is under your thumbs down until 
its edge barely reaches above the grass 
cylinder. Curl the paper over the top 
of the grass and position fingers as 
in Picture 6, 

Draw index fingers outward, push
ing down with them on the crass cylin
der and smoothing it until index fin
gers have been drawn off the ends of 
the joint. Picture 7. 

Reposition fingers, without allow
ing the pressurized and shaped cylinder 
to unroll, as in Picture 8 , and roll 
tightly upwards. 

Stop rolling about 1/4 inch from 
the bottom of the gummed edge. Pic
ture 9. 

Without removing fingers, lift 
joint to your tongue and lick the 
edge. Picture 10. 

Then continue rolling upwards an 
seal joint, maintaining pressure, the 
entire time. Pictures 11 and 12. 

Complete the adhesion by patting 
the gummed edge against the paper. 

Place tip of tongue into tubular 
closing hole at either end of the joint 
and wet the inside to a depth of about 
1/4 inch. Picture 13. Wet the outside 
also. 

Lightly bite the edges closea, 
Picture 14, 

With fingers, pinch edges close 
again. Picture 15. 

Next, slowly push down on the mid
dle of the flattened end with fingertip 
until the center caves in, leaving two 
triangular flaps. Picture 16 and 17. 

Fold the standing flaps inward, 
one at a time, and press firmly down. 
Re-wetting may be necessary to keep 
the flaps reasonably stuck flat. Pic
tures 18 and 19. 

Repeat closing process with the 
other end, and the joint is complete. 
Picture 20.-

With practice, this method of 
joint rolling takes about one or two 
minutes from start to finish, although 
beginners following the method may r e 
quire five or ten minutes and still 
produce only a mediocre joint. Quick
ness and dexterity come only through 
constant rolling, so practice. Papers 
are cheap; tobacco, catnip, marijuana 
and so forth are all good practice ma
terials. Good joint rolling is more 
than a skill; today it is a necessit 

Picture 19 Picture 2fl 
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Pigs beat off demonstrators 
N i x o n i n N e w Y o r k 
new york (Ins) Richard Nixon 

digs football. When almost a million 
people poured into Washington November 
15, demanding immediate withdrawal 
from Vietnam, the President declared 
that he was going to watch a ball game 
and ignore the demonstrators. 

Maybe it was his passion for the 
sport that spurred the National Foot
ball Foundation and Hall of Fame to 
give Nixon their Man-of-the-Year award 
December 9 , in ceremonies at the plush 
Waldorf-Astoria. 

Whenever a President of the Unit
ed States of America appears in public 
these d a y s , there's no doubt that thou
sands of people will come out into the 
streets to shout angry opposition to 
government repression and aggression. 
Three thousand showed up on Park A v 
enue when Nixon came to pick up his 
football trophy. 

He certainly would have preferred 
sitting in a well-guarded White House 
room watching a game on TV. His sec
ond choice might have been a peaceful 
picket line asking American imperial
ism to "give peace a chance," 

He didn't get either. 
The sensationalist Daily News 

admitted on its front page that "Nix
on's Visit Sparks Melee;" and that was 
what happened. People knew that Rich
ard Nixon was somewhere across Park 
avenue as they stood on the picket 
line, and they were angry: Nixon af
ter all is symbolically and personally 
guilty of many murders--the cold-blood
ed law and order that shot up Black 
Panther Party Deputy Chairman Fred 
Hampton in his sleep, for example. 
And the nightmare of the hundreds of 
Vietnamese at Song My. And thousands 
and thousands of other Vietnamese. 

Even those demonstrators who would 
be the very last to heave a brick 
through a window in angry protest were 
unwilling to lie prostrate under the 
thumb of Nixon's New York thugs, the 
cops. Legally a picket line is sup
posed to "keep moving," to shuffle a-
long when a cop orders i t . As the 
anti-Nixon demonstration grew in size 
people stopped walking in the circles 
that the law impo'ses on "dissent" and 
stood instead in unmoving masses, 
chanting, "Avenge Fred HamptonI" 

And "Ho, H o , Ho Chi Minh.' The 
NLF is gonna win!" While Nixon picked 
up his gold-plated diamond-studded 
football award, or whatever, the people 
outside made it clear they were fans 
of the NLF, not the NFL. 

The cops were edgy. When a card
board pole used to hold an NLF flag 
went sailing from somewhere in the 
crowd into a bunch of policemen, and 
hit one on the head, the cops shouted, 
"Lead pipes! They threw a lead pipe!" 
and grabbed someone nearby and began 
to beat the shit out of him. 

spotted by a roving group of demon
strators, who scuffled with the cops 
and ended up liberating their brother, 
who escaped unbusted. 

More windows broke as the demon
strators neared Fifth Avenue. The 
^cops began busting people right and 
left--not only demonstrators who they 
caught engaging in vanton violence, 
like knocking over trash cans, but 
also 45-year old businessmen. 

At one point, as the running-in-
the street got to the c o m e r of Fifth 
Avenue and 50th Street at S t . Patrick's 

Cathedral, a cop got hit on the head 
with something, cutting his scalp. 
Bleeding profusely, as happens with 
scalp wounds, he stooped over and his 
fellow cops emitted shouts of rage 
("They got him with a lead pipe!") and 
grabbed a nearby demonstrator, Jomo 
Raskin, in reprisal. 

"You motherfucker! You're fin
ished!" The next thing he knew, Ras
kin, an assistant professor of English 
at Stoneybrook, was also bleeding from 
the head, and as he fell, dazed, the 
cops,threw him against a car. He kept 
protesting his innocence. Then a 
cop car arrived to take him away. Pull
ing him by the hair , pummelling the 
back of his neck with blackjacks and 
jabbing him hard in the small of his 
back with billy clubs, the cops led 
their victim away. (Raskin, along 
with Bob Reilly and Terry Doyle, two 
other prisoners, beat up by the cops, 
were taken to Roosevelt Hospital where 
they were treated and released. They 
were brought back to a precinct h o u s e , 
where Tactical Patrol Force pigs sys
tematically beat them for two hours, 
using fists, boots, sticks, a pair of 
pliers and blackjacks. All three 
have four felony charges, including 
assault. A suit against the cops is 
being filed with the assistance of the 
American Civil Liberties Union.) 

St. Patrick's Cathedral sat a-
cross the street. The cops busied 
themselves swinging their nightsticks 
and charging up and down the steps of 
the church. The thousands of passers-
by on Christmas-light-lit Fifth A v e 
nue watched in dismay. "What are they 

doing to those people?" asked an old 
woman. 

The arrest of the guy who purpor
tedly hit a cop with a lead pipe took 
place to the tinkling background music 
of Christmas carols from a nearby d e 
partment store. "Hark the herald an
gels sing," it sang, as the black
jacks pummelled and the cops grabbed 
anyone in sight by the collar either 
shoving him to the side or busting 
him. There were over seventy arrests 
in all. Several cops were injured. 

The sidewalk opposite S t . Pat
rick's was covered with blood. 

No one ever saw Nixon come or go. 
A number of very long black limousines 
did pass in the night once or twice, 
but there was no Way of telling if 
Tricky Dick was inside, or whether it 
was the chairman of the board of Union 
Carbide, or General Westmoreland. In 
Cuba when Fidel Castro passes by in 
the street in a small red car or a 
jeep, everyone knows who he is and 
gathers around shouting "Look! Fidel!" 
with affection. It's unlikely that 
similar cries of "Hey, it's Dick!" 
would have rung over Park Avenue--or 
any of a thousand other places--if our 
President had gone b y . 

Instead of affection, Nixon got 
the kind of response a lot of people 
think he ought to get wherever he goes 
--violence. A large chunk of the dem
onstration marched away from the pick-
etline just before a few speeches were 
set to begin, and headed down the mid-
town sidestreets near Rockefeller Cen
ter. A few windows shattered to chants 
of "Avenge Fred HamptonI" 

The cops formed into tactical 
groups and fanned out into the night. 
For some reason they were more ready 
than New York cops usually are to en
gage in a "police riot." 

They grabbed one kid in a plaza 
in the middle of a complex of thirty-
story glass office buildings and beat 
him, dragging him across the ground 
and hitting him at the same time. They 
were planning to arrest him, but were 

The cops did a good job of dis
persion, after a few hours of ram
paging. Y e s , the demonstrators were 
into a little "chaos" themselves. But 
to most of the people on the street, 
the sightseers on Fifth Avenue, the 
businessmen, the working people leav
ing work late, the cab drivers, there 
wasn't much debate about who was act
ing rationally and who wasn't. 

As the demonstration and the even
ing wore to a close, the cops had 
covered Fifth Avenue like an army. Ev
ery so often they would regroup and 
wade into straggling groups of people 
who looked like demonstrators. No one 
who was just walking down the Avenue 
was quite sure why they were doing i t . 

Then a small rented truck came 
down Fifth Avenue. The driver saw 
the cops chasing people and opened 
his window to shout, "This is Nixon's 
police state!" 

Another cop regrouping. They 
raced after the truck, forcing it to 
veer into the curb. A cop raised his 
nightstick and smashed in the window 
on the driver's side. They pulled 
the driver out and began beating him. 
He was busted. It turned out the 
truck had been rented by the peace 
group that organized the protest and 
wanted badly for it to stay very peace
ful. That didn't make any difference 
to the cops. They opened up the back 
of the van, pulled out the group's 
sound equipment and threw it to the 
ground. 

Hundreds of people, non-demonstra
tors, watched the events from the 
other side of the street. Wearing 
pieces of mistle-toe, carrying the 
Daily N e w s , ordinary people, they 
stood in small groups discussing what 
they had seen. They were bewildered 
and angry. 

"They're right!" exclaimed one 
middle-aged man. "This i^ a police 
state!" 
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T h e T w e l v e D a y s of Vietnam 
(sung to the tune of the 12 days of Christmas"' 

ed. note: Each year Ron Willis 
submits this poem for publica
tion in the underground press. 
Only the names are changed to 
incriminate the guilty. 

On the first day of Vietnam, ray corporal said to m e , 

kill those yellow bellies 

On the second day of Vietnam, my sergeant said to m e , 
b u m down that hut 
and kill those yellow bellies 

On the third day of Vietnam, jny Lieutenant said to m e , 
poison those crops 
b u m down that hut 
and kill those yellow bellies 

On the fourth day of Vietnam, my Captain said to m e , 
torture that civilian 
poison those crops 
b u m down that hut 
and kill those yellow bellies 

On the fifth day of Vietnam, my Major said to m e , 
rape Viet Cong girls 
torture that civilian 
poison those crops 

* b u m down that hut 
and kill those yellow bellies 

On the sixth day of Vietnam, my Colonel said to m e , 
blast them with napalm 
rape Vietcong girls 
torture that civilian 
poison those crops 
b u m down that hut 
and kill those yellow bellies 

On the seventh day of Vietnam, my General said to m e , 
destroy that village 
blast them with napalm 
rape Viet Cong girls 
torture that civilian 
poison those crops 
b u m down that hut 

C md kill those yellow bellies 

/J ̂  the eighth day of Vietnam, Abrams said to m e , 
b u m those babies 
destroy that village 
blast them with napalm 
rape Viet Cong girls 
torture that civilian 
oison those crops 
u m down that hut 

kill those yellow bellies 

On the tenth day of Vietnam, Agnew said to me,] 
mutilate those bastards 
shoot those prisoners 
b u m those babies 
d e s t r o y t h a t village 
blast them with napalm 
rape Viet Cong girls 
torture that civilian 
poison those crops 
b u m down that hut 
and kill those yellow bellies 

day of Vietnam, Lard-head said to m e , 
shoot those prisoners 
b u m those babies 
destroy that village 
blast them with napalm 
rape Viet Cong girls 
torture that civilian 
poison those crops 
ibum down that hut 

d kill those yellow bellies 

On the elventh day of Vietnam, Der Fuhrer 
bomb Peking 

mutilate those bastards 
shoot those prisoners 
burn those babies 
destroy that village 

blast them with napalm 
rape Viet Cong girls 

torture that civilian 
poison those crops 
b u m down that hut 

and kill those yellow bellies 

said to me 

On the twelfth day of Vietnam, my mother wrote to m e , 
cut off their balls, son 
bomb Peking 
shoot those prisoners 
mutilate those bastards 
b u m those babies 
destroy that village 
blast them with napalm 
rape Viet Cong girls 
torture that civilian 
poison those crops 
b u m down that hut 
and kill those yellow bellies 

On the thirteenth day of Vietnam 
I joined the other side 

by ronald j. willis 
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Best of Traffic 
United Artists -- VAS-5500 

i Any time you put out 
la "Best of ..." album, you 
;have the advantage of hind-
1 sight, acknowledged react-
' ions and word-of-mouth pop-
iularity. "Best of Traffic" 
lis no exception. The ele
ven songs on the album fea-
jture Traffic at its finest, 
its style tight and its 

I skill astounding. 
I Side one begins with 

"Paper Sun," with its In
dian undertones and Scene 
overtones. "Heaven Is Your 
Mind" begins like a jazz 
piece and quickly flows in
to its happy message in a 
I single rock style, then 
trails off into cacaphonous 
sounds. "No Face No Name 

No Number" and "Coloured Rain" fea
ture good vocals by Stevie Winwood, 
backed b y strong instrumentation u-
tilizing saxophones and other such 
usually un-rockish instruments. But 
Traffic makes music; it doesn't f o l 
low styles, it sets them. 

"You can all join in" is now one 
of the most popular Traffic songs, a 
h a p p y , lilting song bringing the 
listener and the musician together in 
bouncy intrigues, "Hole in My Shoe 
is a somewhat surrealistic poem, re
miniscent of the Beatles, but stand
ing well by its own right. 

Side two blasts off with "m e d i 
cated Goo", again a song more reminis
cent of a group like Canned Heat -
but a rocker, featuring eliptical 
transfigurations of Oriental-Occiden
tal m u s i c , with the suggested aura of 
a mysterious island. "Feelin' Alright" 
is an adequate up-beat number, perhaps 
the only mediocre song on the album. 
"Shanghai Noodle Factory" features 
whimsical lyrics in an allegorical 
tale of changes. The final cut on 
this album is the beautiful "Dear 
Mr, Fantasy"; 'Play something to 
make us all happy', which is 
Traffic's credo. The song features 
stunning guitrr work hy Stevie Win-
wood and the usual strong vocalizing 
by Dave Mason and Winwood. It's 
too bad the group broke up- - they 
might have gone on to even better 
things. As it i s , we can ,mly lis
ten to this album and reminisce-
"Wow, were they ever outa-sight!" 

The Kinks , Arthur 

Warner-Reprise S-6366 

"Arthur", by the Kinks, is rock's 
second attempt at opera(the first 
b e i n g , of course, "Tommy" by the 
W h o ) . To get by the inevitable com-
pari5on--it is not as good as "Tom

my" but then agin, it's history is 
different. "Arthur" was commissioned 
to be musically incorporated into 
a British TV show dealing with a 
English family(headed by Arthur) 
whose eldest s o n , Derek, is leaving 
to try to find a new life in Austra-
lia(sound familar?) 

As such, the songs do not flow 
quite so easily into each other (as 
in " T o m m y " ) , and musically, the songs 
tend to be quite simple. But the major 
strength of the work as a whole lies 
in the lyrics--they are consistently 
fine. 

There are several songs of n o s 
talgia: "Young and Innocent Days" 
being a lovely look back at a misty 
memory of happiness now quite far a-
way. Three songs deal with the m i l i 
tary life of World War 11: "Yes S i r , 
No Sir" quite stunningly with lines 
like: 

"So you think that you've got 
ambition 

Stop your dreaming and your 
idle wishing 

You're outside and there ain't 
no admission to our play 
Pack up your ambition in your 
old kit bag 

Soon you'll be happy with a 
packet of fags 

Chest out stomach in 

Do what I say Do what I say 
Yes right away..." 

•And while the realities of war 
continue in the present day, the old 
folks f e e l , as in "Drivin"', that 
getting into the car and leaving for 
the country will take care of every
thing. 

The ethic of escapism exists in 
suburbs where houses are all called 
Shangri-la. But, 

All the houses in the street 
have got a name 
'Cos all the houses in the 
streets they look. th.e same 

Same chimney p o t s , same little 
c a r s , same window panes 
The neighbors call to tell you 
things that you should know 

Hiey say their lines, they 
drink their t e a , and then they 

go 
They tell your business in 
another Shangri-la 

The gas bills and the water 

r a t e s , and payments on your 

car 

Too sacred to think about how 

insecure you are 

Life ain't so happy in your 

little Shangri-la..." 

And so we go on until we say goodbye 
to Derek, who has "Nothing To Say" 
to his father; 
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You keep pretendin' that every

thing's fine 

So you make small talk to help 

pass the time 

But all the words that you 

spit from your face 

Add up to nothin', you got 

nothin' to say..." 

And we remain with Arthur, in his 
Shrangri-la, secure from a world that 
has passed him b y . 

The second side of the album is 
for some reason much more interesting 
musically than the first side. From 
the silly "She Bought A Hat Like 
Princess Marina" to the stark "Nothing 
To Say", the Kinks provide a fascina
ting insight into the Modern Everyman, 
as he exists in England. A most inter
esting album. 

Canned H e a t , .Hallelujah 

Liberty, LST - 7618 

Canned Heat has developed into 
one of rock's dependable groups. 
Pick up any of their albums and you 
can expect the same fine quality and 
the same general style - white blues-
rock, influenced b y , but distinct 
from its black ancestor. "Hallelu
jah" highlights the group in eleven 
numbers, all founded on the heavy 
drums of Filo de la Para and the 
irtiining vocals of Bob Hite and Alan 
Wilson. 

"Same All Over" is a fast-paced 
opener, telling us something that 
we already know. "Canned Heat" is an 
elongated moderate blues wFitten by 
the group and featuring good guitar 
work by Hite. "Sic Em Pigs" speaks 
for itself about certain people who 
always have to show up whenever any
body is having fun. It's lines "grab 
your g u n s , buy bombs too" are less 
funny than prophetic. 

"I'm Her Man" begins with some 
strange organ work and dips quickly 
into the typical blues lyric of love 
and loss. The final cut on the first 
side is "Time W a s " , a tight up-beat 
number with better than average g u i 
tar work by Wilson and Henry Vestine. 

Moving quickly to Side T w o , "Do 
Not Enter" is a heavy-beat nundjer 
about a lazy woman (available in all 
the b l u e s ) . Alan Wilson's voice at 
this point begins to grow on y o u , and 
you can either like it or dislike it. 
Tlie point i s , it always sounds the 
same. "Big Fat" is a short number, 
neither good nor b a d , but "Huarta" 
is a good follow u p , a total instru
mental that shifts from blues to 
Cubana to Rock and back again with 
no apparent difficulties. Its one of 
the most interesting cuts on the 
album. 

"Get Off My Back" is a somewhat 
naive and pointless observation of 
the Han's presence. Exciting guitar 

work doesn't replace the knowledge 
that the best way to get the Man 
off your back is to shoot hira off. 

The finale, "Down In The Gutter, 
But Free" sounds too much like a 
spiritualistic revival, but a take
off on the black reality of revival. 
Kite's rasping intense vocals are 
like Catfish Bob Hodge's, quite 
good. 

The thrust of the album is that 
Canned Heat is made up of top-grade 
musicians but they seem stuck in thei 
present style. They are certainly 
good, but the question is, what else 
can they do? 

Fat City, Reincarnation 

Proble-ABC CPLP- 4508 

"Reincarnation is the gradual 
revelation of the vapor that is 
life or being or God if you prefer" 
(from the liner n o t e s ) , 

A vaporous, breezy feeling is 
the lingering effect of Fat City's 
first album. Soft gentle songs orna
mented by thoughtful arrangements 
comprise a continuing empathy b e 
tween music and musicians. Fat City 
is Bill Danoff and Taffy. Ten of 
the twelve songs on the album are 
from Bill's mind and memory and ex
pose one new sensitive writer of 
whom we will hear more. 

The best songs on the album are 
those which are flowing gentleness. 
".Angeline" is a love song, ebuliant 
and happy, a seeming rarity these 
days when love is so seldom beauti
ful. "Atlantis", an evocation of a 
possible future and reincarnation, 
is augmented by a beautiful harp 
accompaniment (spend time on this 
thought: harp as a beautiful in
strument) . 

"You Look Like A Memory" is a 
frolicking grab-bag with feelings 
for vaudeville and circus and jug 
bands and...all sorts of good time 
m u s i c , with silly w o r d s . A fun song. 

Taffy is featured in an agonizing 
rendition of "Holly Would", a p o i 
gnant ballad from the pen of Jackie 
De Shannon. Her voice is as soft as 
rain and the misty emotions of the 
songs are strongly felt. 

"Easter Island" and "Prince of 
Peace" continue the gentle i m p l i 
cations of the m u s i c , evoking a 
world where "the world will be a 
mirror of the pictures in our drea
m s " . 

The final cut on the album, "We 
Don't Live Here No More" is a ballad 
reminiscent of the best of Peter, 
P a u l , and Mary, with fine back-up 
and tight harmony. 

All in a l l , an auspicious debut 
for a local group, one that deserves 
further attention and listening t o . 

rlchard harrington 
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Quir.k«:i Tver Times 
This is a very ,very 

strange film,Coming Apart. 
Its basic story concerns 
an amorous psychiatrist 
and his various affairs. 
It is an evocation of a 
developing psychiatric 
probIem.lt is an exami
nation of sexual-emotion
al reIatioships.lt is an 
attempt at self-directed 
analysis. 

The film's creator, 
Milton Moses Ginsberg, has 
as a point of departure, 
taken the camera and as
signed it the duties of 
the psychiatrist. The 
central character of the 
film, Joe Glazer,psychi
atrist, runs a somewhat 
hidden movie camera as 
he encounters both his 
various lovers and him

self. He has the choice of when and 
what to shoot, choosing events that 
relate to his search for that elusive 
self. Glazer, towards the end of the 
film, questions himseIf:"Why did I 
want to film?...Why must I see it?... 
What have I locked myself into?... 
This is what you wanted, to be locked 
into yourself. That's why you did this 
because this is the way to freedom. 
This is what it means to become your
self." He is trying to find whether 
his seing is more real than what he 
sees, to examine a detached self from 
the coldness of the psychiatrist's 
viewpoint. And he cannot do this. His 
relationships are failures, mostly 
due to a total disdain of honesty on 
his part. His lovers see a need to 
mother h i m , a conflict for a man who 
sees himself as a solid individual 
not needing such attention. His p r o 
fessed love for one woman seems 
curiously false, yet sometimes, with 
some of his women, he seems to show 
genuine compassion,even tenderness, 
Joe Glazer is seeking to discover 
him self, and we are granted privi-
ledged glimpses of his sexual self 
and of his search- and in the end, 
neither of us seems to have advanced 
very far. 

The style of the film is quite 
ingenious, the impression being that 
of a home-made film. The flash-frames 

N A R R A G A N S E T T 
L E A T H E R S 

1 1 - 6 : 3 0 2 - 5 S u n 
Closed Monday 

C A P I T A L H I L L 
3 0 5 7 t h S t S E 5 4 4 - 2 2 1 J 

The origin of "moccasin" 

Is Algonquin and i s akin 

to the Natlck mokkusln, 

the OJlbwa maklsin, and 

the Narraganset mocussin. 

December 19-29, 1969 

.serve to keep us from seeking a story 
line which does not exist. One is 
left with the feeling that this film 
could have been made the way it p r e 
tends to have been. 

There are three fine performances. 
Rip T o m , as Joe Glazer, remains one 
of the country's outstanding actors. 
His eyes are incredible, deep and 
harrowed, furtive, painfully aware. 
The turbulence of his character is 
tremendously involving, so that one 
is less aware of acting than of emp
athy between actor and role. Sally 
Kirkland, in real life a soft,gentle 
beauty, looks sufficiently hard and 
beaten to poignantly create her char-
.acter, the classic girl ill-treated 
hy all mankind. Her final scene, a 
frenzied act of destruction, is a 
virtual tour-de-force. 

And finally, in a small but intense 
role,Nancy MacKay deserves credit for 
a finely wrought performance. 

This is Ginsberg's first film, and 
he also wrote the script(though the 
impression is often of improvisation). 
It was possible to make the film on 
a very low budget, so one hopes that 
with assured profits from this film, 
Mr. Ginsberg will continue to make 
relevant and occassionally experiment
al films. 

Best bets in town- The Biograph in 
Georgetown, where you can catch all 
the great comedies of the Marx Brother; 
W.C.Fields, and company. 

And the Circle is showing the Best 
of Ingmar Bergman. 

richard harrington 
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O C X w 
Alcatraz, Its name evokes images 

from dozens of Grade B prison films. 
As a child I saw smoke pouring from 
the island during the 1946 prison r i 
ot which ended only with the landing 
and use of the United States Marines. 
Many times I sailed past the island, 
never allowed closer than the 200 yard 
clearance required by the Coast Guard. 
That's why things don't seem quite real 
at the moment. I'm sitting outside a 
solitary confinement cell on Alcatraz. 
The cell contains medical supplies for 
the American Indians who have occupied 
the island. 

Indian children play at the other 
end of the cell block, swinging from 
a rope tied to bars on the second tier 
of cells. Many of the cells are in 
use again, blankets on the bars giving 
privacy never enjoyed by former inmates. 

"You want to see where Al Capone 
stayed?" 

The Indians are fast learning A l 
catraz lore. I had seen Capone's home 
in Miami Beach where he spent his last 
years and, yes, wanted to see the cell. 
The young redman pointed to the third 
tier of the main row, a cell exactly 
like the others. Scarface Al Capone 
was said to have bought preferential 
treatment during his years on the Rock. 
But no material goods, nothing bought 
with money could have much relieved 
the conditions of the men imprisoned 
on the island. 

The Indians have placed a carved 
American Eagle over the main entrance 
to the cell block and beneath the eagle 
a sign, "Land Of The Free." But no
where on the island can one really 
feel free. Not y e t . Maybe not ever. 

December 19-29, 1969 

One of the few Anglos on the island, 
a young film maker, told a new Indian 
friend of his desire to take peyote 
while on Alcatraz. The answer was 
quick. "You crazy, man? Do you know 
what kind of spirits are here?" What 
kind of spirits were left by men whose 
cages were ten feet long by six feet 
wide? I entered one of the solitary 
confinement cells and pulled the heavy 
door closed. Blackness. When the 

prison functioned some light could 
enter the cell through holes punched 
in the back w a l l , if the guards allow
ed it. 

The "lucky" prisoners worked in 
one of the two Kafka-like factories 
or the laundry or kitchen. But every
where there are watch towers and sag
ging catwalks. Rusting remnants of 
barbed wire surround the western side 
of the island near the cold bay waters 
Only a few years have passed since 
the prisoners were transferred to 
other penitentiaries, yet most of the 
structures have been nearly destroyed 
by the salt air, wind and seas. 

I have never been within a pris
on before. Once I visited the- con
centration camp at Dachau. No gas 
ovens on Alcatraz but it is the same 
experience. 

The exercise yard is now the 
main eating area for the Indians. 
Rust marks run down the high walls. 
A pup tent is set up on the small 
patch of scrub brush left uncovered 
by concrete. Sitting on the great 
cement steps some of the Indians 
speak of painting murals on the walls 
of the exercise yard. Plans are also 
made for giant tepees. 

"Bad as Alcatraz i s , it's better 
than many of the reservations." You 
hear this over and over from the In
dians. Their leader is Richard Oaks 
and after observing hira communicating 
with Federal officials, the news media 
and his own people I can tell you he's 
the Jim Thorpe of Indian negotiators. 
They have invoked an 1868 treaty b e 
tween the Sioux and the U.S. Govern
ment which stipulates that unused 
Federal land reverts to the Indians. 
::"J."Y-.The Federal Government declared 
Alcatraz surplus property and offered 
the island to San Francisco. Texas 
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oilman, H . Hunt, proposed a futuris
tic monument and commercial exploita
tion. His plans were accepted by the 
S.F. Board of Supervisor on the recom
mendation of Mayor Alioto. But a 
civic-minded dress manufacturer ran 
a full page newspaper advertisement 
which apparently expressed the feel
ings of most people in the San Fran
cisco Bay Area. Why rush ahead with 
these plans so obviously unworthy of 
San Francisco and Alcatraz? The Board 
of Supervisors reversed its vote after 
a deluge of mail and telephone calls. 

History has given, us few pleasant 
surprises these last few years. The 
Indian occupation of Alcatraz is an 
exception. Public sentiment in S.F. 
seems to overwhelmingly favor giving 
Alcatraz to the Indians. An Indian 
cultural and exhibition center would 
allow the display and perhaps sale of 
Indian art and craftwork. Millions 
of visitors to San Francisco would 
want to visit such a center and also 
see the old cell blocks. They would 
l e a m at first hand of the need for 
prison reform or elimination. No b e t 
ter use of Alcatraz Island has been or 
is likely to be proposed. 

Meanwhile, the Indians remain on 
the Rock and welcome our support. Med
ical services have been organized and 
well supplied by physicians like intern 
Larry Brilliant and psychiatrist George 
Challis. 

Food supplies are especially im
portant. Send vegetables, fruit, meat, 
cheese, bread (real bread, p l e a s e ) , 
peanut butter, peanuts and grains. 

You can also write to Mayor Alioto 
in S.F, and your representives in Wash
ington. Let them know your feelings 
about returning Alcatraz to the first 
Americans. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
DEAR DR. HIP POCRATES is a collection 
of letters and answers published by 
Grove Press. $5 at your favorite 
bookstore. 

************************************* 
Dr. Schoenfeld welcomes your letters. 
Write hira: c/o P.O. Box 680, Tiburon, 
California 94920. 

^"ORIENTAL 
P L E A S U R E S ' 
R e n o w n f o r t h e e x o t i c . s e n s u a l 
d e l i g h t s — O r i e n t a l m a i d e n s 
e n g a g e a n d s t i m u l a t e t h e 
n u d e m a l e . F a r E a s t e r n 
s e x u a l p r a c t i c e s h i g h l i g h t e d . 
T o t a l l y u n c e n s o r e d a n d 
u n r e t o u c h e d . 

for the 
1st time 
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Rush m e the Oriental Pleasures PHOTO-PAK 
in a plain wrapper — postage paid. Full 
payment is enclosed. 1 0 0 % refund if I'm 
not fully satisfied. 

MAIL Y O U R O R D E R WITH R E M I T T A N C E TO: 

DIAMOND CO. 
1436 N. Serrano St. 
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Los Angeles. Gal. 90027 
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Our Brother's Keeper: The 
Indian in tVhite America 
Edgar S Cahn, ed, Citizens' 
Advocate Center, NCP-World 
,$2.95 

"You will forgive me 
lif I tell you that my people 
Iwere Americans for thous-
lands of years before your 
Ipeople were. Hie question 
lis not how can you American-
[ize u s , but how can we Am-
[ericanize you. We have 
been working at that for a 
long time. Sometimes we are 
[discouraged at the results, 
jBut we will keep trying. 
lAnd the first thing that we 
Iwant to teach you Is that, 
lin the American way of life, 
leach man has respect for his 
Ibrother's vision. Because 
leach of us respected his 
'brother's dream, we enjoyed 

freedom here in America while your 
people were busy killing and enslav
ing each other across the water. The 
relatives you left behind are still 
trying to kill each other because they 
have not learned that freedom is built 
on my respect for my brother's vision 
and his respect for mine. We have a 
hard trail ahead of us in. trying to 
Americanize you and your white bro
thers. But we are not afraid of hard 
trails." 

The trail has been incredibly 
hard. In reading through Pur Brother's 
Keeper: The Indian in White America, 
you continuously repeat, "I can't b e 
lieve it." But the truth glares at 
you, 

Indians were not granted citizen
ship until 1924 and the basic provis
ions of the Bill of Rights were not 
extended to them until 1968. But 
there is much more than meets the eye 
here. The Bureau of Indian Affairs 
(BIA) exercizes such total control 
that the Indian has no power, no con
trol, no choice in his ovm destiny. 
This is the subject of the hook. 

Since it's inception, the BIA 
has stood as an exan^le of bureau
cratic alienation from reality. The 
original purpose of the BIA was to 
protect treaty rights of the Indian 
tribes, to care for their health and 
education, and to protect their right 
to their own cultural entity. In all 
phases of its duties, the book con
tends, the BIA has failed. 

One very basic failing of the 
Bureau has been its refusal to accept 
or accommodate the Indian way of life. 
The Indian has had to struggle in many 
ways. In numerous tribes, the Indian 
is rewarded for rejecting his language. 

for "to speak one's tongue demonstrates 
ignorance and warrants ridicule." Of
ten children are beaten by adminis
trators if they are caught speaking 
their own language, and Indian dances 
and crafts are suppressed or forbid
den. Of 300 basic Indian languages, 
only 120 have more than 100 speakers, 
and most of these are elderly people. 
(There are 800,000 Indians.) 

Another major BIA failure, and 
an incredibly serious one, is connected 
with land use and ownership. "The 
relationship of a tribe to its land 
defines that tribe: its identity, 
its culture, its way of life, its 
fundamental rights, its methods of 
adaption, its patterns of survival. 
Land also defines the Indian's enem-
ies--those who covet the land and de
sire to expropriate it for their own 
use...Indian land is synonymous with 
Indian existence." Not only that, 
but connected with the land are hunt
ing and fishing rights-which to the 
Indian are essential aspects of a re
ligiously ordained pattern of exist
ence which unites man and nature. 
These points are of no concern to the 
enemies of the Indian, who are numer
ous and include tourism, mining, ag
riculture, natural resource develop
ments, timber and livestock interests, 
water right and oil interests, etc. 
The list Is long. What is In^ortant 
to note is the relative power of these 
groups within our government. The 
legislative committees in congress that 
are responsible for the funding and 
legislation of the BIA are heavily 
stocked with Congressmen from the 
Western states, creating an obvious . 
conflict of interest. For these men 
are also concerned with developing the 
resource potential of their own states, 
and often, Indian rights seriously 
jeopardize possible financial bene
fits. 

It must he understood that the 
American Indian is basically a pris
oner of war. The BIA's responsibil
ities are based on "provisions for a 
conquered people," even in 1969. The 
Indian has no real rights; he has no 
political power, no redress to judic
ial or administrative action; tribes 
cannot hire lawyers without govern
ment approval, and there is even con-• 
stant intimidation of investigators 
and tribal lawyers. Among personnel, 
there is a low level of technical com
petence, and a corresponding high 
level of frustration and apathy. The 
Bureau is slow to hire consultants or 
experts, content to continue ineffect

ual set-ups. Even among Vista volun
teers there is a high level of frus
tration, for most administrators see 
their roles as glorified babysitters 
for an entire people. 

Indians have very little to say 
in their own affairs. The majority 
of personnel are white, and those few 
Indians involved with administration 
are low echelon, with little chance 
for advancement. The BIA has consis
tently refused to regard the Indian 
as a resource for employees, providing 
little and limited training. 

Another frightening aspect of BIA 
control is that most Indians have no 
control either of their land or their 
money. BIA administrators have easy 
access to two legal facilities, guard
ianship and wardship. An administra
tor can declare any Indian "incompe
tent," which reverts control of the 
land to the BIA. What often happens 
then is that the land is rented to 
whites at a nominal price. The whites 
then consolidate Indian land with 
their own, raise two crops to set a 
production record, and then the gov
ernment pays the whites to do nothing. 
The BIA regulates the rental fee, and 
consistently refuses to raise rents 
in order to benefit the Indian. 

Sometimes, to qualify for w e l 
fare, the BIA will force an Indian to 
sell his land. But the Bureau keeps 
the sale money, and regulates its 
flow to the owner, often at a rate 
far below subsistence level. The In
dian has no choice but to accept this 
action. All this and more is in dir
ect disobedience to the Indian Re
organization Act of 1934, which guar
anteed budget control b y , not for, the 
tribes. 

Every effort at improving the 
living conditions of the Indians has 
met with failure through ill-planning 
or plain idiocy. In the state of 
Washington, the BIA built an all elec
tric model housing project, but failed 
Co provide electricity. "In Minne
sota, the Leech Lake Indians went to 
the US Department of Housing and Ur-
jan Development (HUD) and obtained 
money to finance housing for the tribe. 
Unfortunately, HUD routed the funds 
through the BIA. The Bureau with
held them, and set impossible condi
tions for the release of the funds." 
One administrator explained it this 
way, "We have to be careful not to 
raise the native's standard of living 
without first raising his ability to 
support that standard," The BIA has 
total financial control. It uses tri

bal funds for its own benefits, rents 
land without tribal consent to white 
companies, refuses to enforce tress
pass rights to Indian land, and con
stantly rules in favor of the large 
industrial complex. 

Medically, the Indian also suf
fers. He suffers the highest infant 
mortality rate of any ethnic group; 
on some reservations, the mortality 
rate is 10%. The Indian life span 
is but two-thirds that of the average 
Amerikan. Eighty percent of Alaskan 
Indian children suffer from serious 
ear disease. Suicides, alcoholism 
and malnutrition are all far above the 
national average, sometimes double or 
triple. Part of this is because the 
general medical attitude is to effect 
a temporary cure rather than examine 
or attack underlying environmental 
and nutritional causes. Some families 
live 50 miles from the nearest paved 
road, sometimes hundreds of miles from 
the nearest medical station. Last 
year, "twenty infants were dead on 
arrival at medical stations on the 
western half of the Navajo reserva
tions. Eighteen of these twenty 
died en route, their deaths attributed 
to delay in reaching medical aid." 

Considering all these points, one 
asks why not abolish the BIA. The In
dian knows. "He knows that he must, 
even at the cost of his liberty, pre
serve the Bureau, because the Bureau 
and only the Bureau stands between 
the Indian and extinction as a racial 
and cultural entity. Only the Bureau 
stands between the Indian and total, 
unilateral renunciation of all federal 
treaty obligations. The Bureau has 
been and the Bureau remains the spec
ial protector of the Indian and his 
champion, at times, against predatory 
interests. Hie Bureau and the solemn 
promise of the federal government are 
symbolically synonymous in the mind of 
the Indian. To destroy one is to de
stroy both." 

The book spells out a few sugges
tions and demands that steps be taken 
soon. It suggests that for once the 
federal government listen to the plans 
of the Indians. As the book states, 
"We have failed utterly as social en-
gineers-'failures from which we as a 
nation would be well advised to l e a m , 
lest we repeat our mistakes on a far 
grander scale with Negroes, and Mexi
can-Americans, Puerto Ricans and poor 
whites..." It is a roost impressive 
book, frightening and very able to 
make us much, much more aware than we 
were previously. diehard harrington 

U P M A D I S O N A V E ! 
"Go see 'Putney Swope'. A pacesetter with outrageous wit, cou
rageous creativity, guts and intelligence. Tells it like its never been 
told before." -Judith Crist. N.B.C. 

"It is funny, sophomoric. brilliant, obscene, disjointed, marvel
ous, unintelligible and relevant. If anybody tries to improve it, 
he should be sentenced." -N.Y. Times 

" 'Putney Swope' is a stinging, zinging, swinging sock-it-to-them 
doozey. It is going to take off and be one of the most talked about 
flicks in recent times. By all means I suggest, hell. I damn well insist 
you see 'Putney Swope' and be prepared for the nuttiest, wildest, 
grooviest shock treatment. Will leave you helpless with laughter." 

-Westinghouse Radio 

P U T N E Y S W O P E 
T h e T r u t h a n d S o u l M o v i e 

ZUCe n m r 
p o m ^^^^ 
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Ripping off Safeway or the Chase 
Manhatten Bank is one thing, but steal
ing from our own people is another. 
Poor people should l e a m to be selec
tive in their rip-offs. 

In light of this, the artist who 
had stolen the two prints pictured 
above, asks for their return, no ques
tions asked. 

These original pen and ink draw
ings were taken without permission 
from a display at Workshop, 1503 21st 
Street during or after a Claude Jones 
rock concert Sunday, December 14. 

The young artist says that it 
took him hundreds of hours to complete 
the drawings and that he cannot afford 
their loss. 

"No questions asked, just help 
me get them back," he said. Call: 
Lou Stovall, 296-0415 or Jonathan, 
387-1925. 
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CONTINENTAL BATH § HEALTH CLUB 
230 W. 74th St. 
New York City 
(212) 799-2688 

Open 24 hours - 7 days a week 

Overnight accomodations available for 
sophisticated males only. 

Present this ad for $1.09 reduction 
upon admission. 

For (O^n 4 lOcnten 

SbO\ N. Mamson 
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7902 ga ave 
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N o t e s f r o m t h e U n d e r g r o u n d 
W o r m s e a t S p i r o 

by denny norwood 

De Kalb (TNT) The Vice-President o£ 
the United States was discovered 
dead drunk in the streets of this 
small American town early this m o r 
ning. Spiro T . Agnew, 5 8 , was to have 
been in Detroit later today for a 
talk with automobile manufacturers. 

The cause of death was not immediately 
available. It was lying down the 
street a piece—the Jim Beam bottle 
that provided the final link between 
this world and the next for Mr. 
Agnew. 

Pending an autopsy, the death 
was listed as "impropriety in food 
and alcoholic beverages." Agnew was 
reportedly 75 pounds overweight. The 
body will be returned to Washington 
later today after the trousers have 
been cleaned and pressed. 

The Vice-President was best 
known for the threat he represented 
in the event of the President's 
death, in which case he would have 
automatically become despotic. Wash
ing-ton officials often joked about 
the race to the CIA exterminators 
after President Nixon's demise. It 
was believed by some that the race 
had already been fixed by associates 
of the Vice-President. 

Agnew is also remembered for a 
long series of searing diatribes 
which had the extraordinary effect 
of uniting even the most diverse 
elements of American politics 
through the mutual certitude that the 
Vice-President was out to lunch per
manently . 

To his personal physicians, close 
friends and family, M r . Agnew's 
death did not come as a complete sur
prise. It was merely the most recent 
in a series of over-self-indulgences 
stretching throughout the entire 
span of his adult life. The only im
mediate comment from the Agnew family 
in Washington came from the Vice-
President's daughter, Linda Lou, 14: 
"Shit I Now I can march whenever the 
fuck I want to I" 

G o s h d a r n ! 
s a i d t h e p o l i c e m a n . 

CHICAGO (LNS) Dirty words have 
become a major issue in the trial of 
the Conspiracy 8. The defendants 
supposedly upset Chicago's cops, 
known for their prissy vocabulary, 
by shouting obscenities at them dur
ing the August 1968 Convention. At 
the trial, a red squad cop named 
Rodriquez was on the stand, 

"Did you ever hear a policeman 
curse?" asked defense attorney W i l 
liam Kunstler. 

"Well," said Rodriquez, "they 
may have muttered things, but they 
didn't shout." 

"What did they mutter?" 
"Son of a gun." 

'"Nothing worse?" 
"No." 

"Did you ever hear a police 
officer say, 'Get those 
fuckers!'...?" 

"Would you repeat t h a t , sir?" 

D a t e s e t f o r r e v o l u t i o n 
PETROGRAD (TNT) 'Talk about revo
lution, w e l l , you know..." pretty 
soon you'll be able to do more than 
just talk, because a date has been 
set. 

This weekend a small but inter
nationally important band of revo
lutionists from all civilized parts 
of the world, met clandestinely in 
a dimly lit Italian Bistro, and 
made a decision which is bound to 
havequite an impact on world history, 

As one revolutionist put i t , 
"Its not often that you can make a 
decision which changes the path of 
mankind's journey into the future." 

They decided that the revolution 
would take place on September 2 2 , 
1972. 

Asked how that date was decided 
upon, one revolutionist replied, 
"Well, it was just obviously the 
only date to choose on which to have 
an international revolution against 
the repression and oppression of 
people throughout the world by ca
pitalistic imperialists. I mean we 
just kept suggesting dates, and none 
of them seemed quite right, and then 
someone said, "How about September 
22, 1972," and everyone just knew 
it was the right date." 

A spokesman for the group, called 
S.A.M.S.O.N.--which, by the w a y , r e 
presents every revolutionary commun
ity in the world, including the 
Bronx--stated "We're giving all 
pigs until September 2 2 , 1972 to 
stop being pigs. But come September 
22, 1972, we're going to have to 
start getting rid of pigs forcibly," 

When asked whether this meant the 
use of dangerous weapons, he respond
ed, "Well, I suppose it depends on 
what is meant by the word 'forcibly.' 

The spokeman went on to explain 
the reason for setting a date, "Well, 
first of all, we feel that there has 
been too much talk, and too little 
done. 

"We asked ourselves, 'Who wants 
to be the only one having a revolu
tion?' and decided that the only way 

for everyone to get together at the 
same time and have a revolution is 
to set a date." 

The group, of course, hopes to 
let the whole world know about 
September 2 2 , 1972 by advertising in 
Time Magazine. But, as everybody 
knows, the word for the revolution 
is word of mouth, so be sure to tell 
all your friends. Come September 22, 
1972, everybody's going to get some! 

TCWm MTIH »1A were BbOISM^ 

f opous? Ctotfimg! 

fm:fett{ieb*lt)as;jjlr.c. 
1350Connettiaitati. 
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T r a d i n g B o a r d 
The Quickailvei' T l u a offera fr** 
classified as a comDuDlty service. 
Names and addresses must be. In
cluded but need not be printed 
(so people won't play gan^e with 
your phone number). Phone or 
write the Quicksilver Times, 
1932 - 17th St. H.W. Washington, 
D.C. 20009. (202)483-8000 

i n t e r c o u r s e 
T R E E : T H E R A P , an uiiderground news
letter for VlSTAs and other individ
uals interested in social change and 
action. Free copy: stamped-self-ad-
dressed envelop to THE RAP, 5053 N. 
V'inthrop, Chicago, 111. 60640. Con-
tributions appreciated. 

I'ash. Free Clinic, located in George
town Lutheran Memorial Church, pro
vides general medical treatment, VD 
and pregnancy tests, birth control 
help, psychiatric services {group 
therapy Mf,W nites) ; ear, nose and 
throat specialist every other Wed. 
nite (started Dec. 10). MON--FRI, 8--
11PM; SAT 1-5PM. 965-5476. Other 
times: Alex at 234-6699. 

IVAFU catalog or info: 232-0563 
Trouble with your landlord? Unfair 
bills piling up? Call your legal aid 
group, Mon-Thurs, 7-9PM, 676-7165 

Anyone who knows Jay Waltersdorf and 
knows what has happened to him since 
he got busted in Del. last Aug. pleas 
leave message at Switchboard for IBM, 
T love him 5 want him back cause I 
miss him. 

RIOM C50: Charlie (from Dupont Cir.), 
Please write . Sorr>' about the mess 
at the motel in Arlington, but I was 
under guard. Mary Haack, 1604 E. New 
port Ave., Milwaukee, Wis. 53211. 
414-962-3420 

Instruction: College student wanted 
to give ski lessons, on my hills at 
my mtn .cabin in Pa. in exchange for 
groovy weekends and mtns. Jerry Bern
stein 659-9285 or 833-8075. Leave 
message if not in. 

Rosma Fox, Steve Cochrane, Sweet Pea, 
Pat Thomas, Ursula Banta g Cynthia 
Hayes contact Valerie Stubbs at 331-
6186. 

NOTICE: I am re-grouping the Blues 
Idiom; want tenorfialto saxes, guitar, 
bass, drums, organ. If you heard the 
old Blues Idiom, then you know the 

Kathy Green, welcome back to D.C.-QT direction of the group. Call Jim 
Leyaua, 337-4288, after 6:30 PM. John Patsulos, who drew draft lottery 

cartoon in Dec. 8 issue, please call 
293-7746 any eve after 10. 

direction of the group. Call Jim 
Leyaua, 337-4288, after 6:30 PM. John Patsulos, who drew draft lottery 

cartoon in Dec. 8 issue, please call 
293-7746 any eve after 10. 

Make bread and support your commun
ity. Sell Quicksilver (483-8000); 
Free Press ( 483-6222). Linda Fulmer: please contact father. 

Make bread and support your commun
ity. Sell Quicksilver (483-8000); 
Free Press ( 483-6222). 

To Donny and Steve with yellow camera 
from Springfield--get in touch with 
Ruble and Ginny. 560-4052. 

Model wanted, 21-30, no experience 
necessary. Call John, 582-1971 

To Donny and Steve with yellow camera 
from Springfield--get in touch with 
Ruble and Ginny. 560-4052. Black singer, guy, wants to get in 

with a white rock or psychedelic 
group. Call Ray Bess, 396-3310, 
before 10PM. 

NEED a speaker? Call Quicksilver 
(483-8000) or Free Press (483-6222) 
for a speaker at your school, church, 
or society meeting 

Black singer, guy, wants to get in 
with a white rock or psychedelic 
group. Call Ray Bess, 396-3310, 
before 10PM. 

NEED a speaker? Call Quicksilver 
(483-8000) or Free Press (483-6222) 
for a speaker at your school, church, 
or society meeting Looking for musicians who play bass 

and organ, singing a must. To do 
good music. Call Don, 573-5782. 

SWITCHBOARD: Free message and mail 
drop service, legal and health info, 
bad trip help, community bulletin bd. 
for concerts, meetings, etc., and 
outlet for free clothes and furniture 
(donations always needed) Call:667-
4684. noon to 10PM. 

Looking for musicians who play bass 
and organ, singing a must. To do 
good music. Call Don, 573-5782. 

SWITCHBOARD: Free message and mail 
drop service, legal and health info, 
bad trip help, community bulletin bd. 
for concerts, meetings, etc., and 
outlet for free clothes and furniture 
(donations always needed) Call:667-
4684. noon to 10PM. 

VINCEREMOS BRIGADE: 600 yng people 
harvesting sugar in Cuba. Leave 
Jan 31, for 2 months. Applications: 
667-4684. 

SWITCHBOARD: Free message and mail 
drop service, legal and health info, 
bad trip help, community bulletin bd. 
for concerts, meetings, etc., and 
outlet for free clothes and furniture 
(donations always needed) Call:667-
4684. noon to 10PM. WANTED: Young teacher, man or woman, 

for free self structured non-graded 
school in D.C. Ages of children 5-8. 
Must be familiar with and love chil
dren. Must believe in child oriented 
environment. Must have ability to 
turn OP children to their deep crea
tive life force. Job starts Jan. 
1970. Write immediately to: HEARD, 
289A G St. SW, Wash. D.C., 20024 

WANTED: Vital,alive, loose parents 
who believe deeply in the creativity 
of man and who are rationally fright
ened and angry that their children 
are dying of malnutrition of the soul 
because of the academic pressure and 
severe anti-life structure of school, 
to build a child-oriented living-lea
rning environment where commitment to 
the emotional and creative life of 
the child is essential. Let's start 
Now: Interested in 5,6,7 yr. olds. 
To your child one day of boredom, in
timidation and interference is a 
lifetime. Write immediately: HEARD, 
289A G St. S.W., Wash. D.C. 20024. 

WANTED: Young teacher, man or woman, 
for free self structured non-graded 
school in D.C. Ages of children 5-8. 
Must be familiar with and love chil
dren. Must believe in child oriented 
environment. Must have ability to 
turn OP children to their deep crea
tive life force. Job starts Jan. 
1970. Write immediately to: HEARD, 
289A G St. SW, Wash. D.C., 20024 

WANTED: Vital,alive, loose parents 
who believe deeply in the creativity 
of man and who are rationally fright
ened and angry that their children 
are dying of malnutrition of the soul 
because of the academic pressure and 
severe anti-life structure of school, 
to build a child-oriented living-lea
rning environment where commitment to 
the emotional and creative life of 
the child is essential. Let's start 
Now: Interested in 5,6,7 yr. olds. 
To your child one day of boredom, in
timidation and interference is a 
lifetime. Write immediately: HEARD, 
289A G St. S.W., Wash. D.C. 20024. 

s a l e 

WANTED: Vital,alive, loose parents 
who believe deeply in the creativity 
of man and who are rationally fright
ened and angry that their children 
are dying of malnutrition of the soul 
because of the academic pressure and 
severe anti-life structure of school, 
to build a child-oriented living-lea
rning environment where commitment to 
the emotional and creative life of 
the child is essential. Let's start 
Now: Interested in 5,6,7 yr. olds. 
To your child one day of boredom, in
timidation and interference is a 
lifetime. Write immediately: HEARD, 
289A G St. S.W., Wash. D.C. 20024. 

Have hand painted array jackets with 
Jay-glo. Must see to believe. J28. 
Tom, 881-1039 

w o r k Dayglow solarized portraits-B6W/color 
Candid photography or your own. $2-5. 
924-3746. Wash. Free Clinic needs someone to 

make curtains, 965-5476 Mon-Fri, 
8-11 PM. 

Dayglow solarized portraits-B6W/color 
Candid photography or your own. $2-5. 
924-3746. Wash. Free Clinic needs someone to 

make curtains, 965-5476 Mon-Fri, 
8-11 PM. 

Red, orange, green, yellow, blue, pur 
pie, black, flowered, Jackson Pollock-
ed 1960 Falcon. 2 door. Runs fine but 
needs some work, love, $100, Roger, 
10-6 weekdays , 234-8040. 

Nonviolent revolutionary with much 
movement experience wants paid sub
versive work. Bill, 546-6231. 

Red, orange, green, yellow, blue, pur 
pie, black, flowered, Jackson Pollock-
ed 1960 Falcon. 2 door. Runs fine but 
needs some work, love, $100, Roger, 
10-6 weekdays , 234-8040. 

Position open for chick in clothing 
store, College Park area. Exchange 
for room, board, small allowance. 

For sale: One Jordan amplifier and 
Univox EG. Negotiate price. Carol, 
232-0115. 

2 year old Slingerland drum set w/ Hiree freaks need ride to Aspen, iJOlo 
as soon as possible. Share exnensles. 
Don, 965-5600. . 

560-3181. 
Selling Sitar--5plitting for London. 
Sacrifice sale. Rich, 229-5350. 

Selling 2 guitars: 12 string Harmony, 
$50; 6 string Harmony, $20. Richard, 
356-4067 or 485-8000, leave message. 

h o u s i n g 
Two girls looking ior commune in 
Merryland. Ellen, 595-o625. 
Guy with house in Virginia has room 
for rent for girl- TE6-2070. 
Rent rooms. 115 8th St SE, 546-5920. 
$50. Boston or Nancy. 
Need place to sleep, shower abt. 10 
nites per month when in town. Nominal 
payment. Jerry Bernstein. 659-9285 
or 833-8075. Leave message if not 
there. 
Yng.male wishes to share 1 bdrm apt 
in N. Arl. with same. Non-drinker. 
$50. 527-8058. 
Couple with child want to share apt. 
w/ girl or guy or another cpl. 
Either share expenses or babysit in 
exchange for rent. John or Leslie, 
after 5PM. 573-5084. 

r i d e s 
Ride needed to NY around Jan 1, 
Micky, 776-7014, ext. 2551. 
Ride wanted to L.A, Dec. 20 or 21. 
2-17 yr old people. Gas money will 
be discussed. Gene Boivin, 829-6165. 
Ride offered to NYC every Fri betw. 
9610 AM. Return Sat. or Sun. Share 
expenses. Jerry Bernstein. 659-9285 
or 835-8075. Leave'message if not in. 
Wanted ride to Cal. abt.Jan 15. Will 
help drive and share expenses. Call 
Mike Graves. 424-7261. 
2 bus tickets to Toronto. $40 for 
both • U6-1367 • Gerry. 
Ride wanted to Denver and/or San Fran 
leaving soon, will share, Paul 
528-5075. 

f u c k 
Totally mindfucked psychotic cat FREE 
to anybody--not good with kids but 
otherwise beastly and affectionate 
female. Elizabeth Lockhart, 1007 
Quebec Terrace Apt.2, Silver Spring, 
Md. 20803. 431-3550 davt.ime onlv. 
Head (wj 21, would like to share his 
life with a warm friendly girl (17-21) 
If interested, write and send nholio 
to: Rick Hunter, 1224 Bolton ST, 
Bait., Md. 21217. 

WANTED: one chick to share room. Ben
efits include rm&bd, travel, good 
times and good company. Len, 547-8774 
after 10. 
Attention Men and Women: Now you too 
can have your own penis (artificial)-
BIG like a BULL (9 inches) -soft like 
a lover-flesh color or soul black-
Adults only, please-lowest price ever 
only $7. Send cash, check, or money 
order to Imperial Imports, Box 31184, 
Temple Hills, Md. 20031. 

WANTED: females for erotic sex acts. 
Wally, after 10:30, 927-0235. 
Political pacification policy plannin 
analyst male Caucasian) wishes to 
meet young lady with whom to forget 
governmental gobbily -gook on a con-
tinuing basis. 462-7638 after 5PM. 

Young man wishes to meet a young 
chick for a visit to NY at X-mas, 
Call 462-9465 on Sat.and Sun.between 
9AM and 12PM. 
Young (28) writer/lensman/hunter/exec 
wants to meet young woman for travel 
and good times (skiing, photography, 
hunting, music, sex, nature, wildlife 
and perhaps an intimate relationship) 
No guys please. All replies answered 
Write Box #2281, Arlington, Va. 222Q2 

Spiritus Oieese waits for 
no man. 

be there. 
W B F S - F M 
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C a l e n d a r o f 
C h e a p T h r i l l s 

FRIDAY - DECEMBER 19 
5:00am - Sunrise service, 1716 
Q S t . , NW 

11:00ajn - Friday Morning Music 
Club, YWCA, 17th § K, NW 

12 noon - rally, Lafayette Park, 
followed by Peace Vigil 
4:50pm - Sundown Service, Tea 
§ Rice Kay Center, AU 
8:15pm - Baroque Arts Chamber 
Orchestra of Washington, "Music 
for an 18th Century Christmas" 
at Jefferson J r . High School, 
8th and H , SW 

8:30pm - Julliard String Quartet 
and Leonid Hambro, piano--
Coolidge Audit., Library of 
Congress (free tickets 393-4463) 
8:50pm - Navy Band, Department 
Aud., 11th and Const., NW 
9:00pm - Iguana, coffeehouse, 
basement of Church, 14th § 
N, NW 

9:00pm - Stone's Throw, coffee
house, basement of Church, 22nd 
§ P, NW 

12 midnight - Serials and old 
films. Circle Theater, 21st 
& Penn. 
12 midnight - underground films, 
Janus Theater, Conn, & R 
8:30pm - Viva Vivaldi (concert) 
Corcoran Gallery, ($3) 

SATURDAY - DECEMBER 20 
noon to 2:50pm - films: "Sere-
nal" & "The Americans: Three 
East Coast Artists," National 
Collection of Fine A r t s , 8th ^ 
G, NW (free) 

December 19-29, 1969 

1:00pm - Student Mobilization 

Committee, open meeting, 1029 
Vermont, Room 907 
5:00pm - Piano Recital, Rudolf 
Firkusny, Lisner Auditorium 
4:QOpm - Sing Out for Children, 
Pendulum Area, Museum of History 
§ Technology, 14th ^ Const. 

(free) 

9:QOpm - Iguana--(see Dec. 19) 
12 midnight - films (see Dec. 
19) 

SUNDAY - DECEMBER 21 
2:50pm - meeting of GI's in the 
Movement, Monroe H a l l , 21st ^ 
G S t . , NW 
4:00pm - lecture, "11th Century 
Christmas Customs, Traditions 
h Decorations," Elizabeth P. 
Callis, National Gallery of 
Art 

4:QOpm - Sing Out for Children 
(see Dec. 20) 

5:QOpm - Concert, Robert Barlow, 
harp, Phillips, 1600 21st, NW 
8:QOpm - National Gallery O r 
chestra, Richard Bales, con
ductor. East Garden Court 

MONDAY - DECEMBER 22 

4:QOpm - Sing Out for Children 
(see Dec. 20) 

TUESDAY - DECEMBER 23 
4:QOpm - Sing Out for Children 
(see Dec. 20) 

4-9:00pm - Food Co-op, place 
orders, info, Switchboard 
8:00pm - Parents of Flower 
Children, St. Thomas Episcopal 
Church, 18th S Church S t . , NW 
8:QOpm - WAFU meeting, 1620 S 
S t . , NW 

8:50pm - discussion-lecture. 
Potter's House, 1658 Col. Rd. 

( $ : 
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WEDNESDAY - DECEMBER 24 
8:12pm - Twas the night before 
CiLristmes 

THURSDAY - DECEMBER 25 
6am-6pm - Christmas Day 
6pm-midnight - Christmas night 

FRIDAY - DECEMBER 26 
Twas the day after Christmas 
4:QOpm - Sing Out (see Dec. 20) 
9:QOpm - Iguana (see Dec. 19) 
9:QOpm - Stone's Throw (see 
Dec. 19) 

SATURDAY - DECEMBER 27 
1:QOpm - SMC Meeting (see Dec. 
20) 

5:00pm - "Peter and the Wolf" 
& "Little Red Riding Hood," 
Washington Civic Opera Assoc., 
Roosevelt HS Aud., 13th S 
Allisson, NW 

4:QOpm - Sing Out (see Dec. 20) 

SUNDAY - DECEMBER 28 
2:50pm - meeting of GI's in the 
Movement (see Dec. 21) 

- 3:QOpm - "Children's Opera" 
(see Dec. 27) 

3:30pm-5:30pm - Meditation 
Group of Runani Satsang at 
Cleveland Park Library, Conn. ^ 
McComb 

4:00pm - lecture--"ltalianizing 
Painting in 17th Century Holland" 
Narcek Roethlisberger, National 
Gallery aud. 

5:00pm - concert, Zaidee Parkin
son, piano, Phillips, 1600 21st 
S t . , NW (free) 
8:0Op_m - concert, Reginald 
Farrar (Holdentenor) § Wendell 
Pritchett (pianist), East 
Garden Court, National Gallery 
of Art 

jones 
•I D E C . 22 I A N . 3 

c a l l f o r N E W Y E A R S r e s e r v a t i o n s m 
(202)965:5600 ...^pJ^jL 

2813 M St. N.VY W A S H I N G T O N D.C. 
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