
SARMS SEZs  VoL16 #18 March 201971 

His TIME TO PLANT 
ne Fh afge 

— = 
— 

x 1» Ww) " § 

= aey 
THAT THEY HAVE : 

Laan WATER. Ebt SO 
\s YEH AS TO DROWN HOR ROOTS. c 

PLACE THEM ABOUT 16 INH 
p aie FOR pe BRANCH F 

“Gop ett HAVE MADE GRASS A TREE, OR RARE BUSH, BUT HE MADE IT A WEED THAT'LL GROW ANYWHERED ALMOST ee SA LIKE HE WAS TRYNG To TELL us SOMETHING?” 

Sta 4 AND DONT FORGET WHERE YOU PLANTED THEM// 
Q5¢ nyc @d+ OUT 

~ CAPTAIN GREGG ~~ 



The need to re-cycle our energies and economic resour- 

ces was brought home to us during our latest sideswipe 

with economic catastrophe. It manifested itself most 

clearly in the 23 rejections by 23 publishers of Abbie 

Hoffman's "Steal This Book." It is a fact of life for 

every craftsman and artisan who is forced to sell his 

work for half the price due him. His alternative: 

starvation. 
Jaakov Kobn 

In view of the Depression, which has at long last fil- Allen Katzman 

tered down to our hungry stomachs and the holes in our Fred Mogubgub 

shoes, the necessity to relate realistically and effec- Ray Schultz 

tively to omr existance within the economic structure 4 
; 2: D. A. Latimer 

has become of prime importance. 3 ee 
Jackie Friedrich 

We have to create our own means of production and Stephen Kobn 

means of distribution have to be organised. We can no Coco Crystal 

longer afford to relate to a system whose prime purpose Vatenien 

is to rob and deprive us of the fruits of our labor. It 

is a conspiracy destined to snuff us at their will. 

We must not allow it to happen. 

Roger Tomlinson 

Honest Bob Singer 

Vincent Titus 

Anyone with ideas relating to the above, please comm- Rudi Stern 
unicate with us. Jobn Reilly 

Vaughn Bode 

Alex Gross 

Spain Rodriguez 

Kim Deith 

Perfecto La Gogo 

Nellie Fernauld 

Irving Shushnick 

Tuli Kupferberg 

Rex Weiner 

P. J. O’Rourke 

Robert England 

David Walley 

Hetty McLise 

Jill Freeman 

Nino Baraka 

A. J. Weberman 

Nothing but our survival is at stake. 
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GENTLEMEN: 
We are in the midst of the Revolution 

now. We are witnessing the rampant 

decay short-circuit and breakup of an 

international empire due to internal & 

external conditions: Economic 
instability, wars of liberation, dynamic 

changes in consciousness, spells and 
incantations of all vareties, internal 
guerilla warfare, and complex disruptive 

factors inherent in the technology itself. 

Murphy’s Law: “The more fool-proof s 

system can be made, the higher the 
probability that, when one thing blows, 

EVERYTHING’LL blow.” LET the CIA 
come down with its computers - their 

information-monopoly will reach critical 

mass that much sooner. 
In the incredibly complex society of 

today, just now beginning to come apart 

at the seams, the number of possible ways 

of Revolution is staggering. We can learn 

from past revolutions, but we can’t let 

ourselves by hypnotized & limited by 

them. A Revolution must take place, and 
is taking place, in the theory & practice 

of Revolution itself. As harmful as the 
Establishment ‘itself are  thevarious 
Revoutionary establishments who are not 

willing to expand beyond their own 

methods & ideology. Nobody is more 

limited in imagination & leaden with 
prejudice than an old-fashioned 
revolutionary who just wants his change 

to do his revolution in the Traditional 
Established Way & won't listen to 
anybody else. The Power Structure is just 

waiting for a revolution to happen in the 
Traditional Established Way - into the 
valley of death rode the six-hundred - 
that’s all she wrote. The only way to keep 

ahead of the Power Structure & it's 
massive information Trust & 
“intelligence” systen is to not know what 
you're going to do next yourself half 

the time. We can learn a lesson from the 
jazzmen here - pure imagination in action, 

the only way to move in these quick 

slippery times. 

Why are we doing the 

Revolution? In defense of the Earth and 
for the love of humankind. Any 
revolution based not upon _ these 

imperitives but upon the need to have an 

enemy is obviously nothing but a punk 

revolution. And the ways of Love are 

mysterious - no plan, nq system, no map 

can fully set down this territory, 

Revolution begins in the heart & moves 

out from there, and if it ever loses its 

anchor in the heart i becomes a petty and 
a hateful thing. 

As as the Old World dies a New World 
equally is born. This is the unalterable 

law: that all new life suckles at the breast 
of Death. How can we destroy the old 

without damaging the new? Should we 
export the Revolution and the hear that 

goes with it into areas wheret he death of 
the old is not yet apparent, where time is 

precious, where a_ beatiful new 

consciousness may be growing? Is the 

creation of total chaos in coeity to hasten 

its downfall a worthy course of action? 
Thank God we don’t have to answer these 
question as if each of us were dictator of 

the universe & could attain exactly the 
goal we set out to attain. Thank God this 
is impossible. Whatever we do, the 

seasons take their course; whatever action 

we take, pro or con, for or against this or 

that, it is revealed in the end, when the 

fruits of all actions are harvested, that we 
were part of a pattern that none of us 

knew, that all our actions and those of 
our “enemies” were just an expression of 

the working out of that pattern, that we 

acted as much in ignorance as in light, 

because that’s the nature of being alive 
and assuming the responsibilities & 

dutieis of being alive - to walk in 
ignorance, to act, and to find out. The 
Revolution a person must fight is 
determined by who he is and the 
situation he’s in. The only decision he has 
to make is: Yes or No; and he has to 

make that decision every moment of his 
life. As there is a time to be born and a 

time to die, so there is one man to kill 

and another to heal. An incredible 
amount of energy is wasted by those who 

want to sell one trip or another to 

everybody. Each man has his work in the 

Revolution before him right now; let us 
waste no more time accusing each other 

of wrong tactics & bad faith - it’s all a 
mystery anyway. Let’s just get to work, 

| have a proposal: why not ask you the 

readers for ideas on tactics, methods, 
visions of REvolution? Ask them to send 
in their ideas, written up as short to the 
point as possible. Set a time limit, then 

publish the material in installments, or 
maybe in a special issue. Let other 

underground newspapers pick up on this 

letter & reprint it - Black Power - 

Yippie-Revolutionary Mystical-Ecstatic & 

Organic-Ecological papers alike - their 

editorial policies and circles of readership 

will determine what they get and what 

they publish. Why not a contest for the 

most Original Revolutionary Tactic? All 

groups should have a chance to 

contribute. We want to hear from 
Magicians, Mystics, Streetfighters, 

Lawyers & mad bombers, the whole 

spectrum, from those who think 
Revolution is standing in any city & firing 

in all directions to those who think 
Revolution quietly sipping a good cup of 

green tea & watching the sundown. To 
say “burn it all down,” and to say “you 
should build not destroy,” are both 

incredibly narrow-minded visions. The 

builders will build, the destroyers will 

destroy, and Nature will take her course. 

All methods of disruption, all 

opportuniteis for imagination & 

creativity, all ways of organization, all 

means of destruction, all outlets for joy, 

all motions of compassion - legal, 

anti-beareaucratic physical, magical, 

electronic & telepathic should be revealed 

to those prepared to use them, because 
we have faith in Man. | bet the computer 

programmers * &telephone employees 

know some whoppers. We especially want 

ideas for things that everybody can do. 

Ideas which require the services of small 

teams of partisans. Individuals with 
specific inside technical knowledge 
should communicate with inviduals with 
similar knowledge, run their own 
underground schools, or work alone. We 

don’t want to blow somebody’s well-laid 
plans all over the face of the news. We 
want to see methods whereby large 
numbers of people can move to destroy, 

threaten, alter, purge, and renew society 

by their individual actions - ways people 
can act on levels that the Power Structure 

can’t touch, or doesn’t even believe in. 

All that can be revealed should be 
revealed now, to seed & set in motion our 
eollective imagination. The Power 

Structure’s attempts to stop us will prove 

as disruptive to the Machine as our 

successes. AStral project into a computer 

& alter the programming in subtle ways? 

Everybody just happen to lose form 22B 

& then ask ‘em to send another? And 
send ‘em a new address every week? What 
if everybody did that? Deluge the cops 
with fake phonecalls? A million people all 
over the country call the same number at 

the same instant & then threaten to do it 
again? Mobile pirate radio stations? Wipe 
out the computers with magnets? Set the 

whole telephone network vibrating at 10 
cycles per sec, the Alpha Wave 

Frequency brain stability & peace? the 

possibilities are endless. In San Francisco, 

a disc jockey on radio station KSAN 
asked everybody listening to concentrate 

& stop the union 76 clock on the bay 

bridge approach ramp. It stopped. Why 
not select a target? “Rouze up. O Young 
Men of the New Age! set your foreheads 

against the ignorant Hirelings! For we 

have Hirelings in the Camp, the Court and 

the University, who would, if they could, 

forever dispress the Mental & prolong 
Corporeal War.” ; 

REVOLUTION IS IMAGINATION: 
BUST DOWN THE DOOR 

WILLIAM CONTRABAND 
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NEWARK TEACHER 

It’s been a long cold winter 
for 3,100 members of the 
newly-formed Newark Teacher’s 
Union (Local 481) who went on 
strike nine weeks ago and are 
now faced with fines, arrests, 
harrassment, beatings and no 
pay. But while you're feeling 
sorry, shed a few tears for the 
78,000 schoolchildren in the 
city whose lives have been 
disrupted by one of the most 
bitter, political, racial, 
greed-ridden and sordid school 
strikes in the history of 
American education. Of the 
78,000 kids enrolled, upwards of 
30,000 are now out of school, 
according to Board of Education 
president Jesse Jacobs who 
represents side A in the dispute: 
the administration of _ black 
mayor Kenneth Gibson. Jacobs 
feels the union is trying to grab 
power and establish itself as a 
major force, as Albert Shanker’s 
did in New York. He says that as 
of the present moment, the 
board and union have agreed on 
a $4 million-a-year wage and 
benefit package (for two years) 
but are still deadlocked over the 
question of whether or not the 
city’s 4,000 teachers should have 
perform such “non-professional” 
chores as cafeteria duty, policing 
hallways, walking the kids to the 
school bus and supervising 
playground activities at the 
city’s 84 schools. 

“They don’t feel teachers 
should do these things,” he said. 
“If I am to believe they’re going 
to want no responsibility at all, 1 
just won’t stand for it.” 

The money issue is clouded 
by the financial crisis of the city 
of Newark, which like most 
other urban areas this year, is 
facing slow, squeezing 
bankruptcy. The original 
package demand was somewhere 
in the neighborhood of $10 
million, which Jacobs said the 
city is absolutely unable to 
meet. Some of the items 
included a salary increase for 
teachers of $500 the first year, 
$400 the second year; a welfare 
fund of $200 the first year, 
$200 the second year; a raise for 
stenographers of $225 the first 
year, $225 the second year; an 
aid package of $338,000 the 
first year, $507,000 the second 
year; 15 sick days a year, full 
blue cross and blue shield 
coverage costing $94,000 the 
first year, $94,090 the second 
year; full retirement benefits at 
42; tax immunity at a cost to 

the city of $2 million a year; 
generous allowances for dental 
care, eyeglasses and automobile 
maintenance, plus cessation of 
the “non-professional” duties. 
These demands have outraged 
many black parents in the city 
who feel the teachers are less 
interested in education than ina 

V y 
y 

buck; conversely, the union 
claims its demands are intended 
to upgrade the quality of 
education in the city. 

As might be expected, the 
past nine weeks have seen some 
bitter infighting. Three union 
members have been put in jail 
for violation of anti-strike 
injunctions, including president 
Carole Graves, who is black. The 
board has proclaimed that 3,000 
striking teachers are “fired,” and 
has levied fines _ totaling 
$175,000. The union, 
accordingly, has charged that 
Jesse Jacobs is a ripoff artist 
from federal poverty programs, 
and that the school board and 
entire city government are filled 
with cronies of poet and black 
power spokesman Leroi Jones. 
They further charge’ that the 
board vindictively refused to 
extend last year’s contract 
through the current 
negotiations, as is usually the 
custom. The old contract had 
been a harsh bite on the city 
budget, and many people feel 
Jacobs is trying this year to 
undo sonie of last year’s gains at 
the expense of the 
schoolchildren. This contention 
is supported by a number of the 
city’s white politicians who 
represent the large Italian voting 
block, most notably city council 
president Louis Turco, who 

according to one source is an old 
Addinizio man with possible 
designs on City Hall. The 
majority of white parents are 
behind the union also, as are the 
police and various other labor 
unions, particularly the 
AFL-CIO with which the N.T.U. 
is affiliated. 

“They just don’t want the 
blacks taking over the school 
system,” says Newark resident 
Fred “Blade” Caruso (see this 
week’sDecomp). ‘That’s what 
the whole thing boils down to.” 

Several incidents of 
violence have already occurred. 
Some of the approximate 1,000 
strikebreaking teachers (most of 
the schools arestill open, though 
understaffed) have been dealt 
with by union members, who in 
tum, claim they have been 
beaten by “black goons.” Just 
last week a local mother stabbed 
a teacher, was released on $230 
bail, andtold reporters “I 
stabbed her, and if I could do it 
again, I'd kill her.” Blade and 
I had gone to a meeting between 
teachers and parents presided 
over by Jesse Jacobs at City Hall 
a couple of weeks ago. The 
purpose was to give an 
up-to-the-minute account of the 
situation and hear arguments 
from various contestants. A 
number of black parents sat on 
the left side of the room, while a 
group of teachers, primarily 
Italian, occupied the right side. 
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The teachers 
raucous and 

were loud and 
were quick to 

stomp their feet and just 
generally raise hell when they 
heard something they didn’t 
like. The parents were more 
subdued, but did not take any 

crap, and there were several 
threats and outright racial insults 
exchanged between both sides. 

The most furious exchange 
came after a black parent got up 
and asked Jacobs _ several 
questions. 

“The teachers are exempt 
from the draft because they 
teach in underdeveloped 
neighborhoods,” the parent said. 
“Teachers who are out on strike 
can be drafted, their boards can 
be notified. Also, these teachers 
are picketing the schools 
illegally. Why don’t they picket 
City Hall instead of harrassing 
children at the schools, and why 

isn’t the sherriff picking them 
up? I'd also like to know about 
the teachers with emergency 
certificates - are they fully 
qualified? And I'd like to know 
why there are 20 or 30 police in 
here tonight when people are 
being mugged in the streets.” 

“They’re here for you,” a 
white teacher screamed. 

“You shut up,” 
woman yelled. 

“T wasn’t speaking to you.” 
“You monkeys!” 
“Guineas!” 
“You sound just like your 

mother!” 
“What did y’all say?” 
“Why don’t you ‘get a job?” 
“Yeah, we've paying the 

taxes, so what are you worried 
about?” 

Several blacks were shouting 
back when a white woman got 
up and said, with real venom in 
her voice, “Can’t you be quiet? 
You want the city and you can’t 
even control yourself at a 
meeting. Wise up.” 

Jacobs answered the parent’s 
questions then, one by one. 

“The board will not tell 
anyone where to picket,” he 
said. “We’ve merely asked the 
news media to stay out so the 
children won’t be exploited. As 
far as draft boards go, we don’t 
want to be vindictive. The board 
will not go on record as turning 
anyone in, but in the case of a 
query, we would have to tell the 
truth. There are some teachers 
working with emergency 
certificates now, and they are 
qualified. Of course those who 
are out on strike will have 
trouble getting back when the 
strike is over. As for the police, 
we asked for representation and 
this is what they sent. We would 
like to salute the teachers who 
are dedicated and still teaching 
in school. They show true 
interest in the children, and 
we're very proud to have them 
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continue. As for the city, 
madamn, we have Newark. We 
didn’t ask for it, you gave it to 
us, and we're going to use it.” 

Mrs. Rippo, a teacher from 
the trade school, got up and said 
“{t’s not only a money issue, Mr. 
Jacobs. “Other things are at 
stake. The board is trying to 
make it a money issue, but there 
are children in these schools. If 
you really cared, you would 
have negotiated. My question 1s 
why didn’t you extend the 
contract when the children were 
in school?” 

“We would have to get 
clarification of the language,” 
Jacobs said. “We had no way of 
reacting to these proposals.” 

The teachers began booing 
again. 

“We are not in a financial 
position to grant the raise they 
are asking for,’ Jacobs 

continued. 
“City council President Turco 

said he supports the demands of 
the teacher’s union,” Mrs. Rippo 
said. 

“J know,” Jacobs © said. 
“Sunday Mr. Turco went on 
record saying he is behind the 
teachers and supports their 
strike. He is talking out of both 
sides of his mouth. He cut our 
budget this year by $5 million. 
The teacher’s union is willing to 
settle for $10 million. If the city 
council under the leadership of 
Mr. Turco wants to provide us 
with that money, we can settle 

the strike tomorrow. But until 
those monies are available, we 
aren’t going to be able to meet 
their demands, and they will 
stay out.” 

There were several more 
exchanges, then city councel 
president Turco himself 
appeared to rebut the charges. 
Some teachers escorted him to 
the front of the room, and he 
received warm applause from the 
right side of the room. 

“President Jacobs,” he said, 
“prior to my coming here, I 
understand I was accused of 
being hypocritical.” 

“That wasn’t the word I used, 
but you set it up just right,” 
Jacobs replied. 

“The city council is accused. 
Let us examine the record. If 
you recall, 2 days before the 
strike I met with you to extend 
the present contract to avoid a 
strike. You would not. You said 
it would benefit teachers. I was 
accused ‘of’ being a spy. Sir, you 
could have avoided the’ strike, 
but you are not concerned with 
children. You are interested in 
breaking the union. Despite 
denials, you are trying to take 
away what the teachers struck 
for last year. You are attempting 
to negotiate backwards. How 
your refusal to submit to 
binding arbitration is going to 

help schoolchildren is beyong 
me. Sir, I am calling your bluff! 
Settle the strike! Where’s the 
children? You made a remark 
that your money was cut - 
maybe you should also indicate 
that you had a surplus of 1.65 
million. What about that?” 

Jacobs turned and motioned 
to his accountant who gave this 
reply: 

“We made up our balance last 
June. What we do is anticipate 
revenues from state aid, cafeteria 
sales, anything we get money 
from. The million dollars was 
made up of $750,000 of added 
revenue that we didn’t 
anticipate. But last year’s strike 
cost money. As it is, we can’t 

pay all of this year’s bills. We 
have had to cancel orders,” 

“You come in for an 
emergency appropriation,” 
Turco angrily applied. 
“Document your need, you'll 
get the money!” 

“T’m happy to hear that, sir, 
we'll be coming.” 

“T “want “to” see ~ it 
documented,” Turco _ said. 
“Every dollar should be 
checked. We want to see how 
every dollar was spent. The city 
has spent $100,000 for an 
auditing of its books. We’re 
checking up. We want to see 
every dollar!” 

Turco finished and Jacobs 
gave his reply. 

“Mr. Turco...” 
“T would like to be 

addressedd by my official title, 
president Turco, which is the 
courtesy I’ve extended you.” 

“Mr. Turco, I prefer to 
address you as Mr. Turco, in 

your initial statement you said 
extending of last year’s contract 
would not benefit anyone but 
the Board of Education. The 
board is not interested in 
extending that contract, sir. Not 

one child benefitted from last 
year’s contract. If being 
pro-children makes me 
anti-union, then you’re damned 
right, I’m anti-union! I’m not 
trying to break the union. The 
union isn’t that important to 
me. I have several unions to deal 
with. We said we wanted the 
language in last year’s contract 
cleaned up. It’s a dirty rotten 
contract with dirty rotten 
language, and dirty rotten 
proposals. You have asked 
several questions and made 
several accusations. Let me 
remind-you that at Dom’s 21 last 
month (An Italian-run restaurant 
and political hangout in Newark) 
you came to me and asked to 
haye an employee of the school 
board released to work as your 
aid.” 

“Jesse Jacobs, you have 

issued one hell of a lie!” Turco 
screamed. 

“Tt’s not a lie.” 
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“Mr. Titus was...” “I did 
not say you asked him, you 
asked me. I will continue to tell 
you that you asked me.” 

“You're confusing me with 
someone else.” 

“Take him to 
someone shouted. 

“This shows what a really big 
circus this is,’ Turco said, “and 
the political sides you're 
playing.” 

There were several shouts and 
curses as Turco stormed out. 
Shortly after that, a black man 
got up and accused Turco of 
being a racist, to which the 
teachers replied they were not 
going to sit and listen to that 
kind of bullshit, and they got up 
en masse. 

In the hall, there were some 
threats of violence exchanged, 
particularly between one black 
woman and several white women 
who were leaving. e 

But this is only one incident. 
The other day, I showed up at 3 
William Street in Newark where 
the union teachers rally each day 
before getting in busses and 
going off to picket schools. The 
building is occupied by 
associated labor unions of the 
AFL-CIO. I spoke to Ron 
Polanski, who told me he is 
“strike leader.” 

“Are you a teacher?” I asked 
him. 

“No,” he said. “I’m the 
organizer. I went to college. You 
know what college I went to? 
The Newark College of 
organizing, hah. hah, hah!” 

Polanski was a short fellow 
with long hair in back and 
sideburns, and wearing shades 
and a black sweatshirt. He got 
onto a bus with 40 or 50 
teachers snf issued directions to 
the driver who kept affirming 
that he was “pro-union.” 

“T know how it is,” he said, 
“when the scabs are making 
money and you're not working.” 

“What’s the main issue of the 
strike?” [ asked Polanski as the 
bus pulled off. 

“That’s a stupid question,” 
he said with some rancor. “You 
fucking newspapers should 
check it out before you come. 
The issue is simple. The Board of 
Education is trying to bust the 
union. This is the first time in 
labor history that management 
wouldn’t extend contract to the 
people they were negotiating 
with. They’ve put three people 
in jail on us. But they’re gonna 
learn they can’t bust the union. 
This is a strong union. We’re real 
strong. 

“We're doing alot better than 
we thought we would. It’s 
amazing that we’ve been able to 
hold out for 9 weeks. We’re only 
a year old, we don’t have strike 
benefits. We’ve got 300 teachers 
on welfare, some are collecting 

court!” 

food stamps, they’re 
part-time jobs, anything they 
can do. One is actually raking 
leaves. Jesse Jacobs is really sick. 

taking 

He’s got this thing about 
breaking the union. They’ve 
fined us - but I’d like to see 
them try to collect. We’re too 
strong. They can’t break the 
moral of teachers.” “What 
kind of community support do 
you have?” I asked. 

“Alot support us,” he said. 
“More than we expected, but 
there’s some sore areas. The 
community is not ready. It’s not 
organized. It’s not one and the 
same thing like it is in New 
York. But the day will come 
when we work together.” 

“About the thousand 
teachers ‘still working?” 

“Scabs!” someone shouted. 
“Do they belong to the 

union?” I asked. 
“Not all of them. This isn’t a 

closed shop,” Polanski said. “If 
you start with the assumption 
that all people are immoral, then 
you’ve got to expect people will 
continue working and making 
money, but we’ve got more than 
we expected. We’re real strong.” 

“What kind of support to you 
have from the black 
community?” I asked. 

“Black people? We’ve got 
plenty of black people. Carole 
Graves is black. She’s in jail. 
There are two or three black 
teachers on this bus. There’s 
one. Look at me. I’m black.” 

He extended his arm. It was 
white as Queen Elizabeth. 

The bus drove through the 
middle-class neighborhoods of 
the North Ward, a heavily Italian 
district. The teachers were in a 
rowdy mood. Many were 
wearing “Free Carole” buttons, 
several had long hair, and most 
of them were fairly young. They 
were very militant. 

“We should just jump down 
on a couple of schools, raise 
some fuss, then pull away real 
quick,” one of them was saying. 

“We've got to hit the bank,” 
said a man who seemed to be 
Polanski’s bodyguard. 

“After it closes?” 
“YEah, they'll be there- to 

cash their checks. They’ll come 
out and we'll be waiting for 
them.” 

“Hell, they’d laugh at us after 
they’ve just cashed _ their 
checks,” Polanski said. “We’ve 
got to hit them before they go 
into the bank. That'll really get 
them.” 

The bus pulled up at Ridge 
Street school, an old elementary 
school in the North Ward. The 
teachers piled out of the bus 
screaming “Scabs! Scabs! Come 
on out, scabs!” 

They lined up in a circle and 
began picketing. Some of them 
carried signs. Every time a head 
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would appear in a window of the 
school, they would yell “Scab! 
Scab!” 

Two or three kids, about Il 
years old, were standing on the 
side dribbling a basketball and 
smoking cigarettes. 

“What do you think of the 
strike?” I asked them. 

“It’s great. Keep it going.” 
“Do you have to go to 

school?” 
“No, but most of the kids 

do.” 
“What do you think of the 

teachers who are still working.’ 
“Armrghhhh® one of them 

said. 
“Finks.” 
“Take them away.” 
Suddenly a couple of teachers 

threw eggs at the building, then 
they splattered several, on 
windows, on the doors — a 
couple were lobbed in openings, 
wherever one could be found. 
Polanski rounded them up and 
got them into the bus and off we 
went. The bus bombed around 
for awhile, up streets and down 
others, then we came to another 
school, Elliot STreet school, a 
larger building. Polanski and two 
or three others entered a parking 
lot on the side and threw eggs on 
the strikebreaker’s cars. Stickers 
were placed on the bumpers, “I 
am a scab.” A couple of tires 
were slashed. Out in front, the 
teachers picketed and yelled and 
rained eggs every place they 
could score a shot. Suddenly the 
lights went off in a classroom on 
the first floor - I looked in and 
saw two teachers leading a group 
of 6 or 7 year-old kids out of the 
room. They looked scared. In 
the very next window, an elderly 

man who appeared to be the 
principle was making a phone 
call. 

“They’re calling the police,” 
someone said. “Keep it moving. 
We got to get out of here soon.” 

A union member went to the 
entrance of the school, puta key 
in a slot that was on the side, 
and ringing bells in the school. 
The principle came to the 
entrance. He opened the door a 
bit and stood there, and the 
union member retreated 
laughing. An egg hit the door 
where the principle was 
standing, then another, then 
another. A beautiful hit broke 
right above his head and 
dropped a couple of pieces of 
shell into his hair. Then a whole 
egg splattered again above his 
head, and this time he was 
showered with yolk. He stood 
there and grimaced and did not 
say anything, he just maintained. 
Then Polanski said “Let’s get 
out’ here”’ as a police car 
appeared around the corner. 

The bus pulled away. There 
was high excitement about the 
cop. They referred to him as a 

by rayschultz 
“bull.” The bus picked up some 
speed and turned onto a main 
highway. The cop followed close 
behind. The bus made a quick 
turn around a corner and the 
cop followed. There was great 
laughing and_ shouting on the 
bus. A traffic light came up, the 
cop had to stop, the bus was 
able to continue. Then we saw 
him about a car behind us, then 
he inched up closer. Going down 
a main drag we passed an 
ambulence that said “North 
Ward First Aid Service.” 

“Tmperiale,’ one of the 
teachers said. “He’s out.” 

The man driving the wagon 
did look like the vigilante- 
leadThe ambulence went into a 
gas station and started to make a 
U-turn. We were moving too 
fast, though, and it didn’t 
follow. The cop did his best, 
however. 

“We shouldn’t throw eggs at 
the buildings,” someone said. “It 
makes us look worse than we 
really are. Save the eggs for cars 
and scabs.” 

“That’s right. Cars 
scabs,” Polanski repeated. 

We were going down another 
main drag now and the cop was 
giving full chase. Suddenly, the 
bus made one of those turns that 
seems a physical impossibility 
except in gangster movies. It 
swung around a crossroad to the 
right, a 45% turn backwards, 
almost in a complete circle, then 
barrelled up the narrow street, 
up an incline. The cop kept 
going down the main drag at full 
speed. 

“We shook the cop!” the 
teachers screamed. “A fucking 
bus shook a cop!” 

We made another radical turn 
in this neighborhood which was 
black and run-down, then 
another turn, then down a street 

that led us out further on the 
main drag we had been on. As 
we reached the corner the cop 
was just then passing by, heading 
to a corner to the right of the 
bus.. 

“Tum left!” someone 
shouted, and the driver did so to 
excited shouts. The bus lurched 
to the left in the complete 
opposite direction to theone the 
cop was traveling in. Then 
another quick right and were 
going through another 
middle-class neighborhood. 
Another cop picked us up 
somewhere the line; he was no 
doubt radioed. But we had 
reached our  destination,the 
Broadway school, one of those 
split-level suburban schools. 
Class was just getting out and 
there were hundreds of black 
junior high students — milling 
around outside, waiting for 
schoolbusses. They seemed to be 
in a state of high excitement, 
but it was more of a jubilant 

and 

nature than angry. 
“Leave the signs in the bus,” 

Polanski instructed his people, 
“and don’t get caught with the 
eggs.” 

The teachers got out and 
stood in different spots, across 
the street and-in front of the 
school with the students. It was 
a very cluttered scene. Some 
workers came out of the front of 
the school and the union people 
began yelling “Scabs! Scabs ”, 
then stopped because the people 

were only maintenance help, not 
deserving of scorn. The students 
were highly exciting. They 
seemed to support the striking 

teachers but you couldn’t really 
tell. A cop came up to a teacher 
and chatted with him in a 
friendly manner. 

“We'd have more men here,” 
he said, “but we had to take care 
of the kids downtown.” “Oh 
yeah? What happened?” 

“They took over the ninth 
floor of the Gateway Hotel. 
There were about 200 of them. 
They weren’t really doing 
anything but we told them look, 
you either leave or we arrest 
you. They left. It’s funny 
because I thought they 
supported you.” 

“Yeah,” the teacher says. 
“They're supposed to be behind 
the union.” 

A couple of rocks were 
thrown in the air, and one hit a 
car, another landed near some 
teachers. There was no telling 
who threw them or who they 
were meant for. Then the cops 
formed a protection squad and 
started leading the 
strike-breaking teachers out of 
the school, two or three at a 

time. The students piled around 
on the sides of the walkway, 
then just crushed in, jostling the 
teachers and cops, a furious 
scene with 300 people running 
across the highway at once in a 
clustered, screaming herd. The 
teachers hunched as they moved 
in the center of this swirling 
mass. A couple of them were 
being protected by kids, younger 
than the ones who were doing 
the shoving. One or two rocks 
were thrown. 

Then the cops went back to 
the school, and the kids quickly 
moved after them, then another 
wave of teachers came out. This 
time I sort of got in the center 
and was walking side by side 
with a strikebreaking teacher, a 
young fellow of about 22, very 
serious and straight-looking. We 
were being hustled along at an 
incredible pace, almost an open 
tun. The students were slamming 
in around us. 

“Why are you working?” I 
asked him. 

(Continued on Page 21) 
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POLICE RAID HOMES OF IT WAS THE WRONG APARTMENT: 
RADICALS IN SAN HOSE CHICANO COUPLE SHOT 

BAN JOSE, Cal.(LNS)— Claiming to have “ IN THEIR HOME 
arrants for two San Jose students, a raiding Spring Action Calendar DALLAS’ Texas (LNS) ~ A Chicano family in 

party of I5 Policemen stormed into a Pierce J April 24 - TRIBUTE IN ACTION TO DR. § Dallas, Texas was fired on and seriously 
Ave., home the night of March I! with guns | MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR’ - A series’ of ff wounded in a police attack on their home 
Hrawn. Spraying mace at the occupants, the || !0cal_ actions demanding ‘Freedom from ff recently. The police later admitted that they 
police rifled through the files and personal J unger, War, and Repression,’ called nationally J were entirely innocent; it was all a mistake, the 
belongings of the commune, all members of the | DY the Southern Christian Leadership 9} “wrong apartment.” They used the excuse of a 

material; the editor of the paper, Al Goldstein, (gp2"_20s¢ Liberation Front. The police illegally | Conference and the National Welfare Rights | search for someone else to justify the attack. At 
y itor of the paper, Al Goldstein, Bb onfiscated two shotguns and a rifle and J Organization. one o'clock in the morning on Feb. 19, the 

was, also -arrested later that day when hé. I ested Criag Shubert and Wemer Becker. This Dallas police - not in unburst through the door 
appeared at the Tombs, of his own free will, t0 Hila. the first in a series of three raids resulting | APRIL 10 - Women march on Pentagon in ff of the apartment of Tomas Rodriguez. 
imquire about Buckley. Both men were held in if, coven arrests. Twenty San Jose residents have | Solidarity with women of Vietnam and the ff Rodriguez, his wife, and their eight children 
the Tombs until their arriagnment that evening, people of Southeast Asia. were. there. When, Senor Rodriguez moved to 
after which they were released on their own Brotect's his family Me pCueS Ra OTR HCI: 
cognizance. The arrests were made the day after Senora Rodriguez, who is five months pregnant, the publication of a ‘Special Comics Issue’ of Wes'= also. igunned “down. ¢Now, seriously 
SCREW, a weekly periodical. The issue featured wounded: and. hospitalized with “gunshot 
artwork from several ‘underground comics,’ one ihe uproar over Nixon's infamous visit, After wounds, Tomas Rodriguez has been charged Of which, called ZAP COMIX No. 4, was [he Pierce Avenue bust, Assistant DA Wolf led : with “assault to murder with malice” for convicted in New York of obscenity charges a is agents to a Fifth Street home where | APRIL 24 -- Massive mobilization in ff gofending his home. He has also been chained year ago. Sources close to the newspaper [lnembers of the San Jose Liberation Front and | Washington co-sponsored by the National Peace lf to his hospital bed. When protests were made, 
speculated however that the police would have Pine Revolutionary Union were meeting, and | Astion Coalition, demanding immediate f police said “It is required by law" to chain him arrested Buckley and Goldstein on that day in Miiemanded entrance to the house. When the | Withdrawal from Indochina, a guaranteed | - because of the police charge. He has been 
any case, regardless of what was published in Hlbccupants asked for a warrant, the police J 2nual income of $5500, and freedom for refused bond and held incommunicado. 
that week's issue, because the day before the MM icked in the door. Both uniformed and | Political prisoners. 

BLACK AIRMEN CHARGED WITH MIAMI POLICE*PREPARE FOR 7.5 DRAFT—BOARDS BOMBED EACH NO UNCLE TOMAHAWKS 
ARSON IN OKINAWA GUERILLA WARFARE MONTH; AND OTHER DRAFT NEWS 

‘NAHA AIR FORCE BASE, Okinawa (LNs) — (eee ne ie ea etree panes #] WASHINGTON, D.C.(LNS) ~ In the past three 
Four Black U.S. airmen at Naha Air Force Base hice gornord Game has recently armed his @Y2%'S- 2% average of 7.5 bombings and 
in Okinawa face charges of arson that could Eee a rnare aa i ee eet 24. eatack, (destructions of state draft board files have 
bring them up to ten years in the brig. Airmen pe Fadi ‘aun ith She men. During (occured each month. This year the Selective 
Spears, Love, Pugh and Bozeman are going ff GOSS On full time ince eali neh have beoe, fg Service plans to start a massive computerized 
through pre-trial hearings in a case charging | |) joe Ss cin eet ule ‘ded severat (central registrant date bank” that would 
them with setting a fire in the barracks of three [J $0. fc, Sear. Another Was wounds contain the names, whereabouts, and other 
white airmen on the night of December 12. In facays,before Garmire gave his current orders. additional information not yet disclosed, of all 
the pre-trial investigation, the government’s one GI PETITION BASED ON PANTHER the nation’s young men. Selective Service Press 
Prosecution witness, Airman Alston, made five PROGRAM DISMISSED Officer Ken Coffey denied that the decision to 
different statements riddled swith | aLMEDA COUNTY, Cal. (LNS) — Federal {computerize draft records had to do with file fim At San Jose City College rallies are permitted 
inconsistencies. In his first statement, made on } judge Robert Schnacke has squashed a black [f destruction incidents. When asked what would fil Only on Tuesdays and Thursdays from II a.m. to 
Dec. 14, he stated he did not know who set the | marine’s petition for release from military [f happen if the central data bank were blown up, gg on. SJCC students refer to this as the “two 
fire. On the evening of Dec. 24 he drank heavily }! service. The marine, Bobby Evans, had based [§ Coffey said that it would be impossible because fgg hours of free speech a week rule.’ On March 8, 
and rampaged through the barracks threatening [his petition on the Black Panther Party's [the components of the computer were to be fig Which was a Monday, various campus groups 
men with swords and mop handles. He blacked J proposition that all black men should be spread around in various locations in the fm™SPonsored an International Women's Day 
out for several hours that night and at 6 o'clock ff exempt from a military that fights colonial Washington area. The data bank plan was mg celebration. It was this peaceful rally - students 
the next morning made a statement to the ff wars, Evans charged that officers in his announced at a Senate Subcommittee on mad the audacity to schedule it on an off-day - 
Office of Naval Investigation saying that the ff detachment at Alameda Naval Air Station had [§ Constitutional Rights hearing which, according ™ that evidently “provoked” the police and 
four men did indeed set the fire. He then spent J been distributing racist cartoons and using him jf to Senator Sam J. Ervin, Jr. (D-NC) was called [mg CO!lege administrators to make the busts. 
four days in the hospital, where he made Jf 25 a black showpiece. Judge Schnacke, who is a jf “because it is clear fromt he complaints being fgg Political defense for thase who were arrested is 
another statement on Dec. 28. Another version ff member of the “for whites only’ Elks Club in Mreceived by Congress that Americansin every expected to run into thousands of dollars. 
was made in a pre-trial investigation on March !. f'san Mateo and the Mason Club in San Mf walk of life are concerned about the growth of jm Please send contributions to William James, San 

<0 
Officers from the Public Morais Squad arrested 
James Buckley, the publisher of the magazine 
SCREW, in his office last Tuesday afternoon, 
charging him with the publication of obscene 

INEW YORK (LNS) ~ A survey of Indians living 
jon state reservations has revealed that “I5 
cent thought we should get out of Vietnam 
while 85 percent thought we should get out 

pf the United States,” according to N.Y. 
Assembleyman Joseph Rielly, chairman of the 
bubcommittee on Indian Affairs. 

peen arrested within a week in what appears to 
be a coordinated effort by the police dept., the 

District Attorney's Office and the San Jose 
Btate College Administration to put a lid on 

adical activity in the town, still smarting from 

APRIL 19-23 - War crimes tribunal, White 
House vigil, and other actions in Washington, 

D.C., sponsored by Vietnam Veterans Against 
the War. b, 

arrests were made, Buckley and Goldstein were [ib jainsclothes cops burst in and ordered The four airmen can all account for themselves { Francisco dismissed Evans petition calling it fg government and private records on individuals.” mg J0se Legal Defense Fund, P.O. Box 8301, San 
convicted in a Manhattan court of obscenity Hiveryone to put their hands up. The police | MAY! ~ Youth festival for peace in Washington jj BRITAIN SENDS WASPS TO SOUTH AFRICA at the time of the fire. Love was with a friend Jf frivolous. Selective Service Director Curtis Tarr disclosed gg 40S, California 95125. 
charges growing out of a previous series of andcuffed and arrested Danny O’Neal, Jodi § (camping facilities will be available). NEW YORK (LNS) -- The British government in Naminoue, a section of Naha, where he was his agency’s plans in answering Senator Ervin's 
arrests made two years ago. ‘They were only ‘orrester and Gino Varadan. recently announced that it will sell military seen by three MP’s, Spears, Pugh and Bozeman PRINTER TURNS UNDERGROUND COPY survey measuring government ~ agencies’ Again they 
waiting,’ postulated a SCREW writer who arched the house without a warrant and | MAY 2 - Peaceful rally in Washington, D.C. [helicopters to South Africa, despite the threats were also in Naminoue and have a witness to so | . OVER TO IOWA'S F. collection of information about private citizens. 
begged to remain anonymous, ‘for the Mb onfiscated two legal firearms. The raiding SPonsored by Southern Christian Leadership { of several Black African nations to withdraw testify that they left the barracks. Alston claims | GRINNELL, lowa (LNS) - Pterodactyle, ff Tar contended that the data bank was needed BIOLOGICAL WARFARE RESEARCH 
unfarvoable decision to come down before they barty then went on to the home of some San J Conferefice (SCLS), People’s Coalition, J from the Commonwealth if the deal goes that he saw these airmen in the room of the fire | Grinnell College’s underground newspaper, ist “make more efficient _ management GOES 
kicked our asses again.’ Other persons claimed Hf\<2 city College students and kicked in their | National Welfare Rights Organization and [J through. The order will be for seven WASP and heard them planning to set the firea bout J suing the S-R Publishing Company for stealing Hecisions.” In related news, the Selective that the new arrest was another attempt by the [ioo, looking fon a member of the Radical | Mayday Movement. Poor people’s mule train ff helicopters. British officials expect them to be midnight. Alston had been looking for a friend | copy and photographs from the newspaper andj Service announced the April draft call to be 
District Attorney's office to harass newsvenders Maction Movement (RAM). They also went to arrives. Movement center opens. used in anti-submarine work off of three of his and claims that he asked another friend, | turning them over to lowa’s Bureau of Criminal ff !7:000 all to the Army. Random sequence 
into refusing copies of SCREW. The following other fictise Gf RAM members bat apparantly frigates that Britain ‘has already sold South Ballard, where he was. Airman Ballard works 2 | investigations agents. The publishing company fq) SUMber 100 will remain to highest number local 
day, an undisclosed number of newsdealers Africa. They say that “the increasing Soviet 12 to 7 shift at a post 8 bus ride away from the 
were arrested by Vice Squad officers on charges barracks. He had signed in by 11%45 o'clock. 

MAY 34 — Sustained nonviolent civil boards may call to fill April draft calls. 

disobedience (under regional leadership) and 
souldn’t find who they were looking for. The 
hursday night raids came the day after four 

pretended to print the paper, but instead, 
turned the material over to the BC! who in turn naval presence in the Indian Ocean’ is the 

&LON of selling obscene material, and copies of disruption in Washington. reason for the sale. They airmen feel -they are being harrassed | delivered it to lowa’s A\ G 1. Fe CANADIAN POLITICAL PARTY A beople had been busted at San Jose City Pp 9 ie, ee lelivered it to lowa’s Attorney General. For 
SCREW. Buckley and Goldstein profess lege Alles wate Padrcatiiciental isn wees: because of participation in discussion groups’ } additional information contact Henry Wilhelm CALLS FOR LEGAL GRASS 
reluctance to speak to members of the press Tibiarged with trespassing and because their | MAY 5 - Issue cal to Joint Session of Congress [| sTEWARDESSES TO KEEP EYE OUT FOR pout iacism and the military. They are being J at (616) 236-6971 or John Hedges, I310 7th St., DESERT, Utah (LNS) ~ On Nov. 25, 1969, about the new arrest, until consultation with Tio nce “might cause a disorder.” Only the | to deal with demands. People march DOPE: SMOKE IT UP BEFORE YOU LAND” elped by anti-military civilian counsel. q 3. phone 

NEW BRUNSWICK, Canada (LNS) — Thirty J Nixon announced that the U.S. would stop 
delegates at a New Brunswick New Democratic JM using biological weapons and would destroy its 

Once a flower sat in a bed of skunk cabbage. He made the air nice and sweet but Party meeting in St. John recently voted to existing stock. In early March, Senator Frank 
support the legalization of marijuana and called jm Church revealed that the Army germ warfare 

a little girl came along and picked him off. for its sale in government operated stores. If the [jf testing center here will hire 190 military and 
Moral: Don’t be too noticeable or you'll be offed. resolution is approved at an upcoming f™ 250 civilian workers, making it hte largest 

i ; 7 A Provincial convention, it will be adopted to the ff center of this the world. Their job is to 
Typed by Junior Woodchuck Merit Badge. Typing Project No.8768903 party's national platform. conduct “defensive bio-warfare research.” 

their attornies. Goldstein however asked to go 
‘on record expressing confidence in SCREW's 
eventual triumph over all dirty low-down 
running dog treacherous fink maneuvers of this 
sort: ‘And are we ever gonna knock ‘em dead,’ 
he smiled inscrutably, ‘when we publicly admit 
to the murder of Judge Crater.’ 

eek before, students from San Jose State had 

protested the presence of on-campus recruiters 

from Standard Oil and Owens-Corning 

BY VINCEN U NEW YORK (LNs) ~ Stewardesses on most 
airlines have been instructed to watch forpeople 

‘ s ‘ ¢ smoking dope on flights, one stewardess 
eerie toes ilmuesees - involved =i wee related. They were told that if they happen to 
Jet nro se og UU Os see smoking going on, they should notify the bt that demonstration police attacked and Haber cally dhetF Ghar eweuenalh 

SEIU CIES g when the plane lands, you get busted. 

to Capitol. Camp out around the Capitol. 

MAY 6 (Armed Forces Day) -- Local actions in 
solidarity with the GI movement. 
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COME TO THE. 
EMERGENCY NUMBERS 
Emergency Doctor .. . 

Emergency Dentist .. 

Drug ‘Addiction 

- » TR-9-1060 

.-YU-8-6110 

GI AND DRAFT COUNSELLING 
GI Counselling Service . . . - 533-8920 

Draft Counselling .... . » 222-0450 

American Serviceman’s Union . 675-6780 
Emergency number ......... 787-7900 Merton Buber House ........ 533-0670 

Emergency Civil American Friends 

Liberties Union 683-8120 Service Committee . .+ 
IPPIE pt Dial-A-Prayer C1-6-4200 Jewish Peace Fellowship . 

, Women’s Strike For Peace ... . 254-1925 N.J. Bergen County Draft later 

National Organization CONteh isis cient [201] 836-7024 
of Women (NOW) .......... 663-1986 L.I. Draft Counselling 

mi | L.l. WOMENS Center [516] 922-9811 Center... [516] WE-1-5765 

caaeioee WIQHES Si ne. 2) - 628-2363 Greenwich Village Peace Center 533-8920 

Peace Action Line .. . 747-0319 Spencer Memorial Church .... 858-5796 

LEGAL Chelsea Draft Info .......... 929-2390 

Lawyers Guild 346 W. 20th Draft Info for Youth 

Defense .. «+ 2271078 201 W. 13th 

Military .. 732-9250 

Law Commune . . 6771552 

Legal Aid Society ......... BE-3-0250 

American Civil Liberties 

UTE ecscrts yeirine snitoriceerets 924-7800 

WOMENS INFORMATION AND 

ABOTRION COUNSELLING 

FREE COMMUNITY ORGANIZATIONS 

Inmates Liberation Front ....427-7754 

Womens Bail Fund....... PO Box 6377 Manhattan Womens Center . . . 691-1860 
aae se and pregnancy test Cooper Station NY 10003 (send 

Abortion counselling ......-. 691-3396 sone bread ton Auer 
- Black Panthers .... . . 328-9911 

Abortion counselling ... . 777-4504 
RAT 228-4200 Breakfast Program 864-8951 

beaneoabliked Young Lords .... 533-7870 LNS Womens Caucus . 749-2200 BRE aes 

Women with drug problems . . . 443-2900 sbpald Re CU 

FREE MEDICAL CARE 
Clinic 44 St. Marks Place NYC 

7-10 PM Weekdays 

War Tax Resistance - 477-2970 

U. Farmworkers Organ. Goan (516) 248-2495 

Welfare Action Group ....... 677-9955 

£. Harlem Employment svc. .. 876-8522 
HEALTH-PAC 17 MURRY ST. 

INV. Goren Se tateteren fare acrnre 227-2919 

DENTAL CLINIC, ST MARKS BETWIX 
2nd & 1st AVE 
Mon-Thurs., 7-10PM 

Citywide Comm. for Welfare Rights5i4 W. 126th 

East Side Tenants Council .. . .CA-8-8210 

Harlem Tenants Union ....... 427-5655 

U. Federation of Black Community Org.368-1100 

Social Work Action for Welfare Rights5332I5 
DRUG 

Planned Parenthood . ... . . » 581-5622 

HOteen aie ee ane 2 aoe Citizens for Clean Air ....... 9351454 
12 best leh Be eSUNN For Clean Water............ 677-0250 

Addiction Services Agency . .. 226-6900 Comm. for Consti. Rights "WA-9-6662 

stent SE Against the ABM .. . . 838-4700 
pe ae mean 989-6742 Environmental Action Coalition Pate 

Harlem rer YorkPoece Aion Coat Odyssey ... . 666-7710 BeRONeey Taisen 137a W. 14th,3d floor ..... 924-0894 

Newark Odyssey . .(201)-242-7552 

Phoenix House .. . . 8741305 

205 w. 85th 
one nicnee Brooklyn - 963-0719" 
Ano Far Rockaway . 327-4204 

Bronx . -2293850 

Putnam Valleyd(914- 528-8804 
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Thurs. Mar. 18 
Patrolman Carlos Ashwood, the 

fourth Bureau of Special Services 
infiltrator to take the stand, had 
Previously testified that instead. of 

taking notes, he relied upon his 
memory in the making out of his 
daily reports, Ashwood had testified, 
‘on the same day, that he could not 
remember the names of his BOSS 
supervisers, even though he made 
daily reports to them and met with 
them twice a week during the course 
of his infiltration. Defense Attorney 
Sandy Katz again asked the witness if 
he could recall the names of his 
supervisors. The patriman asked for 
his reports, and reading the initials on 
the bottom of the pages, received the 
needed clue to ‘refresh his 
recollection’ as to the names of his 

BOSS supervisors. 
Ashwood testified that Dharuba 

had told him that certain defendants 
had gone underground after Jan. 17, 
1969. However, in his direct 
testimony, Ashwood said that on 
Jan. 23, 1969 he saw the very people 
he had said were to have been 
underground, In an effort to side step 
that contradiction, Ashwood met 
defense questions with these answers: 
“they didn’t stay underground 
forever." “There were people who 
were semi-underground,"; and “what 
is underground?” - to which Sandy 
Katz replied “that's a good 
question.” 

Ashwood said that he was a 
member of Afeni Shakur’s section 
and repeatedly has quoted her as 
having said that weekly physical drills 
would stop, to be replaced by guerilla 
warfare training. When asked what 
this \guerilla warfare training 
consisted of, the agent listed 
hand-to-hand combat” classes in 
aiming and firing guns, marching in 
formation, running, push-ups, and 
climbing trees. 

Before court recessed for lunch, 
D.A. Phillips complained that the 
defendantshad been — disrupting 
proceedings all morning, tow hich 
several of the defendants replied, 
calling Phillips a “lying, fascist dog.” 

Judge Murtagh, as expec ted, 
sympathized with the D.A., adding 
that he saw one defendant throw a 
glass to another defendant. The 
defendants replied that they were not 

given glsses, but only paper cups. 

Afeni Shakur then said that the 
D.A. had accused her, spcifically, of 
shouting and that she would 
challenge him to prove that. She 
called his remarks ‘slanderous’ and 
groping for the proper word, asked, 
“What is it when you have no 
concern for human feelings?” 

Jerry Lefcourt said that the D.A. 
i predicted 

courtroom disruptions and wants to 
see them occur, and that he is, in 
fact, trying to provoke them. 

Afeni then told the judge that she, 
as well as everyone else, was tired of 
the way the court constantly 
misinterpreted the facts and 
challenged the D.A. to” produce 
witnesses to support his allegations. 

Ashwood had testified that in 
February of 1969, Dharuba had said 
that the immediate goal of the BPP 
was the decentralization of the 
police, which would be done through 
political propaganda and military 
action. Although Ashwood admitted 
that questionnaries and leaflets were 
subsequently put out by the BPP 
concerning community control and 
decentralization of the police force, 
Ashwood said that he knew of no 
military action perpetrated to achieve 
that end. 

Although the prosecution alleges 
that these defendants conspired to 
blow up Macy's, Bloomingdale's, 
Abercrombie and Fitch, Alexander's, 
sites in the NYC subway system and 
sites along the New Haven Railroad, 
Ashwood said that he never heard 
any of these defandants discuss or 
agree to the placing of dynamite in 
any of these locations. 

Ashwood reported that in March 

1969 Lumumba Shakur said that the 
BPP should get more involved with 
the public and that the public did not 
yet relate to the gun. This was said 
during a political education class. 
Other topics discussed in that class 

A 
were racism and colonization, but 
Ashwood neglected to report any 
quotes from those conversations to 
his BOSS supervisors. Another 
example of the agents’ selectivity 

appeared when he asked who was at 
that meeting. In direct testimony he 
had said that Michael Tabor, Shaba 
Om, Alex Mckiever, agent Roberts, 
Agent White Clark Squires, and 
Cuando Kinshasa were present - 
except for the two agents, all the rest 
were defendants. However, it came 
out during cross examination that 
there were 25 people at that meeting. 
When asked why he hadn't 
mentioned the others, Ashwood 
rationalized that it was his mistake; 
he had been under the assumption 
that the DA was just interested in 
those here on trial. 

Ashwood remained under cover in 
the BPP for three weeks subsequent 
to the April 2, 1969 pre-dawn raids 
and arrests of these defendants. As 
usual, he made out his daily reports, 
but the prosecution has consistantly 
refused to hand over those reports to 
the defense. Sandy Katz renewed his 
request for the reports and was again 
refused, so he ended his 
cross-examination of the witness 
subject to receiving the additional 

reports. 
Carol Lefcourt, who is 

representing Walter Johnson a/k/a 
Baba Odinga asked the patrolman if 
he had ever gotten Baba confused 
with someone named Akbar. The 
agent said that he hadn‘t, that they 
were two entirely different people. 
Carol then pointed out how, when 
testifying, at different times, 
Ashwood had consistently confused 
the two - saying it was Akbar at one 
time and Baba at another time, when 
testifying about the same person. 
Ashwood said that he must have 
misunderstood the question posed 
him at those times even though 
before the Grand Jury, he testified 
that Akbar was also known as 
Johnson. 

Before court recessed for the day, 
Bob Bloom again asked for 
Ashwood’s reports subsequent to 
April 2, 1969. Murtagh denied the 
request and began accusing the 
defense counsel of wasting time with 
improper questions. 

Jerry Lefcourt said that he would 
like to discuss certain issues with the 
court; particularly the court’s ruling 

that while it is all right for the 
prosecution to ask questions and 
produce evidence concerning points 2 
and 6 in the BPP ten point program, 
the defense is not allowed to ask 
those same questions. And while the 
court rules it admissable for the DA 
to say that the BPP is a 
“para-military organiztion intent on 

destruction,” the defense is not 
allowed to show that that is not true. 

Judge Murtagh responded by 
leaving the bench and curtailing 
further discussion. 

Monday March 22 
Before court began co-defendant 

Fred Richardson, who left the United 
States for Barbados after having been 
released on $25,000 bail, was 
arraigned before Judge Murtagh. 
Richardson landed in  Kennety 
Airport on Saturday and was met by 
employees of the D.A.’s office who 
had been informd of Richardson's 
arrival by his parents. 

Courtney Wiltshire, who was 
defending Richardson, asked that his 
client «be released on bail as 
Richardson had voluntarily come 
back to court and had a physical 
condition which might deteriorate in 

jail. 
D.A. Phillips, who is hoping to get 

Richardson to turn state’s evidence, 
opposed the granting of bail and the 
court agreed, adding that although it 
would accept a written bail 
application, in all probability, the 
court's present ruling would stand. 
The court then directed that 
Richardson receive a full physical and 
psychiatric examination. 

After the jury was brought in, 

Judge Murtagh opened _the 
proceedings with a, for want of a 
better word, gratuituous admonition; 
stating that from time to time the 

jury might be offended ‘by the 

behaviour of counsel, but that the 
conduct of counsel in no way bore 
upon the guilt or innocence of their 
clients. 

Defense attorney Jerry Lefcourt 
began his cross examination of 
Patrolman Ashwood, who had 
contributed money for the rental of 
the first Harlem BPP office. The 
witness did not know whether or not 
his fellow agents had made similar 
contributions. 

Patrolman Ashwood had reported 
that on Oct. 8, Lamumba Shakur had 
said that there were too many 
meetings: and rallies, that he wanted 
“some action,” and had called a 
meeting to discuss the matter. Under 

cross examination, the patrolman 

defined the “action” discussed at the 
meeting as involvement in school 
problems and recreational facilities 
and relating to church groups, He 
then said that committees were 
formed to deal with those areas. To 
his recollection, no bombings or 
killing of police were discussed at 
that meeting. Ashwood reported 

that on Oct. 18, 1968, school 
principals and custodians met with 
the Panthers, deciding they would 
take over the schools. The job of the 
BPP was to break into the schools, 
open them up and turn on the 
heating system. 

In the course of questioning the 
patrolman: about the names of his 
supervisors at BOSS, Jerry Lefcourt 
was continually interrupted by DA 
PHillips who, in extensive speeches, 
accused Jerry of trying to mislead the 
jury. When defense _ counsel 
attempted to object to the DA's 
soliloquies, Judge Murtagh ruled that 
he would hear no more objections 
from the defense, except from the 
particular attorney cross-examining 
the witness at that time. 

Afeni Shakur said that the court 
was denying her the right to defend 
herself and asked that the court 
direct the DA to stop making 
speeches. When that request was 
denied, she asked that the court 
direct the DA to cooperate to insure 
a “just trial.” That request was 
similarly denied. 

Ashwood, who under 
cross-examination, admitted that he 
had never fired a gun while in the 
BPP, was asked about a meeting at 
Panther headquarters on March 7, 
1969. The patrolman had reported 
that @ doctor from Lincoln Hospital 
had come to the Panther office to 
talk about problems at the hospital 
and to ask for Panther assistance. 
Ashwood testified that because of 
that request and the requests of other 

hospital workers, the BPP did 
become involved in the situation at 
Lincoln Hospital. 

After Jerry Lefcourt had finished 
his questioning of the witness, Bob 
Bloom began his cross examination 
by asking patrolman Ashwood who 
was the person seated next to 
defendant Dr. Curtis Powell. The 
agent paused for awhile and then said 
that he could not recall that 
defendant’s name. Some |5 minutes 
later, Ashwood recalled the name of 
that defendant, who he then 
identified as Robert Collier. 

Patrolman Ashwood had a cover 
job during the course of his 
infiltration, but he could not recall 
the name of the place where he was 
supposed to have been working. Nor 
could he recall when he started 
working under cover, 

Although the patrolman had 

testified just that morning as to his 
activities on April |, 1969 (the day 
before the arrests of these 
defendants) and to his activities on 
the night of Jan. 17, 1969, when asked 
what he did on those afternoon, he 
said he could not remember, 

The date of Sept. 4, 1968, has 
been the cause of much discussion. 
On that date members of the BPP 
were beaten by plainclothes police in 
a Brooklyn court-house. When 
attempting to question Ashwood 
about that date, the defense met with 
constant intervention by both the 
DA and’ the Judge. Even questions 
such as “Don’t tell us where you 
were, but do you remember what 
you did on Sept. 4, 1968?” met with 
an objection from the prosecution 

which was sustained by the judge. 
When Bob Bloom asked for an 

explanation, the court ruled that he 
was bordering on contempt and 
recessed the trial for the day. After 
the jury had been excused and the 
defendants remanded, the court ruled 
that the incident occurring on Sept. 
4, 1968 involving members of the BPP 
was of no relevance to this case. 
When Jerry Lefcourt rose to object, 

Murtagh ordered that he be seated, 

threateningJerry with having the 

court officers ASSURE that he be 
seated. 

Bob Bloom noted for the record 
that at one point during the day’s 
proceedings, the court had instructed 
the stenographer NOT to. put 
something Bloom had said in the 
record. Judge Murtagh said that that 
was because Bloom had not been 
“directed” to speak. The judge added 
that counselor Bloom, was in general, 
“very difficult to endure.” 

When Bob asked to be allowed to 
complete his statement, the judge 
ordered him to make a motion in 
writing, saying that he had “no 
desire” to hear Bloom. With that, 
Murtagh left the bench and Bob 
thanked the judge for his patience. 

Tues. March 23 Patrolman Ashwood 
said that he had suspected Det. Ralph 
White of being an agent and had 
spoken of this suspicion to his BOSS 
supervisors. Those supervisors then 
told Ashwood to “stay away from 
White.” Although Ashwood admits 
to having seen White as often or more 
often than he saw these defendants 
during the time of the alleged 
conspriacy, White is never reported as 
having said or done anything 
incriminating in. Ashwood’s reports. 
A possible’ explanation for this might 
be that both Patrolman Ashwood and 
Det. White made their reports to the 
same supetvisors at the Bureau of 
Special Services. 

In his direct testimony, Ashwood 
said that he had been at a metting on 
the night of Jan. 16 1969, the night 
before the bombings of several 
Precincts and a Board of Education 
building with which these defendants 
are charged. The patrolman said that 
several of these defendants, among 
them Cuando Kinshasa, a/k/a William 
King, left the meeting to go to 

another meeting. It does not appear 

in Ashwood’s report for that night 
that Kinshasa left with the others. 
When questioned about __that 
discrepancy, the patrolman said that 
he told his BOSS supervisor. that 
Kinshasa was among those who left 
the meeting at a later date - but he 

could not remember when. 
Before the jury was excused for an 

early recess, Murtagh repeated his 
admonition that although the jury 
might find the conduct of defense 
counsel offensive, their behavior in 
no way bore upon the guilt or 

innocence of their clients. 
At this time Sandy Katz objected, 

on behalf of all the defendants, to 
the court’s statements that counsel 
had misbehaved, and said that the 
defendants would feel much safer if 
their counsel were to be protected. 

Afeni Shakur told the court that 
the defendants resented the court's 
brand of charity, saying “your 
charity put us here and would keep 
us here forever and ever.” 

Wed. March 24 
The prosecution alleges that these 

defendants were conspiring to bomb 
department stores, railway’sites, and 
subway lines around Easter of 1969. 
But in the two weeks prior to the 
arrests, Patrolman Ashwood had 
reported these defendants 

pating in physical di 
involving pushups and __ similar 
exercises, working in _ hospitals, 
discussing freedom schools to be 
formed with parents in the 

community and going to rallies. 
Patrolman Ashwood, rather than 
being told by BOSS to stay closer to] 
the defendants at this time, took 
three days off, a week and a half 
prior to the arrests and the alleged 
Easter plot. The patrolman then said 
that he was surprised to learn of the 
arrests and had not expected them. 

Although the prosecution had 
used prhases like “off the pig,” and 
“dealing with _— people,” as. 
incriminating evidence, Ashwood 
admitted that those phrases and 
phrases like “take care of business,”’ 
and “dynamite,” can, be-and are used 
in many different contexts. 

Various witnesses, ~ including 
Ashwood, have said that many of 
these defendants went 
“underground after Jan. 17 1969. 
However, Ashwood, as well ast those 
previous witnesses, have admitted to 
having seen those __ allegedly 
underground in the Panther office, at 
physical drills in city parks in broad 
daylight, at demonstrations, and at 
work in the community. 

During the course of his cross| 
examination, Bob Bloom met with] 
such intervention from the court and 
the prosecution. At one such point,} 
DA Phillips asked the record to 
reflect that Bloom had made 
hundreds of improper questions 
during his cross. examination.| 
Murtagh replied that the record 
would reflect that, merely by the| 
reading of it. 

Sandy Katz objected to the! 
statements made by the court as an! 
insidious form of commenting on| 
defense counsel. Afeni Shakur said| 
that she hoped the jury would judge 

the conduct of the judge. 
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DECOMPOSITION IN NEWJERSE Ys 

ead 

ome now beyond the 
Gin River, past the 

garbage and the gulls and 
the hightide debris, over 

the ivy-tapestried _palisades, 
beyond the towering poisonous 
refinery smokestacks, _ past 
Newark even, all the way out 

along Route 22, where every 
mile is a Miracle Mile and the 
clothing stores and burger stands 
bloom alongside the highway 
like blueberries and buffalo grass 
in Wyoming, and every bend in 
the road discovers a shopping 
centre as sprawling and lively as 
a little city along the ancient 
Nile. Along here some weeks ago 
in his little green Volkswagen 
mini-Ark tooled my friend 
Freddy (the Blade) Caruso, with 
a complete manifest aboard of 
his teenage Newark friends. Not 
that The Blade is a teenager any 
more, no, but he used to be, not 
so very long ago, and at the 
particular time of which I speak 
he had been impressed into 
service as the guiding light, pater 
familias, and guru of this gestalt 
of teenage Newark kids. It was 
only natural. Having grown up in 
North Newark, where the 
character of a man-is moulded in 
iron, if moulded it be at all, and 
having got away for a while to 
Manhattan, where he worked for 
the East Village Other, and then 
returned victorious to Newark as 
an independent craftsman, it was 
only natural that Freddy should 
be searched out by the 
together-est bunch of teenage 
vandals in Newark and ordained 
their leader. Tough kids. 
Together kids. A couple miles 
out of Middleburn toward 
Newark, Blade asked if anybody 
was carrying dope, and the 
answer was in the affirmative. 

Dope! What a bummer, to be 
tooling along Route 22 in New 

wy 

Jersey with an Ark full of dizzy 
kids, some of whom are carrying 
dope. Not that the Blade 
despises dope, mind you. No, 
no, Freddy has hung too long 
around these precincts to have 
anything less than a_ healthy 
affection for dope. Freddy came 
here in ’67, only a month or so 
later than your faithful reporter. 
Here he worked for a stretch of 
time that would constitute a 
pretty decent prison sentence. 
Here he became one of the 
family. Well loved. Admired. A 
man of fashion and imposing 
sophistication, one of the couple 
dozen or so really hip people on 
this concrete island, which is to 
say, in- the world. When the 
Blade speaks, smart people 
listen. When he so much as farts, 
it registers in the Iron Mountain, 
Colo., national defense spy 

computers. When he shaves his 
moustach, freaks in Redwood 
City shave theirs a month later; 
when he shows up here wearing 
bellbottoms, signs hastily go up 
in windows’ all down St Mark’s 
Place announcing emergency 
elimination sales on pegged 
pants. Such a man is The Blade, 
and it is good, oh ever so good, 
to torch up a joint at the elbow 
of Freddy Caruso, suck the 
heavy hayseed-harvest sunshine 
smoke into your head, pause a 

delicious second for The Hit, 
hand it to the Blade, and wait 
for his assessment: 
‘Ammmmm .. . Augh! Good 
shit, 

No, Fred the Blade is not one of 
your anti-dope loonies, not at 
all. But to be tooling along 
Route 22 in New Jersey, where 
the Pigs will as soon clobber you 
as any nigger, providing your 
hair is of a certain length, as 
Blade’s is, and to be tooling 
along there in a bus full of kids 
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who can’t even drink yet, and 
some of them have dope, well, it 
can make one feel shall we say 
cul-pable. ‘Okay, the Blade 
accordingly assented. ‘Pass it up 
front here. We might as well 
smoke it all up.’ And they did. 

Wheeeeeeee! Sonnumfuckin- 
bitch, is it ever great to be 
cruising along in the Blade’s 
Volks, smoked out of all 
reality-contact on the old 
Mary-you-wanner, tagging along 
after the centre strip. As a 
matter of fact, I want to digress 
here into a couple of want-ads: 

one Volkswagen 
in workable order, 

broken and bridie-trained, with 
radio if possible, suitable for 
cross-country excursion about 
August. Apply this paper. 
ALSO. WANTED: young 
lady of __respectal brights, 
affable demeanour, and low 
moral tone, to accompany writer 
on romantic —_ cross-country 
Wanderjhare about August. 
Appearance unimportant, but 
must be uninfected by Women's 
Lib and other unmentionable 
diseases. Apply this paper. 

So Blade and his busful 
continued eddying home toward 
Newark, the dope stashed 
cunningly out of sight among 
their corpuscles; and a good 
thing too, for by and by they 
ran afoul of a Routine Check. 
You know, a Routine Check: for 
your safety and conveinance, 
county sherrif's deputies are 
staked out at regular intervals all 
across Route 22, and they 

routinely ambush every fourth 
or sixty-fifth vehicle that 
blunders into their clutches. It 
was just Freddy’s bad luck that 
he and his giggling shaggy 
teenage maniacs should be this 

officer’s next Routine Check. 

The Blade isn’t quite sure how it 
all started. One minute he was 
driving peaceably along rapping 
about the newspaper distributing 

racket, although no one 
evidently cared, and the next he 
was showing this cop his I.D. It’s 
cool. It’s just a routine check. 
License, registration, lights, 
tailpipe. How about the little 
lady in the back, with brown 
hair tied in a bun and baggy blue 
jeans? She’s only fifteen? Hmm. 
And what’s that stack of paper 
tied together with metal wire 
she’s sitting on? What is that 
shit? The cop pushes his 
sunglasses up over his forehead 
to squint through the window 
into the back. These kids are so 
hostile and quiet, no telling what 
shit they got wrapped up back 
there. Fucking bombers, they 
just bombed the Capitol 
yesterday .. . That’s nothing 
officer, it’s a newspaper. A 
what? All that? What newspaper 
is that? It’s the East Village 
Other, officer, I’m distributing 
it. 

‘All right, let’s take a look at 
that.’ The sunglasses went back 
down over the officer’s snout 
and he leaned -back, waiting 
ominously. As he fished around 
the back for a loose copy, 
craning over between the mute 
teenyboppers, the Blade began 
to sense that something was 
amiss. Now, is there a law in 
Jersey forbidding the 
distribution of the East Village 
Other in that state? Fred was 
still working with us when, in 
the spring of 1969, EVO was 
busted in New Jersey on 
obscenity charges. We were 
ripped out of a little head shop 
in New Brunswick, site of 
Rutger’s College, for that we had 
printed in some excess of 
unspeakable lubricity a few 
erotic plates from _ the 
Kornhausen book, Freedom To 
Love: just because the book 

itself was available, at $25, a 

whack, from any worthy 
bookstore, and just because you 
could have freely viewed these 
particular pictures at a 
Washington art exhibit, which 
was highly commended in the 
story accompanying _ these 
visuals, we  sweaty-palmed 
child-molesters here at EVO 
thought we could ‘get away’ 
with running them. But the 
Jersey authorities put a stop to 
that! They soon taught us the 
error of our scummy ways, and 
gave us our come-uppance: ever 
since that spring two years ago, 
the vile prog of EVO has never 
sullied the great, chaste state of 

New Jersey. 
What happened essentially is 
this: the Jersey pigs told our 
distributor he’d have his ass 
handed to him if he tried 
peddling EVO around there 
again. Tony Imperiale, he no 
like. He sees his kid reading that 
shit, Tony, he kicks his ass. And 
the same for your kid. And the 
same for you, Mac. Pow! Right 
in the labonza. 
But Freddy Caruso, now, he just 
makes lamps. He works with his 
hands, quietly and lovingly 
soldering coloured glass panes 
into aluminum grids, fashioning 
these delicate and exquisite 
church-window lampshades, 
which he sells here and there 
about Hersey for a modest sum. 
And many of the shopkeepers 
with-whom he deals, they get to 
gossiping with him about this 
and that, and he tells them he 
used to work for EVO, and they 
say, by George; people used to 
ask for EVO a lot, they’d all 
thought it was out of business, 
they could probably make a 
penny out of selling it. So 
Friday, next time he’s in town, 
Fred asks the EVO distributor, 

who shall remain nameless, if he 
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BLADE 
might have a couple hundred 
copies lying about which the 
Blade could quietly spread 
around Jersey. And the-demand 
turns out to be fucking 
prodigious! What else is there to 
read in Jersey? So before long 
the Blade is bussing upwards of 
fifteen hundred copies a week 
out along Route 22, and while 
he’s happy for us, he begins to 
suspect things are getting out of 
hand. 
And the feeling grows, as he 
plucks a loose EVO from 
between two silent teenagers, 
and hands it back to The Man, 

the feeling that all was not as 
well as it might be grew louder 
in the Blade. 
The officer was not long in 
identifying this contraband. 
‘Hm. Pornography” Nothing 
escaped the eagle eye of this 
cunning old boy. “You got a lot 
of these?) ‘Uh...A few 
hundred. I’m just ... Don’t talk 
to the pig! ‘Yeah. 
Under the elbow of the cop 
went EVO suddenly, as he 

flicked -open his little leather 
notebook, magicked a pen into 
his other hand, which was also 
holding Fred’s wallet, and began 
scribbling. Marvellous manual 
versatility in this old boy. Like 
watching a juggler on Ed 
Sullivan. Wearing gloves! And he 
can talk, too, all at the same 
time! ‘Well, I'm taking your 
name and address, Fred, and 
your license number. I’ll let you 
go this time, but I don’t ever 

want to see you around these 
parts again.’ And handed Fred 
back his wallet like the closing 
couplet of a limerick. 
But nobody was comforted. An 
oppressive soup sloshed through 
the vibes in Blade’s bus for miles 
afterward, all the way to the 
next Routine Check, fifteen 
minutes on toward Newark. It 
was only natural, being in 
America and all, that the county 

cop would set them up for the 
state pigs, who hailed them 
down and asked them all for 
their I.D. Just a routine check. 
Where’s your I.D., miss? You're 
only fifteen? Well gee, you 
ought to have something on you 
proving who you are...Here, 
let’s. take a look into your 
purse — 
‘I want to call my father,’ she 
ordered, and there was no 
gainsaying lier, especially what 
with a public phone booth four 
feet from the car, thanks to 
Freddy’s shrewd ‘maneuverings. 
While she was furiously dialling, 
the police happened to look in 
the’ back of Blade’s van— a 
routine procedure — and beheld, 
God have mercy, Pornography!’ 
Smut! “Loads of steamy 
unredeemable corrupt filth! 
‘Let’s see some of that stuff. 
Yeah, the Other, that’s 
pornography. And what else you 
got there? The little bundle. 
Screw? 
‘Look, Blade was quick to get 
out, ‘I’m not carrying Screw. I 
don’t distribute it, I don’t carry 
it, I don’t even read it. But it 
was hopeless. ‘Let’s see that 
pornography, Fred.’ ‘Yeah, get 
me a copy too.” 

There was a half-bundle of 
Screw back there, 250 copies 
which our distributor, who shall 
be nameless forever, had thrust 
that week on Fred, over his 

anguished protests, ‘Just to see 
how it moves,’ The Blade 

wanted no part of Screw. He 
didn’t read Screw, he didn’t 
know Screw, he’d never worked 
there, he didn’T know the 
people there, he didn’t like the 

product, and he was going to 
take it right back to Ar-- to our 
anonymous distributor, saying, 
‘No takers, at the end of the 

week. Besides having no time for 
the periodical out front, Blade 
was forthrightly convinced it 
was going to bring him greif. 
Because if there is one 
publication less palatable to the 
Garden State than EVO, that 
publication is Screw. Screw 
never even tried to get into 
Jersey. In fact, when the pigs 
were setting Screw up for the 
First Big Bust, back in ’69, they 
sent around to Al Goldstein’s 
office a fat bearded oink 
running-dog provocateur 
disguised as a New Jersey 
businessman, who  spuriously 
proposed to distribute Screw in 
New Jersey in this wise: rolling 
each copy of Screw into a copy 
of The New York Times like a 
fish, he would peddle the 
resulting abomination to the 
sex-starved villain of New Jersey 
at a dollar a hit. Goldstein left 
word with the receptionist that 
this loony slob was to be driven 
away from the office 
henceforth; with all the 
profanity at her-command. Pull 
shit like that in Jersey? They’d 
get fucked for sure. 
Well, as it turned out, they got 
fucked anyway. It was quick and 
brutal. Two years after their 
arrests, nine months after their 

trial ~began, last week Jim 
Buckley and Al Goldstein were 
pronounced guilty on six counts 
of obscenity in the County of 
New York, final sentence to be 

rendered later this week. They 
gathered in the courtroom a 
half-hour early, to confer’ with 
counsel and swap shop talk with 
co-defendant Marty Balan, 

whose plant had printed the six 
issues under indictment. 
Resplendent in an unbelievably 
expensive suit of tasteful 
thubarb hue, the shoes on his 
feet and the toupee on his head 
worth the ransoms of a duke and 
a governor’s daughter 
respectively, Balan appeared 
impassive. Goldstein, his face 
tanned a deep masculine hue by 
the Bimini vacation sun, seemed 
confident in his faith that 
Justice would prevail in this best 
of all American courtrooms, and 
joked expansively with 
reporters. Buckley, his hair 
trimmed neatly about the back 
of his neck, betrayed no 

indications of anxiety, unless the 
slightly ashen hue of his face 
grew out of something besides 
an unhappily digested breakfast. 
There were no spectators, saving 
Goldstein’s ex-wife, | Mary 
Phillips, who was at his side, 
wearing a coat of mink hue. The 
pretty court recorder wore a 
tasteful white pants suit with a 
black sweater. 

‘All rise!’ We all rose. ‘The Court 
of the County of New York, 
blah blah parrot parrot ef cetera, 
or forever hold your peace. You 
may be seated.’ We sat. ‘The 
Court has considered the motion 
to acquit the defendant Balan of 
all charges and the motion is 
upheld, the defendant Balan is 
acquitted. The Court has 
considered the motion to acquit 
the defendants Buckley and 
Goldstein and the motion is 
denied. They are guilty on all 
points. Final sentencing will be 

rendered rap buzz mumble oink 
croak other suggestions from 
counsel.’ 
There was nausea after that in 
the knees and bellies of everyone 
who upholds the freedom of the 
press in America. No shit. You 
never did see such a peck of 
distraught and touchy editors 
and publishers as prevail about 
New York’s alternate-culture 
periodicals since that decision 
came down. It is a passing 
curious document, that decision 
signed by the three judges who 
hung Screw, and it has us all up 
in the air about things. 
See, the Screw case is bound to 
be one of those Landmark 
Decisions after it’s all over, 
setting up Guidelines in the 
murky field of Obscenity 

regulations. So everybody was 
anticipating some crisp, sharp, 
dfinitive decision coming out of 
these judges, it’d make our work 
a lot easier. And what do we 
get? Why, we get — 
But no, I forbear to express 
exactly what I think of this 
decision, because this decision is 
so diffuse and obscure that, who 
knows, the word ‘bullshit’ itself 
may be Obscene now. 

They didn’t hang Screw on the 
dirty pictures; not even on the 
dirty copy did they hang it; no, 
they hung it on the ads! The 
judges cite two types of ads 
which they considered to 
constitute legal Obscenity: dildo 
ads, and gay personal. ads. For 
some reason they do not make 
clear at all, they consider 
advertisments for dildos (and a 
fortiori I suppose dildos 
themselves) to be Obscene 
enough to hang the newspapers 
in which they appear. The only 
thing I can think of to account 
for this, myself, is Betty 
Dodson’s illuminating suggestion 
that the more enlightened 
authorities don’t mind 
male-directed pornography, but 
still despise  female-directed 
pornography. Seeing an ad for a 
dildo, illustrated likely as not 
with a drawing or photograph of 
the fearsome godemiche itself, it 
perhaps occurs to the magistrate 
that this horrible thing might 
turn on women. Instinctively his 
mind rebels at this. Women 
aren’t supposed to get turned 
on! Women to the aristocratic 
mind (and all judges are 
aristocrats, or dearly wish to be) 
are immaculate vessles of purity, 
chastity, and religious zeal, and 
they can’t bear to think of them 
any. other way. — For if a 
woman is touched but once by 
Corruption it is a horrible thing, 
she is tainted forever, yea, and 
overnight becomes a ravening 
slave to the basest of animal 
passions, fetching up inevitably 
in the dismal muck of Ultimate 
Sin, selling what loathesome 
shreds remain of her 
pox-infested womanhood to any 

leprous nigger with an obol to 
press in her clutching talons. 
Could you bear to picture your 
mother in such a state? Then do 
not revile the good justices, they 
very likely had mothers of their 
own, long ago. 

Of course, a little market 
research would have shown them 
that dildoes are bought mainly 
by homosexuals, rather than 
women. What the faggots do 
with them no one knows, but it 
would probably curdie a decent 
person’s belly, Sodomy is still an 
abomination in the sight of God, 
not to mention every judge in 

the civilised world with the 
exceptions of Sweden, Denmark, 
England and Indiana. And 
therein lies the grounds for the 
second element of Obscenity the 
judges perceived in Screw — the 
gay personal ads. 
Actually, they cited two kinds 
of personal ads as Obscene. 
‘Although fornication, they 
lamented, ‘is no longer a crime 
in this State, it transpires that 
sodomy and adultery most 
certainly still are. Hence it 
follows from that to this, that 
personal advertisements looking 
for Gay Lovers or Swinging 
Wife-Swappers are 
solicitations — if not 
incitements! — to illegal acts, 
and Buckley and Goldstein, who 
published such ads in Screw, can 

be hauled off to the Rock. But 
hold! Heaven knows I an no 
genius, but I can usually follow a 
sequiter if it is constructed 
properly, and there seems to be 
a brace loose on this one. B&G, 
the Screw two, are up on 

Obscenity charges, not soliciting 
or aiding and abetting in sodomy 
and adultery: and you will never 

convince me that the prose in 
those classified ads is any dirtier, 
or more unconventional, or 
more unredeemable, than the 
prose in an article such as Randy 
Wicker’s wonderful ‘Up The Ass 
Is A Gas’, to which the justices 
seem willing to lend First 
Amendment protection. Shit, 
there are rafters missing from 
that sequiter. The wind blows 
through it! 
Not, mind you, that I am 
expecting any ‘Justice’ from 
these courts —“Ho no! I know 
what they mean by ‘Justice’ — 
or any other Quixotic 

entertainments, but I think they 
could be clearer. If we must 
struggle under the yoke of 
oppression, let them at least 

label it a yoke, or a ‘reasonable 
curtailment of constitutional 
liberties’, and not a tea-pot or a 

writing-desk or some other damn 
insanity. If this article winds up 
with sixty-nine paragraphs in it, 
can I be busted under this new 
tuling for obliquly suggesting a 
sodomitical engagement of a 
reciprocal oral-genital nature? 
My God! I better be careful. 
But even if they drag me 
screaming from my cell at dawn 
to be beaten with a Holy 
Christian Mercy-Bat and burnt at 
the stake, Blade at least ought to 
get off all right. ‘This is 
pornography, the first state 
policeman said. ‘That girl’s only 
fifteen, the other one observed. 
They. busted Freddy Caruso 
right there for possession of 
pornography, and for impairing 
the morals of a minor. 
Conveiniently enough, the arrest 
was made right in front of a 
state police station. With a 
patrol car idling along at his rear 
bumper, the Blade was caused to 
move his van into the 
parking-lot, and all the kids were 
trundled inside the office with 
him. 
Here’s where the fun began. 
They had to identify every one 
of the kids, and call the parents. 
Through the confusing flurry of 
his own hasty booking, Freddy 
caught some wonderful dialog 
happening around him. 
‘How old are you?” 
‘Seventeen.’ 
‘What’s your religion?’ 
‘Um .. . I guess, Catholic.” 
*You go to Mass much?’ 
‘Naw, I, um ...I don’t make it 
around much any more, you 
know, 

‘Well, what do you think of it? 
Of your church, I mean?’ 
‘Well, you know...I 
think of it much.” 
‘C'mon, you 
something, 
‘Well— shit... ‘Scuse me, 
officer. I mean — gee — we got 
this church, and there’s a priest 
there, and— God, I dunno, 
man...’ 
‘What do you think of him? He’s 
your priest, boy. What do your 
folks think of him?’ 
‘Well look, it’s like this priest, 
some people say he’s— uh— 
queer, and other people say he’s 
not queer, and me, I don’t say 
nothin’. It’s his business, 
y‘know?’ 

don’t 

must. think 

\\\ 
iy 

FANN 

When I got booked once, the 

cop asked me what my religion 
was and I said ‘Agnostic’, He 
licked his pen thoughtfully. 
‘How do you spell that?’ he 
asked. I spelled it. He looked at 
it  interestedly a moment, 
written there on the blotter. ‘Is 
that Protestant?’ he wanted to 
know. 
The . impressionable _ little 
innocent in the brown bun and 
baggy dungarees, so recently 
rescued from the dismal muck of 
Ultimate Sin by the Garden 
State Police, was uncommonly 
pissed off. ‘Where the hell is my 
old man, the bastard?” Nobody 

could lay a hand on her and she 
knew it, flouncing sexily in and 
out of the station house door, 
hand on hip and pout on lip, 

impervious to the red-faced desk 
lieutenant who kept ordering her 
to siddown, goddammit. ‘’m 
gonna split!’ she announced 
impetuously. ‘I'll hitchike 
home!’ And she scooted out. 
‘She’s on the edge!’ the 
lieutenant bellowed to the cops 
about him. ‘She’s on the God 
damned edge, I swear it!” 

Her father showed up in the 
fullness of time, a good friend of 
the Caruso family in Newark and 
not without a certain weight in 
that community. He merely 
glared at the officers there and 

(Continued. on Page 20) 
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REVIEW 
Here are many easy recipes including 
preparation of things to be picked form 
the land and the sea. Many good pages on 
taking care of the body in sickness, in 
health and in childbirth. 

BOOK. 
About a month ago I spent a blissful 

evening reading every: word of Alicia Bay 
Laurel’s Living on the Earth and it 
brought the kind of pleasure - the kind 
that makes one smile to oneself on a bus 
~ that very few books have done. Maybe 
it was because I got hold of it in February 
~ in cold dark awful New York February 
- but just when I needed it desparately I 
received Alicia’s gentle reminder that.we 
are all indeed living on the Earth, and 
that some of us live where life is open and 
sweet. Hope is what it is. The book brings 
hope -- for summer, for peace, for a way 
of life. For a change, I am glad to say, an 
establishment publisher has given us a 
chance at a practical book which is not a 
rip-off. 

Rapture. Where to begin? Alicia 
begins: “...if you have a feeling for the 
flow of things you will discover a path: 
from traveling the wilds to the first fence, 
simple housing, furnishing houses, crafts 
agriculture, food preparation, medicine - 
not unlike the development of our 

Here, for example, is what Alicia has 
to say about chickens: “Chickens require 
almost no care at all. They will nest in a 
cardboard box or in a bush. They don’t 
need fences. Feed them table scraps and 
maybe a little grain feed. You may add 
apple cider vinegar to their water. Keep 
layering straw over the chicken shit and 
feathers in their yard and house. At the 
ened of the season you will have some 
good compost. For egg production, feed 
them 16% egg laying mash. The eggs you 
buy in supermarkets come from hens that 
live in shaded cages and are fed 

4 methedrine so they lay more and eat less. 
Your eggs will come from happy fertile 
hens who dance freely in the sun. Like 
you. 

The indexed. 
of useful 

book is helpfully 
include a list 

ancient ancestors. When we depend less 
on industrially produced consumer goods, 
we can live in quiet places, our bodies 
become vigorous; we discover the serenity 

of living with the ryhthms ur the earth. 
We cease oppressing one another...” 

This hip, intelligent book could be 
called a handbook or a manual -- such 
undescriptive words for a book of life. It | 
is printed on off-white paper (which the 
author says will turn a creamy yellow if 
left in the sun) with Alicia’s own flowing 
sepia drawings and diagrams. Not a speci 
of typeface anywher It includes simple 
instructions for making shelters, for 
organizing a kitchen, for making loose 
clothing and footgear. There are good 

words about crafts, yoga, instructions for 
gardening and helpful hints for cooking 
and canning wonderful natural things like 
Rose Hipe Conserve and country Pie. 

1, 

: 

BETTY KLAVUN 

Bertha Schaefer Gallery 
4 March 16 — April 3 

Betty Klavun makes sculpture in a 

variety of forms and media, from a 

playful lollu-pop-like forest in dark grey 
and white painted wood, to layered, 
repeated forms in bronze and also in 

sprayed paper mache (that are actually 
models), which represent a process of 
movement through time, such as one 

which depicts the motion of Bertha 

and 

camping, cookery, crafts, foods, and 

north-woods 
descriptive brush strokes, that flow with 

water, spike with dead branches, and spot 

with foliage. His technique repeats his 

intention. 

Appendices 
addresses -- where to get things you need, 

lists of recommended books on 

other publications the author has found 
useful and important. 

She says at the end: -“Eventually I 
must say ‘no’ to this unceasing tide of 

information. This book is already too 
thick. But, if the tide bends me again, this 
book will have a sequel...” 

Until then, Alicia Bay Laurel, thank 

you for showing all of us - especially us 
winter-whitened city people - the way. I 
think secretly we may be the -biggest 
appreciators of your book because you 
have given us a look at an Easrth which | 
just may be a friendly place. 

Nellie Fernauld 

LIVING ON THE EARTH. By Alicia Bay 
Laurel. 193 pages. Vintage Books. $3.95. 

NEIL WELLIVER 
John Bernard Myers Gallery 

March 13 — April 7 
paints rought 

landscapes in direct, 

Neil Welliver 

He paints them in summer, yet they 

contain the coolness of Maine summers. 
Often, quick-moving clouds block the 

sunlight, leaving a crisp, clear light upon 

Schaefer herself. the rivers and wooded mountains, 

Still other pieces are sharp and reminding one of the relentless, 

angular, such as a large sculpture transmuting nature of this country. 
constructed of aluminum, painted various 
shades of.dark grey. This again feels like a 
forest, but perhaps a forest at night, 

where sharp, unseen branches jut out and 

obstruct ones. path. Its pointed, 

perpendicular pieces and flat linier bars 

create both a visual excitement, and an 
emotional excitement of possible danger, 
if one can forget about the well-lit gallery 

and become that involved in the feelings 

that the sculpture can evoke. 

The landscape in the photograph is 

again aluminum, but unpainted this time, 
though some areas are rubbed with 
graphite to create deeper tones which 

contrast nicely against the lighter ones. 

The surfaces of these flat pieces of 

aluminum are also chizzled to create 
different textures. This sculpture is meant 
to be viewed frontally against a white 

wall, for the negative shapes are as 

exciting and varied as the aluminum ones. 
Miss Kluver creates both a balance of 
curved and angular forms, and a tension 
from forms just touching or almost 
touching others. This is a very lyrical 
piece, which takes one for a walk in and 

out, up and across and back, 

The variety of sculpture, along with 

several ink wash drawings ‘on landscapes 

and interiors, produce a very lively show. 
Nina Paull 

a 

In three paintings, women are bathing 

in the river, or have just finished, and are 

dressing. Their flesh is painted in pale 
beiges and greys, with only an occasional 

touch of pink, colors which lack warmth, 

re-echoing the chill of the north-woods. 

There are also three paintings of 
sunsets, but in these, the sun does not 

spread a parting warmth through the sky, 
in a tranquil last moment. There is no 
melancholy 

paintings. They are clear, direct, creating 

or nostalgia in these 

feeling of reality and truth. Each of 

Welliver’s statements is carefully chosen. 
His paintings show the power of nature 

and the elements, and its opposition to 

the forces of man. 
Nina Paull 

Homeless q 0 g 

Evo staffer need, 
ad quick — if you 

Know of a pad ‘under 
#100 rent # not much 
key fee, call REX af 
2ss-2130 Hurryd 



This is the story of the smoke-in that 
took place in the Central Park Sheep 
Meadow, March 21, 1971. 

Two weeks ago there were four or five 

Yippies in the same room, and as one 
thing led to another, the conversation led 

up to the grand Smoke-In that took place 
in Washington last July Fourth. 

We rapped while getting stoned, and 
the unanimous opinion was that we 

should have another one. We considered 
the proposed Earth Day to be held in the 
park and thought that it would be 

perfect. 
By word of mouth we could summon. 

the freaks as well as supplementing that 
call with press releases and the like. But 

the dope, that was another matter. | 
volunteered to get it. 

The dope dealers in this town are 

usually less than charitable about giving 
away for free what they could make 

bread on. | asked a friend of mine to 
introduce me to the dealer with a better 
than average rep. 

“Hey man,” | finally asked, “there are 
a bunch of people in this town giving a 

smoke-in on the first day of spring in 

Central Park, and well, can you 
contribute anything?” 

“Oh sure, far out,” he said. 

It was that easy. | told him that I’d be 
in touch with him, and | left completely 

wrecked 
A week goes by and it is Thursday, 

The smoke-in will be in three days. The 
press releases have been given out, the 

leaflets are pasted up around town and 
we have told everyone we can. All that 
remains is getting the dope, rolling it into 
joints, and distributing them among the 
people without getting busted. We pray 
for sun, and we intend to celebrate the 

photos: R.STAYMAN 

first day of spring, smoking dope. 

The dope is picked up on Friday night 
and transported to a secret hideout. Then 

on Saturday night people start arriving to 
roll up the dope. We had been given a 

pound and a hald of good dope and we. 
would see how far it would go. After a 
few hours, we took a count. We had five 

hundred and thirty joints. Everyone was 

tired and zonked. We put ten joints in tin 
foil packets, And as people left they took 

what they thought they could hand out. 

We agreed to meet in the park at two. 
| rolled the rest of the dope bring up 

the total to six hundred joints, Our small 

band entered the park at three minutes to 

two Carrying two hundred and forty 
joints between us. We went directly to 

the sheep meadow and found that the 
smoke-in had started without us. There 
were hundreds of people smoking dope in 
clustered lumps all over the meadow. We 
hard that some cat had been busted for a 
pound down at the fountain. 

There is a way of handing out joints 

that is absolutely unbustable. One of the 

best ways is to give a packet of ten to a 
small group fo people that you know and 
then hand out the joints to people near 
them. One should be able to tell who's 
cool. 

In about half an hour | was through 
handing out my joinrs. Wow, everyone 
was really stoned. A success. The 
smoke-in was a success. The press was 
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there taking pictures of people Smoking 

dope. One lady volunteered to smoke a 
joint, nothing too strange about that 

except the lady was about fifty-five and 

the straightest-looking lady anybody's 
ever seen. Shee. We made dope legal, and 
the pigs stayed off our territory at least 
for awhile. At about five o’clock there 
was a bonfire built in the meadow, made 
out of police barricades. The fire was 

warm and people were still smoking dope. 

The barricades had been used earlier as 
teeter-totters and now were keeping us 
warm. All of a sudden sirens were heard 
and a fire truck was on the way. People 
came streaming from other parts of the 

park to see the fire truck rushing for the 

fire, but not being able to reach it. The 
people swarmed in towards the turck, and 
tis windshield wipers were taken and tHe 
flag was ripped off. The fire truck 
couldn’t get near the fire, and the police 
decided to clear it out littlt by little and 
made a path for the truck, but the people 

were right back on their turf before the 

truck could start up. They had to let the 

fire die out by itself. But the dirty hippies 

would have to pay for it. They rode 
throught the crowd again, and ac tually 

succeeded in offing two of our own. They 
beat the shit out of them. 

However, the smoke-in was a success. 

There was free’ dope, lots of people 
getting high, and a generally good time 
for all, with the exception of the three 
people who were busted. 
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Dear EVO 

Just thought.I’d give you a 
little word demonstration on 
how car use and mass ground 
transportation could’ merge 
smoothly in a non-money 
society. One emphasis of a 
non-money society would be its 
greater stress on a sense of 
commonness of objects, as 
opposed to a sense of ownership 
of objects. To get back to cars 
and mass transportation, I would 
like to point out that a 
non-money society would be a 
hitchiking society. That is to 
say, mass transportation on the 
ground would consist mainly of 
people hitchiking with privately 
owned cars. The idea is that no 
car owner would think of not 
giving a ride even to a complete 
stranger any more than a person 
with a cigarette lighter would 
refuse a friend a light. Several 
quéstions come up now: first of 
all, how do you make society 
safe enough to pick up a 
complete stranger? The answer 
to this question ties in with the 
answer to another question that 
comes up. Namely, I previously 
defined masstransportation of 
people hitchhiking with 
PRIVATELY-OWNED cars. 
Now, doesn’t privately owned 
cars instill a strong sense of 

ownership? as opposed to a 
strorigesesse of common use? 
The answer to this question is 
no, because in my type of 
non-money society a person 

would only be allowed his 
* private car ownership for a 

limited amount of time. When 
this time elapses, he has to give 
his car over for private 
ownership to a hitchiking 
non-owner and begin a period of 
non-owning hitchhiking. The 
whole thing is somewhat similar 
to batting practice, where each 
player uses the bat (and while 
using it has, for all practical 
purposes, private ownership over 
it) and then bends it over to the 
next player. Now, to answer the 
question about how one makes a 
society safe enough to pick up a 
complete stranger. Since this 
Stranger one picks up will have 
his turn as a private car owner, 
he will, in all probability, feel a 
sense of equality 
andcomradeship with the driver, 
who will, at other times, be a 
hitchhiker like the stranger is 
now. i 

Of course, if in areas outside 
of ownership and use, there isn’t 
this type of common-use- 
equality, the car owner’s life 
may well be in danger from the 
stranger. The stranger. may be 
getting the short end and the car 
_owner the long end and in other 
areas opotential common-use- 
equality, and the stranger may 
be aware of these facts. But that, 

of course, is only an argument 
for instituting common-use- 
equality all over. Jacob J. 
Lommitz NYC 
ED: That all sounds very well 
and good, but it is dangerously 
reflective of certain tenets of 

Godless World Communism. 
Watch out. Do not be taken in 
by their pretty words, they're 
out. to enslave the whole 
Universe. 

COSTUME CORRECTIONS 
Gentlemen: (I use the word ina 
democratic serise) 

Reading the comic strips of 
your latest East Village Other I 
took more than the usual 
interest in your “Funny Nazis.” 
It was very well done and 
accolades must go to the artist 

De@r Buj.. 
who rendered it. 

However in the interests of 
authenticity and from one who 
knows the Gheime Staats Polizei 
(Gestapo) uniform like a book 
let me make a few corrections. 

First off the shoulder strap 
passes from right hip over the 
left shoulder (not the opposite 
way as your artist shows). The 
Luger is holstered on the left, 

not right hip. Only one shoulder 
board is decorated with the 
silvered bas-relief workings, the 
right one; there is no left 

shoulder board at all. 
Herr Moltke’s hat is pretty 

nearly correct but since I have 
an authentic one J am taking the 
liberty of sending a Polaroid of 
me and it with a little touch of 
Fascista in.my hand. Not that 
instead of a wreath encircling 
the Swastika there is only the 
skull and bones Death’s Head 
insignia. The eagle perched on 
the wreath encircling the 
Swastika always faces to the left 
(for the Gestapo at any rate). 

Well, there you have it. Us 
Fascists, we gotta stick together. 
There’s an awful lotta kooks and 
leftists wandering around New 
York so keep up the good work 
and hope that some day a good 
tough Fascist regime will take 
over New York and kick the Far 
Left into line. 

Love and kisses 
Reinhard Heydrich 

Ed: Uber alles, brothers and 
sister, uber alles. 

Dear EVO 

I dug your appearance at the 
Rock today, Earth Day-night. I 
dug your paper & David Peel. 
What is David Peel? Why won’t 
he get involved in with us? Why 
won't he smoke dope in public? 
Why is he selling free grass»to 
little kids & not giving it out to 
us? Why doesn’t he get involved 
in the demonstration of our 
freedom at the Bonfire? Why 
won't he fight the pigs? What are 
you going to do now, Peel? What 
are you going to do? Explain. 
(That is an open letter to D. 
Peel. Free David Peel.) EVO: 
what do you say to the brothers 

and sisters attacked by pigs 
while arming themselves by the 
Bonfire? Answer me. 

Jumping Jack Flash 

ED: What we say to the brothers 
and sisters at the Bonfire is of 
immediate and irreponroachable 
revolutionary significance: 
“RUN!” we say. As for David 
Peel, he obviously has reasons of 
his own for behaving the way he 
does, and we would not presume 
to. advise him to behave 
otherwise. 

DESIRES CLARITY 
Dear Evo, 

I am never very sure where 
you guys’ heads are, and in my 
opinion you are not as good a 
paper as RAT (which once 
published an article of mine, heh 
heh) but I read you every week 
and I like Dean Latimer very 
much. And sometimes, if not 
always, you are well worth 
reading. The important thing, 
though, is that you have a nice 
big freak audience...which is 
why I am writing this letter. ’m 
not really a very far-out 
revolutionary; I’ve been to 
Washington maybe 3 times, and 
to mose of the local 
demonstrations and so on and so 
forth, and spend quite a lot of 
time .in the summers yp at the 
Goddard vicinity, and I dress 
unconventionally and so on and 
so forth; I am sure you know 
what I mean. My friends are 
much the same, and I love them, 
and we dream of a better world 
and establishin g a commune and 
all the rest of it. Well, recerttly 
they have become involved in 
the “Instant City” project at the 
City College School of 
Architecture. From what I 
gather, this project consists of 
organizing maybe 500 or so kids 
to’ go out in the country this 
usmmer to build an “instant 
city” and then tear it down 
again. When I first heard it I was 
horrified; with so many poor 
people needing places to live, 
there could hardly be anything 
more obscene * and 
counterrevolutionary than 
building houses and tearing them 
down again. But it seems I was 
wtong; they are not really going 
to build houses. First they are 
going to design and make papier 
mache models of their houses, 
and then they are going to the 
country to make houses out of 
“wood and paper and rope and 
stuff like that,” to quote my 
friends. In other words, they are 
going to build fake houses. Now, 
my friends heatedly defend the 
idea, saying it is a learning 
process and they will be solving 
problems and so on and so forth. 
I, on the other.hand, say that if 
you are studying engineering or 
architecture all you have to do is 
learn specifications and _ stress 
factors and building 
processes...and model. making... 
but. the building of full-size 
wood-and-paper mockups is just 
plain silly. With the world inthe 
shitty state it is in these days, 
isn’t it a pure fuck up when 500 
kids are going to spend all this 
time and energy and money 
PLAYING SILLY FUCKING 
GAMES instead of doing 
something real? My friends say it 
will be “fun,” like a camping 
trip or something. I can’t see it, 
and insist they could have just as 
much “fun” going out and 
joining some together people 
somehwere and learning how to 
live and love and fuck and for 
godssake maybe even learn how 
to make molotov cocktails or 
throw bombs or organize 
underground groups...or, if that 
is their fucking bag, maybe use 
some of that excess energy to 
build a real house that would 
stay there for a while and in 
which maybe somebody could 
actually live. And, by the way, 
only one of my friends is 
actually studying architecture. 

Now could you please print this 
letter, and if ti evokes any 
response either print that, or 
sent the letters on to me? 
Because I want to find out if my 
head is in sgme sort of blind 
stupid bag, and this organized 
Big Deal building of toy “cities” 
is actually a good, nice, 
constructive thing to do...or are 
my friends being sucked into 
some cooptive mind trap 
designed to keep them off the 
streets for a while (and out of 
the Establishment’s hair?) If 
you happen to know more about 
the project than I do, I would 
appreciate having your opinion 
on it. 

Sorry to bother you with this 
trivial sort of thing, but the fact 
is that I am damned unhappy 
arguing unavailingly with my 
friends and bein g made to feel 
that I am some sort of 
fuddy-duddy party pooper 
fun-spoiling son of a bitch dog in 
the manger...or whatever. And it 
would help, one way or another, 
if I knew... and more to the 
point, if they knew...what the 
general thought of together 

people is on this. 
Yeah, I know, everybody 

does their own thing and has 
their own bag and so on and so 
forth. And that’s good. Like, 
Dow Chemical does its own 
thing and has its own bag and 
that’s good? Or Nixon does his 
own thing and has his own bag 
and that’s good? Or Agnew? But 
I guess you know what I mean. 

Yours in hopes of a little 
clear thinking, 

Alex Kirs 
Bronx 

PS. I really do like Dean 
Latimer. When he isn’t fooling 
around getting ~—_ sentimental 
and/or imitating Jean Sheppard 
(or however you tell it) or doing 
his idea of a freak Jean Sheppard 
or...oh well, I like Dean Latimer. 
Honest I do. Really. Please! 

ED: Well..we don’t know 
anything about this silly damned 
idea, but it sounds'as damn silly 
as any idea we've heard of, 
although no sillier really than 
any other damned idea, as ideas 
go, and who knows, somebody 
might get Jaid or stoned up 
there, so it shouldn’t be a total 
loss, and this is about as clear as 
our thinking is gonna get on this 
matter. But Latimer protests 

that he has never in his life ever 
listened to Jean Shephard to his 
own knowledge, and had always 
THOUGHT, Lord knows, he was 
doing lame imitations of H.L. 
Mencken or Mark Twain or 
Laurence Sterne, and has been 
very moody and irritable laterly 
after hearing that he sounds like 
some fucking disc jockey or 
medicine-show  pitchman or 
other, and is just liable to bring 
up a gun someday and murder 
everybody here because of you, 
pou rat bassert. 

As Ye Sow... 
Dear EVO, 

We are appealing to you as 
the Earth’s People - sane and 
rational people under the 
oppression of a government 
owned and operated by racist, 
war-monger perverts. Sane and 
rational people under these 
totally insane and _ irrational 
conditions tend to get hassled 
and up-tight. And hassled and 
up-tight is no way to create sane 

and rational change. But, ALAS, 
there exists the soother of 
tensions and calmer of minds: 

that beautiful weed that makes 
us all giggle. 

There is a nation-wide 
conspiracy. now under way 
which was started in a remote 
comer of New Mexico and is 
spreading quickly across the 
continent. It is the Johnny 
Weedseed Conspiracy and its 
purpose is as honorable and 
decent as Mom’s Apple pie. We 
want grass to grow free as far 
and wide as apple trees -- 
everywhere we look and 
everywhere we go from New 
York City’s potted plants to the 
White House lawn to elementary 
school terrariums across the 
nation to all of our National, 
State and Local parks -- we want 
you to see grass growin’ free. 

It’s just a little thing. A seed. 
You can’t get off by smoking it, 
so get off by planting it. And 
they’re such nasty little things 
when you're trying to roll a 
joint. So plant it. 
Anywhere-Everywhere. Even if 
we aren’t yet free -- our grass can 
be. The time is right. Join the 
Johnny Weedseed Conspiracy. 
Tell your friends, write it on 
walls, scratch it on pig cars: 
SUPPORT JOHNNY 
WEEDSEED AND JOHNNY 
WEEDSEED WILL SUPPORT 
YOU. PLANT TODAY. (and 
tomorrow). 

Your friend, John. 

ED: A return to Populist 

Agrarianism? 

BETENOIR NO MORE 
Dear BVO, 

Upon reading your 
presentation of _ Eldridge 
Cleaver’s letter to the 
counter-culture, I was dismayed 
by the thought that he appears 
the personification of the racism 
he so deplores. Aldous Huxley 
once wrote that, when people 
start to think of other people as 
“things,” only hate and injustice 
can result. How Cleacer can say 
“All power to the people,” and 
“Kill the pigs,” in one breath is 
totally beyond me. I’m sure I’m 
as paranoid of the ideologies 
that the police represent, as 
anyone else in the 
counter-culture, but to degrade 
the police, or any other human 
beings, to the level of sub-human 
objects or classifications such as 
“pigs,” “fascists,”  “‘racists,”” 
etc.etc., counters everything that 
the new movements stand for. 
When a person becomes a 
“thing,” one can 
easilyrationalize wronging him, 
or eyen murdering him. When 
Cleaver says “brother,”” does he 
mean. your brother,.and my 
brother, but not “his” brother? 
Who is “he” and doesn’t “he” 

change with one racist faction to 
the next? Brotherhood knows 
no confines. 

We may be impatient with 
the hate, and greed, and evil, 
that has controlled ‘the world for 
sO many centuries, but to 

counter it with hate, murder, 
destruction, and arms, is but to 
feed and enhance this beast of 
darkness. It 'is only by patient 
and endless work, with our 
hands, with our words, with our 
minds, and our heart, that we 
may ever truly bring forth the 
dawn of the new age; the age of 
love... 

Peace be with you dear 
brothers and sisters 

Teal 

b, 
ED: And with you, while we are 
absent, one from the Other. 

anna
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its Howdy D 
Hes going to 

come up from florida next week, 
land in the big time and go to 
work. Next week a living legend 
comes to The Electric Mecca. A 
man who towers over the 
millions that were hypnotized 
by his simple manner and 
flashing 100 watt smile. Im 
talking of BUFFALO BOB 
SMITH. The man behind The 
Howdy Doody legend. The man 
without whom the whole thing 
would have never happened. The 
first Television Kid show host. 

In that onewrfull year of 
1950 he came to the silver 
sparkling tube with his merry 
little friends and a clown with a 
seltzer bottle. Everyone flipped. 
It was the biggest thing to hit 
the kiddie time. Millions upon 
millions watched with religious 
dedication to the more than 2 
thousand shows he did in the 20 
years that the howdy doody 
show was on the air. Then he 
disappeared. Next week a legend 
comes to town... 

Almost every media freak and 
advertising man in the city. was 
at one time in the world famous 
peanut gallery. Will Elder a 
cartoonist for mad magazine did 
a strip lampoon of the show. It 
was really an amazing thing the 

» myth that was built up around 
him. Well this record company 
took some of the old shows of 
the tape and cut an album of his 
hits. 

I tried to get him on the 
phone but he was out on his 
way. Hes making a comeback to 
a hip city with a hip audience 
that hasnt had anything so camp 
since nixon got elected 
president. Hes booked in the 
fillmore for a sunday night 
performance the first week in 
april. But you can see him for 
free tomorrow, Wednesday, 

March 31st, 1971, if you go to 
the filming of the dick cavett 
show. Hes going to be taping a 
show to be on the air that night 
or the night of april fools day, 
go to the studio at around S pm 
and stand in line with the rest of 
the swains. There is a chance to 
sit in the audience and watch the 
show. Buffalo Bob Smith you 
know??? The howdy doody 
show. Hes coming back to the 
big time for the enjoyment of all 
of us that are still living 
somewhat in the 1950s. 

One time king of the rock 
world Alan Klein managed the 
most sucessfull acts in the field, 
At the time of his indictment he 
held the strings on such musical 
puppets like Beatles, The Stones, 
Hermans Hermits and a couple 
of others, He was nailed by the 
boys in blue for fooling around 
with the numbers on his tax 
returns, He was trying to cheat 
the government out of some 
money, They caught him and 
slapped him right into court. 
Monday the decision came 
down. GUILTY!! Hes as guilty 
as the day is long. Maybe thats 
why paul mccartney wants to 
break up the beatles. 

Theres been all kinds of 
nefarious dealings over the years 
bringing a time secretary and 

mistress to a large corporation 
head. Alan Klein cut himself off 
a piece and was caught.He will 
pay his fine, his debt~to the 
american people and go merrily 

Hes coming back to the big time 
for the enjoyment of all of us that 
are still living somewhat in the SOs 
on his way carousing and 
wheeling dealing in the musical 
influence business. 

I went with my lady to see 
some at the show, The Vanilla 
Fudge group that you all know 
well from a long time ago split 
up and became something new, 
something different to get into. 
The call themselves CACTUS. 
and they come from the swamps 
out there on Long Island. 

2 guys from the fudge and 
two new ones make up the rock 
assembly. They were the last on 
the snow so their volume was 
turned up all the way. Animal 
man Carmine Appice on drums, 
Towering Tim Bogert on bass, 
Jumpin Jim McCarthey on lead 
guitar and Rusty Day playing 
the harmonica. They were better 
than I had even hoped for. I 
mean rock and roll in its 
unadulterated form. They got 
warm and started cooking. 
Carmine playing a monstrous set 
with double 26 inch bass drums 
was so freaky that even I was 

amazed. 

Playing tunes from here 
and there and from everywhere 
where they get the lead out and 
boogie. 

They had an album out 
around a year ago and it wasn’t 
took hot but their new one 
called ONE WAY OR 
ANOTHER, on Atlantic records 
shows new thinking with the 
same old four basic rock chords 
in a song. Sometimes they even 
sound like the old fudge with 
Tim wailing around in the 
falsetto range of his voice. Rock 
and roll was their choice a long 
time ago and it’s done them 
well, There was some crack 
made in the middie of their set 
So the audience should go out 
and buy the album so Tim could 
buy another XKE, so if you 
want to help an ex member of 
the fudge buy another sports car 
go-get this album... . 

Also on the bill was a group 
from england called DADA, 
Theyre first time in the states in 
front of a screaming teenaged 

oody Time 

audience, They were definately 
too refined and too polished to 
sway the swains in the audience 
one way or another, A 
combination of a lot of different 
musical styles and changes went 
into the group. 

They had 2 saxes and a 
trombone for a horn section and 
the usual compliment of electric 
back up instruments, and two 
lead singers, a guy and a chick 
named ELKIE BROOKS, she 
was really good, had a powerful 
voice and was able to use it well. 
Some of their material went 
about as far into jazz as you can 
and still be able to call it Jazz 
Rock, The kids stompled their 
feet and clapped their hands and 

admired the flashy guitar work 
and in general gave them a warm 
welcome. Theyll be on the 
charts in no time at all. Theyre 
not a formula band and they 
dont have a sound thats readily 

acceptable te the clogged ears of 
the americans. They get it out 
and dance around musically, like 
throwing a_ball_back and forth 

across the stage. The drummer 
was pretty animal too. They had 
nothing to do but come here and 
play, They took me far away. 

Their first album is called 
DADA, on Atco records. They 
did pretty well for their first 
attempt to crack the money 
palaces of the lower east side. If 
you hear them on the radio sson 

it means that they impressed the 
tight people any were permitted 
to make it big, its all got to do 
with what the boys on the top 
of the rock heap say, weather a 
band will starve or weather they 
will play ... 

So the spring came to town in 
a of sike a delic rush, bringing 
with it warm weather sunny 
skies and rock and roll. Yes kids 
now for the first time in years 
real live rock and roll comnin to 
your town. In all shapes and all 
sizes new and old bands that 
were around way back when, are 
gigging again cause the crowds 
with the money want to get it 
on, Who said rock and roll is 
dead and gone??? 3.24.71, 

CHARLIE FRICK 



“J was surprised that Eric Rohmer’s My 
Night at Maud’s surpassed the intellectual 
erotolalia it evoked, as does and did 
Claire’s Knee, both being films whise 
premises are so honestly explored that 
they go beyond being merit badges for 
intellectuals who detect immediately that 
they are “films for intellectuals,” 
although in the end they also merely 
mollify and adorn Big Culture. And so 
they are welcomed by at least a few 
reviewers I’ve read as, quote, relief, in 
this, quote, age of barbarism. Barbarians 
of course put the finishing touches on 
dead societies, and I’m one myself, not 
proud, just pagan, like the revolutionary 

cannibals at the end of weekend And my 
religion is the idolatrous golb of spiritual 
mucilage between me and the Silver 
Screen. By which I hope to suggest the 
ambivalence of my delectation and 
instinctive apprehension of Claire’s Knee. 

Claire’s Knee is the fifth of Rohmer’s 
six planned “moral tales,” for which he 
provides the cumulative synopsis: “Just 
as the narrator is in pursuit of a woman 
who, momentarily, seems to elude him, 

events bring him in contact with another. 
And, regardless of the charm and 
persuasion of the second, he will reject 

her in favor of the first, even when he is 
not yet assured of her possession.”’ Carlos 
Clarens has written that this boils down 
in Hollywood terms to boy meets girl, 
loses girl, meets second girl, gets first girl. 
Anyway Claire’s Knee loses the thread 
because he goes after two other girls, gets 
one and is rejected by the other. The 
“moral” point is not in the literal sense of 
the realm of ethical action but, loosely, 
and existentially perhaps, in the 
protagonists’ self-analysis of their own 
choices, But the integrity (no other word 
for it) of Rohmer’s critical subjectivism 
visualized in the sunny Alps gives it an 
Eden-like quality of abstraction that is 
agreeable, seductive, but leaves me restive 
and feeling that Rohmer has, in this film, 
over-“‘staged” his choices. It’s that old 
dialectic I miss. Again, when the writer 
character in Claire’s Knee, Rohmer’s 
surrogate, tells Jean-Claude Brialy that 
she doesn’t manipulate her characters but 
only follows their instincts, I can only say 
sure lady, that’s what they all say. With 
the exception of surrealist automatic 
writing, the literary fix is always more or 
less in. If Rohmer is going to run that line 
of scam, all the. instincts have to be 
comprehensible and believable and not 
just on the character’s say-so. Mostly, 
Brialy has a lot more explaining to do 
about this knee business. 

To get material for a story, the writier 
sets him up with a sixteen year old girl, 
Laura, played by Beatrice Romand, who 

is the best thing in movies since Shirley 
Temple and looks like her too. Talking 
with her, Brialy first says that in a woman 
he cares only for intelligence, later that 
he cares for neither looks nor intelligence, 
finally becomes so category-less that he 
can only describe his final epic passion 
for Laura’s sister Claire’s knee as a “pure 
desire”--resonantly vague and 
philosophical. I was more intriguied by 
Tiny’s analysis, in an olf Li’l Abner strip, 
wherein it was held that a woman’s virtue 
was guaged by the sincereity of the 
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expression on her knee. Anyway, by the 
time Brialy makes it with the knee, and 
Rohmer cuts expressively to a Winslow 
Homer-like storm on the lake outside, 
emotions are stirring that are magnificent 
and intense on the one hand and vague 
and manipulated (by the beautiful 
photography and the development of 
tensions external to the Brialy’s knee 
obsession)--one isn’t sure if one has been 
seduced or bamboozled, and even a 
barbarian likes to know. 

The grace and beauty of Claire’s Knee 
make it artful but this time around 
Rohmer’s visualizing stopped short of the 
intellectual daring that informs great 
modern art-leaving his _ audience 
self-satisfied’ and content that such 
exquisite and serene affairs are in fact the 
norm, which, in its blatantly saleable way 
was what Love Story was doing, whereas 
there is the whole of Bunuel, Mailer, 
Millet and Kraft-Ebbing to attest 
otherwise. As there is Godard, furiously 
slamming the empty abstraction and 
mummery of the new French cinema 
with his epics of studied crudity. 

Obviously a hopeless situation. At any 
rate there will be a lot more tourists in 
the French Alps this year, and in the 
interests of art I'll be keeping an 
open-minded eye out for aesthetic knee. 

“Making It” is an ugly movie about 
what Hollywood periodically considers to 
be the ‘‘new morality,” and if it weren’t 
for that reason I wouldn’t review it 
because it is a sordid piece of shit that 
caters to every perverted vicious pious 
church-going small town voyeur and bigot 
in America. Some superannuated Fox 
publicist wrote these wonderful notes: 

“ Making It’ is the American Dream. 
“ If you want to make it in today’s 

world you’re supposed to be hip, flip, 

casual and ‘cool’. 3 
“ Phil Fuller fills that bill exactly--and 

he’s only in high school. He’s too young 
to make it in business. He’s too smart to 
care about making it in the classroom. He 
really isn’t very deeply into the dope 
scene. So, what’s left? 

“ ‘Making It’ with ‘chicks’.” 
I-am indebted to Coca’ Crystal. for the 

observation that Making It contains no 
footage of penis, which pretty much 

defines the anal “retentive cracker 
mentality the film was made for, and 
with, the constipated realm of 
imagination where the. contents of the 
real world include only what is allowed to 
be shown on the movie screen. This 
picture is their revenge, too, on the world 

of, be it said, the young and hip Haves. 
Because if they weren’t turned on by 
freakes dropping acid and shooting scag 
in Easy Rider and Joe they can certainly 
resent this smart-ass kid out of 
Albuquerque who scores easy as pie with 

his long-haired ways. Predictably, he gets 
his comeuppance. After many affairs, he 
is kicked murderously in the groin by the 
gym teacher (with whose wife, etc.), only 
to walk achingly into impending 
paternity, that of the “class virgin.” He 
blackmails a reluctant and angry 
physician to. do an abortion, then finds 
out that his widowed mother is herself 
with child by her new intended who has 
just killed himself in a wreck. 

a A ..-2 
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BLADE 
(Continued from Page 11) 

led his daughter to the family 
car. They'll have a fine time 
pinning an impairment rap on 

the old Blade, they will. And as 
for the porn-possession charge, 
that’s unconstitutional out 
front, in light of recent Supreme 
Court gobbledy-gook. 
But they fucked old Blade over 
to the best of their ability. 
Hamstrung though they might 
be by the Jew  pinkoe 
intellectuals in the Higher 
Courts, the cops put -Freddy 

through some pretty paces 
before they turned him loose on 
decent law-abiding America. One 
phone call to home, and then 
Blade had to put his hands 
behind his back, where cuffs 

were clapped on them. Then 
they chucked him into the back 
seat of a patrol car and patrolled 
him elegantly off to the slams, 
six miles down the pike past all 
the good Jersey families out for 
an evening spin: ‘Mama mama, 
lookit the hippie in the police 
car. I wonder what he did, the 
nasty brute.’ 

The cops in the front seat were 
talking shop. It was interesting 
to Freddy to hear all this 
familiar talk of bloody clubbings 
and beatings and wild drunken 
midnight chases at 105 mph 
down Route 22. It was the 
killing talk that unsettled him. 
‘Yeah, I just shot the fucker in 
the leg. He went down like a 
duck, and it turned out he didn’t 
have but a Goddamn jacknife in 
his hand. Believe me, I was up 
till ten in the morning filing out 
that one.” 
‘Shit, you shoulda killed him. 
Wouldn’t hadda fill out nothing 
that way.” 
*Yeaaaah ...” Both cops tum 
around and grin at Freddy, 
sitting in the back seat and 
trying to look happy to be there. 
‘Yeah, all you gotta do is kill 
‘em and it takes care of half 
your work.” 
It was a harrowing ride. After 
that, jail was fairly tolerable. 
They kept FReddy there for an 
unconcionable long while — 
twenty hours — during which he 
got sufficiently familiar with 
enlightened techniques of penal 
correction. There were the cell 
doors for one thing, 
electronically-controlled _ sliding 
metal doors which would flash 
open a quarter-inch or so 
occasionally, for no perceptible 
reason, and then crash shut with 
a noise fit to wake the dead. The 
blanket he was issued would 
have been suitable for a man 
with one arm and one leg, 

presuming both limbs were 
attached to the same side of 
him, but was __ patently 
insufficient for a whole man, 

and the Blade is all there. At 
about eleven at night the 
belligerently incandescent 
overhead lights suddenly winked 
out, plunging the cell-block into 
a blissful velvety darkness; 
closing his eyes, Freddy lay back 
to go mentally  skin-diving 
among the spectacular 
after-images flooding through his 
retina, and was just poising for 
the plunge when FZAFFT!! on 
those fucking lights went again, 
and stayed lit all night long. If 
anything will rehabilitate a 
hardened criminal, this will do 
it: the Blade may never commit 
another crime so long as he lives. 

(Continued on Page 21) 
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He 
substitutes her tor the girl friend, but the 
angry doc, a. virile clean cut Ben Casey 
who speaks of abortion-happy New York 
in an evil hiss, makes him assist in the 
operation to teach him a_ lesson. 
Foetus-scraping is apparently so 
nauseating that Phil experiences 
mortification of the flesh and spiritual 
rebirth (Kris Tabori stops his insipid 
mugging and starts looking like a carsick 
eight year old). In the felicitous words of 
Twentieth Century-Fox, he “sees beyond 
his tough credo that ‘people are things: 
things are to be used’.” Basically he 
experiences shock therapy post-religious 
America equates with hellfire and 
damnation and losing all your self-respect 

on Welfare. Phil, the perpetual Winner, 
the snotty uppitty long-hair, is 
cathartically dredged in visceral palpable 
vaginal DIRT (remember genitalia proper 
is obsessively absent from the film’s visual 
and therefore permissable, inventory, and 
consigned to the proscribed and satanic) 
--horror unimaginable. 

Well, stupid movies for stupid people. 
By stupid people. And of stupid people. 

Mad Dogs and Englishmen is the first 

real rock cheapo and suggests the shoddy 
home-movie quality the next year or so 
of post Woodstock ripoffs that will be 
sold with the alacrity of hotcakes to the 
Groupie Scouts of America. The album 
that was released last year is now so 
familiar that there is no attempt to sync 

FREE MARCH 
OFFER! 

Jo March subscribers EVO 
is offering a FREE copy of 
ABBIE HOFFMAN S 

it with the unimaginative, unfocused, and 
un-color-corrected split screens. The few 
conversations with performers reveal 
them as singularly inarticulate morons, a 
quality easily projected by an inept 
filmmaker on his subject. There is also a 
lower grade of hick and groupie being 
interviewed for eccentric opinions about 
rock musicians and hipppies. I won’t say 
this is for fans only, because fans deserve 

better, and where would we be without 

them in summer? 
THX 1138 is a compilation of 

totalitarian cliches left over from 
Metropolis and 1984 and Brave New 
World. Friends is an anthology of old 
Clairol! commercials. Next week, The 
Conformist. « 



“A SEVERED HEAD 1s 
INDESCRIBABLY DELICIOUS! 
| GREATLY ENJOYED IT! 
Elegance of plotting, intelligence 
of characterization and 
stylishness of performances! 
Brilliantly acted!” 
—RICHARD SCHICKEL, LIFE 
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Oy 

The brother 

COLUMBIA PICTURES Presents 
«JERRY GERSHWIN. ELLIOTT KASINER Pitre 

LEE REMICK 
RICHARD ATTENBOROUGH 

IAN HOLM 
«CLAIRE BLOOM 

«Honor Klein 

A SEVERED HEAD 
JENNIE LINDEN > CLIVE REVILL 

Screenley by FREDERIC RAPHAEL 
‘Matic bySTANLEY MYER » Produced by ALAN LADO J 
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The lover 

THEATRE 
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irresponsible.” 

“Are you afraid?” 
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JOYRIDE 
“Because he’s broke, he needs 

the money,” 

who was clinging to the side of 
this teacher as we rushed along. 

(Continued from Page 5) “No 
Shortly before that, a rock 

had gone sailing between our 
heads. The teacher and I got 
separated by the mob. The 
union teachers took relatively 
little part in this, preferring to 
hold back on the sides and yell 
“scab!”, and let the students do 
the dirty work for them. 

“1 was in last year’s strike,” 

he said. “I was arrested.” 
“You had enough?” 
“T was arrested.” 
“Do you support the union?” 

said a young boy 

Where are your 
old ladys birthmarks? 

into moon signs. Who knows, 
maybe you've been getting into 
the wrong birthmarks. 

Does she have one below the 
elbow of her right arm? Good! 
According to The Panjika that 
means she’s passionate. What 
about your old man? Want to 
check out his birthmarks? Then 
get your copy of The Panjika, 
The Hindu Astrological Almanac. 

Interested? Want to know your 

moon sign? Call (212) 691-1084. 
The Panjika is waiting to speak 

It’s been the best-seller in India 
for over 200 years. It’s a daily 
companion for you and your old 
lady. And you won’t need special 
charts or expensive paraphernalia 
to figure out what The Panjika is 

laying down. All the wisdom — 
including predictions for the ~ 
international future—is right there 
in black and white. Cost? Just 
$3.95—and you get some fantastic 
illustrations thrown in. 

Check out The Panjika and get 

THE PANJIKA $3.95 PAPERBACK WINTER HOUSELTD 1123 BROADWAY NEW YORK 10010 

(Continued from Page 20) 

BLADE 
The company was entertaining 
enough. Although he wasn’t 
there long enough to strike up 
any lasting friendships, Freddy 
was suprised to note how decent 
all those prisoners seemed. An 
air of cameraderie seemingly 
prevailed, a friendly stmosphere 
unmarred by any bitterness or 
ill-feeling, saving that which was 
directed at the keepers of the 
establishment. Indeed, this was 
always my own impression of 
the House: in there you meet 
and pal around with and even 
grow to slightly love a lot of 
great guys whom you would run 
a mile from, screaming, on the 
Outside. Most of those guys are 
bastards, they get out in the 
world and they go apeshit, 
fucking over people right and 
left. They just don’t know how 
to behave, they’re always trying 
to prove their balls, or their guts 
or something, by breaking the 
Rules, generally to some 
innocent party’s discomfiture. 
Once they get back in jail, 
though, where the rules are clear 
and simple and very hard to 
break — where there aren’t any 
women to torment them — then 
they tend to relax, and get loose, 
and become just as human as 
you or me. What I have seen an 
learned of prisons pursuades me 
that the greater portion of the 
people there are people like this: 
and the difference between these 
creeps and the fuckers that are 
guarding them. is negligible and 
insignificant. The term ‘Pig’ is 
comprehensive of both species. 
There’s another good reason to 
keep out of jail. 

The cops were trying to break 
up the students, and the 
students were freaking. They 
began attacking the union 
teachers. It went on for some 
time, and got very rough. Some 
of the teachers got back in the 
bus, and I followed them in. We 
were there a few seconds when a 
large gang of students tried to 
force their way into the bus. 
They shoved the teachers going 
in, and one managed to fight his 
way in and make a.perfect throw 
with a rock that hit a teacher in 
the head. Another teacher 
kicked at the kids as he went in 
the bus, and they almost dragged 
him off ti whip him. Fortunately 
he jumped in before they could. 
A white youth outside pulled his 
shirt off and maniacally defied 
the teacher to come out of the 
bus. The kids began banging on 
the bus. Further up, another 
group of union teachers were 
jumped and pelted with rocks. 
They all clambered into the bus 
very quickly, the door was 
closed and we took off - with 
strong admonitions to watch out 
for flying rocks. 

“They were trying to kill us,” 
one teacher said. 

‘{ thought those kids 
supported us.” 

“They don’t support 
anybody,” said the teacher 
who had gotten hit with the 
rock. “They’re just looking for 
trouble, anything that will create 
an incident. You break your 
backs for them, and for what?” 

The bus roared on. I was 
astonished at these doings. Later 
in the day I spoke to Jesse 
Jacobs at the Downtowner Hotel 
where negotiations are being 
conducted. I asked him about 
Polanski’s charges. 

21 
They let the Blade out the next 
afternoon, that is, they clapped 
the cuffs on him again — in front 
this time — and took him down 
for his arraignment. His mother 
was there. She looked aggreived. 
When the judge pronounced the 
bond figure, she_~ looked 
prodigiously aaggreived. They 
set it at $5000, which is a trifle 
exorbitant for impairment and 
porn-possession — but hell, you 
never know what these 
long-haired types are really up 
to. But a bondsman put up 
$400, they unlocked the 
shackles, and the Blade was free 
again to tread the streets of his 
beloved Newark. His attornies 
are optomistic of an early 
acquittal. 
All in all, it was a righteous and 
ennobling experience for my 
friend Freddy Caruso, in many 
ways. But there were elements in 
it he found depressing, and one 

in particular that may haunt him* 
to the grave: “You know, he 
muses, ‘you work hard, you get 
a little money together, you go 
into business for yourself, you 
work good, you get it. all 
together, you get a car, you start 
thinking about getting a 
house ...Just a place to live, 
with maybe a good chick, and a 
lot of friends over getting stoned 
and drinking wine ...And it’s 
all starting to come together for 
you, and you start to think, hey, 
I might not be such a bad person 
after all. You know? You even 
get so you like yourself, maybe, 
a little. But man, it doesn’t 
matter, no matter how good you 
think you are— when your 
mother looks at you and sees 
you're wearing handcuffs, you 
know you're not worth shit.” 

“It’s ludicrous,” he said. 

We’re not trying to bust the 
union. They’re just trying to 
project themselves as more 
important than they really are. 1 
could care less about the 
youngsters.” 

“Why didn’t you renew the 
contract?” I asked him. 

“At that point, the union did 
not request that. That contract 
did not guarantee one child a 
better education.” 

“What about the union’s 
tactics?” I asked. 

“They’te acting more like a 
bunch of hoodlums than like 
teachers,”he said. “When I see 
the things they’re doing it just 
bothers me. I don[t know where 
the hell they come off.” 

And that’s the way it stands 
up to the moment. The strike 
continues, the politicians make 
hay, Jacobs and Polanski are 
clawing it. out, and the process 
of education has ceased. You 
may hear people say educationis 
bullshit, but not when you’ve 
got a living to make, son. Out of 
all the remarks I have heard 
regarding this strike, the one 
that impressed me the most 
came from the mother of a 
student, a black woman who I 
spoke to at the city hall meeting 
a couple of weeks ago: “Our 
children are 10 to 15 years behind 
in their schooling. The teachers 
don’t really have the education 
they should have. They’re asking 
for someone to pay them. For 
what? They should be 
responsible to us! Money isn’t 
the answer, they have no 
respect. They have proven it. 
They don’t know how to teach.” 

As usual, it is the kids who 
get fucked. 



ABORTIONS 

WITHIN 24 HOURS WITH 
BOARD CERTIFIED GYNE- 
COLOGISTS IN ALL BO- 
ROUGHS AND L,I. 

LOW COST 
516—621—8000 

Feel free to call us for advice 
and guidance. All discussions 
strictly confidential. Available 

24 hrs. 7 days. 

MEDICAL REFERRAL 

SERVICE 
service fee 

LIBERATED GIRLS NEEDED TO WORK IN MODEL & » 
Can average $100 daily. Experience unneces 
Geiivy people, plessant surround:n 98, Commenter 

17 E. 17th St. New York, N.Y. 10003 

TOTAL BODY MASSAGE - RESIDENTIAL CALLS ONLY 
MASSEUR/WASSEUSE. Call between noon and 
ten p.m. for appointasnt. 691-9032. Calle 
mode until 2 a.5. 
Nike Ketsoff 
315 W.323rd St. 
Mye, ¥.Y. 10012 
493-9032 
CL3-7400 X SOB 

ois STi10 
TOTAL BUROPEAN BODY MASSAGE 
We're different! Try us once and you'll be = 
steady customer. Choose from among ten sensuous, 
personable, and expertly trained masse 
Our facilities are new, plush, and relaxing. 
Photography, body-painting, and sketching also 
available. 

You need a new NO ONE 
daily companion. SHOULD HAVE 

Call THE MEASLES 
THE PANJIKA ANYMORE 
(212) 691-1084 : 

FREE VACCINE 

CHILDREN mee of age 

USSF ei tas aes el] 

PIPES CLIPS CALL 

ROLLING PAPERS DI 9-2255 

@ INCENSE + COSMIC TRUTH 0 NEV GREECE, 

Seduction—at 30,000 feet. 
That's what you call friendly skies. 

Starring 

20th Century-Fox Presents 

i love ou 
Peter Kastner « JoAnna Cameron * Louise Sorel * Gary Burghoff 
and 
Joanna Barnes és Jane ink) * Arthur M. Broidy - Steven Hillard Stern 

A Motion Pictures International Production - COLOR BY DE LUXE® 

Produced By Written and Directed By 

RESTRICTED 
Under 17 requires 

[[orinal eounavack avaliable on Mercury Records, ‘accompanying 

NOW at BLUE RIBBON THEATRES 
Parent or Adult Guardian 

MANHATTAN | BROOKLYN. QUEENS SUFFOLK NASSAU WESTCHESTER 

JULIET 2 mipwooD PARSONS 0K PLAZA : VALLEY STREAM | CINEMA 1 

Fatt | gnaw” | RRS | acre Ss i 
=e ROCKLAND UPSTATE UA MANHASSET TA TEANERK. 

RIVERSIDE GLOBE LAFAYETTE | CINEMA 1 PLANDOME RD. 
BIWAY & 96th ST, | PELHAM PKWY. SO.| SUFFERN PEEKSKILL MANHASSET UA VERONA 

DEPARTMENT OF HEALTH 

— Canby, 

N. Y. Times “Wanda’s a wow!” 
Barbara Loden’'s 

Harry Shuster presents “Wanda”! Distributed by Bardene International Films, Inc. 

STARTS TOMORROW 

‘West o Sh ve. GR T-7874 

FILM "THE CENTER" eeee08 

43 minute documentary on 

ROBERT COLLIER of the N.Y. 21 

Hear Robert Bloom, defense attorney from 

the N.Y. 21 TRIAL, speak. 

Time: Wednesday, 3/31 8 - 10:30 pm 

Place: Tishman Auditorium, NYU Law School 

(corner of Macdougal and W 4th St.) 

OFFSET PRINTING 
WHILE -U-WAIT 

200 COPIES 

OPEN SATS. 
2” 

9 A.M. — 2 P.M. 
COMPLETE ART & TYPE DEPT. 

SAME DAY SERVICE 

TOP COPI 
505 8th Ave (35th St.) 524-5146 

SCANDIA STUDIOS 

PHOTOGRAPHY - BODY PRIN TING-SKE TCHING 
full European Body Massages 

Ten Beautiful And PRIVATE STUDIOS 
Well-Tramed Masseuses NO WAITING 

NO APPOINTMENT NECESSARY 

si West 46% St. 246- 6815 
Between 54% & 6% Ave, MoN- SAT II AM 12M 

[evo! 

CALDRON 
Open 7 Days 



100 GIRLS needed immediately for 
photographic figure modeling. No 
experience necessary. Minimum 
$50-75 per shooting. Same girls used 
many times: Call Bob Wolfe Studio, 
255-2711. 

NUDE MODELS available for body 
painting, amateur photo studies. 
Cameras provided, no appointment 
necessary. Open 12 to 9. Studio 47, 
47 East 19 St. 

VOLUPTUOUS YOUNG BLONDE 
mode! will nude-pose for you 
privately in air-conditioned studio. 
Call 228-3017. Pat, 47 East 19 St., 
Sth floor. 

EARN UP TO $50 PLUS a day asa 
model for a groovy body painting & 
photo studio. Cal! 477-6811. 

If you are a sensual young lady, you 
might like to meet this groovy, 
discreet, very attractive, 
well-endowed white single gentleman 
for enjoyable evenings and possibly 
steady companionship. Cali Car! (27 
yrs old) at 768-7329. 
FOR THE ULTIMATE IN 
MASSAGE. Male and female 
clientele. Call Betty Neal, 265-3820 
and 489-0465. 120 W. 44th St., Suite 
621, between 6 & 7th Ave. 
JOHN THE MASSEUR—home & 
studio service. Men only. $20.00. 
889-5477. 

UPTIGHT? COOL IT, MAN, 
CLIMAX YOUR DAY with a mind 
blowing massage by Peiro. By 
appointment. 10 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
CALL 734-5094, Air cond. STUDIO 
OR RESIDENTIAL. 

PROFESSIONAL WRESTLER 
WORLDS GREATEST MASSEUR 

Studio or Residential 
Men & Women 

Call Vince anytime 
Cl 5-9166 

Manfred a young tall rugged type 
male masseur from Germany 
available for complete body rub and 
relaxing. Day and night service, in my 
own studio or residential $20. per 
session. - . 

Come clean with Randy. Séhsational 
inside-outside bath and body rub 
administered by handsome young 
Randy PL 8-8408. 2 

Complete Rubdown by young 
student. At your place or mine. Call: 
Bob at 755-0919. 

COMPLETE RUBDOWN 
for men by young man 
call evenings, weekends 

SCOTT 628-9771 

SHOWER BOY EXPERT — extensive 
experience with NFL speciality; high 
kicks. Masculine, young chunky call: 
CHUCK, 255-0235 

DOMINANT SWEDISH BLONDE — 
Tall beautiful full breasted gives 
highly specialized massages fo rich 
submissive male slaves. Call: 
Mercedes 255-0235 

TONY 
242-3710 

Complete Massage by Greek Masseur 
‘Studio/Residential Anytime 

S&M 

ASTROSEX — Astrology can enrich 
your emotional relationships. It can 
tell you if you and your mate are 
suited and guide your search for a 
compatible partner. 691-6889. 

Shetland pony desires dominant 
iguana for adventures in Greek, 
ITALIAN, Estuanian & 
Czechoslovakian cultures. 

MODELS 

CONST RUCTIN WORKER™ 
Model. Ex-Navy goodiooking, rugged 
muscular ph ysique. Available your 
thing, etc. Cooperative. Low fee. 
Also large collection groovy films. 
TONY DANA: 982-0636 anytime. If 
out, leave message for call back. 

WORLD'S LARGEST COCK 
Giant 8"x10" clear _ photo. 
Fantastically stimulating 14” hard-on 
on handsome young stud. All-time 
biggest cock, 7” circumference. Sent 
immediately first-class sealed 
envelope with free catalog. $3 from 
Box 153, NYC 10022. 

Ingrid needs bread badly, body rub 
ly specialty or nude photography or 

sketching— you = won't_— be 
disappointed. No appointment nec. 
OPEN 7 days 11:30 am to midnight, 

Photo & Art Studio 
901 8th Ave. bet. 53-54 

247-9122 
247-9679 

New and Greatest “in "" swingingest 
"in" studio in town featuring “baby 

rub" “nude photography” sketching 
& body painting. Low introductory 
prices also “live continuous shows & 
films from 12 noon on. FREE 
REFRESHMENTS. Open 6 days 
11:30 AM-11:00 PM. 

Studio & Theatre Erotica 
30 West 48th 

247-2016 245-9457 

Azza will give best body rub in town 
or Pose for nude photography no 
appointment nec.— open 6 days 
11:00 am-11:30 pm 

Rand Studio 
682-9215 687-2217 
694 3rd Ave, 5th floor, between 43rd 
& 44th St. 
Photographer needs rugged COWBOY 
or MOTORCYCLIST model for 
private photos. Must be muscular, 
dominant with own gear. Call Dave at 
OX1-5483 

RUGGED MASCALINE MODEL 
FOR NUDE POSING OR 
RUBDOWNS. Groovy _looking 
athletic guy, sensual, _ versitile, 
cooperative & reliable. Eves 
& weekends only, BRAD 838-9054 

MALE MODEL 20, Goodlooking and 
Sexy, blond blue eyes, 6'1", 160ibs. 
$30 an appointment, morning or 
afternoon in nyc or westchester. 

Gene 
Box 453 

Harrison, N.Y. 10528 

FEMALE IMPERSONATOR 
AVAILABLE 

Beautiful professional Female 
Impersonator available for private 
modelling assignments, Photography, 
Body painting or Massage. “Your 
studio or mine™ Call Toby Rhome PL 
7 3995 

SOUTHERN MALE MODEL 
AVAILABLE TO DO YOUR THING 
GUY 724-3880 

FEMALE MODELS 

FEMALE figure models wanted for 
magazine and pinup ages 19-25 no 
experience necessary. Call WORLD 
WIDE PHOTO 924-8558. 

FEMALE FIGURE MODELS $25 an 
hour. No experience necessary. 1 
need many female. models for 
legitimate photographic work for 
publication. This is my private 
studio, not an agency or amateur 
studio. | use up to ten models a 
week. None earn less than $50 for a 
shooting; all day earns $75. Some 
models are used many times. Strictly 
business. Call me at my Studio and 
ask questions. Bob Wolfe, 255-2711. 
MALE WITCH — (WARLOCK) 
DESIRES TELEPHONE CONTACT 
WITH YOUNG WOMAN WHO Is A 
WITCH TO DISCUSS’ MUTUAL 
DEMIURGES AND BLACK 
EMOTIONS. 
DAVID 674-6931 
YOUNG MAN in desperate need of 
cash, loans, donations. Financial 
propositions needed urgently. F. 
Morris, Box 153-A, 1651 Second 
Ave., N.Y,C. 10028 

© MY EXPERIMENTAL GARDEN 
though my verse be mist & enticement 
the texture of a earth & measurement 
is a conjuration of blood & rarity 
for your lingering dawn of liberty 
that envisions a strange innocence of adoration 
with a bewildering intimacy of equation 
yu-2-4471 ORPHEUs JR. 

hear my heart 
when the frontier yields to a deer 
& plasma degrades the core 
hear my heart 
when the wound decorates a promise 
& felicity expands from an abyss 
yu2-4471 ORPHEUS JR. 

TO MY PALATIAL FEATHER 
a mystery that exists in the depth of a smile 
begins when the sun screams with guile 
& the secret of a clouds vulnerability 
explodes into a glacial dream of hu ity 

ADULT BOOK & MAGAZINE 
CATALOG 52 _ page color 
illustrated—$1,00 Free Sex Aid & 
Device catalog. State age. Scott, 
Rand Co. Box 26-V, Randallstown, 
Md. 21133 

UNISEX 

BUY AND-SELL 

YOUR LOW BUDGET 16 or 35 mm 
films can be produced more 
porfessionally than you think. Call 
us: 362-2787. 

The East Village Other needs old 
photography magazines for collages 
or if you have any pictures that you 
don't want anymore call Charlie 
Frick at EVO in the afternoons at 
255-2130. 

IMPERSONAL, 

TALL, dark, handsome, 33-year old, 
white executive wishes to meet with 
attractive female swinger for 
cocktails, luncheon... Let's talk 
about it you won't be disappointed. 
Writem. Include your phone number 
if possible. Discretion assured. Steven 
Archer, “c/o AAA-a Service, 943 
Columbus Ave., NYC. Please, gals 
only. 

SPECIAL SERVICES 

HYPNOSIS CAN CHANGE YOUR 
LIFE!!! — Obesity, _stage-fright, 
smoking, insomnia, memory, 
concentration, $25.00 PRIVATE 
SESSION, PL5-4363. MAIL ORDER 
COSTS $10.00, Box 31, FOR 
Station New York, NY 10022. 

BLUES musicians & listeners 
Paul Oscher, of the Muddy Waters 
Blues Band is running a blue monday 
blues jam every monday night at the 
Nightcap Lounge, Flatbush and 
Midwood Streets in Bklyn. bring 
your axe. 

WITCHES 
warlocks, etc. 
WANTED 

for documentary 
day: 565-6022-3-4 

night: 622-1095 
[203] 838-1477 

32 SEXY PRETEENS! 
UNRETOUCHED PHOTOGRAPHY! 
$2.00 Kaleda, Box 134-G, Kent, 
Ohio 44240 

SPANISH FLY! (LEGAL) $3.00 
Kaleda, Box 134-G, Kent, Ohio 
44240 

GIGANTIC ERECTION: 
SPECTACULAR CLIMAXES! 
SIMPLE DEVICE $3.00 Kaleda Box 
134G Kent, Ohio 44240 

MASTURBATION MACH (electric) 
$6.00 Kaleda; Box 134-G Kent, Ohio 
44240 

DOG LOVES GIRL— TOUNGES 
HER TOO! $2.00/set Kaleda Box 
134-G, Kent, Ohio 44240 

1 Plus" 58th & Lex. . 

ATTRACTIVE YOUNG GIRLS 
URGENTLY WANTED to model. 
Portrait and nude work available. 
Shootings of singlé girls only. Very 
high pay possible. Call John Peters 
989-7836. 

ANNOUNCEMENTS 
FILM COMPANY 
ATTRACTIVE MALE 
HOMOSEXUALS 18 AND OVER 
FOR NON-EXPLOITATION 
DOCUMENTARY ON 
HOMOSEXUALITY IN NEW YORK. 
SEND PHOTO AND LETTER 
ABOUT YOURSELF TO APT. 4G, 
350 BLEEKER ST., NEW YORK, 
N.Y. 10014. ONLY WRITTEN 
REQUESTS CONSIDERED. 

SEEKS 

WANTED Mailing list of head shops 
and poster in USA for purchase by 
College Notes & Texts, Inc. 184 Fifth 
Avenue N.Y., N.Y. 10010 Call 
Harvey Bayard at 212-683-8800 or 
write. 

BOBBY CLEMENTS OF 
CHESTERTOWN. MARYLAND. 
PLEASE CALL SHEILA — 
COLLECT —'OR CATHY. WE ARE 
BOTH WORRIED. ALSO— GREAT 
NEWS You CAN BE 
AINDEPENDENT MINOR — 
REALLY. CALL — WE WILL GIVE 
YOU DETAILS. | WILL COME GET 
YOU IF YOU WANT TO COME 
HOME. 

SHEILA 
[301] 433-4368 

SECRETARY, HEAVY TYPIST, 
Office Experience, Groovy 
Atmosphere Record Company. Call 
[212] 581-2212. 

CLASSIFIED RATES: PERSONAL: 
$5.00 FOR THE FIRST 25 WORDS. 
20 cents FOR EACH ADDITIONAL 
WORD. 

THE CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 
(PERSONAL AND BUSINESS) 
DEADLINE IS TUESDAY AT 12 
NOON FOR THE NEXT 
TUESDAY'S PUBLICATION. 
PLEASE PRINT OR TYPE ALL 
CLASSIFIED AND PERSONAL 
ADS. PHONE NUMBERS NOW 
ACCEPTED FOR PERSONAL 
CATEGORIES. ALL CLASSIFIED 
ADVERTISING MusT BE 
PREPAID. NO ADS WILL BE 
TAKEN OVER THE PHONE. NO 
TEAR SHEETS SUPPLIED FOR 
CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING. 

Groovy young women needed to 
complement the staff of the east 
village other. hang out — shmooze — 
learn how to pasteup. Write stories, 
fun office work: get your head 
together and call — the most together 
people in the city of new york come 
by the office or call— anytime — 
cancers preferred. 

Collette the castle is free please 
return the ghost — ORPHEUS JR. 

ENCOUNTER GROUP 
Everybody wants to be somebody. 
Nobody wants to grow. Learn to live 
more effectively, grow at your own 
speed. Call Howie, 4-8 PM, 263-4741 
(Queens) 

God%s HeLLene “AGA-THEOS", “verY runner” (‘You're a fast 
runner." “Do not call me a fast runner -only the one who runs is a fast 
runner."/“Are you.a son of a runner?"*You said i ) (THE-OS, 
THE-A, THE-EIN, “runner, runnereSs, TO run” (THETA, 9tH leTTer 
n HeLLene AlPaBet, a ClrCLe wiTH an X Or H or doT In It) (eraLier 
THEW-  (THU-ein, 

English. 
last_ month 
Village:Let It Be Oz. 
KHriSTOS-KriSnA 
cross(“T" 

In 

“BurninG 
Two/Tu/Dev/EHT (This Sanscrit 

THE rHEIngOLd CaULdrOn. Having had TWO fires in the 
TWO apartments (‘act of the heart") je quitte the 

a 19th cenTurY PamPHLeT vs. 
equaTiOn 

hirlS(Nah1)) “Salivahan " is menTioNed As Having Been 

DEUS/TAO/TOV/ 
looks just like 

Sacred-faCe 
word, ‘other’ 

the 
(wooden: wouldn’:No 

born in India around JC’s Time? in ApocrypHal earLy gospel, YKh's 
os saod To have joined with a “ghost” when a chilD, & they became 
one being. Write me for a free book: Ben, Box 752, Stuyvesant Sta., 
NY. (Plato: “The agatheia of a horse is different than the agatheia of a 
cow." 7/17/NewNuWuMu/Plus One Harmless when the impossible seraph of a serpants caprice 

betrays the untouched illusion of a cowards kiss 
yu-2-4471 ORPHEUS JR. 

hear my heart 
when sun-rise freezes the fire 
& harmony struggles to desire 
hear my heart 
when sun-set sleeps with inspiration 
& apathy embellishes an invitation 
yu-2-4471 ORPHEUs JR. 

PUBLICATIONS 

Daring female magazines, movies, 
Paperbacks, FREE CATALOGUES. 
Beaver, Box 2373EV, Philadelphhia, 
Penna, 19103. 

Gay male books, magazines, movies, 
FREE CATALOGUES. Trojan Box 
2121EV, Philadelphia, Penna. 19103. 

JOB HASSLES? 
Details free, what can you lose? 
Stamp, please. Ballard, Box 323, 
Cape May Court House, N.J. 08210 

Earn by mail. 

BLANK BIRTH CERTIFICATES 
Authentic looking certificates fill the 
blanks in yourself. Also have 
Marriage License, High School and 
College Diplomas. For authentic 
looking certificates Plus Fast 
confidential service Rush one buck 
for each certificate or get all four for 
three bucks. Send all U.S. doaalrs, 
checks. and Money Orders to: 

IMPERIAL IMPORTS 
P.O. Box 3074 

Falls Church, Va. 22043 
Please! No play money, bottle caps, 
burn’t grass or wooden nickels 

DANCE 
WOMEN'S HOUSE DET. 
Friday, March 25. 

Church of Holy Apostle 
360 W. 28th St. 

Contribution $2— $3 — $4 
New Haven women's rock band & 
Goldflower 

bailfund, 

ROOMATES UNLIMITED — to 

share. New York, New Jersey, 
~ Connecticutt, Have or want 

apartment? House? Room? Fee $25 
to find Roommate. Send complete 
details on self, references, apartment, 
room, house, roommate desired adn 
fee. Mr. J. McKearney, GPO Box 
979, New York 10001 

wheel and deal 

ao 
PEOPLES AD 

Wo Ping Kuen, 424 Broome St. 
Karate Kollective (betw. Lafayette & 
Crosby) Training in Self Defense in a 
collectively run dojo (school). The 
system taugh is a Chinese form of 
Martial Art Mixed (women & men) 
classes, gay classes, womens classes 
taught by ranking women & men 
instructors. Dojo Is run-on a no belt, 
non commercial, non profit basis. 
Classes Mon.-Fri. at 6:30 & 8:30. 
Beginners can join Mons. after 6:00. 
Ron Rosen 966-6546. 

FLESH MARKET 

Scientific Dating Service Inc. 147 W. 
42nd. St. New York City, Room 
1018. Guaranteed Dates -AM- 
TA8-7897: 12 PM to 8 PM 
OX5-0158 and Sunday. 

SINGLES 
GROUP 

YU8-6503 
call 24 hours 

Collette please come home 
the gift is finished. 

encounter group 
for those interested in expressing 

feelings in a serious group. 
Call Larry between 3 pm-8pm 

Friday night 
at 499-7225 

WANTED: Female under 150 Ibs. 
with unusual strength who does not 
mind displaying her prowess in 
private sessions. Can be financially 
rewarding.Send details about yourself 
to Post Office Box 19, Soundville 
Station, Bronx, N.Y. 10472 

YOUNG HETERO diad seeks coubles 
and girls to live and love with (or just 
love). Desire young and intelligiant 
folk, 982-1231 

M. 19 (Gemini), desires group living, 
village. Brothers & sisters of similiar 
ages to share vibes with. Simplicity is 
cool. Write and ask questions. 

Anthony 
19 Berry St. 

Rochester N.Y. 14609 

LAS VEGAS ‘REE. ALL 
EXPENSES PAID. YOUNG 
ATTRACTIVE GIRL WANTED TO 
ACCOMPANY 3 FUN LOVING 
GENTLEMEN FOR THREE DAYS 
MAY 16— 19. CALL 889-6648, 
9-5 

HANDSOME WHITE MALE, 25, 
desires long-term relationship with 
white male under 35. Robert 
MacMillan, Box 3755, Grand Central 
Station, New York, N.Y. 10017 

WEEKENDS IN THE COUNTRY 
Handsome law student, 24, with 
luxerious home in nearby Conn, 
would like to meet attractive, shapely 

girl 18-24, for fun’ and games. Call 
[203] 329-6528 after 6 PM collect. 

COMING TO SAN FRANCISCO? 
Delicious young honey blond desires 
dates with executive type gentlemen 
only. Write to JUSTINE, Box 31113, 
Sis 

Shops: Beautifully designed earrings, 
silver and hammered prass, for 
information write E. Gardner, 1121 
New Hampshire Ave. N.W., Apt. 508, 
Washinston, D.C. 

FLEA MARKET 

Attractive gay or bi chick wanted for 
a couple of hours of home movie 
making with same. Call_ for 
appointment. 362-2787. 

Blow your mind with YONI FILMS, 
We can produce your low budget 
16mm film for less money than you 
think. For information —_call 
362-2787. Keep trying. 

ADULT BOOK 
& 

MAGAZINE CATALOG 
52 page color demonstrated—$1.00. 
State age. SCOTT, RAND & CO. Box 
43-V, Randallstown, Md. 21133 

Proof-reader 
needing part-time employment 
experienced publishing 989-9635 

LARGE STORE OPENING in 
Amherst early April. 23,000 
students. Want good quality craft 
goods on consignment. The Faces of 
Earth. [413] 253-3010, 
[212] 788-4758 After 10 AM. 

STUD SERVICE 

GROUP GROPE 
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