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Martha Mitchell Uses Vaginal Deodorant

An Impolite Interview with Ken Kesey
■■ft.Y.yXys/.tt.tt+y.Ktt

Q. Okay. Let's start o f f with a simple one. How would you 
distinguish between freedom and insanity?

A. True freedom and sanity spring from the same spiritual 
well, already mixed, just add incentive. Insanity, on the other 
hand, is dependent on material fad and fashion, and the weave 
of one’s prison is o f that material. “But I didn’t weave it," I 
hear you protest. “My parents, their parents, generations 
before me wove it!"

Could be, but when you’re a prisoner, the task is not to 
shout epithets at the warden, but to get out.

Q. Well, specifically, when you were in East Palo A ho, sit
ting in the back yard o f  the only white family in a black area, 
and there was a police helicopter hovering above you. and you 
wanted to shoot it down — now. even though you may not 
have meant that literally, can you stretch the fantasy enough to 
consider the possibility that you were being dogmatic when 
you chided Tim I*ary fo r being Another Nut With a Gun? '

A. Yes.
Q. Stop hemming and hawing. . . Is there anything you 

want to add to that?
A. I’m sorry that I used that phrase in my letter to Tim. 1 in

tended to be emphatic, not dogmatic, because I’ve had enough 
dealings with both ends o f guns to feel qualified in making 
strong statements. I’ve shot ducks, deer. elk. geese, coyotes and 
a hole once in my grandfather’s kitchen ceiling, and I’ve been 
shot at by farmers, cops and fedcrales. All of it is negative 
energy. When I said the thing about the helicopter, what I 
meant was that the men manning these abominations had 
better take heed o f a growing impatience with this kind o f bull
shit. I mean I had no thirty ought six with Enfield scope handy 
in the closet, but if I was, say, a black home-owner sitting out 
in his patio with his family, still, say. smarting from the burn 
o f doing a hitch defending the sanctity o f the American Dollar 
in Vietnam, and that racketing monstrosity started hanging 
out over my house fucking with my weekends, I might think. 
“Who the hell did I ever know up in a helicopter that wasn’t 
workin* for the forces o f slavery'.”

That then it might cross my mind to get the gun out of the 
closet and clean it a little sitting out there in the sun under that 
mothcrfucking chopper, is all I was saying.

(Continued on Page 46)

http://www.ep.tc/realist/90


The REALIST Issue Number 90 - May-June, 1971 - Page 02
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/90

ZPi/i £Healibt: |
Credibility Gap

Wc would like to know if the list o f so- 
called “radical" speakers you reprinted in the 
Jan.-Feb. issue [No. 89] of the Realist was an 
authentic document of the House Internal 
Security Committee as you state in your maga
zine?

Kldridge Cleaver 
Black Panther Parly 

Alger, Algeria

Request Granted

A photo by John Manos on page 22 o f your 
March-Apri! issue [No. 90. the Last Supple- 
went) fascinates me. I would like to use it .n a 
forthcoming study of police agencies.

Could you send me a print? I am requesting 
your permission to use the photo in a study 
promoting consolidation of police services in 
the United States, to be published by a federal 
agency.

Dr. Bern J. Kuhn, Director 
Criminal Justice International 

lxxington, Kentucky

Biological Sports
This last Supplement puts together most of 

that which the other Whole Earth Catalogs 
implied. A beautiful and masterful job. mind- 
bending at every turn. A huge thanks is owed 
both to you and Ken for synthesizing much of 
what’s been learned during the last ten years.

David Meggyesy 
Institute for the Study 

of Sports in Society

Memo to Ken Kesey
As one who has derived much enjoyment/ 

from reading your two novels, I feel that 1 
owe you a debt which I hereby attempt to pay. 
Your first article in the last Supplement, 
which I guess was meant to plug the Red 
Cross First Aid Handbook, has been changed 
so it plugs the Bible. Someone has edited it so 
tltai your anecdote of how you saved your son 
by mouth-to-mouth respiration is followed by 
the non sequitur of a plug for the Bible. I 
know you’ll want to find out who is respon
sible for this and straighten him out. On the 
other hand, if I am mistaken and that's how 
you wrote the piece, I’d appreciate your 
explaining the connection to me.
* There, my debt is finally paid? Now you can 
do me a favor. On page 49 of the last Supple
ment is a plug for a "cancer cure" called 
laclrilc. which is said there to be a chemical 
called amygdatin. This is the poisonous stuff 
in apricot and peach seeds which is respon
sible for the death of a little girl as recalled in 
old Henry Stamper’s delirium while in a hos
pital toward the end of Sometimes a Great 
Notion. I’ll bet old Henry’s recollection is 
related to some real-life experience you've
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had. If this is so, would you tell Paul Krassner 
about it so he can take steps to undo the undo- 
able portion of the damage created by George 
Walker’s "Almonds, Apricots, Cancer and the 
FDA?" Thanks.

Marshall E. Dcutsch 
Sudbury, Massachusetts

After Applause
I was walking back to the Taft Hotel after 

seeing Applause. 1 have never been in New 
York, and coming from an over-protective 
society, it amazed me. I was walking along 
and I saw this "comic book" lying on the side
walk, brand new and unused. I picked it up, 
only to realize something really strange, dif
ferent. unusual, unique, weird. It was the Last 
Supplement to the Whole Earth Catalog, pre
sented by the Realist. Only now have I gotten 
into it.

Enlightenment. I am only a 17-year-old 
High School cultured pseudo-educated girl 
trying to get into literature and the worlds of 
experience I am incapable o f sharing. No 
freak, no head, no genius. I am only in the 
Egg. But the Supplement is really opening 
new doors, and I feel 17 years have been filled 
with so many insignificant preparations and 
garbage-thoughts, that I need a little shove 
from above and beyond.

What world separates a high-school teeny- 
bopper from the (ageless) philosophers of 
your world? This may be a desperate question, 
for 1 am on the edge of a New Dream. New 
Life (other than what parents, society and 
upper-middlc-class has allotted me). Thanks 
for the light.

Belle Raymond 
Miami Shores, Florida

Garbage Man
I’ve just been reading over your last Supple

ment. It’s tremendous. Who the hell is Ken 
Kesey? I can write garbage just as well as he 
can. What kind of garbage do you accept for 
publication?

Joel F. Berger 
Minneapolis, Minn.

Be Here Now
Enclosed is a copy of the Crown Press publi

cation of Baba Ram Dass’ book Remember 
He Here Now. I read your mention o f his 
lama kit in the last Supplement and I 
thought you’d like to know that the main 
book o f that kit is now available to the public.

As for the Supplement I thought it was 
really great except that you opened with that 
terriNe downer article by J. Marks. It seemed 
an unnecessarily negative note to start such a 
marvelous book on. Aside from which, it was 
a bullshit article anyway. Otherwise A+, baby, 
and thanks to you and Ken for all your hard 
work.

Gloria Stavers 
16 Magazine 

New York, N.Y.

Nag, Nag, Nag. . .
Dear Happy Heathen,

The Supplement that you and Ken -and the 
team produced was essence. It gave me a great 
rush to sec how many of the family contri
buted and how we arc evolving. Keeping such 
company is dangerous to your sharp edge. . . 
all that soft bhakti influence may turn you ‘in’ 
yet. Sooner or later you’ll have to acknow
ledge the equal reality-illusion of planes other 
than the physical. After all isn’t that where wc 
know each other. . . independent of lime and 
space and letters and borscht? My love to 
Hasslcr and Paula. Your [pet raccoons] 
Sodom and Gomorrah remind me of my Aard- 
vark named ’Aardvark.* She died. Happy Cali
fornia living. Shanti.

Ram Dass 
India

Instant Seance
It was fine of you to include that picture of 

me in the last Supplement [over the quote 
from Charles Manson on page 63].

Walt Whitman 
Enar.aus, Penn.

P.S. Your relevant lunacy is nearer to the 
Way than all the irrelevant sense in the world, 
liuzzah for Paul, Ken, and all who helped.

Goodbye, Adolf
Basically, our problem is that too few 

people know about us. Jerry Stoll estimates 
that wc only reach S% of our potential audi
ence. We’ve had some luck with our ad in 
Ramparts but we may go under before we can 
duplicate that success on a large enough scale. 
Our notoriety in movement circles isn’t very 
great, although wc arrange hundreds of free 
screenings for movement groups < /rry year.

Wc have an arrangement with Carousel 
Films.which got us Selling o f the Pentagon. 
but wc don’t begin to match the clout of even 
a local ETV station. In short, we’re blocked 
by our own inadequate resources. Our current 
productions arc made by arrangements with 
groups who have funds, such as Global Vill
age. and who therefore derive a proportionate 
amount of whatever profits (non-profits, actu
ally) accrue from their work.

I’ve just come from a screening of Alvarc/’ 
79 Springtimes. This film dcfic; category or 
verbal description. It ranks with Hour o f  the 
Furnaces its a superlative blend ol propaganda 
and art. So much so that it transcends cither 
category and becomes something wc don’t 
have words for yet. Knowing your brief spin 
as a film critic. I’m sure you would have a fit 
over a column on this masterpiece.

If you’ve had a chance to read our annual 
report, you know that wc have demonstrated 
that political films are very much in demand 
by a respectable portion of this country’s 
people. You also know that most of them just 
manage to raise the rental on whatever they 
do order from us. This situation is not likely

(Continued on Page 55) 
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Editorial Giggy Trips
The part of Fate is played by Accident

When Stewart Brand asked Ken Kesey and me to co-edit the 
Last Supplement to the Whole Earth Catalog he wrote: “For 
two prime origins o f the Catalog to help finish it is nice. Even 
tidy." Kesey and I had both been on separate psychic va
cations, but working together proved to be a tremendous 
source o f energy-renewal for each o f us.

So he’s gone back to Oregon to continue his third novel, pre
pare an anthology called Garage Sale and start his own maga
zine, Spit in the Ocean.

And I’ve moved to the west coast, singing / Left My Lungs 
in Mew York City; I’m now living with a couple o f friends 
from the Merry Prankster family in a house secluded on a cliff 
right above a beach and the Pacific, and have resumed work
ing on my first novel and a screenplay as well as the 13th An
niversary issue, which will be finished in time to celebrate the 
annual Christmas boycott.
Walt Disney Is Alive in Disneyland

When Walt Disney died a few years ago. I expected Donald 
Duck and the rest o f the gang to attend the funeral, with 
Goofy delivering the eulogy and the 7 Dwarfs serving as pall
bearers. Then, without their Creator, they would all participate 
in a Roman binge signifying the crumbling o f an empire. I 
asked Wally Wood to carry out that concept, and the result 
was our infamous Disneyland Memorial Orgy, which was first 
published in issue No. 74, then made into a poster. The origi
nal artwork was stolen, and there have been several pirate edi
tions o f the poster, without permission or royalties.

Recently, attorneys for Walt Disney Productions have been 
busy filing suits to stop the sale of such items because their cor
porate client has worked “for many years to acquire the image 
of innocent delightfulness known and loved by people all over 
the world, particularly, but not only, by children" — but now 
these same characters arc shown in a “degrading, lewd, drug 
addictive, offensive, and defaced’’ manner, some of them “in 
poses suggestive o f a love-in.”

It’s revealing that on one hand the lawyers say that “Some 
o f the cartoons portrayed by these people are pornographic’’ 
and on the other hand they complain o f “copyright infringe
ment and unfair competition." The three most famous symbols 
on earth are Coca-Cola, the Nazi swastika, and Mickey 
Mouse. Whether these arc in the public domain is beside the 
point that nobody can copyright your fantasies
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Ah Sordid Announcements

• Ordinarily a copy o f the Realist is 50c, but this Sl-issue is 
more than double-size. Subscribers receive these special issues 
at no extra cost, plus non-newsstand numbers such as the tril
ogy o f Reporter at Small issues currently in progress.

• Although I now have an office in San Francisco, the circu
lation department remains in New York. Newsstands and 
bookstores interested in carrying the Realist should contact 
Mailers Fulfillment, 595 Broadway, N.Y. 10012; or (west o f 
the Mississippi) L-S Distributors, 1161 Post St.. San Francisco 
94109.

• Recently, because I was so desperately in debt, I inter
viewed what the J. Walter Thompson advertising agency refers 
to as a “spaccy chick" for use in a 7-Up radio commercial. So I 
include myself among those to be chastized for fraternizing 
with the enemy above and beyond the call of co-optation — 
along with Cass Elliot, Johnny Winter and Wavy Gravy for 
Tiajuana Smalls; Sammy Davis Jr. and Ray (Take Care o f  
Business. Mr. Businessman) Stevens for the U.S. Air Force; 
and Muhammad Ali for Brut after-shave lotion.

• The Scandal o f  Scientology by Paulette Cooper has been 
having problems getting into bookstores, so you may order a 
copy from the Realist instead (see coupon elsewhere in these 
pages); likewise. Steal This Book by Abbic Hoffman.

• The truth Is Silly Rutty was supposed to be the title o f a 
collection o f my stuff to be published by Putnam's on Sep
tember 24th. There have been two changes: the impolite inter
views won’t be included, and the name has been changed to 
How a Satirical Editor Became a Yippie Conspirator in Ten 
Easy Years.

• If you must resort to legal, non-violent means o f protest 
about Vietnam, try withholding the 10% war tax included in 
your monthly phone bill. For details write to Telephone War 
Tax Resistance, 339 Lafayette St., New York 10012; or P.O. 
Box 40448, San Francisco 94140. Although the San Francisco 
Chronicle was the only paper that accepted an ad for Steal 
This Book, they wouldn’t carry an ad for the phone tax protest.

• SI will get you a year’s subscription to a monthly news
letter on ripping-off the telephone company, from Youth Inter
national Party Line. Room 504, 152 W. 42 St., New York 
10036; 50c will get you a copy of Mickey Mouse Meets the Air 
Pirates, an adult comic book co-edited by Dan O’Neill (who 
did the centersprcad in this Realist), from Northern California 
Power Failure, Box 40219, San Francisco.

• Congratulations to Rock Hudson and Jim Nabors on their 
recent divorce. Who gets custody o f the myth?
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Love It or Diaper It

Anita and Abbic Hoffman named their baby “am erica," sent 
an announcement to Dick and Pat, and got this engraved re
sponse (try it and receive one yourself):

The President and Mrs. Nixon send warmest 
congratulations on the birth o f  your baby and 
wish all o f  you much happiness in the years 
ahead.

When Abbie made this public, the White House put a perma
nent freeze on the price o f infamy and denied their own form 
card. It’s easier for Nixon to recognize Red China than young 
america.

Grace Notes o f Appreciation

There are a few individuals for whose moral support o f the 
Realist I’d finally like to express my gratitude publicly:

John Francis Putnam — our first columnist. As Art Direc
tor o f Mad magazine, he was told that he couldn’t do outside 
projects. John insisted that his “Modest Proposals” for the 
Realist be an exception, and he was prepared to lose his Mad 
position over that principle.

Louis Swift — when no one else was willing to distribute the 
Realist, Lou handled it from the beginning, and never wavered 
in the face o f pressure. He’s 76 years old now. confined to a 
wheelchair, and still helping to make freedom of speech a real
ity.

Abe Pcarlman — who may be the executive head o f a mail
ing house, but he personally supervised the takeover o f the 
Realist’s subscription department from my inept hands as 
though it were their only account.

Donald Wilen — after I hadn’t paid taxes for five years, 
reaching a point which was at best unpragmatic, Don came to 
the rescue. This year he initiated a project in which volunteer 
accountants helped poor people prepare their income tax re
turns without charge; most were entitled to refunds.

His wife, Linda, died this month, o f cancer. She was in her 
own way as much a crusader as George Jackson, and indeed 
was killed by another tentacle o f the same monster. But even 
as their children inherit the shitstorm, my radio reminds: “Re
joice, rejoice/ We have no choice . . . "

Credits and Plugs

Paul Jacobs’ latest book, To Serve the Devil — co-edited 
with Saul Landau and Eve Pell — is a two-volume work pub
lished by Vintage, consisting o f documented omissions from 
American history pertaining to the Indians. Blacks, Chicanos, 
Hawaiians, Chinese, Japanese, Puerto Ricans and Expansion
ism as a way o f life . . . Lee Quarnstrom is a reporter for the 
Watsonville Ulywaver . . . The author o f “Kiss My Engram" 
generally hides behind the pseudonymous cloak o f Craig 
Karpel . . . The “Nude with Hand in Pocket" illustration is 
by Len Richmond . . .The photo o f Ken Kesey was take by 
Raeanne Rubenstein . . . The photo o f Shirley Temple and J. 
Edgar Hoover on their first date was taken from a 1938 Photo
play. . . The photo o f Meher Baba and friend is spoken for 
by Behrin Irani . . .The photo o f a pacified Vietnamese wo
man and child was captured by Paul Avery . . . The photo of 
smalls fucking was voyeured by Lars Speyer.

The Adventures of Super-Absorbant

Embassy Realtors took a classified ad in the San Francisco 
Examiner which used as an attention-getter:

ANGELA DAVIS 
came* a commotion; so docs this 
3 bedroom, sharp patio view, iron 

gate, quick occupancy. $22,950 . . .

There is speculation among conspiracy theorists that this 
was a coded message signaling the go-ahead for Joel Kaplan’s 
Mexican jailbreak. The CIA refuses to comment.

Roast Rosa Meets the Snack Bar Junkies
Here’s a pair o f news items:
1. ZURICH (Reuters) — A Swiss couple (led home from Hong 

Kong, after their pet poodle, Rosa, was cooked and served to them gar
nished with pepper sauce and bamboo shoots at a Chinese restaurant. 
Hans and Ema W., who asked the Zurich newspaper Blick not to pub
lish their full names, said they took Rosa with them to the restaurant 
and asked a waiter to give her something to eat. The waiter had troub
le understainding the couple but eventually picked up the dog and car
ried her to the kitchen where they thought she would be fed. Even
tually the waiter relumed carrying a dish. When the couple removed 
the silver lid they found Rosa. They told the paper they suffered ner
vous collapse and returned to Zurich immediately.

2. HARRISON, N.Y. (UPI) — Practically the entire animal popu
lation of a small children's zoo in this Westchester county community 
was slaughtered during the night by intruders, who may have been 
“psychos or crazed on dope," officials reported Tuesday. One zoo of
ficial said the animal killings were as bizarre as the Sharon Tate mur
ders in California. Patrolman John Guarino said ears were ripped off 
rabbits while they were still alive. He said blood was smeared all over 
the windows, animal ears put on door knobs and a sign which read 
“snack bar" was placed on top of some mutilated carcasses. “Some rab
bits were slammed against the building, breaking every bone in their 
bodies and a few were thrown on the roof," Angelo Valentino, the zoo 
supervisor, said. “Clown heads which we use on our waste receptacles 
were taken off and placed among the mess." Valentino said the toll 
was 11 rabbits, three pigeons and one chicken. The zoo's one monkey 
managed to escape up a tree but with a severe wound on his head, 
Valentino said. The monkey at first would not be coaxed down to re
turn to his cage — “he was very shook up." Valentino said he would 
close the zoo for the remainder of the year. Police said the zoo had ex
perienced other troubles recently. Its two raccoons were set free and 
one swan was killed and another wounded by gun fire. “I'm convinced 
it's a prime example of what dope does to kids," Valentino said. “And 
I'm equally convinced that if anyone had accidentally stumbled upon 
the slaughter — they would have been killed also."

Moral: The monkey will sign a full confession when Hans 
and Erna return to Hong Kong and tip their waiter.
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Conversation with Leslie Bacon
When nr saw the news o f  your indictment last night, your 

first reaction was. “How sickI”
That comes from watching me on television, that media 

thing is sick — to sec yourself up there and realize that it isn’t 
you, it*s just this idea connected with this body.

Do you see any comparison between media people and the 
cops in terms o f  what you mean to them?

None of it has anything to do with the person. It all has to 
do with the job, and they’re all trying to find out something 
from you, and they play sympathy and things to get you to 
talk. The straight media people arc like vultures. I mean, at 
this point I don’t even want to talk to them, because they’re 
just disgusting.

Do you think your involvement is kind o f  pure chance — 
the analogy / always use is a dinosaur in its death throes, flail
ing out at whatever happens to be there—

That's what I’ve been telling people. I say it’s like this animal 
that’s refusing to recognize the fact that it’s dying, and it’s just 
snatching out at anything it can get, knowing that if it doesn’t 
do something quick it's gonna totally fall apart, quickly now, 
and maybe that’s a little bit too hopeful, but there’s no logic or 
sense to anything that they’re doing.

How about the people who ask. what’s a nice Catholic girl 
like you doing locked up in a joint like that — was there a 
turning point fo r  you? — because there were others you went 
to school with who probably went on to become nuns. Was 
there .a turning point fo r  you that made you see things that 
they didn’t?

I think most o f those people I’ve never gotten along with 
and maybe they were seeing things that didn’t exist rather than 
my seeing things they didn't sec. I don’t think there is any 
other place for a nice person to be, besides in jail. It was very 
easy to rationalize the whole thing knowing that they arc our 
• enemies and we are their enemies and they take us very seri
ously. It was very easy to accept going to jail in that kind o f a 
thing because 1 always knew, I’d end up in jail and it was easy 
to turn it into a very abstract thing: I am guilty o f trying to 
fuck with these people and it doesn’t matter whether there’s 
any specific real acts.

You always knew — meaning from  how young?
I always accepted the fact that I’d be going to jail, you 

know, since I started smoking dope.
Which was at how old?
I don’t know 14, or something like that.
Do you think if grass were legalized it would hurt the move

ment. with people no longer being made to think o f  themselves 
as outlaws?

Sure, because every straight high school football player that 
smokes dope knows that he has something to hide and there’s 
someone who’s out to get him. Whether he gets busted or not 
he knows that’s always there, and if grass were legalized it 
would do good things because it would take all that phobia 
away and a lot o f people would be smoking dope, and dope 
would help tear away all those fucked-up motivations.

At the same time those football players know they’re not 
usually the ones who get busted fo r  dope, that it’s the freaks, 
the blacks, the political activists—

They still get busted for smoking grass, and even if they 
don’t get arrested it doesn’t make any difference because there 
is an authority thing telling them not to do it, and when their 
parents find them smoking dope that’s a threat to them. I

mean I was much more scared o f my parents catching me with 
dope than I was o f the police, because that’s a personal kind o f 
thing.

Do you think that the stale o f  mind associated with being 
stoned helped you to get through what could have been trau
matic? Getting busted, going to prison, testifying before the 
Grand Jury — did you relate to a dope consciousness?

Sure. I mean it was a very abstract thing it was us and 
them and it didn’t matter what any o f us had done, they were 
out to get us anyway. When I was in jail — your head changes, 
you know, and there’s very little stimuli in jail for your mind 
and you do get kind o f spaced out, not in a drug kind o f sense, 
but in a different way, but it’s easy to trip on that spacing out. 
It’s just a different kind o f trip.

The thing that heads often talk about is "We're all one." 
right? — and yet you're saying you still have that us and them 
consciousness — / mean, a lot o f  people when tripping get into 
that “You is I  is him is her is we is us is them," that whole 
thing. Were you aware o f  both levels?

Yeah, but it’s very hard to say you is we is us is them when 
they’re closing the gate behind you, and they’re telling you, no, 
you can’t go out and sit on the grass. 1 did some o f that when I 
was living with the marshals. I understood they were just 
people, and when I was into my kind o f peace-freak mentality 
I always thought, “Well, they’re people and they’ve been led by 
society and they think this, that and the other thing, and they 
don’t understand other things and they’ve never seen other 
ways and that’s why they’re doing what they’re doing” — and 
it’s true, because most o f them were really nice people who had 
no understanding o f why they were doing a job except it was a 
job, and there was an ideal attached to it which is something 
they had accepted and lived for all their lives, but they don’t 
understand that the ideal is in total contradiction with reality.

How tong did you live with the marshals?
For three weeks.
In a hotel situation or traveling?
Well, I stayed for two nights in a hotel in Washington and 

then we flew to Seattle and then I was for three weeks in a 
hotel in Seattle. It was weird.

What kind o f  things did you talk about with them?
We talked about bullshit. There were very few things — at 

first there was no way 1 could relate to them at all. There was 
no communication. I would say “shit” and one o f them would 
jump a foot. Then they started doing this parental kind of 
thing on me, and that all started one day when we were eating 
dinner and one o f them was saying how her daughter had just 
come back from Hawaii and she’d been living on the beach 
and camping out and eating brown rice, and I started telling 
them when I used to hang out and eat brown rice, and it kind 
o f shocked them that their daughter and this mad bomber vam
pire person that they didn’t exactly understand could do the 
same thing, and then she said, “When my daughter came 
home, she went over and opened up the refrigerator,” and I 
said, “And the first thing she freaked out about was all the 
milk in the refrigerator, huh?’ And she said, “Yeah, how’d you 
know?* And I said, “I go home to my parents’ house too,” and 
they didn’t know how to compute that and figure out what it 
meant.

It's the great anti-milk conspiracy! . . . How close did they 
watch you? I mean, were they with you at all limes, except

Realist Page 5

http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/90
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Number 90 - May-June, 1971 - Page 06 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/90

when you were sleeping, or what? Or did they sleep in the same 
room? What kind o f  surveillance was it?

The first night that they had me they had a woman sitting, a 
marshal I suppose she was armed, because these marshals 
carry guns most of the women arc just matrons because 
women aren’t capable of anything real, you know. Anyway, 
she sat on this bed next to me all night long and watched me. I 
didn't know what was going on. It was like the weirdest acid 
trip that ever happened. I’ve SIOO.OOO bond and they won't tell 
me what’s going on. When I ask them they say it’s national 
security and they’d start shaking. Phis is the first night and 
there’s a guy sitting in the door with his gun out blocking the 
door, and in the next room there’s a guy sitting there awake, 
and there’s marshals out in the halls. And we went down to 
breakfast, and every one o f the marshals has a radio with an 
antenna on it. And I’m sitting there looking like this freak with 
all these really straight people they look like ex-Marines 
and cx-KKK people, the ones in D.C. do and every paper 
had my picture on the front page in this restaurant and no one 
recognized me. It was just really strange suddenly, being this 
person with all this negative energy being focused on me. On 
the plane coming out here they just did incredible things. The 
marshals wouldn’t tell me their names. There’s no reason to it. 
And then finally this one goes, “Call me Mike.” That wasn’t 
his name, he was just doing this macho trip, and when all these 
reporters came on the plane (we changed planes in Chicago) 
they threw me down in a corner and threw a coat over me 
when the media came on.

Over your head?
Yeah. And they put us on a plane that was all filled with 

people who had just been drafted. Everything was perfect. 
Everything was heavy that was going on. I mean all these 
people who'd just been drafted and me and these marshals and 
the stewardess telling me that we live in a free country. All the 
heavy pigs in Chicago came on the plane to stare at me. Any
way, there arc these headphones on the plane where you can 
listen to music, and I’d heard this woman marshal who was 
with me remark something about how she really dug Aretha 
Franklin, and I said, “There’s a song by Aretha on you 
want to listen?” And I hand her the phones, and she goes, “No, 
no." and I said. “I finally figured out what’s the matter with 
you people, you just don’t dig music.” And she just kind o f 
looked at me, and she was really shocked that I would ask her 
if she wanted to use the headphones to listen to this song.

They're probably so paranoid they thought it might be an 
escape ruse.

Yeah, they wouldn’t give me any ice in my Coke on the 
plane because they wouldn’t tell me why later I found 
out it’s because in their book that they have to memorize so 
they know how to behave, it says that a drink with ice in it is 
like hot coffee and it can blind you for a second. I never 
thought to throw it in the guy's face till after he wouldn’t give 
me any ice and he wouldn't tell me why, and it’s also because 
it’s supposed to make you piss more. And then on the plane 
they follow you into the bathroom. I mean the bathroom on 
the plane is about 4 inches by 10 inches. She didn’t have any 
reason for why she was doing that except she was told to. They 
wouldn’t give you a reason while they were following you in. 
You had to just speculate. There’s no reason for anything. The 
thing that typified the whole thing was when I was arrested by 
the FBI they had 8 cars full o f FBI and they had 2 scooter pigs 
in D.C. escorting us down to the FBI headquarters, and when
I got in the car this one dude picks up the microphone and he 
docs his “DC-42” his little far out James Bond codes, you 
know, and he goes, “We picked up that object wc were looking 
for."
P**e6

They referred to you as an object?
That’s the way the whole thing was, all along. They never 

told me when we were going here or when we were going there.
I could be starving and if it wasn’t time to eat there’s 
nothing to eat. You can’t just say. “I’m gonna go walk around 
the block -  you can even come with me.” That doesn’t work. 
There’s no explanation for why anything is going on. Most of 
the time they don’t even know, they’re just following orders.

They're like cogs in a machine, building part o f  an airplane. 
But you say first you weren’t recognized, and then, o f  course, 
after a lot o f  TV coverage, you became — your face and your 
hair and you became a public symbol. How was it being a cele
brity? That’s what you are. fo r better or worse.

It was strange because I realized that people were relating 
not to me as a person but as all these ideas that were projected 
by the media, all these symbols, and yet when people would 
come up to me and say, "How are you doing?" it made me feel 
really good because, I mean the weirdest thing that had ever 
happened to me was going on and it made me feel really good 
when straight people would say things like, I Would make 
telephone calls collect I could only phone my parents and 
my lawyers, but I had to make them collect - and the 
operator would go, “Who’s calling?" and I’d say “Leslie 
Bacon," and she’d give me this rap about, “We’re with you." 
"Far out." “Get it together.” You know. And this place, 
Renton, it’s right outside of Seattle, has got to be the 
straightest place in the world, and we were staying in the 
Sheraton Hotel there and wc go into the restaurant and the 
waitresses brought me flowers.

That’s really sweet. Did the marshals have any reaction to 
that or just look straight ahead?

No, no, they don’t react to things like that.
W ouldn’t they look to see if  there was anything in the 

flowers?
No, they were really beginning to feel a contradiction. 

Whether that sense o f contradiction will ever lead them to 
change anything doesn’t make that much difference, I don’t 
think, because they’re hopeless anyway, but the fact that they 
were beginning to see things was strange. One day after I came 
out o f the Grand Jury, and they’re going, “Did you ever learn 
from any source who was involved in the bombing o f the 
Capitol?" and I go, “No," and “Did you ever go to the Capitol 
building in February for purposes of surveillance?" — “No, 1 
never went there in February, I never went there in March” - 
and the U.S. Attorney would tell my lawyer, “She’s lying," and 
my lawyers would come to me and go, “Arc you sure you don’t 
know these things?” and I go, “I can’t tell you things that 
aren’t in my head, I just don’t know them and there’s nothing 1 
can do about it.” And I told this to the marshals and they just 
won’t believe that I’m not lying, and this one turns to me and 
she says, “You know they'd never believe their informer was 
lying, ever." She said it very sarcastically.

I guess because they’re paying them — informers get paid — 
and so  they don’t want to believe they’re wasting their money.

But most o f the people who’d been marshals had been State 
Troopers and things like that, and they said that they hated 
informers. Informers were trustworthy to no one, is what they 
said. I don’t know' what that means, but most o f them came off 
believing that I didn't know anything about it.

They probably know that informers, to keep getting their 
money, have to supply information.

I said. “Look, they say this informer has never been wrong
- he’s been informing for over 6 months and he’s told them 

all these things that’vc all been true but they weren’t 
offering a SIOO.OOO reward for any o f those other things either."

There’s a $100,000 reward?
For anyone who could lead to information that would lead
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to the arrest o f people who were responsible for or have 
knowledge o f the bombing o f the Capitol, blah, blah, blah.

Responsible for? Thai would include the whole Nixon 
Administration. They’re responsible fo r  it.

They don’t understand that. Not at all.
What was the response o f  movement organizations toward 

you?
I was totally cut off from them. There was no way I could 

communicate with them. I could get straight newspapers, I 
could watch straight television, I could talk to my attorneys. 
There’s a problem with the movement about attorneys because 
they relate to them as attorneys and not as people in the move
ment and there’s so few lawyers and there’s very little 
communication between them and the rest o f the people. 
Everyone knows you tell the FBI to go away, and if a cop 
comes you can tell him your name and you don’t let him in 
unless they have a warrant, and that’s just about as much as 
people know, and you’re also not supposed to know anything 
unless there’s an attorney there, but people should really begin 
to understand what the law’s about because you can save your
self a lot o f trouble. Because people have this really heavy 
dependence on movement attorneys without ever under
standing anything about the law.

Do you feel any attempts by •■'ovement people to 
manipulate you?

I haven’t seen that many people yet. It’s really strange to 
walk into a place where 3 months ago 1 would’ve been just 
another one o f those people hanging out in my Levi’s getting 
stoned and listening to music and now I walk in and everyone 
kind of looks at me and smiles and says “Good luck” and it’s 
really nice, but for some reason I have to respond to all these 
people that know me through this image thing. Everyone I’ve 
ever hitchhiked half a block with wants to know the whole 
story about everything and how did I feel and they’ll drive me 
all over town and buy me a Coke and do anything for me.

But fo r  a price — the price is draining your energy.
Yeah, and the thing is a lot o f them are concerned because a 

lot o f  them are my friends, and o f course when som ebody’s 
getting fucked up by the pigs, people feel that the pigs arc 
doing something to us again, but yet for some reason people 
think that they know you, they own a little piece o f you.

Do you want to talk at all about your parents’ reaction to it?
When I first started getting chased around — that happened 

about 3 weeks before I was arrested — the FBI, 10 of them, 
came hauling ass into our house without a search warrant of 
course, came downstairs and dragged me out of bed. and I was 
standing there naked talking to 10 Feds and then I put on my 
clothes that didn't freak them out, to sec a woman standing 
there naked, but one o f them walked over to the other corner 
o f that floor, to where there were some other people sleeping 
and you just saw this lump, and he pulled off the covers and it 
was two guys, and he jumped about 10 feet, and this guy rolls 
over and says, “Get the fuck out o f here! What are you doing?” 
- and the guy just split like that, up the stairs, ’cause that’s 

something they’re really afraid of. At that time my mother 
knew they were following me around and that it was crazy, 
you know, I told her what was going on. My mother and I get 
along reasonably well as far as that kind o f parental realtion- 
ship goes, and her politics arc definitely anti-war, anti-Nixon 
and anti-breaking-demonstrators’-heads, but when I was 
arrested they knew that 1 hadn't done anything, my parents 
understood what was going on — that they couldn’t solve the 
bombing of the Capitol and they had to come up with some
one else. And they understood I wasn't responsible for it. I 
think my parents and 1 have gotten along better during this 
than we ever got along during anything. But they really — 
when they went into the courtroom and saw the judge — he’s 
just a puppet, the people from Washington would nod their
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heads and he’d nod his head — and then my parents began to 
understand just a lot o f things and one day my father came up 
to me and he goes, “When you say ‘pig’ you don’t mean just 
policemen, do you?” And I said no. He’s beginning to under
stand. People freak out because they still relate to the police
men as being the guardians o f lost children and dogs and 
widows, and the poor policemen being attacked still scares 
them but they understand now that it’s a mentality.

I guess that unless there’s that kind o f  understanding, people 
will still think o f  the Vietnam war as a sort o f  aberration, as 
something separate instead o f  intricately related to everything 
else: " I f we can cut that out like a cancer everything will be 
okay. . . ”

I know. I think my parents had kind of a Trotskyitc under
standing before this and now they’re beginning to understand 
that it’s just a whole picture.

Are they Trotskyites?
No, they had no idea what a Trotskyitc was.
Well, how would you compare your parents' attitude — 

which is probably typical o f  a lot o f  parents — with 
Trotskyites who are heavy into political theorizing?

I have sat down and tried to explain things to my parents a 
lot, and I ’ll give them all kinds o f economic facts and figures, 
and look what they did to Fred Hampton, and none o f it 
computes. They don’t understand and they thought the war 
was wrong, it was a bad thing, and my father understood that 
it was a money thing and he said that even from the time I was 
about IS that he’d rather sec all 6 o f my brothers in jail than 
fighting in Vietnam, and now they understand that it isn’t just 
a one-issue thing, it’s not just the war, it’s not just racism, it’s 
not just Mr. Rockefeller wanting to make money.

But the problem is that even people who realize that the 
system is corrupt nevertheless, i f  they personally live comfort
ably within that system —

But they’re not living personally comfortable within that 
system, because my parents have a “Beware o f Dog” sign at 
the end o f their gate, and somebody sprayed over “Dog” and 
wrote “Leslie Bacon” underneath it — you know, that’s a 
personal attack on them. And the media hanging out in front 
o f their house is something that’s affecting them. And just the 
fact that they know that when they talk to their friends, their 
friends know that their daughter was busted for this thing — 
affects them, even though at last they understand and probably 
a lot o f their friends do, that it’s just jive.

Are there phone calls, hate mail, things like that9
Yeah, they had their telephone number changed, but the 

mail’s been really strange. They just get tons o f mail, and 
about half o f it is good mail from people they never met, 
sincere peace-freaky kind o f letters or at least sympathy for the 
parents if they don’t understand what the daughter’s trip is, 
and a lot o f them, “Angela Davis and Leslie Bacon are being 
framed by the FBI" kind o f letters — which is weird, my name 
and Angela’s together — it blows my mind. But then the other 
half o f them are these hate letters, and most o f the time the 
people can’t spell the words they’re trying to say. They write a 
lot of obscenities down on a piece o f paper and get their jollies 
knowing that somebody who is going through all that turmoil 
in their life is going to open it up and read it.

But it also reveals something about their own psychology, in 
those letters, by how they choose to attack you.

They bring everything into it, every possible thing — “Your 
daughter has VD" — and my parents laugh.

Did you know that Sunday was " VD A wareness Day" here 
in San Francisco?. . . What about the other people who were 
subpoenaed?

Sec, the whole thing about this is that it draws out very 
clearly the fact that the Grand Jury is being totally misused, 
obviously misused. They were first started as a protection lor
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the people where the government could present its evidence to 
this Grand Jury, which was supposed to be a cross-section of 
the population, and we all know that’s a myth, and then these 
people would decide whether there was valid reason for an 
indictment — it was a protection — and now they have like 5 
Grand Juries going all over the country investigating the same 
thing, and obviously they’re not all going to come out with 
indictments and they’re just using it to get information. I was 
supposedly being questioned as a material witness in the bomb
ing o f the Capitol — which was bullshit — I didn’t know 
anything about it. 1 was in D.C. that day. I read about it in the 
newspapers, and I know as much about it as everyone else in 
this country, and nothing more, except that now I know that 
they have no clues. But the questions that they went into were 
just -  they’d give me a list o f 20 names and say, “Tell me 
every time you’ve been with this person, who was present, 
what was said, what's the nature o f your relationship, when 
did you meet?" Dates and places and times and who’s and 
where's and what’s and why’s — and what they’re really doing 
is picking your brain about everything in the movement that 
you know about and every person and who they sleep with and 
what time they get out o f bed in the morning.

Do they ask questions like that — who you sleep with?
He started to get into it, and 1 would cut him off. That was 

probably wrong because if he'd done that it would’ve — I 
mean people in the Grand Jury, I’m not exactly sure what they 
thought about him but every now and then I’d hear these sighs 
at some o f the questions. Apparently he’s done it to other 
people, like in the Grand Jury in Tucson he’d go  through, “I 
hear you sleep with a lot o f men” things, and when I’d say I 
was at som eone’s office and he’d say, “And after you left So- 
and-so’s house,” just trying to imply something evil, you know.

Still, you're being charged with contempt.
I was willing — this was wrong — 1 was willing in the begin

ning to answer questions about the Capitol bombing which I 
knew nothing about rather than going to jail — the first duty 
o f a revolutionary is to stay on the street, you know, organize 
people, struggle struggle struggle — and that wasn’t what they 
wanted to know about. Most o f the things I told them they 
already knew. Thai doesn't mean it was right to tell them that 
because that legitimizes everything they got illegally. But it 
became very very clear — I had told them I knew nothing 
about it. I’d never known anybody who was underground, and 
on and on and on, and if they didn’t believe me they could 
have done the perjury thing, but they didn’t — they just kept 
questioning me and then finally 1 was arrested for this bullshit 
thing in New York, and maybe legally they don’t have a right 
to ask me any questions after that and because o f the thing on 
“Arrest Warrant" said I participated in a conspiracy that 
began last September and continued to the present time, which 
meant that anything I said could be used against me, and so 1 
just answered no more questions, and besides, the questions 
were just -  it’s none o f their business. And you don’t talk to 
your enemies.

How many people were in that house? In other words, aside 
from the flailing-out o f  a dying dinosaur culture, if  there were 
that many people in the house, obviously they picked you out 
particularly?

I was the only one who stayed in D.C. All the other people 
— see, we had come there to put out this paper that was sup
posed to be used for organizing for May Day, and then every
one left, and I decided that May Day was a politically correct 
thing to happen, whatever that means, and that it was too cold 
in Boston, so 1 decided to stay in D.C. and everyone else left, 
and when they left they were stopped and searched 50 miles 
out o f D.C. — 20 State Troopers with their shotguns drawn — 
but I didn’t leave and they chased everyone around and they 
chased me around a little bit and then they busted me. I guess
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they knew about this thing in New York and they knew they 
could use it, I guess from their point o f view, as a slur in case 
they blew it, and I guess they thought that since I was young 
— “Young inexperienced stupid chick," I guess is the way 
they’d look at it — that I’d just sing my song. I’d be scared 
shitless, and they were wrong, first of all because I didn’t know 
anything, they were right in the fact that I would talk to them 
because they did freak us out. But I’ll never really understand 
why it was me.

But there were other people in the house. I mean you 
weren't the only one left.

I was the only one who had been at this house.
During the organizing part, you mean?
There was a house that people were staying at the time the 

Capitol was bombed, and that’s the house they have under 
suspicion. Now I was the only person from that house who 
stayed in Washington, and I don’t know, it’s really strange, it 
seems to me that if they wanted to make their story look better 
they could have found someone who would have suited their 
image better, you know. I'd never been arrested and my 
parents came and said that it was all garbage, and that blew 
their vampire image a little bit, what they’re trying to create. 
I'll never understand exactly why it was me.

Well, you're trying to be logical about something that’s 
irrational to begin with.

But now they have subpoenaed all those other people 
anyway — 30 people have been subpoenaed in the past month- 
and-a-half to Grand Juries in D.C., Detroit, New York, I 
heard there’s one just got started in Cleveland, there’s even one 
in L.A. investigating those Pentagon Papers — I don’t see how 
they even think they’re gonna ever come out with an indict
ment about that, they just want to know who did it and if they 
subpoena you they don’t have to tell you why they're 
subpoenaing you and you have to appear and you have to 
answer their questions and the only grounds you can give for 
not answering that they’ll accept is the Sth Amendment and 
then they give you immunity and then you have to talk or you 
go to jail. They really didn’t give me immunity, they gave me a 
thing that they call immunity, that just protects you from 
having your words used against you but not information that 
they can get after you say, “Yes, I kidnapped Judge Crater," 
and then they get an informer to say, “Yes, I saw her walking 
down the street that day with Judge Crater with a blindfold 
on," and then they’ve got you.

With it this Kafkaesque, are you at all tempted to flee, to 
hide out? If they can railroad you that way —

I don’t think they can, in a way, because — the government 
was doing everything it could — they ripped me off, they tore 
off the front door o f my house, wouldn’t show anyone a 
warrant, they took me away without ever telling me any 
reason, held me on a $100,000 bond, shipped me 3000 miles 
away to a city where I knew no one, and since I was a witness 
instead o f a defendant, I had no right to challenge the grounds 
that all happened on. It’s like a preventive detention kind o f 
thing. They say, “We don’t like this person, they roll joints too 
fat," and they pick you up and snatch you away and they take 
you somewhere and they don’t have to tell anyone why and the 
judges in Seattle wouldn’t listen to my lawyers’ arguments. 
They held my bond at $100,000 on the grounds that I was too 
dangerous because 1 was laughing in court and then the 9th 
Circuit just PR’d me out onto the street.

PR’d — Public Relationed you?
No, no, no.
Puerto Rican'd you?
Personal recognizance— they just let me out the govern

ment are the attackers and the prosecutors, and the people are 
over here with their lawyers, and in the middle o f this, or in
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theory at least, in the middle o f this is the judge, you know, 
he’s not supposed to be biased. Most o f the time they arc. 
They’re still sitting on the side o f the government. They don’t 
really have any legitimate authority, of course, but you have to 
use them and lots o f them won’t do other than what the 
government says. I guess it gives them a little bit o f satisfaction 
to play judge to the U.S. government maybe. But. no. I’m not 
gonna run. ’cause that would be worse. If I were to run. that 
would prove everything they said. He would say, “Yes, she 
knows something about the Capitol bombing, why else is she 
running? She knows she’s guilty o f this New York thing, why 
else is she running?" Which isn’t the case. That would do 
nothing to show people about what they arc doing and how- 
just despicable it is. Besides, my lawyers tell me I’ll get off.

On one hand, you're talking about how corrupt it is: hut on 
the other hand you kind o f  have some faith that it’s not going 
to be corrupt.

It’s not faith. I’m taking a very existential attitude toward 
the whole thing. It’s a mysterious they that’s going after me, 
and there’s always been a they going after me, and it’s like they 
kidnap you and they drop you in this maze, in this tangle of 
complications, and you have to play their games with their 
rules to get out o f it. and if you can do that and fight through 
it and you know you can organize people that sounds weird 
but people see when you go into court and they sec the way

the judges act, they learn from it. Some judges just blow it so 
magnificently it’s beautiful to be there.

Who learns from it — you mean the people in the 
courtroom?

They don’t learn from it once, they learn from seeing it over 
and over. My parents learned an incredible amount from 
seeing Judge Boldt in Seattle. Wc tried to move to have him 
dismissed because we said he was prejudiced because he set 
this S 100,000 bond on me. had me kidnapped and taken 3000 
miles away. And he looks at me and he goes. “How can I be 
prejudiced? I’ve never seen the young lady before.” And my 
father’s jaw is dropping during all this. The Great American 
Dream is falling apart. You sec, there are so many things that 
have happened in my case that have never happened before, so 
many issues that have never been raised before, that it’s 
important to fight it out. Because lots o f times you can win in 
the court no. some o f the time you can win in the court — 
and it’s a protection for other people if you can win in the 
court. It’s not just me that’s involved. I mean I place no lasting 
faith in the American system, obviously, but you have to use 
what you got to get what you need, right?

What was the response o f  the people in jail?
They’re beautiful. I was in a strange situation because it was 

a city jail and there arc city, county, state and federal prisoners 
there, and they’d been in and out o f jail since they were 10, you 
know, and my bond was $75,000 higher than anyone elsc’s. I’d

Parts That W ere  Left Out o f The P en tagon  P ap e r s
Realist PaRc 9

http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/90
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Number 90 - May-June, 1971 - Page 10 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/90

never been in jail before, I was while, 1 wasn’t a junkie but I 
said ‘fuck’ so that was cool. At first they all came and looked 
at me, and then it just got down to people. 1 was Leslie and 
they were Joann and Jean and So-and-so and so it was good. 
And they knew I was cool ’cause I was in there for not talking. 
Whether or not I knew about it didn’t make any difference, I 
was inthcrcfor not talking, and I had really good relationships 
with most of them. They understand everything that we under
stand but on a gut level. They know the pigs are the pigs, and 
there’s a them out to get them too. but they don’t have this 
intellectual understanding blah, blah, blah about it. You can’t 
tell a hooker about “objectification o f women" — you just 
can’t, but they know, and there ain’t no way they don’t know. I 
had some book, it was The Dialectics o f  Sex or something, and 
this woman took it and started reading it and she comes up to 
me and says, “What’s Freudian?"

And yet there’s that one incident where you were caught 
between two values — where the hookers were attacking 
(verbally. / assume) the child molester — it’s very difficult for 
you in that position to say. “But she’s a victim too. ”

It was their recognition o f the fact that here was a person 
who was really committing a crime against another person — 
and that is what is bad. All the people in jail have had crimes 
committed against them and they commit so-called crimes 
against property in order to survive but they have hurt no one 
and arc guilty o f no crimes against people, most o f them. But 
right out in the open here was a person who was guilty o f 
messing someone else up, and first o f all she was white, which 
made a difference — how could she be a victim of society’s 
mangling if she was white? — I don’t know, I kind o f just laid 
there and laughed while all o f it was going on because it was 
funny — it was my politics that was getting in the way.

Do you think this freaks people out — you know, the old 
image always used to be the M afta criminals hiding — hiding 
from  the cameras, putting their hats over their faces as they 
were being led to the paddy wagon— and there you were 
smiling to people as you were taken away.

There’s nothing else to do. The whole thing was just so 
bizarre, just this strange theatre being put on for the benefit o f 
J. Edgar Hoover’s ego. The whole thing was just so out of 
hand I couldn’t react in any other way. It was like an 
incredibly weird acid trip, you know, where something’s going 
on but you don’t know what it is, do you?

Well, you know what it is. but you have to accept the reality 
that it’s happening to you!

I didn’t do that at first. It was just me as one o f us, had been 
ripped off, for no reason, which wasn’t surprising, and it was 
just strange theater, all these cameras would come running at 
me and I’d read these things in the paper about this mysterious 
mad bomber and I didn’t relate to the fact that it was me until 
I saw my parents’ picture on the front o f the paper — because 
I didn’t relate my parents to the movement — my parents were 
kind o f part o f them instead o f part o f us.

With all the ways in which this false image has been built up 
around you. is there any kind o f  message in it fo r movement 
people? / mean you probably learned more from  this than you 
could ever have teamed in college.

Even more from siltin’ on the stoop in St. Mark’s Place than 
you’ll ever learn in college. 1 think the thing that has to be said 
to the movement is that we can't sit around and worry about 
the correct way to act if that means that we’re not gonna act at 
all. 1 mean the movement spends a lot o f time sitting around 
figuring out the correct way to deal with the situation, and it’s 
wrong because people have to be supported and defended and 
we get into so much arguing over theory that we forget to deal 
with reality sometimes. What I would say to anyone who gets 
subpoenaed is that you just don’t talk to them -  we have to 
fight this thing out in the courts now, because otherwise they
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can just pick us all off the streets and put us in jail, or we can 
go in there and sing to them, and the thing that you’re singing 
about seems like nothing, but it’s very important for them to 
know what time you get up in the morning — it makes all their 
conspiracies look that much more real when they can say, "But 
we know you got up at 10 o’clock that morning."

Does that pul you in the position o f  — even though you’re 
innocent o f  the acts you're accused of, you talk about action 
— does it put you in the position o f  morally supporting who
ever did do those acts? You don’t have to answer this if  it will 
pul you in any jeopardy, but you’re not being tried fo r  your 
opinions, you're being triedfor conspiracy.

I don’t think there was any violence in the bombing o f the 
Capitol — there was no violence involved at all — there have 
been countless words written about the fact that all this 
precious priceless irreplacable glass was broken in the window 
of the Senator’s dining room or something there’s been 
more words written about that than probably about most o f 
the children killed in Vietnam. Sure, I morally support them. 
Right on!

That’s the first time Tve ever heard you use revolutionary 
rhetoric. How do you feel about that almost kind o f  congre
gational response that seems to be part of—

I think it’s okay for us to speak in rhetoric to each other 
because it’s an easier way for us to communicate sometimes; if 
that’s the only way you’re communicating, forget it. It’s easier 
for us to use rhetoric than to go  through long explanations 
when we already understand what those words mean. When 
we’re talking to people out there on the street you can’t use 
rhetoric because it categorizes you and they immediately shut 
you off. When I was in this hotel living with the marshals, if I 
would say, “Long live the victory o f the people’s war" or some
thing like that, they’d say, “She’s crazy, lock her up." But when 
I would talk to them about, "Hey, did you know that women 
in Vietnam are giving birth to deformed babies?” and “Do you 
know that there’s no birds left in South Vietnam?" — they can 
understand — and those kinds o f things the Chronicle and the 
Times and the Post never talk about. I think our image has 
become a rhetorical kind o f thing too, and it’s a macho kind o f 
thing where we all run around freaking out Middle America 
and taking a lot o f pride in that. Well, I like to freak out 
Middle America too ’cause Middle America freaked me out, 
but yet most o f us really are just nice people. We aren’t — who 
we really are doesn’t coincide with the image that the mailman 
has o f Mao Tse-Tung. There’s a contradiction there. I think 
it’s almost in one way kind o f a good sign that these Grand 
Juries are happening — you know, it’s scarey but it proves that 
the FBI just can’t get inside o f us. They can’t find out just 
pointless little things they need to know and they have to use 
the Grand Jury to do this because it’s very difficult for an 
informer to come in and trip with people and live with them 
and wash the dishes too, you know.

Do you think that'll be used by people who hire informers to 
change their jo b  requirements: "Informer wanted — must be 
able to trip and wash dishes — must be intimate.” Because 
intimacy is really what it’s all about. I mean true intimacy.

Yeah, but when you’re truly intimate with somebody — I 
think there’s been one case where an informer has really been 
intimate with the people he was informing on — somebody 
who slept with people and tripped with people, and it’s a very 
rare thing. I mean it’s very hard to live with someone for 8 
months and not know they’re a cop, and most o f the times 
where there have been informers involved I think it’s been 
because people didn't know the person, they weren’t tight with 
them and didn't understand their head.

Do you think that’s really what the Establishment mentality 
doesn’t understand — that it’s different from  the old con-

Realist
htt p ://www. ep .tc/real i st
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/90


The REALIST Issue Number 90 - May-June, 1971 - Page 11
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/90

spiracies — even the structured conspiracies like in "Battle o f  
Algiers" — that it's a whole different kind o f  — a new kind o f  
family, really —

When they would say to me, “Do these names mean any
thing to you?" — and they’d give me last names “No, they 
don’t." You know, maybe I do know those people, I don’t 
know, I never heard — I didn’t say this to them, “No, I never 
heard those names, those names mean nothing to me” — but 
maybe I did know those people, because most people 1 know, I 
only know their first names. And they would say, “Tell me 
every time you’d come in communication with So-and-so, do 
you know this person?" and I'd go, “I don’t know them. I’ve 
met them once," when I feel 1 do know them in a way because 
I sat down and I talked to them for 6 hours and we ran around 
the streets and got stoned with them, but yet, I don’t know 
them, as far as their mentality goes. I don’t know them very 
well, anyway.

One o f  the phrases that you used when you got out o f  jail 
was "sterility." Can you relate this to Charlie Mansori? Even 
though he turned out to he the incredible extension o f  male 
chauvinism carried to its ultimate — and yet at the same lime 
he was a victim o f  the sterility, that you experienced briefly in 
jail, o f  a whole life  o f being kept in institutions?

In jail the situation is so sterile that it’s not just a neutral 
kind o f thing, it’s a totally negative kind of thing. Everything is 
steel and cement, and the food is definitely plastic America, 
and there’s no light that’s natural, there’s no anjlhing that’s 
natural I mean there’s rarely even someone you can hug; I 
mean you don’t feel other people — and I’d never blame 
Charlie Manson for anything he did ever — because I was 
in that situation in jail for a month, and he was there for how 
long, 20-something years. I don’t know how they expect him to 
relate to this sick world that they let him out into after he’s 
been kept in the epitome o f its sickness for his whole life.

/ know that the last Supplement was smuggled into your 
cell, but other than that there was virtually no stimulation, 
emotional or mental stimulation, fo r  you in jail?

There’s a lot o f emotional stimulation, and some mental 
stimulation for me, ’cause 1 was thinking about everything I 
saw. I’d never been to jail before — it was an incredible 
learning experience, and I’d listen to these women’s stories — 
sometimes it was so heavy I couldn’t sleep.

That’s ironic, because sleep was when you could dream, and 
you could be with your friends, choose your environment.

After a while it got to be a joke that I’d sleep so much. 
People were laughing “What do you mean, this activist? 
Man, she never gets out o f bed, what are you talking about?" I 
told them I was dreaming. Most o f them just couldn’t sleep. I 
mean I’ve conditioned myself to this escape mechanism my 
whole life — o f not being about to wake up when it was time 
to go to school — you just push a button.

Did you see a relationship between school and this par
ticular trip as a continuation o f  it?

Sure. I mean it was almost easy in a way for me to just go 
back into that institutional kind o f thing because the whole 
time — I just had the most incredible experiences in the world 
during high school - I went to 3 high schools in 4 years and 
one of them twice, and there was always people snatching you 
up and putting you here, they don’t have to give you a reason, 
they tell you what to do and they tell you what to wear and 
they tell you how to be and how to think. There I could think 
the way I wanted to. But as far as relating to the women in jail 
as people, and always being able to give them a reason for 
what’s going on, it’s the same as school. The food is the same 
as it is in school, and everything is the same beautiful army 
barracks green.

There was one thing you said — we were talking about 
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people being hopeless, like the marshals — now, guys who 
went to Vietnam, GTs who participated in massacres, would 
seem to be even more hopeless, and yet the movement is 
holding out hope fo r  them. Is there anywhere between — le t’s 
set up two poles, one is shooting cops and the other is thinking 
o f  cops as workers who are being used as tools —

Well, they are people who arc being used as tools. But it 
depends on the situation. You know, sometimes you are put in 
a situation where the contradiction is very evident and you 
have to deal with those people who are in that position. I was 
not in that kind o f situation — I mean they were very 
obviously pigs. They could be as nice to me as they wanted to 
but unless they gave me my shoes and opened the door, forget 
it, you know, you ain’t my friend, baby. But they were people 
and I had to talk to them as people because otherwise I 
would’ve gone crazy. I mean I lived with the pigs for 3 weeks, 
and 1 learned a lot about just who they are and what they’re all 
about. Kids who go to Vietnam have no understanding o f why 
they're going. Excuse me, I shouldn’t say ‘kids’ — I didn’t 
mean it dcrogatorily — I’m a 19-year-old girl, y’know.

How do you feel about being referred to as a teenager — do 
you think that has implications above and beyond a simple 
description?

Well, this is a youth revolution, you know. I think it 
probably protects me in a way, ’cause I’m just so young — this 
nice young innocent misled idealistic peace freak, is kind o f the 
image that’s been projected o f me by some o f the straight 
media. That’s the way they think, that’s the way they’ve always 
thought, it doesn’t surprise me.

What was the thing that was most surprising to you in all 
this — that blew your mind the most?

The thing that was most surprising to me was this one 
marshal who was apparently a total total pig during the Seattle 
Conspiracy Trial, and I mentioned something about a guitar 
one day, I had nothing to do, I could read the straight 
newspapers and watch television — I mean I was totally in the 
middle o f plastic America, formica culture — and I said 
something about a guitar, and this pig marshal who wore a pig 
tic-tack and was 8 feet tall and had a crewcut, brought me his 
son’s guitar, and it was really strange, 'cause I have this thing 
about guitars and letting people use your guitars; it's a heavy' 
thing.

That’s a hangover from  days o f  property fetish — so was 
that like the next best thing to giving you your shoes and 
saying " You're free” — bringing the guitan to you?

Yeah, and then another marshal one day, I went to her 
house, and if she had felt that 1 was a mad bomber — not to 
say anything wrong about mad bombers, but the image that’s 
projected o f that kind o f person was not something that 
coincided with what she saw in me — she never would have 
brought me to her home if she had really been afraid o f me, 
which she would have been. And 1 went to her house, and I’m 
listening to her daughter’s Quicksilver album, and Santana, 
and it was a really ironic kind o f thing. And then one day she 
said, “They’d never think their informant was lying, would 
they?" And I said, “I keep forgetting this is the Department o f 
Justice that’s doing all this." And she goes, “You mean 
injustice, don’t you?"

Do you think she’ll get in trouble if  you quote her that way?
I don’t care. No, that’s not true. I mean I don’t think—the 

head marshal in D.C. reads Mao and Herman Hesse and Do 
It!

Is that like a Catholic priest who reads atheistic literature to 
be prepared?

Yeah. I mean he’s very dangerous because o f that, you 
know, because he fully understands. This law student who was 
working on my case told me that one day she had gone in and
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rapped politics with him one day and she discovered it was a 
mistake to do that because he’d been in the FBI for 17 years 
and now he’s a U.S. Marshal but he wants to see everybody’s 
side o f the story, that’s what he says: “I’ve never found any 
idea that I agreed with totally.” And he plays this wise man of 
the world kind o f thing, but he’s a pig and he knows what’s 
going on in Vietnam and he accepts it anyway, he thinks it’s 
right. I mean he's not one o f those people who really just 
doesn’t know what’s going on.

But I think the heaviest thing was the day I got out o f jail, 
and I’m sitting in this cage waiting to be taken into court 
where I was pretty sure I was going to be let out, and this 
marshal comes up to me and he goes, “I just want you to know 
that all the time that I’ve spent with you has been very 
interesting." And I’m going. Yeah, oh boy, what does this 
mean? and then he goes, “You and I disagree on a lot of 
things, but " I said, “Do you think I blew up the Capitol?” 
And he goes, “I don’t think you lit the fuse but maybe you 
know who did it," and then he goes, “Well, maybe it could be 
that you’re too far ahead and I’m too far behind.” I mean that 
was right after saying maybe I knew who blew up the Capitol, 
you know, it was an amazing thing for me to hear these people 
saying these things.

What conclusion do you come to from that?
I think the government is definitely freaking out at this 

point. They’re blowing it so obviously. The fact that they can 
go after me when cabdrivers don’t think I did it, and that the 
government’s messing with me and then going after the New 
York Times at the same time because they’re proving every
thing that we said - it’s very obvious that the government, it’s 
always been obvious to us, but I think it's becoming obvious to 
all kinds of people, who we thought were unreachable before, 
what’s going on.

It'll be very interesting if, say, Walter Cronkite is 
subpoenaed to reveal where he interviewed Daniel Ellsburg — 
you'll be in charming company. You can look at him and say, 
" That's the way it is, Walter."

I really can’t wait till I get to New York and talk to reporters 
from the Times: “Don’t ask me about the Department of 
Justice, baby, turn around and look!’’ And at the same time 
that they’re getting the movement — whoever he was — 
they’re going after Catholic priests and nuns, and these nuns 
that come every Monday to visit us in jail who are really 
straight — you can tell that they were the kind who were 
probably a little bit upset that they had to show their knees or 
their ankles when their uniforms changed — and they would 
send other prisoners to find me ’cause I wouldn’t go talk to 
them, because I know about nuns, I went to Catholic schools 
most o f my life, but I’d go talk to them and they’d immediately 
start talking to me about the Berrigans because it was some 
point they could relate to me through. It’s funny, because 
there’s people that are pigs, and there’s people with pigs’ jobs, 
and maybe that sounds like a counter-revolutionary thing to 
say, 1 don’t know exactly, but I talked to the marshals who 
were out fighting the people in the street at the TDA 
[demonstrations The Day After the Chicago Conspiracy 
verdict] and the marhsals didn’t understand what was going on
— all they knew was that there was these people out in the 
street that were teargassing them — that’s what they told me, I 
still don’t know whether that ever happened — they didn’t 
know anything about Chicago, they didn’t know anything 
about Vietnam, they didn’t understand why Chicago 
happened, they didn’t understand why the trial in Chicago hap
pened -  like they didn’t even know it happened, most o f them
-  and they didn’t understand that these people were 
responding to what happened in Chicago. They say, “But that 
was in Chicago, I’m in Seattle" — “But the Federal 
Government, baby, is doing it everywhere, what are you
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talking about?" I tried to explain things to them and after a 
while they couldn’t answer me anymore because — oh, I don’t 
know— fuck ’em.

A lot o f  people saying "G ood luck" —
It isn’t me that needs good luck, it’s us that needs good luck 

— 30 people have been subpoenaed to Grand Juries and 
people have to do something about it, they have to, they have 
to respond to it in some way because the government has a 
right in their eyes to pick you up, never show you a reason and 
tell you that you have to tell them. They took me to a Grand 
Jury in the Western District o f Washington State which has 
the power only to indict for crimes committed within the 
Western District. I had been there once 2 years ago hitchhiking 
through, but they can ask me a question about something that 
happened in Angola and I have to answer it and all that just 
goes into their files and then when they put up a Grand Jury in 
Angola they ask ’em about that.

If you could by some magic have a 10-minute warning — go  
hack in lime to the day you were busted — knowing what’s 
happened, would you have split out the hack door?

I was gotten up and I was stoned and I went in to take a 
shower and I was standing there stark naked and two people 
came running upstairs and they yelled — first o f all I heard 
someone downstairs yelling, “You’re gonna pay for this!” And 
that’s the way the whole thing started out. And it’s true, they’re 
gonna pay for it by some way or another. And somebody came 
up and ran into the bathroom and yelled, “Leslie, get the fuck 
out of here, the FBI’s here!" And I’m not gonna go to the pigs 
unless I understand what’s going on. I knew there was no real 
reason for them to be chasing me around, and because o f that 
I split, I went up on the roof and went down to another house, 
and then some attorneys came and told me that they wanted 
me to testify before a Grand Jury in Seattle, and they thought 
I had control over large sums of money, and that’s all they’d 
say. These attorneys told me that if you don’t know anything 
about it there’s no reason in the world why you shouldn’t go 
talk to them, they said don’t take the 5th unless you absolutely 
have to, and that was wrong. That was like the heaviest 
mistake that was ever made in the history o f the world, is to 
tell someone to talk to a Grand Jury and don’t take the 5th. I 
mean you get immunity even if they’re asking you about the 
milkman, because there’s no way you can trust them. Then 
these attorneys went and said, “If we tell them that you’ll go to 
this Grand Jury and you won’t be arrested, will you go?" And 
I said “Yeah," on their advice, and they went out to call this 
king-pig in D.C. who was in charge o f major crimes or 
something. He said, "I suppose he’s a nice Irish Catholic” — 
his name was Harold Sullivan, I think — and he was hiding in 
a telephone booth all that day — I’ll never understand that; a 
little Get Smart in there — and as soon as they left, the FBI 
just came tearing back into the place and took me.

Wait. Tm confused now. I f you were able to split over the 
ro o f and into another house — I  thought you said you were 
caught there naked with 10 Feds standing there.

That was another time. That was 3 weeks before then.
I guess that's the one rm talking about — that now, 

knowing what's happened, if by some magic, you could at that 
time have gotten 10 minutes warning and split, would you 
have?

That’s a heavy question in a way because — my attorneys 
are trying to prove that I wouldn't — I probably wouldn’t have 
if my attorneys had told me not to, and they did — I don’t 
know how to answer that.

But now that the attorneys have told you in effect to trust 
the Grand Jury, and by extension the government —

No, they say that “You’re here and we have to fight this 
thing out and eventually we’re gonna win in the courts."
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No. but I mean the ones who told you io talk to the Grand 
Jury essentially, which was kind o f  an act o f  trust in their 
motivation — now that they see that you've been betrayed by 
the Grand Jury, though —

They say don’t trust ’em but I’m not gonna run because, just 
as I said before, it would prove everything they said and it isn’t 
true. I think it’s important that people see what the govern
ment’s doing. They’re not using any kind o f reality to 
determine the things they do.

Did it freak you out in the paper this morning where it had 
like specific times where you were supposed to be 
manufacturing incendiaries and other times when you were 
supposed to be out doing a ballet in front o f  the bank — did it 
freak you out to see specific details accusing you — / mean it’s 
no longer some kind o f  vague conspiracy but specific details o f  
doing things — did that freak you out ?

Yeah, except none o f them are true. They won’t be able to 
prove them, even according to their rules they won’t be able to 
do it. That’s the point about why I shouldn’t run and why I’m 
not gonna run, is that they will be able to do some things but 
they can’t do this whole thing according to the rules, and the 
whole thing is just a big play put on by the government. They 
couldn’t admit that they didn't know who bombed the Capitol. 
They understood the ^mbolism  in bombing the Capitol, I 
guess, and they understand what it means in terms o f every
one’s opinion of their dignity.

And their security procedures.
So they had to look like they knew something, and for some 

reason they got me.
What's been keeping you together through all o f  this, mostly?
I don’t feel like a martyr so I don’t want to make myself 

sound like a martyr, but when 1 would start getting claustro
phobic in jail — which happened very rarely, just when they’d 
close the cell door at night and you knew you couldn't get out 
and you can feel everywhere that your spirit can go but your 
spirit can’t go where your body can’t go and you can kind of 
sense out the size — it was weird, and I’d suddenly just remem
ber. wait a minute. George Jackson’s been sitting in the middle 
of this for 10 years, and people in Vietnam have had their lives 
taken away in really just horrid ways, and it doesn’t mean 
anything, they haven’t done anything to me. I mean putting me 
in jail was just another one of the little pieces o f psychological 
warfare they use on us.

/ just think that it’s important, with all the shit that you’ve 
been taking that you don’t end up giving an impression o f  
feeling sorry fo r  yourself that there are people getting so much 
worse shit that it’s a luxury to feel sorry fo r  yourself, it really 
is. Do you want to say anything now — i f  they subpoena this 
tape, do you want to say anything about the real conspiracy so 
that they can follow up on this?

The definition o f conspiracy begins with breathing together, 
and all this insanity they’re going through now is — 1 guess 
they’re trying to get information to put together a great mass 
of conspiracy trials and it’s just because they’re refusing to 
recognize that the whole world is uniting in a conspiracy 
against them. [Takes out a package o f  cigarettes.] And 
cigarettes. First of all, when you buy cigarettes, you can’t run 
from the pigs in a demonstration, you’re supporting the war, 
you’re supporting capitalism and you’re messing up your body.
I mean it’s everything all together. It’s their best weapon.

Leslie, are you about to smoke a cigarette - how do you 
justify that in view o f  what you just said?

I too grew up with Chcerios and Captain Kangaroo, and we 
have to smash the pig within us, and I haven’t done it totally 
yet.
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= ™  Channel Siete
Though it’s 1971 already, many urban policemen still get 

themselves enmeshed in a vindictiveness reminiscent o f adoles
cent big-city street gangs o f the mid-century.

In San Francisco the morning o f the big protest demonstra
tion, citizens awoke to learn via radio o f the ambush o f two 
members o f Los Siete (those seven Chicanos tried and acquit
ted on charges o f killing a cop) while supposedly robbing a liq
uor store.

Police had invited Channel 7, an ABC outlet which happens 
to be friendliest toward police o f all the local TV stations, to 
film the ambush. Action footage: Police shot two o f the three 
Chicanos in the group — one o f them a member o f Los Siete. 
The other member, surrounded and shot at while sitting in a 
car, was charged with conspiracy.

Some of the early reports indicated that the men entered the 
liquor store merely to buy a pack o f gum or other such harm
less item. Later it was hard to get any reports at all. I asked 
one young journalist whether attempts had been made to inter
view the liquor store owner or customers in the store at the 
time. He said yeah, but all the witnesses “seemed to have 
dropped out o f sight."

Within the fear and confusion, though, it does seem clear 
that Channel 7 and only Channel 7 was invited to film the in
cident.

It is also clear that ever since their acquittal, the members of 
Los Siete have been watched by police with an intensity which 
can only be described as obsessive. Such police obsessiveness 
of course generates corresponding obsessive responses within 
left/revolutionary groups.

—Keith Lampe

The Realist
595 Broadway-
New York, N.Y. 10012
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My Affair with Tricia Nixon
by Nick Kazan

Author’s Note: The following manuscript was written as 
a personal memoir and was never intended for public 
consumption. Only the events o f this June and the betrayal 
which they signified have persuaded me to reveal this sad 
story — my brief, fragrant brush with history.

Uncle Sam.
And cold-crcamed legs.
The flash o f teeth.
It was more than just another affair. Good? Yes, and lips on 

thigh . . . sweet impacted juices . . . hand rhythms like a 
drummer: skin taut and answering with primitive calls. Every
thing so “right” — and yet at the center I sensed something 
metallic. Like tanks shifting under moonlight. The cold flat 
face of a computer.

Was she a phantom — pale ghost o f a maid? Was it all 
unreal, the fulfillment of some perverse dream?

Me there with Tricia Nixon, her hair thick and squished 
under her head, the pink walls, pink rug, our naked bodies 
testing the textures of the White House: here a moan, a sigh, 
there a shudder. I try her skin, bite to leave a horseshoe bruise, 
and bitten back. Textures o f skin, orlon. acrylic dye, hand in 
hair, hair downy. Have we sucked the evil weed again? A body 
lingers, loosens. Suddenly a yelp - a call to life. Up she is, 98 
pounds light and wafting, out the door and running past 
startled secret service men. “A kiss,” she calls, “who’ll run for a 
kiss?’ They stand guarding, staring, still. I run. It’s 3 a.m. so 
all sleep; the SS, as I call them, arc bound to silence. Even so, 
Joe looks sorry to see it, Joe with elephant eyes for Tricia.

I catch up to her at N ixon’s door. “Ssssshhhh, he’s inside.” 
She giggles. We have sucked the evil weed. Grasping her I take 
my reward, toothy kiss, while my hands visit familiar places. 
With your daughter, sir, naked and touching at your door. As 
you say, sir, America’s future lies with her youth. On top of 
your daughter.

But as we slide downward against these sterile public walls, 
grey by N ixon’s choice, comes the sudden spurting of a phone. 
His. Crisis? Will alarms go  off, attacking our nakedness? She 
lopes back to the pink room, our den, my home these lush 
days. She fears Bill Mitchell strutting toward us with that little 
walk, head fragile and erect. Bill would tell on Tricia. Bill 
would tell on me. She runs high, her legs stretching, her muff 
winking out at me like a bunnytail.

“Whooooo-whooooo," she calls to the Secret Service men. 
But they are sickened by our play.

“Whoooo-whoooo," I answer, following fast so as not to be 
caught erect in the halls without her. “Naked Hippie Nabbed 
in White House,” the headlines would read, and the story: “A 
naked youth, said to be the same one who attempted to rape a 
presidential aide one week ago, was found running the halls of 
the White House at 3 a.m. this morning. One source acknowl
edged that the hirsute young radical was ’in a state o f excite
ment.’ No one was able to explain how the hippie gained 
entrance, and an investigation o f Secret Service security pro
cedures is said to be underway. ‘The President was shocked 
and saddened by the news,’ Press Secretary Ziegler reported. 
Ziegler refused to make further comment.” Pictures o f me, 
hand over crotch, front page New York Daily News. Beneath 
the photo this caption: “Fig Leaf for Flower Child?" On my 
face a tortured grin.
Page 14

To avoid such things, I follow her bunny muff in roused 
pursuit. Hop, hop, hop. At the door I wink at Joe, SS man 
across the way. “I’m with her," 1 say. Joe doesn’t react. He has 
seen nothing, heard nothing. How you go, Joe.

Pink delight. She greets me with bounding grin, knocks me 
to the carpet. Athletic sex. The people’s Olympics. We roll, 
tangle, her hands furiously polishing my skin. A hard kiss. Oh 
Tricia.

Can this be that shy, demure - ah yes, as she puls it: 
“That’s a good guise.” How could a normal girl survive under 
the national microscope if she didn’t guard her privacy? Could 
Jackie have managed that affair with Ros if she’d been a more 
“public” person? Besides, quiet women are always the most 
explosive, I know this fact and still her force surprises me: The 
pain as she grinds her teeth against mine. Mouths fucking.

An hour later we slide up to bed and rest. A long day 
passing. She sandwiching me in between public meetings and 
tutoring of a “sad little brown boy." Brown? She teaches him 
phonics, but today she discovers he’s never heard o f Vietnam. 
“So I tried to explain to him who the Viet Cong arc. But he 
just couldn't understand.”

I lie in wait, naked all day, catching and mussing her when I 
can. All morning I listen to the maid tramping back and forth 
in the hall, hesitating at our door, then walking on. Finally I 
pull a corner o f sheet up over what she’s worried about. “You 
can come in,” I call.

Large Negress, tall and craggy as though she’s last year’s 
slave shipment from East Africa. Head like a loon, limbs set at 
steep mechanical angles, skin shiny black. Those beady blood- 
red eyes watch the corner o f sheet, maybe worried I’ll pull it 
down. With a different sort o f maid I might.

“I spozed to make the bed.” She scarcely talks African — 
lazy Southern drawl instead o f clipped colonial British.

The contrast between her appearance and her speech.
“Never mind the bed,” I say. “I’ll make it later."
She nods, dignified, that gawky neck turns to survey the 

room: Tricia’s clothes lie limp, a few dresses and fifty-odd 
pairs o f underwear. The night before an underwear fight, 
panties flying, black ones, baby blue, net. some with holes in 
the middle (“Pcck-a-boo,” Tricia calls it, designed for surrepti
tious public acts), the large Negress who talks like Alabama 
and looks like Tanzania remains impassive. Finally: “Oh Miss 
Tricia.”

I grin. “Oh Miss Tricia.”
She turns right at me, sudden wrath looming overhead. That 

powerful neck, like a bird’s it could destroy. I cringe.
Angular violence suspended over me.
But only words descend: “You ain’t spozed to be here." She 

turns. A stiff exit.
Glad to have her gone. Guilt at her presence. That dignity, 

animal confidence, why? Is she just a maid, a Negress, or will 
she one day shoot the President—one bullet in the stomach so 
he realizes what’s happening, second bullet in the head? Is she 
the political assassin and I the gigilo (she plots while I 
raucously sow the revolutionary seed into the Pesidcnt’s contra- 
ceptcd daughter — a sterile act)?

“You ain’t spozed to be here.” Indeed. Why am 1 here? Is it 
the lure o f Presidential daughters, the dank odor o f corrup
tion? Back in I960 I thought N ixon’s girls too homely for him 
to win; at least Caroline Kennedy . . . How many have secretly 
lusted for Caroline, cool nymphet? She is now 12 or 13 with 
rich thatchy hair down to where her breasts will be, the
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princess coming o f age. They call Tricia “Fairy Princess’* now, 
FP to Julie and David. FP. Funky Porthole. Back in 1960, Pat 
wrote, “David Eisenhower is Julie’s age and they play 
togcther.“ And how. And 1 was Tricia’s age. Back then Julie 
wore short skirts like a flapper, Tricia sat with the folded 
hands o f a matron. Tricia looked like wool. While in New
town, Conn., I slipped naked into the forest, Henry Miller in 
hand, and flagellated over deep moss.

But today Tricia, still unwed, N ixon’s daughter, is my lust. 
Pat says, “We loved David right from the start. David is a 
clean-cut and wholesome lad and we couldn’t ask for anyone 
nicer." Certainly I am not nicer. They couldn’t ask for me.

Even Johnson’s girls had it. Perhaps I.uci Baines seemed too 
much the Johnson City town tramp, but Lynda Bird her 
gawky frame contained those contradictions which arouse lust. 
My friend Lance was fascinated by her. He poured over the
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Charles Robb wedding accounts, finding these words in 
Newsweek: “ ‘A storybook romance,’ one o f their friends said. 
‘Everything has been done by the book.’ " And Lance’s 
favorite: “The Reverend asked, ‘Who giveth this woman to be 
married?* and the President o f the United States spoke up in a 
tremulous voice, ‘Her mother and I do.’ Then as they were pro
nounced man and wife, the handsome young infantry officer 
turned to his bride, kissed her, and whispered, ‘I love you.’ ”

Tricia often whispers that. She strokes me, holding me in 
her hands and softly: “I love you." We both laugh. She looks 
up at my sweaty face, then turns back to what she likes best. 
To my penis she repeats: “I love you."

Sometimes she calls me the poet. When her mother men
tioned me casually, in fear, Tricia’s simple defense was, “But 
he’s an artist.” Her mother didn’t understand and tears broke 
from under her make-up, loosening heavy clods, bits o f sea
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sloshing through the jetsam. Pat wept. “A poet," Tricia said.
I send her little dirty ones:

/ ball you 
Left and right. 

or
A breast 
Wallowing here.

Always two lines, it passes for an artform. These treasures 
she slips into her notebook, already thick from other affairs. I 
don’t cavil over the thickness -  I am pleased to be sprawling 
on these pink carpets.

I would oall Julie too, ball them all. Is it their status which 
mjjkcs these girls appealing? Their daily exposure? They are 
hardly extraordinary specimens. A friend of the family: “Tricia 
and Julie arc as comfortable to have around as an old shoe." 
Meant in praise. Julie looks half-Italian and half-Chinese, a 
pungent feast. O f course David is the obstacle here. Is his prick 
as large as we suspect — or is he unable to hoist it? Only the 
SS knows for sure. When she and David lived in that S95/mo. 
apartment in Northampton, Mass., the Secret Service men 
who lived downstairs (paying S250, per) had closed-circuit tele
vision rigs set up all over the Eisenhower apartment. “For 
protection."

I asked Tricia: “Did they know they were being watched?"
“Kind o f got used to it.”
“Huh?"
“Julie doesn’t like to admit it, she’s such a prude, but 

cameras excite her now. She can’t quite manage it anymore 
unless it all gets down on film."

“I sec."
“Carries a Bolcx everywhere she goes.”
Her favorite: from behind.
My friend Kenny has even proposed to Tricia. To her this 

floppy-eared newspaperman with big lips trouping up and 
hovering over her, the foreign words coming packaged in a 
moist mist: “My name’s Ken, with the Washington Post. I 
want to marry you." The spittle striking her face. He says that 
in the moments afterward her eyes looked like an amusement 
park: shooting screams, rancid smells, the grinding o f worn 
gears.

I was visiting Ken and decrying the war in Cambodia when I 
met her. Sleeping out. Up at 5 a.m. with the rich sun, heat and 
summer just breaking into a sweat. Pear-breasted Millie tickles 
me and I chase furiously after her squeals, leaping by her and 
naked into the cool waters below the Washington Monument. 
Naked before our country’s symbol, white spiked phallus 
balling the world. Millie at my back rubbing pine tar soap into 
my ratty locks, frothing the lather and I roll the soapy hair 
against those pears. Dive down and roll it against her thighs. 
More squeals. Others romping, and with them a movement 
forms to throw the man in the blue suit into the water. “Want 
a swim?’ Our rowdy calls salute his frown. But is he beckoning 
to me?

That hand raised like a claw, calling to unforsecn delights.
The night before Nixon had sat up with his aides and asked 

a few to “go out and mingle with the demonstrators, talk to 
them."

But this man with the thin mindless frown wasn't a minglcr, 
just an emissary. Would I meet with one o f Nixon's aides?

“I guess so."
“Come to the West side o f the White House, 8 a.m."
“But why me?”
“We wanted a cross-section o f those coming to protest."
"A cross-section? How do I qualify? What do I represent?"
“I just happened to pick you.”
And so on, evasions. Eventually he admitted it: “You’re 

swimming naked.”
“So?"

"Well, don’t you sec ... 7"
“You mean I represent the nude bather type o f protester?"
“Yes.” He wasn’t chagrined. He was pleased with himself — 

the President wanted variety; well, then, he’d get variety.
While we talked his eyes on M illie’s breasts, sad and distant 

with longing.
“Like those?” I smiled. “Nice, aren’t they? Like pears."
“Well -"
“Millie, come over here. The man wants to look at your 

breasts."
“No, no." Nervous, forsaking sensuality: “Eight a.m.

West Gate."
Millie splashing over, he shies back.
As an incentive, he adds: “There’ll be refreshments."
“Oh good."
Millie whispers in my ear, hot breath: “He’s almost cute."
“She thinks you’re cute."
But off he goes (“Com e back,” Millie calls), skittering away, 

in search o f other, less provocative, genres o f demonstrator.
Later I said to Tricia: “I still don’t understand what made 

me so unusual. I always bathe naked, don’t you?”
“Yup."
Tricia has a secret place, something like a mole, high up on 

her right thigh: brown in color, hollowed slightly, and wasting 
away. Each night and day as I lay at the fountain o f her juices,
I ran my thumb along this place, peeling off flesh. Like old 
musty newsprint. How long, I asked myself, could her leg 
continue to decay?

Eight a.m., with fourteen other representative demonstrators 
I was led through a gate which parted electronically at our 
presence, into a secret elevator which glided out from a wall of 
ivy to greet and swallow us, up to the third floor where 1 saw 
her first. In white frills, left hand caught with a chocolate demi- 
cclair, chocolate melting onto her fingers, right hand poked 
out at us to be shook. Smile broad. She said nothing. She 
didn’t seem to notice the slip o f paper pinned to my loop T- 
shirt on which Millie had penned: “Type o f Demonstrator: 
Nude Bather." We each shook the hand fine, cold-creamed 
fingers that tickled my palm as our hands parted. Good God, 
she had goosed me?

Smaller than I thought, her body looked like a nurse’s, as 
though it might easily slip and sustain a fractured hip. While 
others were with her hand, I tried the hard angularities o f her 
jaw with my eyes, furrowed into the tresses o f bleached cloth 
until the plump moon flesh o f her belly warmed and soothed 
my imagination. My imagination’s hands stroked her belly. I 
felt like sleep.

She left without having spoken. The Presidential aide, a 
pretty young woman who looked as though she had once cut 
glass, explained that Tricia had wanted to meet us. We were 
seated in a circle now.armcd withtinkly china coffee cups and 
petits fours (at this hour?) which a soldierly “Negro" tendered 
on a silver platter. Like a stuffy seminar at an adult university: 
four nice girls looking for husbands, a few freaks, two middle- 
aged women determined to complete their education, a soldier 
who kept trying to cover up his name/rank/serial-number, two 
who seemed by furtive glances to be Weathermen (a boy with 
braces, a girl wearing ledcrhoscn and a worn T-shirt, no bra; I 
smiled at her boobs until a warning look convinced me that 
she was into Women’s Lib), an old drunk with a half-pint o f 
gin pocketed in his overcoat, and me.

How you could tell it wasn’t an adult university was because 
o f the soldierly “Negro" and the four huge men who stood like 
granite bunkers behind the pretty woman who had once cut 
glass. She asked us what we wanted. We were bored. She 
listened near the edge o f her chair, fascinated by our boredom: 
“I’ve never heard that before!" Her hands sliced the air. Only
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the drunk enjoyed himself. Periodically he'd turn to me: "So 
you’re the naked bather type? You know what my type is? My 
type is the vagrant who gets picked up by mistake. Story o f my 
life." Eventually he had his say: the war was the fault of the 
Irish, who everybody knew were besotted buffoons who 
couldn’t hold their liquor and should never be given work on 
any account. He hated the Irish with all 287 bones in his body 
and claimed to have killed 14 of them “down over the years.” 
Weaving as he spoke, he soon wove escorted from the room. 
His comments apparently weren’t worth listening to.

As he left, my chair softened. I plummeted into it and 
dreamed of Tricia’s belly, M illie’s breasts.

It seemed like hours later, everyone was filing out. Soft 
noises. I opened my eyes a slit. Those in command must have 
decided that potential dangers had passed, for the granite 
bunkers had been shifted to another front. Soon only 1 and the 
cut-glass woman remained. Her coiffure was perfectly 
sculpted, her hands dazzling. Suddenly anger. This meeting 
would be praised as one o f Nixon’s attempts to reach the 
young? This farce? Had no one made a protest? Had we all, in 
our own fashion, ranted or slept like drunks, avoiding conflict? 
Had no one asked the cut-glass woman to turn on? Had no 
one posed unanswerable questions or slipped a groping hand 
up her dress? Was our rebellion dead?

She moved tentatively toward me, half afraid I was awake. 
She would have liked to leave me here, forget me, but that was 
silly. It was her duty .. .

“Are you awake? Wake up."
No response.
“Please. The meeting’s over now." Fear entering her voice. A 

hippie asleep, God knows what he’s dreaming.
“Aaahhh." I groan slightly, including for her discomfort a 

slight suggestion of sexual arousal.
“It’s time to go." Honest fear now, by God is she afraid I’ll 

attack her? ...
“Ooooowhwhwhwhwhhh." More blatantly sexual this time, 

pandering to her prejudices.
“Young man??!"
A step closer. She feels she’s doing something dangerous 

now. Maybe she is. I peek out at her, moistening her lips in 
fear/excitement. She secs my eyes and can’t believe I’m asleep. 
And yet how foolish she would feel to call a guard. After all 
she is sensible. Republican.

“I know you’re awake. You’re kidding me. Come on."
I don’t reply. One more step. She’s almost within range now. 

now.
“Oh this is ridiculous — "
She steps forward —
There!
I lunge, hand at her thighs, up under the good Republican 

cloth. Almost bowling her over, but she catches herself as she 
falls (afraid of ending up on her back), screams, and I run 
past, out the door.

“Help!" A nervous, guilty call. And then her ultimate 
compliment to my long-haired manhood: “Rape! Rape!"

I run down one hall, another, why? I am trapped inside this 
fortification, with no hope.

Two guards steaming past with bayonettes, I slip into a 
closet, foot in the ammonia pail.

And then? Out the closet, frantic. A door opens. All is lost? 
Tricia, the girl in white.

“What’s wrong?" her voice softer than I expected.
“They’re chasing me."
“Come in here." Calm, as though she’s used to it.
“But you don’t understand."
“Come in here before they get you."
1 dart in. an explosion of pink, she shuts the door, troops
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run like elephants down the hall. Bellowing. “Where is he?"
Her teeth, super-white, flasho
“Why arc they after you?"
Confess? Why not? Exaggerate? “1 tried to rape that woman, 

that cut-glass aide."
“Who? Martin?" Instant of shock, I see her eyes flicker, 

should she call the guard? Will she? In these seconds I could 
grasp her, hold her prisoner. The President’s daughter as 
hostage: me in a gruff voice telling the frustrated Marines, “All 
right, get the plane ready. Tricia and 1 are flying to Algeria. 
Any tricks and she gets it.” I plan to release her over Tangicrs, 
but things develop on the plane, and . . . Only I don’t want to 
go to Algeria.

“Why did you try to rape Martin?"
“Oh I don’t know.”
“No reason?"
“I didn’t like her, that’s all.”
Ah, trace of a smile. “You do that to every woman you 

dislike?"
The elephants again, this time they pull up outside the door, 

trunks flapping against it.
“Miss Nixon?" Out o f breath. They snort.
“Hello."
“We’re chasing a young man who attacked Miss Martin. 

Did you hear him go by?"
“Oh my dear. No." Playing the f.p.
“Wc were afraid he might try to break in there.”
“Thank Heavens not."
“Then you’re safe?"
“Yes. But I’m not sure I like it in here alone." Without a 

glance back at me she unlocks the door, locks it again from the 
outside. “This way," I hear her say, “we know he can’t slip in 
here while I’m gone.”

Or slip out.
Alone in Tricia’s room. For how long? Once she learns I did 

attack Martin will she return with troops, pointing her ashen 
finger: “He’s in there."

Sizing up exits, I slip to the window. The cinematic escape
hanging by navy blue sheets, zig-zagging across the lawn 

dodging bullets, and leaping over the 12-foot electrified fence 
- looks risky here. Troops all over waiting to cut me down 

while hanging — body drops. Tricia gasps to the papers: “And 
I was in there with him!" Prompting a wave of national 
sympathy: Nixon’s popularity shoots up six points and in 
appreciation he gives Tricia another stuffed doll.

Dolls all over this pink hothouse. Also closets of doll dresses 
for her pastels. Going through her things, what treasures 
secreted here? A diaphragm; perhaps? Here, an old notebook 
with pictures o f JFK — all after his inauguration, but still . . . 
curious. Eeeeegads, padded bras? Is she a shuck? Ah, those 
were the old ones, momentos. New ones in the lop drawer, 
filmy. Underpants, all these?, count them: . . .  45 and each 
different, wild stuff, them panties. Ho ho, Tricia girl. And so 
on, careful to put everything back where I find it, just so, and 
incredulous that she leaves me here this long, hours, past lunch 
and dinner time and I’m famished. A wooden hippo on her 
desk. No diaphragm, though.

Ten p.m. She comes bearing paper bag, two large roast 
turkey sandwiches and beer. Big smile.

“You didn’t try to rape Martin. You just groped at her, 
that’s all."

“Yes. But I planned to rape her."
“That’s what they think. They’ve got the FBI looking for 

you. Little men with flashlights and fingerprint dust."
“The FBI?"
“Hoover called Daddy and told him you were a Communist. 

Is it true?"
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“Of course."
“Everyone was terrified — especially me. I quaked."
“Did you?"
“Uh-huh. Knocking knees. *1$ he a big man?’ 1 asked. 'Very 

big/ my father said. ‘Huge.’ ”
“What else did Daddy sayT
“He warned me to keep the door locked. I have. He’s afraid 

you’re running loose, ravaging the cleaning women or some
thing. He always suspects the worst.”

Can this be that delicate flower, the one Nixon’s gangster 
pal Bebe Rebozo called “a little lady and a little doll?"

I devour .he sandwiches, Russian dressing. A little Coors on 
the side. “Thanks for the chow."

“Yup."
“How come you’re not scared of me? Rapist and like that.”
“1 don’t know.”
“Come on, I’m a killer. A necrophiliac.”
“You look more like a saint."
“All hippies arc sex fiends, haven’t you heard? Free love. It’s 

a disease you get from shooting up with narcotics.”
“You take narcotics?”
“Of course. You can tell by my hair. The narcotics have 

destroyed my moral sensibilities. I’m worse than an animal 
now.”

“Arc you?”
“Ask Martin, she knew. She saw it."
“Martin’s an ass.”
“Ah yes, but she knew a crazed salacious hedonist when she 

saw one. Me. Suddenly I get this glazed look in my eyes. My 
loins become inflamed. I attack, often without warning.” 
“Without warning?"
“I’m afraid so."
“How awful."
“Well. . . some like it, some don’t."
“I wouldn’t, not without warning.”
I shrug. “I’ll try to warn you."
“Please do." She smiles.
She’s now lounged on the bed, me seated at her desk with 

my feet up on the base of the bed, just about the proper 
distance for strangers. But not quite.

Ancient four-poster double bed.
“With all these guards, how am I going to sneak out of 

here?”
“You’re not. At least not tonight, probably not for a day or 

two until Martin calms down and forgets what you look like.”
“ I sleep here?"
“I'm afraid so. It’s too risky to move you.”
“Then where do you sleep?" Trying to control my voice.
“I’m on the bed, you’re on the floor. Okay?"
“Okay.”
She smiles. I smile.
What the hell’s going on here?
“The rug’s plush,” she assures me.
“I’ll bet." Another bite, polish off the second sandwich, wash 

of beer. “Could try to get you in the middle o f the night, 
though, stick my T-shirt in your mouth and give you no 
chance to scream. Tie hands and feet to the bed, do my worst. 
Bedlam."

She smiles, teeth flash less now and it’s getting to look like 
something honest. Might be a woman in there someplace. “I’ll 
take my chances." Good vibes on everything she says.

“Will you? I’ve been doing despicable things while you were 
gone. Went through all your stuff."

“Went through what?” For an instant, anger.
“All those padded bras. Naughty girl you were, deceiving the 

public.”
“One has to maintain an image, you know when one’s in the 

limelight.”
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“Saw all those panties too. You’re something o f a panty 
freak.”

“I know. Terrible sin. Don’t tell my father."
“Wouldn’t dream of it."
“Some of them were gifts, of course, but not all.”
“Of course. Not all."
“Yes.”
“Not all forty-five.”

“Plus the pair I have on.”
“Oh yes. Wouldn’t want to forget those.”
“No, and the ones in the wash."
“Yes. Fifty in all?”
“Fifty-two."
And so on, impolite chat, I play the mad rapist and she the 

daring young thing. Sometimes, way up under her dress, I get 
a glimpse of yellow. Grooving on yellow. She hears me mumble.

“What did you say?"
“Yellow. Grooving on yellow.”
“Oh." She laughs — did she understand that?
At 11:45 she announces she will shower and bed down. She 

pulls a blanket off her bed for me and carries her robe, no 
nightgown, into the john. The sound of rushing water over 
flesh. My mind in there with her, exploring.

It is a simple blanket I lie on, a child’s blanket embroidered 
with toy-sized soldiers dressed in revolutionary' war outfits. 
Near the center I find Washington: his uniform ragged, full of 
holes, hair to his shoulders, his fist clenched and upraised with 
the index finger jabbing at the British, who come smartly, well- 
fed, elegantly dressed, toward their doom. I like the smile on 
Washington’s face.

She leaves the water on (to allay suspicions) and scoots out 
in her robe, towel handed to me.

“You want me to shower? Think I’m a dirty hippie, eh? 
Might soil your rug."

‘Yup. Probably your first washing in months.”
“You forget. I’m a nude bather."
“Oh yes.”
As I’m closing the door, I turn to call out: “And you’re a 

Fairy Princess.” As 1 do her back is to me, and her robe 
hoisted thigh-high. Nothing beneath.

Me under,the torrents — in Tricia Nixon’s bathroom! What 
next? Three days on her floor? Will familiarity set in — we 
stop changing clothes in this cramped john, we turn on? Will 
sex set in? Hasn’t it already?

Images of Millie, pear-breasts jangling, Martin’s blue-suited 
emissary frowning at them as if a novelty — maybe his wife 
had cancer on both sides. Millie six feet away and her crotch 
stretched to impassible size by the angle of the water and 
making impossible gyrations as the water shimmies. Grandpa’s 
Pine Tar Wonder Soap in one hand, a ring I stole from a dead 
woman’s apartment in the other. The ring, a ruby, looked rich 
in the sun. Yes, Millie, this is all for the revolution, me here 
with Tricia. Or almost all.

(At 7:45 as I headed for the West Gate, Millie called: “If you 
see Nixon’s daughters, give them a feel. For me!” Millie who 
loves all sexes.)

Out the bathroom door. Her room dark. Tricia, eyes 
accustomed to it, can sec my underwear. Is she watching?

My penis gets ideas. Hold on there. Just slip under this 
blanket and lie still. No time for a direct assault, with me a 
wanted man in this White House.

But wanted by her? Her body naked under those sheets. Her 
body small, full, no walls between us, just air. The sound of 
her breathing.

Minutes pass.
Absurd two bodies this close. Like to say that, just that, 

“Absurd two bodies this close,” and see if she responds. But 
not yet. Wait to see if she dozes off. Maybe she’s got a

Realist
http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/90
http://www.ep.tc/realist


breathing problem.
Maybe every night she pants for a half hour before she goes 

to sleep. Quick breathing exercises.
Maybe: “Tricia, should 1 climb up there?” Simple, direct.
Or humor: “Tricia, remember about my being a rapist?" 

“Yes.” “Well I’m getting these uncontrollable urges." Only with 
my voice this tense it would sound awful.

Meanwhile I’m playing with myself.
Her body motionless except the legs which keep a slight 

rhythm, sliding against each other.
Remember that bathrobe pulled up her thighs, legs still 

supple, not heavy and waffling like you might expect from her 
photographs.

And her talk about those panties. Fifty-two.
But wait, she’s catching her breath. She’s going to —•
“What do you think about the war in Vietnam?”
Good god, is she serious? Has her mind been filled with 

foreign policy? Is that how she gets hers — thoughts of 
mutilated gooks quicken her breath, memories o f Marshall Ky, 
his thin Oriental lips kissing her hand, set those legs in motion? 
Or is it a shuck — to establish contact?

“I detest it." Nice, Nick. Articulate. No feeling in my voice 
cither, only tense tremors. Why not stand up and leap on her? 
Or speak: “Tricia, let’s ball!” }

But what if I’m misreading the signs, she really wants to talk 
politics? Suppose 1 take my pecker out and she screams, 
elephants storm in, tusks waving, followed by the President^ 
haggard, who parts his men and waves a luger at me. “What’s 
going on here?" Better, if I should be arrested and tried for this 
crime (fornication with the f.p., first princess), that she should 
lead me into it. So in court when the Prosecutor asks, “Did 
you then stick your fingers into the President’s daughter?" I 
will be able to reply, “Yes, but she placed my fingers there." 
(Will Judge Hoffman then instruct the jury to ignore my 
elaborations, instruct me to simply respond Yes or No to each 
question. Guilty or Doubly Guilty?) Next question: “Did you 
put your penis there?" Yes, bu t...

So I wait amidst our torrid breathing. Will we come 
together by mental stimulation? I am hard now. She senses it.

And she is moist.
To maintain contact, her voice uncertain: “Do you hate my 

father because o f Vietnam?"
“Yes, and for other reasons." Alger Hiss, Helen Gahagan 

Douglas, Checkers, Get Tough on Communism, the way he 
wormed through the ’60 election and whined in ’62, his strong 
support for Goldwater — ’60’s liberal Republican is ’64’s 
conservative, and because o f the new mature Nixon, who 
during the '68 campaign mentioned a “secret plan" to get us 
out of Vietnam (the invasion o f Cambodia?) and who is now 
President of all the people, which means he still hates Niggers 
and Commies and Journalists and Intellectuals and Student 
Punks.

Does Tricia always ask these questions, mental foreplay?
Her voice very timid: “And do you hate me?"
Far out! A girl who wants to hear words first. Outa sight. 

My pecker jumps at the opportunity.
“I have no reason to hate you." Badly put, hardly amorous, 

should I continue?
Or will she ask another question?
Not to lose this chance: “Not at all, Tricia. But I did think 

you were different than you arc."
“How?"
“Well. 1 thought you’d be a little bit like ... putty."
"And?"
"You’re not."
“How am IT*
"Well, nicer than putty."
“Is that all?"
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“No." What to say now? (You’re nicer than putty and I want 
to fuck you?)

“Say it."
“Ummm . . . "  Lost for words. The old penis says these 

things best.
“Never mind. Don’t say it."
“Well, I will. What I think is that there’s a woman in there 

someplace.”
Silence.
Slowly she rolls the covers off.
I don’t move.
She rolls her body toward me.
“Wwwaaaaaahhhhooooooooo!"
Leaping on me, we roll, she grabs at my crotch, wild light 

body but sinuous enveloping me, legs wrapping, my hand in 
her, tongues jubilant and liquid, her body moist, underarms 
good and sweaty already from waiting up on the bed. My 
mouth goes for her and she cries out, tasting so good, a deep 
communal moan. I’ve got my hands up there on those 
unpadded breasts, much larger nipples than I though, good 
erect nipples, and her feet playing rhythms over my cock like it 
was a flute and they the world’s premiere flautist. We’d like to 
loll in this sucking way, but the wait before was too long so 
I’m into her, crashing up but holding myself in, feeling the 
spongy inside sensations. And the sweaty night pouring over 
us, rushes o f moisture, crashing again but still holding off 
orgasm, rolling strong and good, crashing, baby, knocking, 
baby, someone at the door — what? Crash!

“Miss Nixon? Miss Nixon?"
We stop. “It’s Joe."
Angry: “Yes."
“Are you all right?"
“Yes."
“We heard a noise."
“I’m all right."
“Like a scream.”
“Yes, but don’t worry about it."
“It’s just that with that rapist running loose — "
“Forget it, Joe."
“I was afraid — ”
Deliberately: "H e’s in here, Joe. You understand?"
A long, very long pause. “Yes Miss Nixon."
"D on’t tell anyone, Joe.”
“No, Miss Nixon."
His feet clopping away. Good pachyderm.
“Very well trained."
She laughs. “Very." And kisses hard, her teeth cutting my lip.
We bleed.

A Few Excerpts From My Diary:
Sunday. May 10

She just picks up the phone and says, “Breakfast in bed for 
two." No questions asked. A half hour later someone knocks 
and a tray is handed through the door: beautiful sausages, 
pancakes, eggs. She keeps Kama Sutra oil in her closet, after 
the meal she anoints me with it, and so . . . lunch in bed for 
two. Sex in bed and all over the room. For two. She tells her 
parents she isn’t well. Should they call a doctor? No thanks, 
she already has a doctor. Nick’s patent medicine. Good for all 
that ails you — teaspoon in any available orifice as often as 
desired. Caution: do not take large doses prior to operating an 
automobile or other machinery, as this preparation may cause 
drowsiness in some persons.

She leaves for dinner where her father tells her she looks 
pale. “I always look pale," she says.
Monday. May II

She wants to introduce me to Julie and David tomorrow. I 
don’t sec how this can be done while keeping up appearances, 
but Tricia isn’t interested in appearances. Except hers and
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mine. “I introduce them to all my men. It shocks them. I say I 
hftvc something serious to discuss, would they come to my 
room? Solemnly they agree. I fling open the door and shout, 
‘Number 61!’ And number 61 that’s you should be lying 
in bed in your underwear. David always smiles that same 
Mickey Mouse grin, but Julie gets really ticked off. ’Com e on, 
David. Get serious,’ she’ll say. And then she’ll give me a little 
speech about it. And in another few weeks I'll introduce them 
to number 62.”

“You mean I can’t slay forever?"
“W ouldn’t look good.”
"No, I suppose not. A man living here."
“Yes. Fc. such a long time. People would talk."
“Yes.”
“But you can come back and visit.”
“For real?"
“Anytime. Only two weeks ago good old 23 dropped by to 

see me."
“A fond reunion?”
“It was."

Wednesday. May 13 
Keep having these fabulous dreams about Dick. Last night it 

was a cabinet meeting and Nixon insisted on referring to 
Russia, Cuba, China, Albania, etc. as part of the same 
country: Communismland, kind o f an international
Disneyland concept: China as Fantasyland, Russia as 
Fronticrsland, etc. Like Disneyland, Nixon's Communismland 
is vast, mechanical, frightening to himself and small children, 
more economically propserous than one might think, capable 
of incredible technical wizardry, and appealing to millions of 
people who don’t know better. At the cabinet meeting 
Secretary of State Rodgers repeatedly mentioned a place 
called "the Soviet Union." Nixon cleared his throat and turned 
to Bill Mitchell. N ixon’s face became a pimple. He said: “Bill, 
what docs Roy Rodgers mean when he says ’the Soviet 
Union?* ” “Well. Dick — ” Mitchell opened his mouth and 
words moved out of it like a chocolate bar: “he means part o f 
Communismland.” “Oh." The pimple laughed. The pimple was 
on Dale F.vans face. Dale grimaced, held her nose, and ate the 
chocolate bar that Attorney General Mitchell had uttered: 
“Well, Dick, he means part o f Communismland.” It took her 
ten bites, one for each syllable: “Well," chomp . . . “Dick," 
chomp . . . The pimple expanded. Out o f its chalky beige core 
came these words o f grave authority: “Roy, you just said ’the 
Soviet Union.’ You meant Communismland. Please get ahold 
o f your terminology." Roy seemed put down. “You hear me?" 
the pimple screamed, and then it laughed riotously. “You hear 
me? You understand that? Communismland! Ha ha! You get 
the point? You get it?” The pimple screamed and laughed so 
noxiously that Dale had to reach a hand up and pop it. 
Thplop! Then Roy laughed too: “Good going. Dale.”

Yesterday I met David and Julie. Blah. I asked Julie 
whether David’s penis is as big as we suspect, but she wouldn't 
tell. I told her I’d ask the Secret Service. “Yes,” David said, 
“it’s that big. It’s even bigger." He grinned car to ear. Julie 
turned on him. “Oh I>avid. get serious." she said. “Wise up.” I 
wasy lying there in my underwear. Sometimes I’d look for acne 
near my crotch.

Julie lectured Tricia about how she’d have to “cut down on 
her intake.” Political language. David and I thought “intake” 
was a big yuk, but Tricia seemed to take it seriously. “You’re 
my best friend,” she said. “I’m sure you’re telling me this for 
my own good." Then Tricia would look at me like I was some 
barnyard animal. She’d scratch her goldy locks.

“Yes, for your own good." and Julie would be off on 
another tirade. No wonder they call Julie “the speaker." She 
never slops talking, even when someone else starts. If she 
notices your mouth moving, she just lowers her volume. Tricia
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nodded doggedly at everything Julie said, and she almost had 
me convinced. Until she started to undress. First she touched 
my leg Julie frowned then she undid the top button of 
her doll dress, next button . . . David’s eyes popped out o f his 
skull and his grin spread even wider. He was grinning so hard 
he didn't know what to say. Finally he said, “This is my 
Eisenhower grin.”

That wasn’t good enough. Julie pushed him out the door. 
“Oh you," she called angrily at Tricia, and slammed the door. 
Again from the hall: “Oh you and your numbers!"

I asked Tricia whether she wasn’t afraid that Julie would tell 
Dick: “No chance. When I was 16 and made it with the 
bellhop at the St. Moritz (good old number 6), Julie saw us 
and tried to squeal on me. Dick spanked her for telling such an 
’untruth.’ That taught her to shut up. She was 14 at the time, 
past puberty, and I think Dick enjoyed the chance to ’put bare 
hand to bare bottom’ as he put it. But Julie never gave him 
another chance. Besides.” Tricia added, “Papa knows he 
just doesn’t like to think about it. As long as he doesn’t 
confront it directly he’s more than content.”

“He knows I’m here?”
"Well, he knows som ebody’s here. 1 told him I had a friend 

staying."
“A friend?” I rested my hand on her breast.
“Yes.”

Thursday. May 14
Tricia has a peculiar smell. Most people have their own 

odor, but it took me a while to pick up on hers. It’s like 
grapefruit rind that’s been left to sit in the sugar bowl for a 
couple o f days. To tell the truth, I like it.
Friday, May 15

This marks the completion of my first week in the Big 
House. I celebrated with the following dream:

Dick put his arm around me like a tentacle.
“I’m not fey," I said, fearful o f the twitch in the corner o f his 

piouth.
“Of course you’re not Fay,” he said in that reassuring tone 

that Ronald Reagan taught him. “You’re Nick. You go  out 
with my daughter Tricia."

The tentacle was trying to pick my breast pocket. I slapped 
it away.

"I don’t go out with her. She won’t let me out for fear you’ll 
be embarrassed and send her to a home for wayward girls. She 
keeps me in her room."

“Tell me." He stood up very straight. For an instant I was 
afraid he would fall over backward, but he caught himself with 
that tentacle, which pulled my shirt and tore it. Where the 
material tore, my chest felt cold, wet, slimey. “Tell me, do you 
have honorable intentions toward my daughter?” An octopus 
smile.

Secret Service men on all sides, crowding close to me, a 
gang o f octopi. gangsters, ready to suck out my life. Only one 
answer. Sweating. “Yes."

“Good.” His tentacles flailed happily, like a pinwhcel. “Then 
it’s a deal."

“Sure, a deal."
He stuck a tentacle at me and I shook it. But that other one 

was still at my shirt, then into my shirt at the torn place and 
squeezing hairs so hard it hurt. I cried out. The tentacle 
slithered on. My god, after my breast???!

"Aahhh!" I woke. Sweating.
“What’s wrong?” Tricia turned to kiss me.
“Your father again."
“Oh God. Him?"
I did see Nixon today. On Wednesday I started slipping 

discreetly through the upper rooms at Tricia’s side, and today 
she said it would be safe for me to move about on my own. It 
seems old Martin’s off on a “trauma vacation."
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So we met. I stood at one end o f the hall, poised at Tricia’s 
door. The President stood at the other end, about to enter the 
U.S. Grant Room. He stared at me. 1 stared at him. He waved. 
“Hi,” he called, and went into the Grant Room.
Saturday, May 16 

These nights with her, games, frolic. She brought in maps of 
the world and we spread them out on the rugs and fucked all 
over, world travellers. Our come left a thin bell-shaped stain 
over the continent o f Asia. The Freedom Bell?

At last I encountered Bill Mitchell. The Attorney General 
walks with very tiny steps, not a goose-step exactly, more that’ 
of a high society dame wearing a maxi-dress_of slight 
circumference to the opera. As he walks his head wobbles, 
fragile like a Christmas ornament. Mitchell stepped down the 
hall toward where 1 was standing. He had just left the Lincoln 
Room and was pouting, heading for the Grant Room where 
the President, at this hour in the late afternoon, would be 
drinking and playing billiards. I recognized Mitchell by his 
walk. He didn’t notice me. As he passed, I saluted in a low 
voice: “Sieg h eil!" He nodded absentmindedly. Not until he 
reached the door to the U.S. Grant Room did he realize what I 
had ssid. He whirled, his face red, stoking, overblown. 
Perhaps mistaking me for one o f the two longhaired White 
House aides, he screamed: “I’ll have your job!"

“I bet you’d like it,” I said.
He turned into the Grant Room, I heard the low moan of 

Nixon’s voice and Mitchell’s shrill reply: “What does that guy 
do? I’ll have his job!”

I imagined the President’s reply.
Sunday. May 17 

Stoned all day. Stoned soul picnic. Tricia has the best dealer 
I ever heard of. The United States Government. Only red and 
gold - day-glo dope.
Monday, May 18 

My God. Tidbits. Dare I admit?
Tricia was out tutoring, Pat and Dick were in Omaha or 

someplace at some ladies’ club, discussing tulips I believe, 
tulips and the national debt. I was here alone, bored, still a 
little ripped from yesterday. Why not tour the family 
chambers? I said to myself. A little sport? I said to myself. 
Steal a set o f N ixon’s dentures?

Pat’s bedroom first. And last. The furniture ornate, pasty, 
like the ruffled icing on a wedding cake. Jars o f cosmetics 
underfoot, herbs, lotions, preparations scattered like toys over 
the floor, bed, cold cream and glass running down one wall. A 
beauty parlor. An embalming room. A mess.

Only the dressing table was clear, a fine cut o f redwood with 
a kidney-shaped mirror above it gilded in gold (I bit the gold, 
left impressions). Yes, she sat here, in this billowing chair, 
applying herbs, and as she finished with each jar she swept it 
disdainfully away.

Except one — a small glass container with colored 
toothpicks sticking out o f it. Party snacks? I remembered what 
Tricia had said: “Mom likes little pickled things.” This was 
meat o f some sort, small hunks the size o f dice, deep red, in a 
rich sauce. 1 hoisted a pick and sampled the fare: a little tough, 
stringy, not beef but perhaps pork, sweet like pork, and the 
gravy was superb, pungent, lightly spiced with ginger and 
curry so that in all it made a nice tidbil, a nice snack, and I 
wouldn’t have thought about it again had 1 not searched for a 
label, found none, and then noticed something, yes a label, on 
the bottom o f the jar. It read: “Prepared and bottled at My 
Lai, March 19, 1968.”
Tuesday, May 19 

Exit Nick. Debby Martin, the woman I groped for at that 
petits fours Cambodia conference, returned from her trauma 
vacation and heard 1 was around. She swore if she caught me, 
Td“fry high.” I don’t know just what that means, but I kind of
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like it. Fry high. Anyway, Tricia said the “scandal potential" 
was too great and I’d better leave.

In bed with Tricia Nixon, the last time. Grapefruit rind. By 
now our moves are generous, synchronized, but she docs not 
come. Fondly I collect a piece o f dying skin from that hollow 
on her thigh. We reminisce. The panty fight . . . naked down 
the hall. She cries, but says it’s all for the best. To be honest, 
she had already begun the search for 62. Right on, Tricia. I tell 
her as long as she’s balling hippies in the White House there’s 
still hope for the U.S.A.

Her last words: “Bye-bye, good old 61."

Random  Notes:
Grotto—Inside Tricia Nixon there’s a grotto. I took refuge 

there.
Trivia— Apparently N ixon’s circulation is poor, particularly 

in his ears. They get cold easily, and if he doesn’t warm them 
he lends to be a little deaf. Hence, when alone or thinking he 
wears earmuffs. I’d see him wandering around the White 
House, lost in thought, packaged in fuschia muffs. He wanted 
dark brown, a conservative color, but Pat bought him the 
fuschia ones as a surprise. Surprise, Dick! I think he hates 
them.

Thelma— Pat’s real name is Thelma. Every United States 
citizen ought to know that. It makes a difference. When Tricia 
gets boiling mad at her mother she calls her Thelma. It’s a 
dirty trick. There’s nothing Thelma can reply, no other name 
that’s half so bad. But Thelma tries to fight back. She calls 
Tricia Tut-Wut.

A Description—I keep thinking Nixon is a caricature of 
himself. Every time 1 see him it’s all I can do to restrain myself 
from going up, slapping him on the back, and saying with a 
conspiratorial wink: “Nice imitation."

Memory—Tricia never forgets, at least she claims. So in 
bed, after balling, we’d play the game o f Memory. I’d say a 
number: “Thirty-two." And she’d reply with the appropriate 
information: “Louis Bergenbaum, red-haired and red-assed, 16 
years old, seven inches long, circumcized."

She knew them all, one to 61, but there were some numbers 
she was reluctant about, or wouldn’t reveal last names. “Fifty- 
seven." “Bob, very nice, sweet, gentle, an older man, trouble 
with his arms, likes to be on bottom, says the sweetest things 
but often his performance doesn’t measure up to his words. 
We got together the first time at an official reception, outside, 
at night, under the charry blossoms: suddenly his tongue was 
in my car. Short, he wouldn't let me measure him.”

But: “Number One." “I’m sorry." “What do you mean you’re 
sorry?" “1 can’t tell number one.”

The Sex Thing—Tricia says Pat isn’t very interested in it 
anymore, no more than twice a month, nineteen times a year. 
“Nineteen good ones," Pat explains. She feels guilty, o f course, 
and tries to console Dick, but for the most part, what with his 
heavy schedule and all the resting he has to do to keep himself 
"on even keel," it’s not much o f a problem. Tricia does say that 
"Sometimes when he gets nervous. Papa has to satisfy 
himself." Once I snuck into his library to sec what calibre o f 
pornography he used. A disappointment: D. H. Lawrence, 
Marquis de Sade. And he the President o f the United States! I 
did better in 8th Grade.

Big Commie— Sometime late in our second night we 
baptized by saliva each other’s genitals. A tender rite. 
Apparently Tricia re-enacts this ceremony with each new lover, 
and since she had the name for hers already selected — “Uncle 
Sam” — I suspect she never changes it. The discussion which 
proceeded the christening o f my genitalia:

“You didn’t say you were a Communist?"
“Me and my parents before me."
“My folks hate Communists."
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<@ommwieb tsfie 0 leal/y ijdnothek CKmol o f cfiam i/p
Dear Paul,

You wanted me to tell about the lawsuit we’ve got going 
here. The one about how communes are really just another 
kind o f family and so should be let live side by side with reg
ular families in single-family residential zones.

So I will as best 1 can.
I’m kind o f curious why you think it’s worth writing in the 

Realist about. But maybe that’s because I’m having some 
trouble deciding how I feel about this particular lawsuit. 
There’s an awful lot o f cute bullshit about communes; they’re 
so ... mmm . . . attractive. Like you remember those gingham 
dresses and log cab:ns in L ife Magazine. (Not that I want to 
put that part down; the fact is, I wish there were more o f it.) 
But there is something else up, the whole number about the 
family as it used to be . . . OK, goddamn it, the NUCLEAR 
family (hate those words) falling apart, or maybe ripping itself 
to pieces. And something's gotta be done, hopefully quick, be
cause it’s sure an eyesore right now. The American Family: 
daddy, there if you can imagine the photograph I mean — 
with that golf club and that kind o f cranky, kind o f desperate 
smile, and momma with her smile kind o f caking in her cos
metics. And the kids arc off somewhere.

And maybe communes arc something that can be done
about it. I hope so.__________________________________________

“I know.”
“Big Commie.” She lunged at my crotch.
“HuhT
“You great Big Commie!”
Baptism!
Later the Big Commie slipped like a Viet Cong into her 

stronghold. Again he exploded. Boom! Like North Vietnam’s 
first nuclear device.

She never tendered acts of kindness to me, only to him. 
Often she came with frivolous gifts, buckwheat honey or pure 
Vermont maple syrup. “Big Commie as candy stick,” she said. 
Often she came with words, whispered: “You are my one 
passion, my single vice. Big Commie, I would do anything for 
you. Die for you. Fuck for you.”

Apologies to the Revolution—She took the pill. I did no 
damage. I came away with nothing except gonorrhea.

When I came home to San Francisco. I wrote to the 
President:
Dear Mr. Nixon,

As you know, while 1 was in Washington protesting the 
invasion o f Cambodia and the Kent State Massacre I had the 
privilege of meeting your daughter and discussing the state o f 
the nation with one o f your aides. I want to thank you for the 
courtesies that were extended to me on that day and during the 
days that followed.

Yours,
/s/Nick Kazan 

I received the following mimeographed reply:
Dear Fellow American:

We hope you understand that, due to the large volume of 
mail wc receive concerning our activities in Vietnam, we are 
unable to make a personal response to each letter. Please rest 
assured that this Administration is doing all it can to bring an 
honorable end to this tragic conflict and to bring our boys 
safely home.

Sincerely yours,
/s/Quincey Mathews 

Assistant Secretary o f State 
For Public Affairs

Pate 22

So if the lawsuit is any good it’ll help that process along. I 
confess though I ’m not sure where it’s all going. I mean 
whether communes are going to turn out all right. Which gets 
me to the basic issue. Yeah, Paul, I think I can see it. Dra
matized a bit it looks like this: On the one side are the people 
who arc running the show right now (to my mind a lot of old 
stick-in-the-mud farts); they’re saying, "If you don’t know 
where it’s going, it’s going wrong'." On the other side are all of 
us hollering, "If you don’t know where it’s going, it’s doing 
fine, just fine.r

I mean that’s the issue.
Now it’s not too hard to sec how the Honorable Albert C. 

Wollcnberg, United States District Court for the Northern Dis
trict o f California, would come out on that one.

But let’s do the man some justice. He did, after all, have to 
decide the thing all dressed up in the drearisome garb o f a law
suit. A rather crafty lawsuit, if 1 do say so, one with a nice con
stitutional issue, really two: association and privacy. But I 
don't know that we really want to get into that; all those argu
ments and cases and briefs and such. It’s very neatly done, but 
not now.

It began when all o f us wanted to move in together with our 
families and lovers and all. We were uptight; we had this nice 
big house, and wc wanted to try — earnestly try — the com
mune thing out. Wc didn’t really want to get busted, but we 
kind o f felt that it would be fun to see if we could defend our
selves. Meanwhile the City, egged on by some nuts who want
ed to turn Palo Alto into some kind o f Beverly Hills Finance 
number with the Mayo Clinic thrown in for good measure, de
cided there were too many hippies and maoists living together 
and something ought to be done about it. S o they went out 
and got a few search warrants and started looking around. The 
local radicals (a rather dour-lot, by and large) met them at the 
door with shotguns and a dog named Blood who, according to 
the local Dirge, “hates the stench o f pork.”

And we filed our lawsuit saying that a commune is a family 
too and ought to be allowed to live in R-l zones, just like any 
other family. We had a lot o f arguments and cases and things 
saying our constitutional right o f association entitled us to 
form voluntary families. But mainly we had the simple truth; 
to quote one o f the plaintiffs, “This is my home, and I feel very 
much part o f a family. We share our problems, our beliefs, our 
possessions, and it seems like so much more it is hard to put in
to words. Some of us work outside the house and the rest o f 
the time is devoted to the house project, survival. We have a 
big garden and grow enough vegetables to feed all o f us, and 
I’m learning how to can foods so that we can save some for 
winter. Tire men grind whole wheat and some o f us bake all 
the bread we need. People all over Palo Alto give us fruit off 
their trees and it’s canned or made into preserves. Anything wc 
can grow or make ourselves wc do."

Judge Wollenberg met that with, “ . . . there is a long recog
nized value in the traditional family relationship which does 
not attach to the ‘voluntary family.’ The traditional family is 
an institution reinforced by biological and legal ties which arc 
difficult, or impossible, to sunder. It plays a role in educating 
and nourishing the young which, far from being ‘voluntary,’ is 
often compulsory. Finally, it has been a means, for uncounted 
millcnia, of satisfying the deepest emotional and physical needs 
o f human beings . . . The communal living groups represented 
by plaintiffs share few of the above characteristics. They are 
voluntary, with fluctuating memberships who have no legal 
obligations o f support or cohabitation . . . Emotional ties be-
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tween commune members may exist, but this is true o f mem
bers of many groups.”

Now I can dig on the judge’s feeling about the importance o f 
education and nourishment for the young. We want that too. 
We try to teach them, we nourish them, and we send them off 
to schools we wish were better. And I can dig his talking about 
satisfying deep emotional and physical needs. We try as hard 
as anybody for that too. But what 1 can’t understand is what’s 
so good about all those laws and compulsions and shit he’s 
talking about. Just because some law says the husband ought 
to do this and the wife ought to do that and the kids arc in 
trouble if they do this or that. So what? Judge Wollcnberg, 
we're adults, wc know what we’re doing. We don’t need no god
damn law to tell us that love is what a family is about. Wc 
don’t need no law to tell us we’re responsible for our children. 
Wc feel that; wc accept all those responsibilities. And the best 
thing about it. Your Honor, is that we made the choice. Dig, 
we are a voluntary family. That’s where our strength comes 
from. Daddy with his desperate golf club and momma with her 
make-up ain’t got no choice. They’re brabbin' on to those laws. 
Judge, just to keep from drowning.

But how you gonna tell that to a judge? Laws and oughts, 
no-no’s, that’s his bag.

But we’re going to keep trying; the case is in the Court o f 
Appeals now; we’ll probably drag the fucker up to the Su
preme Court if we have to.

Meanwhile, we’re lying some and cheating a little so wc 
won’t get caught. And that’s a shame, having to do that. Mean
while, too, we’re living, the kids are getting older, there’s more 
communes. Really, judge, we’re not a bad lot. and I suspect 
well be around for a while. Why don’t you wait for a spell, 
then have a fresh look. But I’m not going to tell you how it’s 
going to turn out, because I don’t know; and that’s what I dig 
about it.

Paul, baby, maybe it ain’t revolutionary enough, but that’s it.
Love.

Jim
P.S. You did ask me about Mill Valley; Barbara Hyland 

went up there and this is what she has to say:
There’s only one entrance into Mill Valley, a road which I’ve 

been told follows the route of an old carriage trail. Mill Valley 
itself has consciously preserved its small town, almost rustic, at
mosphere. Although not far from San F;rancisco. it has man
aged to avoid the suburban blight.

Its calm was interrupted last fall when the City Council pro
posed to amend zoning regulations which would limit the num
ber of unrelated people living together to five. The records 
show that the Planning Commission as well as the Youth Com 
mission, the ACLU, the local ecology organization, and the 
League o f Women Voters of Southern Marin opposed the 
amendment. They defended communes for they believed that 
laws should not dictate life styles and that the new zoning regu
lation would be discriminatory. Nonetheless the City Council

Realist
http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

in March passed the law by a vote o f four to one. The Youth 
Commission tried to get a referendum on the amendment but 
failed to get enough signatures. A dispassionate, somehow fam
iliar story o f defeat that left me wondering about both the 
people who’d opposed communes and the ones now being hurt 
by the law’s enforcement.

Why had people been so vehemently against communes? Un
derlying their concern about traffic, parking problems, and ex
cess noise was a pervasive fear that communes were subverting 
the conventional family unit. The mayor stated bluntly, “I’m 
old fashioned enough to think that the family is the basic unit 
in this country ... I’m beginning to think that hippies don’t do 
anything but violate ordinances.” In testimony at open hear
ings and letters to the City Council, many people expressed 
shock at the way hippies lived. One woman testified to an or
deal she had undergone. One day while washing dishes, she 
looked out into her back yard and saw a woman who was 
wearing nothing covering her breasts. Immediately she called
the police, but the barc-brcastcd lady had ....; tew
days later the experience was repeated. Again the bare-breast
ed lady traipsed through the back yard and again the police 
came too late. At this point in the testimony one o f the plan
ning commissioners requested that the next time the bare- 
breasted lady appeared she call him instead o f the police. 
While the panic of the woman who testified seems ludicrous, 
for her it was almost a traumatic experience. It is more easy to 
understand the indignation o f a man who lived near a com
mune and whose family had been subjected to “public nudity, 
fornication, and obscenity.”

This one notorious commune was the subject o f other com
plaints and I tried to track it down. The People’s Car, a com
munally owned 1963 Dart, persevered up an extremely steep, 
narrow and winding road. On one side o f the road, homes 
built into the mountain overlooked the bay. Near the crest of 
the hill was the house I was seeking, a two-story olive green 
stucco building with sports cars outside. I wandered down to 
the house. Along the picket fence were tangled wild flowers 
and blackberries. Eating ripe berries was a great excuse for 
dawdling a little while, for I felt a little shy.

As I approached the house, I warily kept my eyes open for 
any displays o f public nudity, etc. The guy who answered the 
door wasn’t wearing a shirt. He was tanned and had hair down 
to his shoulders; his name was conveniently tattooed on his 
arm. After explaining why I was knocking on his door on this 
lazy summer day, he smiled and said that he didn’t think o f his 
home as a commune. Only five people really lived there al
though friends were always floating in to use the pool. He men
tioned that the rent was $550 a month. As far as he knew, no 
one was even trying to enforce the commune law. What about 
radicals, I asked. He replied that most of the hip community in 
Mill Valley arc into rock music and can afford the high rents; 
they’re not too active in politics. The hip community had too 
much money and backing for the police to dare hassle them, 
he felt. Said he thought things sounded different in Palo Alto 
and wished me luck with the struggle there.

I left tranquil Mill Valley, wishing only half-heartedly that I 
was a rich rock singer living on a ranch overridden with black
berries just enjoying the scene and watching the bay, not 
bothering anyone nor being hassled in return. 1 realized that at
tractive as Mill Valley living might appear, I preferred living in 
Palo Alto. Although in both places the concept o f the nuclear 
family is being challenged, the real struggle is in Palo Alto. It 
is there that radicals have posed a political threat to the status 
quo, and it is there they have been singled out for police har- 
rarssment under the guise o f investigating zoning violations. If 
being rich and inactive in politics are prerequisites to maintain
ing tranquil communes, it seems a good sign that the struggle 
over communes is still continuing in Palo Alto.

Page 23

http://www.ep.tc/realist/90
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Number 90 - May-June, 1971 - Page 24
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/90

R ep o r te r  a t Sm all
by Robert W olf iji

“Tread On Me!”
“SAM is beautiful," the ad said. S&M is not a tomato juice, 

or new cigarette or trading stamp or candy that melts in your 
pocket. It’s “sadism and masochism,” which go together like 
horse and buggy — with the buggy on top.

The ad in Screw continued: “Masochists are gaining 
pride. . . through the Eulcnspiegcl Society.” The ad gave an 
address, on the upper west side in New York, where the first 
public meeting was to be held.

A Eulenspicgcl is not a German percussion instrument that’s 
beaten on with hand mallets. That’s a glockenspiel. Eulen- 
spiegel was a mythical German character. He whistled as he 
went uphill carrying a heavy load, because he was thinking 
about the trip downhill empty-handed. But he groaned going 
downhill because he was thinking about the next trip uphill 
with another heavy burden.

Though people may suffer to pronounce it, the name was 
chosen so that members o f the Society won’t be persecuted 
against their will. But privately, they call themselves the Maso
chist Liberation Front.

About 30 persons — one o f them black, and four o f  them 
women — got together on a hot Sunday afternoon, a couple of 
weeks after an interview with an MLF founder had been pub
lished in Screw. Several o f them arrived early at the meeting 
place and were kept waiting on the street, uncomplaining, until 
the meeting-room door was unlocked. Then they crowded into 
a hot room in a small office loaned for the meeting by a gay 
activist group.

They settled down, and someone offered to pass around a 
drink o f warm water. It wasn't long before someone asked that 
everyone stop smoking: “It’s killing me!" Someone replied, 
“So? It’s killing us too."

The first report was from one o f the female founders, Terry, 
who wore leather shorts with her legs bound in Roman 
sandals. She told how the Society had been abused by the 
Village Voice. A Rose Ryan at the Voice has refused to permit 
Terry to place an ad that was similar to the one in Screw. But 
Voice columnist Howard Smith used the occasion to interview 
Terry — she indicated that she thought he was representing the 
ad continuity department — and ran an item on the organiza
tion in his column.

Even after the Smith item seemed to have legitimatized the 
Society in the Voice, the paper still refused to permit an ad. 
But Smith told Terry that if she wanted to write an article 
about the organization, he’d see to it that it ran in “The Press 
of Freedom” section.

Even after her article appeared, the Voice still refused to 
permit an ad. So the Society picketed the Voice offices, in its 
first public action.

Another founder, Pete, outlined a tentative agenda for the 
meeting. He hoped to see an “entertainment committee" 
formed but he didn’t go into any lengthy elaboration on what 
kind o f entertainment might be included. More important for 
the time being, in a consensus o f opinion, was the formation o f 
consciousness-raising groups.

The participants would meet regularly and discuss alter
nating topics, such as “Bad Experiences I’ve Had With 
Sadists." Pete said the objective would not be “just to swap 
stories,” but to eventually “achieve pride in what we are." This 
would be. many agreed, a “fruitful" experience.

Another founder — he had taken the pseudonym Prome
theus Bond after the Greek character whom the gods bound in 
chain and allowed an eagle to pick at his liver until Hercules 
freed him — said the group had “struggled" for a definition of 
what they meant by “masochist." This was important, because 
all of us are a mixture partly o f masochist and sadist, and it 
wouldn’t be reasonable to limit membership to masochists who 
might be nearly as much sadist.

Pete, though, felt that sadists have less need to organize for 
their civil rights. “In our society, violence is glorified, so that if 
a person is sadistic he is considered less suspect than a person 
who willingly accepts violence." He did think, though, that if a 
sadist organization were begun, it would be possible for it to 
“work closely" with masochist groups.

A man asked why there was so much conjecture about this 
possible development: “Are the sadists battering down the 
doors to get in?"

One sadist had been attracted to the meeting, and he said 
he’d like to respond to some o f the things being said about 
sadists. Pete welcomed the dialogue, and offered, “If I’ve said 
anything offensive, feel free to put me in my place."

The man said that sadists do not lack a social consciousness, 
but are not free to organize. If their identities became known, 
they’d be rounded up by the cops every time a masochist died 
from a beating.

But, still, there was feeling among the masochists that it 
would be a good idea if sadists got together in private con
sciousness-raising groups, and some o f the complaints about 
their behavior was aired. Pete said that some o f the sadists he’s 
known have tended to be too insensitive to be certain to find 
out beforehand exactly what punishment the masochist was 
willing to bear. And sometimes when he had ventured the 
information that his desires were limited, he had been rudely 
put down by sadists as being chicken.

Terry said that some male sadists she’d known would tie her 
up and then proceed to violate all the agreements they’d made 
beforehand.

Another person ventured that sadists don’t really wish to 
provide merely the punishment a masochist requests, because 
to do so would be to provide the masochist with pleasure.

The sadist wasn’t in a position to go into a lengthy defense, 
but he did say in general that the complaints were “stereotypes 
o f sadists."

Another young man cut in: “May I say something?’ He said 
that he would not want to sec sadists too limited beforehand in 
what they wCn; cxpccted to provide. “Part of the joy o f S-M 
relations is tne ut nutty mat imngs might get completely out of 
control and you might be killed."
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The LSD M u rder Case R ev is ited
by Terry Noble

The night before Paul Krassncr left 
New York for California, he brought me 
a goodbye gift, which had originally 
been given to him by the ex-wife of a 
dear friend of ours. Art Steuer.

It was a beautiful blue velvet banner 
with a gold Star of David shield in the 
center and a gold border with ritual 
fringes. Written in Hebrew were the 
names of a Jewish couple, may they rest 
in peace.

I decided to hang it on the wall, but 
with hesitation, because it had been 
used as a cover for a reading stand in 
the House of the Lord and represented a 
donation to the synagogue in the hope 
that the departed would be remembered.

“Well,” said Paul, “you'll remember, 
won't you?"

Later on I told him a story about 
Tulsa. Oklahoma and something weird 
that had happened the last time I was 
there, in October. 1969. A 17-year-old 
long-haired kid was killed while on an 
acid trip. He’d gotten involved with a 
cop and there was a shot and the head
lines the next morning were Gun Goes 
Off as Policeman Attempts Arrest and 
Mom Says Third Trip Killed Him.

It is customary procedure that 
charges are filed against police officers 
involved in fatal shootings. However. 
District Attorney S.M. Fallis Jr. said 
that no such action would be taken 
against Patrolman Don Wayne Bell 
pending the results of an autopsy on the 
dead youth.

Officer Bell was cleared in a non-jury 
trial.

Throughout this whole maze, one 
thing bothered me. It had appeared in 
the first newspaper accounts and was 
never published again:

“The pistol went off. the bullet hit 
Mullen in the hand, then passed through 
and struck him in the head.”

I tried to visualize how it must have 
been, freaking out on acid, knowing 
you're going to be shot while the cop's 
gun lined up on your head, throwing 
your hand up to protect you from the 
oncoming bullet. And then the shot.

That image stayed with me a long 
time.

And now I was being given a Realist 
assignment — to return to the crim e of 
that scene.

The first thing I did was get a haircut 
and shave my facial fuzz.

In Tulsa one of the reporters told me:
“I wrote just about everything I knew 

about it. and that wasn’t very much. I 
had a hard time getting what infor
mation I did have. This isn’t the kind of 
thing people are willing to talk about. 
The police here are trained to handle an

ordinary drunk but not acid. I tried to 
talk to the officer, but he was isolated, 
he was unreachable."

Another reporter told me that he had 
always had doubts about the case, but 
he was reluctant to explain why.

Aside from the newspaper stories 
there was very little information.

I went to the courthouse to get the 
transcript of the policeman's trial, but I 
found that it had never been tran
scribed. So I ordered the complete testi
mony to be typed up.

In the Tribune’s coverage, a witness 
named Marvin J. Hurt was quoted, to 
corroberate the fact that young Mullen 
was freaking out. But it didn’t quote all 
of his testimony. The part which was 
left out was that he swore that he heard 
Officer Bell announce the impending 
death of Robert Mullen moments before 
the shot:

Q. All right, sir. And what happened 
next?

A. The officer, he run over there, then 
he got there and all I heard was I am 
going to shoot your — do you want me to 
repeat?

Q. What you heard?
THE COURT: Just what you heard.
A. I am going to shoot your ass, that 

is all I heard.
Q. Could you see the officer at that 

time?
A. No, sir.
Q. Could you see the boy at that time?
A. No. sir.
Q. Did you hear or see anything after 

that?
A. After that, well, he run to his car, 

he run. and then he run back and then 
he —

THE COURT: You say he ran. who 
ran?

A. The officer ran.
Q. Mr. Hurt, let me understand. You 

say the boy ran over to this area, then 
the officer came to the area?

A. Yes, sir.
Q. Then you heard this remark?
A. Yes. sir.
Q. And did you hear anything after 

that?
A. Oh. the report of the gun.
Q. How long was that after you heard 

this remark?
A. It was just a short pause.
Q. All right. And could you hear the 

tone of voice that this statement was 
made. “I am going to shoot you." or 
whatever it was?

A. Well. I don’t know, just like a man 
threatening a child or something like 
that, you know. He said it like I am 
going to whip you. that is the way it was.
- Q. Was it a loud angry one?

A. No. no. sir.
Q. I sec. Now. you did not see the 

parties at the time of the discharge of
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the weapon, is that correct /
A. No. sir. . .
Other testimony contains inconsisten

cies. What follows is an extract from the 
policeman s testimony:

Q. Will you describe the fight?
A. Well, it wasn’t that long and I 

couldn’t describe it because not more 
than after we made contact is when the 
gun went off.

Q. And the gun was in your hand?
A. Yes, it was.
Q. Which hand was it in?
A. The right hand.
Q. Where was your trigger finger?
A. I don’t know.
Q. Do you recall whether or not your 

hand was on the trigger?
A. No.
Q. Do you recall whether or not your 

weapon was cocked?
A. It was not cocked.
Q. Do you recall the position that you 

and the deceased were in at the time 
that the weapon discharged?

A. No. I do not.
Q. Do you recall whether or not you 

were standing up, laying down, rolling 
about or what?

A. No, sir. we ended up on the ground, 
this is all I know.

Q. Do you recall whether or not you 
ended up on the ground before or after 
your weapon discharged?

A. No. I don't.
Q. Do you recall at the time your wea

pon was discharged whether or not the 
deceased was facing you or was facing 
away from you?

A. I believe he was facing me.
Q. Do you recall the position of either 

one or both of his arms and hands at the 
time the weapon discharged?

A. No, I don’t specifically, but it 
seemed like they were bofh in my face 
or close to my face. He was—

Q. Go ahead.
A. He was moving his hands in a wild 

motion.
Q. What do you mean by that?
A. He was trying to get at me.
Q. All right. Will you explain, please, 

this wild motion that he was making 
with his hands?

A. Well, this was when he hit the car 
and bounced off of it. when he came 
around he was swatting at me. swinging 
at me. He wasn’t — actually he didn’t 
have his fist doubled up, he was swat
ting with his hands open.

Q. Would it be fair to say he was flail
ing his hands in your direction?

A. Yes.
Q. I see. After the gun went off and 

after you hit the ground, what did you do 
then?

A. When I realized what had hap
pened I ran back to my police car and 
called for an ambulance and assis
tance. . .

The newspaper coverage implied that 
Dr. Leo Lowbeer of the Hillcrest Medi
cal Center, who performed the autopsy, 
had testified. In fact, he did not. The 
autopsy itself was stipulated to by both
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the defense attorney and the D.A.: Ur. 
Lowbeer was never called.

I went to the D.A.'s office and 
attempted to get a copy of the autopsy 
report, which should have been part of 
the public record since it was stipulated 
to during the trial. However, it was not 
forthcoming, and my questions caused a 
stir of activity in the D.A.’s office.

I met with Dr. Lowbeer. He com 
plained that his photographs of the boy’s 
body and wounds had mysteriously dis
appeared.

The facts he related to me contra
dicted shc.rply the testimony of Patrol
man Bell.

Dr. Lowbeer said that Mullen could 
not possibly have been touching the gun 
at the time of the shot. The path the 
bullet followed was through the upper 
wrist, entering just below the thumb, 
exiting at the base of the small finger on 
the other side.

The bullet then entered the left side of 
Mullen's head in front of and slightly 
above the left ear. It’s hard to tell the 
exact point of entry because the bullet 
mode a 2-by-2 inch hole. Had the bullet 
exited from the head, it would have been 
above the right eye. It didn't go out the 
other side of M ullen’s head, though, be
cause it was. in the words of Dr. Low
beer. "a very unusual bullet.”

At this point I was fairly confused. I 
asked him to help me reconstruct the 
relative positions of the two combatants. 
Twisting my arm behind my head, he 
showed me the way it had to have been. 
Mullen's left arm had to be bent, with 
his hand behind his neck.

Dr. Lowbeer showed me that Mullen 
couldn't have gotten his hand in that 
position by himself. It had to have been 
held, he said, and judging by the bruises 
on the boy’s arm and shoulder, it had to 
have been by someone strong.

That person would have been behind, 
above and to the left of the deceased.

I then questioned Dr. Lowbeer about 
the unusual bullet. The shell casing re
mained in one piece but the lead 
expanded, heated up and fragmented, so 
that Dr. Lowbeer found melted pieces of 
lead throughout the brain area. I asked 
if it could have been a dum-dum or a 
hollow shell bullet.

"Y ou’ll have to ask the Tulsa police.” 
he said.

"They’re guarded.” I responded.
"I should think so." he said. He re

peated, however, that it was "a  most 
unusual shell."

In my chat with the D.A.’s chief inves
tigator Mr. Powell. I asked whether the 
case had been vigorously prosecuted 
and if D.A. Fallis believed the defendant 
guilty.

"No. of course not." he assured me. 
"It’s just a matter of routine. When a 
•death occurs by an officer in the line of 
duty we always charge him so that it 
can’t come up later."

He then recounted to me many stories 
concerning officers who had killed in the 
line of duty. Perfectly legal homicides, 
he called them.

I asked if this death could have been
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avoided had the officer been carrying a 
billy-club. He said that he thought so. 
"But they won’t let us carry them." he 
added. "I was just talking to some guys 
from the Governor’s task force, and 
they won’t let us carry them.”

He described a leather and steel cosh 
that he used to carry himself when he 
was a peace officer. "If you hit them 
with the flat, it would never break a 
bone, but if you’re up against a real out
law. you just use the edge and it busts 
them up real good.”

I attempted also' to interview Patrol
man Bell himself. In order to do this. I 
first had to get permission from the 
Chief of Police. I spoke with Deputy 
Police Chief Phillips and he refused per
mission. I explained that I didn't want to 
be accused of biased reporting, that I 
wanted to get the officer’s own story.

"That’s all right, we’re used to biased 
reporting. What I want to know is why 
the hell you come 2000 miles to Tulsa to 
dredge up a story that’s two years old.”

I explained that I was doing a series 
investigating deaths caused by drugs.

"It wasn’t drugs killed this boy.” 
Chief Phillips said. “It was a bullet. "

Here is another excerpt from Officer 
Bell's testimony under direct examina
tion by defense attorney Larry Oliver:

Q. Do you recall saying anything 
about you were going to shoot him?

A. No. sir.
Q. You have heard the testimony of 

Mr. Hurt?
A. Yes. sir.
Q. And you have heard him state that 

he heard someone say that ‘I am going 
to" — if the ladies will permit me — 
"shoot your a ss”?

A. Yes. sir.
Q. Do you remember that?
A. No.
Q. You don’t remember making that 

statement?
A. No. sir. . .
And finally, from the decision of 

Judge Robert D. Simms:
". . .1 say that had the officer had the 

intent to kill this young man he could 
have killed him either across the street 
or actually while he was fleeing up 
there, but the testimony again from an 
eye-witness, from the officer, and the 
only conclusion we can reach from the 
testimony. . . is that they were together 
and actually again engaging in a fracas 
when the gun discharged.

"Well, for this defendant, this officer, 
to be guilty of manslaughter in either 
the first or the second degree he must 
first have had in his mind some ciminal 
intent or have been actually culpably 
negligent in his actions that night. And 
viewing the entire occurrence from the 
standpoint of the accused, again which I 
am required by law to do. I cannot say 
by a reasonable doubt that the actions of 
the officer under all of the circum
stances were unreasonable.

"But here again, recognizing that a 
homicide has in fact occurred, I must 
determine if it falls within the statutory 
definitions of either excusable or justi
fiable homicide as those terms are

defined by law. I have examined the sta
tute on justifiable homicide and I do not 
believe I can say as a matter ol law that 
under the circumstances it is what we 
call justifiable, for technical legal 
reasons.

"And then I have to determine 
whether or not the homicide is excus
able. And by statute in’ Oklahoma a 
homicide is excusable when committed 
by accident and misfortune in doing a 
lawful act with lawful means and with
out unlawful intent. That is the defini
tion of excusable homicide. . .

"I don’t think the law in any way per
mits an officer to go out and commit a 
homicide simply because he runs up 
against a youngster who might be in 
their language a speed freak. You have 
to look at all of the facts and all of the 
circumstances to determine whether or 
not the officer acted reasonably.

"This case, gentlemen, and I hate to 
burden you with this at this late hour, 
but it is one of the greatest tragedies 
that I have ever heard of in my approxi
mate 20 years now of being around the 
courts.

"Although 1 recognize that physically 
it was the bullet from the officer’s pistol 
that brought about the death of this 
young man. I don't think that anyone in 
their right mind can come to any other 
conclusion but what in fact and in truth 
it was the LSD which was taken by this 
young man and his compatriots which 
set in motion these tragic circumstances 
that brought about this death.

"And anyone who might be so m is
informed, whether they be young or old. 
that drugs and LSD are not dangerous, 
need but read the record in this case.

"I can remember many years ago 
when traffic fatalities had reached an 
alarming rate in this State and I began 
to see bumper stickers and maybe you 
will remember them too, and they said. 
’Speed Kills.’ I guess some of the kids 
refer to this LSD as speed so I guess 
that old saying again is applicable. 
'Speed Kills.’ and it did Robert Mullen.

"Gentlemen, under all of the facts and 
circumstances I am left with no alter
native but to rule as a matter of law that 
the homicide by law is excusable and I 
find and adjudge the defendant. D.W. 
Bell, to be not guilty of the crime o f first 
degree manslaughter or any lesser in
cluded offense under that information 
and I will order his discharge. This 
Court will be in recess."

So there it is. In a country that makes 
a hero of a Lieutenant Calley. the death 
of Robert Mullen is maybe not such a 
big atrocity.But the question remains: 
Why was Patrolman Bell charged with 
manslaughter and then given a trial that 
I consider a whitewash?

When I did ask that question, the 
answer was a very straightforward: 
"To protect the police officer from being 
tried at another time."

That would be double jeopardy. But on 
my wall there’s a blue and gold banner, 
in memory of my beloved brother, 
Robert Mullen.

And he wasn’t even Jewish.
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You’re  a G rand O ld F rag
by Ron Bevirt

There have always been stories in the Army about what is 
called fragging, that is killing or wounding fellow American 
soldiers. Apparently this practice has become fairly common in 
Vietnam. The impulse to remove any irritants from your life 
which arc accessible to your control is only natural. In a com
bat situation where conditions arc particularly trying and your 
day-to-day business is killing people, if a fellow soldier be
comes an irritant the solution is obvious and easy.

Under the circumstances it’s quite reasonable. You are in to
tal Hell. You arc constantly afraid, it’s hot and terrifically 
humid, you arc tired, you don’t want to be there, you have had 
your closest friends and companions killed and horribly 
wounded before your eyes. The enemy is insidious. It’s impos
sible to tell who the enemy is. Women and children arc as dan
gerous as men. Your allies, the South Vietnamese, are fucking 
worthless. Whatever it is that has brought you to this particu
lar place in space and time is complete madness.

Now into this situation intrudes a fellow American who real
ly pisses you off. perhaps he is an officer or a non-com, who is 
taking unnecessary chances with your life without equally ex
posing his own hide to the shit-storm. There you arc, a pawn 
to relentless forces, but you do have any number o f deadly in
struments constantly at your fingertips, and there is no reason 
whatsoever to avoid spraying the disagreeable son-of-a-bitch 
with a burst during a fire-fight or tossing a fragmentation gren
ade into his area some fine night.

Fragging: another practical American solution to a pressing 
problem vender trying conditions. Bravo!

That is all reasonably easy to understand. But there is a 
whole other side to the situation. How can you, Lieutenant or 
Sergeant or Captain, be an effective leader under all o f these 
same conditions, never knowing when one o f your own men is 
going to shoot you in the back because he’s pissed off about 
something? In the combat situation the small unit leader sleeps 
less and works harder than any o f his men. It is in the nature 
of his job. He has a lot o f things to think about and a lot of 
things to do. As a former Army officer 1 know this. Niceties of 
diplomacy arc not part o f the small unit leader’s rcpctoirc. Nor 
would diplomacy be particularly effective on men who arc 
tired of exposing their bodies to death or maiming, and who 
must continue to obey orders to expose themselves to danger. 
Various programs o f periodic vacations from the fighting have 
helped, but the Great Equalizer has apparently been dope.

When I’m frustrated and ready to beat my head against the 
wall I light a joint. When I’m in a dilemma and ncca insight I 
turn to grass. When I want to relax and yet still be alert once 
again I bum the weed. Judging from what I’ve heard consider
able numbers o f American fighting men have found comfort in 
marijuana. Returning veterans have also reported that when 
they arc high every sense is alert, their fighting and survival po
tential is greatly increased and that it is when they are not 
high, goofing off with their weapons carried on their should
ers, that they get creamed.

As both a former Army officer and a head, I put myself in 
the place o f the small unit leader in Nam and consider the lead
ership problem posed: to give orders, to lead, to do all o f the 
things a leader must do and yet hopefully to refrain from get
ting fragged. This is a situation requiring real leadership. A 
leader in a non-combat situation doesn’t really give a fuck 
whether certain individuals in his unit, hate him. In a combat 
situation there is powerful impetus to step up to another state 
of being wherein not only docs it not occur to anyone to frag
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you but there is even a special feeling in the unit where every
one is looking out for everyone else. You the leader are part of 
us, we arc a unit, each o f us is a part of the whole. This is a spe
cial spirit which the leader, being the leader, is instrumental ir: 
invoking. The captain o f the team needs to be simultaneously 
superstar and one o f the guys. I know that grass can play a 
very important part in establishing this magical bond. Guys 
that get loaded together are a tightknit group.

I believe that the total reality confronting today's small unit 
leader in Vietnam will force those who survive the test to he ex
traordinary humans. War has always tempered men in strange 
unfathomable way's. 1 believe we’ll see some heavyweights re
turning from the playing fields of Vietnam.
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K is s  M y  E n g ra in
by a Hired Stranger

Rick hud flunked out of graduate school and 
broken his foot in a fall and was working at a 
bookstore near Columbia. His fool was taking 
entirely too much time to mend. I turned a cor
ner in the park and there was redheaded red- 
boarded Hick on crutches passing out Scien
tology leaflets.

"Your foot is taking entirely too much time 
to mend." I said. "There must be a reason for 
this. White sugar? Animal protein? Moon in 
Saturn? Sanpaku? Instant karma?"

"Engrains." Rick said.
"Hoodat?"
"Mental image pictures which are a record

ing of a time of physical pain and unconscious
ness. Stuck away in your reactive mind. 
Chains of engrams. secondaries and locks. 
Mental garbage. Can only be released by di- 
anetic auditing. Also I fell on it a few times."

"What does the doetor say?"
"Doctor?"
“Oh. Whoops. Sorry. My son the Scien

tologist. . . Vat means hauditing. heh?"
"Well, the predcar sits alone in a room with 

his auditor and holds in each hand a tin can 
that is connected to the Hubbard E-Meter. 
The auditor can tell if you've erased your 
engrain by reading the E-Meter."

"And when all your engrams have been 
erased?”

"You’re well and happy and you stay that 
way."

"I see. Then what?”
“Then you start going up through the 

grades or states of being. You have to get re
leases on Grades 0 through 6. The auditor re
leases you when he gets a floating needle on 
the E-Meter — it means you've had a cogni
tion. which is like a heavy realization about 
something. Grade 0 is the communications 
release — you gel the ability to communicate 
freely with anyone on any subject. Grade 1 is 
the problems release, where you learn to 
recognize the source of problems and make 
them vanish. Then there's Grade 2. the relief 
release: relief of hostilities. Grade 3 is the 
freedom release — freedom from the upsets of 
the past. Grade 4 is the ability release, in 
which you gain abilities to do new things. 
Grade 5 is the power release and Grade t> is 
the whole traek release. Only after you've 
been released from whole track engrams can 
you rise Clear."

"Clear?"
"Clear is when your reactive mind loses its 

influence over you. From Clear you can go up 
from the OT 1 grade to OT 8 where you're an 
Operating Thetan. Have you ever mrt an 
Operating Thetan?"

"Don’t believe I've had the—”
"They're pretty heavy. They've got this 

look in their eyes, man: nothing can stop 
them!"

"Far out. But doesn't all this processing 
cost a lot of money?"

"Sure, but isn't it worth it? I can think of 
worse things to spend my money on than abso
lute freedom. If you had absolute freedom, 
you wouldn't need money, right?"

"If my grandmother had six axles she'd be 
a tandem trailer. Where you gonna gel the 
money to be processed?"

"I can't explain it to you here but if you'll 
come up to my place tonight I'll show you."

Rick and Sandy and the baby and Rick’s 
brother Mike lived in two rooms on Riverside 
Drive with u police lock, hot and cold running 
cockroaches and a view of the airshaft. If you

Page 30

had absolute freedom you wouldn’t need rent 
control, right?

"So where are you going to get the money to 
be processed?" I asked.

Sandy unsnapped a plastic overnite case, 
pulled out a jar and handed it to me: Holiday 
Magic Papaya Dew Moisture Creme!

"Holiday Magic Papaya Dew Moisture 
Creme?"

"Try some.” she said.
I opened the jar and daubed some of the con

fection on the inside of my (inevitably:) wrist 
and sniffed it. Wheew! Four-way papaya dew 
body rush. Too many trails!

"$4.99." Sandy said. She handed me another 
jar: Holiday Magic Raspberry Miracle Mask!

I snorted some. Penetration to my fructuous 
plane. . . Retinal Circus presents: Raspberry 
Miracle Masque. Cosmetic Consciousness at 
$4.99 per hit.

Holiday Magic Mint Ice with Honey and 
Almonds — a gentle facial scrub that’s perfect 
for the whole family! — $4.50.

Holiday Magic Cucumber Fresh Facial 
Washing Cream!
"$2.99," Sandy said.
"All right. I give up. what is this smoop?” 
"We've become part of the Holiday Magic 

Marketing Plan." Rick explained. "That pro
duct is from Sandy's purse kit. Sandy's a Holi
day Girl. I'm an Organizer.”

"What's a Holiday Girl?"
"She has to buy a purse kit for $11.99. That 

entitles her to buy product at a 30% discount." 
"How does she sell it. door-to-door?"
“No. she holds a seminar once a week, dis

cusses boa ty care with a group of women, 
demonstrate all the products, and then asks 
how much each one wants to order."

Hen parties on Riverside Drive?
"Has she actually done this yet?"
"Well no. but she's going to this week." 
"Good luck. What about you?"
"I'm an Organizer. I had to pay $91.41 for 

my kit. but I gel more product and I can buy 
product at 45% off."

"Who do you sell it to?”
"Holiday Girls that I sign up. Sandy was my 

first."
"Oh. she buys it from you lor 30% oil and. 

you buy it for 45% off so you make 15% ol 
what she sells?""That's right! So I already made $1.80."

"And you only had to spend $103.40 to do it.” 
"Right! Say, you're ejitching on."
"Now, who do you buy from?"
"From my Master."
"Your Master? I suppose he gets a 55% 

discount!"
"Hey yeah! How'd you figure that out?” 
"Just a wild stab. . . Tell me. this Master of 

yours, he wouldn’t happen to be into Scien
tology. would he?”

"Hey. far out. How did you know?"
"Beats m e."
"H e's the one who turned us onto Scien

tology in the first place, in fact."
"And when he found out you couldn't front 

the money for the auditing, he set you up as 
an Organizer?"

"Right!"
"For which you paid him $91.41." 
"Mm-hmm."
“What is he. an Operating Thetan?"
“No. but his General is.”
"Don't tell me. the General gets a 65%. 

discount."
"Far out!"
"Tell me. how docs an Organizer get re

leased to be a Master?"
"He has to buy $3000 worth of product."
"And how does a Master get released to be 

a General?"
"By finding a replacement for himself.

someone who can be raised to Master. Every 
time a General raises a Master to his own 
level, he makes $3,800."

"Where's there left to go from General?"
"Senior General."
"What are they like?"
"They're pretty heavy. They've got this 

look in their eyes, man: nothing can stop 
them!"

"They must really have to hustle.”
“Oh boy. do they.”
"But I suppose if you had that much money, 

you wouldn't need absolute freedom. .
"Yeah. Huh?"
"Is there any tie-in between Scientology and 

Holiday Magic?"
"Oh no. Holiday Magic has its own mind

training division — Mind Dynamics. Inc."
"Raspberry Release?"
"No. the idea is to get you operating on your 

Alpha wave by the countdown method. Like, 
you imagine that you're on an elevator and 
the floor numbers are going down. 35. . . 
34. . . 33. . . 32. . . 31. . . 30. . . 29. . . 28. . . 
27. . . 26. .."

"Say. Rick. I got an idea — how about a 
deal where you put a woman customer in a 
room and she holds these two tin cans and you 
audit her on beauty care and when the needle 
begins to float you give her a release to Pome
granate Parfait. Grade 4.99?"

"I don't know if they make a Pom cgran-"
"To get released as an Operating Thetan. do 

you have to find a replacement for yourself, 
someone who can be raised to OT8?"

"I don't — no. but—"
"Never mind. Quick, how docs your foot 

feel?”
"A lot better. Really. You know. I rubbed 

some of the Papaya Dew Moisture Creme on 
it and it feels a lot better. . ."

Sec you later, kid. I gotta sec a man about a 
cognition.
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The Parts That Were Left Out o f  The Magic Christian
by Stewart Brand

Can we agree on what to do with S20.000, uh, with $15,000, 
uh, with . . . ? On the occasion o f the party celebrating the 
Demise o f the Whole Earth Catalog I turned over $20,000 of 
Whole Earth funds to the people at the party — some 1500- 
2000 of them. It was a Saturday evening, June 12, at the 
Exploratorium in the Palace o f Fine Arts in San Francisco. 
Here arc excerpts from the night it rained ironies. The ones 
who spoke that I recognized are named here; other men and 
women arc called Anonymous, though they arc not 
anonymous to themselves. After some amazing Turkish belly 
dancing by the Golden Toad, and a blast o f Tibetan temple 
music, Scott Beach took the microphone.

Beach: The Whole Earth Catalog says “access to tools." 
About 15 minutes ago Stewart Brand gave me one of the tools 
that the Catalog has used. This is twenty thousand dollars, 
he said, “Give it to the people here to use as a tool." This is 
200 one-hundred dollar bills. And, uh, smile, Ben. [Ben 
Franklin is on the $100 bill.] Now I don’t want to make a show 
out of, you know, money! So the question is this, you people 
who have made the Whole Earth Catalog, who have con
tributed to it either by working directly on it at the Truck 
Store, at the Portola Institute, by reviewing catalogs and 
books, talking about seeds, musical instruments and so on. 
Well, Stewart’s plan is to use this as a seed. The Catalog ceases 
as of this publication, the Last Whole Earth Catalog. The 
seeds have been planted already, and here arc some o f them 
ready to be planted. Consensus will decide tonight what we do 
with this money. We. We are one tonight. What shall we do 
with it? There are microphones. There arc a lot o f causes. 
There are a lot of possibilities. I told Stewart when he first 
gave me the idea, “What if they give it back to you, or put it in 
a savings account?" It would be galling. But it can do some
thing. It’s a tool. God knows the ideas arc endless. Can we find 
consensus about what to do about this? You want to say some
thing? Let me explain one thing. That when it is decided what 
to do with this money, whoever takes it will sign for it in 
proper fashion and do with it what is promised.

Anonymous: I came up here to see if these look like real 
money, and they look like real money, and I think this guy 
oughta start handing ’em out. and we aren’t going to promise 
anything.

Anonymous: The other incident [he’d been talking about 
Ruchell Magee and Angela Davis] is that there’s a cholera 
epidemic in India now because the Pakistani refugees have fled 
a very violent civil war, and I think that a section o f that 
money could save thousands of lives if it was put into cholera 
vaccine and shipped to India.

Jay Benner: I don’t know if it should be used this way, but 
there’s six toilets over there, and they could easily be dumped 
down there because I think it’s pretty weird what’s going on. 
[Cries of "Right on!"]

Anonymous: The future o f this country is in the high 
schools of the country. And I think the money should go to 
put a Last Whole Earth Catalog in the library o f every junior 
high and senior high in the country. They need it.

Anonymous: I’m in favor o f the land.
Anonymous: Could we consider something like a good faith 

loan company, loans by mail without any obligations so that a 
person would bear the moral obligation to pay back the money 
and would only be able to borrow the money when he needed 
it
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Anonymous: However we can reach the most people and get 
the most benefit for this whole planet, that’s all.

Anonymous: Some o f you may have heard that Peabody 
Mining is strip-mining Black Mesa Mountain, which is one 
o f the holiest mountains belonging to Navajo and Hopi 
Indians. Now you’re all sitting here, and you’re all talking 
about going back to the land and taking land in Canada and in 
Santa Fe and God knows elsewhere, but if Peabody Mining 
Co. plans and goes through installing its electrical plants out in 
Santa Fc and around that area it’ll mean the end o f the Hopi 
and Navaho people ... I propose that this money be given to 
the Black Mesa Defense Fund to save the Hopi and Navajo 
people from white greed.

Anonymous: Let it be used to help the Indians return to 
Alcatraz.

Anonymous: Save the baby seals from slaughter. They could 
use all the money and help they could get.

Anonymous: Can I just say that I think whoever had this 
idea had a really crummy idea. This is the worst thing that’s 
happened here all night and I think we should cut it out! Take 
your money and go  home with it!

Beach: It’s yours now. You can’t dodge it.
Pat Hunter: What we’re looking for is something that every

body in this room and even larger than that, something that 
everyone on Earth would like to sec happen with that $20,000. 
Is it possible that the money could be put toward a Whole 
Earth Party, a party for everybody on Earth on a certain day 
with an attempt to get the same soundtrack on all the radio 
stations o f the world, an attempt to get the consciousness o f 
the planet oriented toward the idea that we arc a Whole.

Fred Moore: I find it very hard to come to grips with this 
question o f money, because I’ve seen so much o f what money 
does. It’s mentioned that money is a tool, but look what it’s 
done to thousands o f people, and if we now put a value on 
money, if we are now caught in that, and that seems to be 
what we’re being tempted with, we’re falling into a trap. I feel 
that this is a tragic mistake in a way because what we’re seeing 
is a new life-style that is based on sharing, is based on helping 
each other, on mutual need . . . (Then he burned a SI bill. 
Keep your eye on this man.]

Anonymous: Stop all this bullshit! Use this money to free all 
political prisoners!

Anonymous: We’re having a party, right? So I think that 
some o f the money should go to buy more wine, cause it's all 
gone.

Anonymous: Set up some experimental hydroponic farms, 
in towns, that would gi\-c people free land. There are ways to 
do this organically. The word is hydroponics.

Anonymous: I'd like to suggest a kind o f computer
generated Easter egg hunt . . . with a wide enough set o f clues 
and a wide enough set o f solutions such that very large groups 
o f people will have to get together from all across the United 
States to feel each other out and to kind o f find out what clues 
they have to share and how they can get together to find this 
money.

Baby Grand: My name is Baby Grand, and I think this 
money should be used, most o f it should be used to get all the 
Jews out of Miami and get the Puerto Ricans back where they 
belong. [All the papers quoted this one. Me too. 1 wonder 
why.]

Anonymous: Stop being selfish. Give it away. Get rid o f it.
Neva Beach: You can’t will the money by burning it.
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Brand: Point of information. Twenty thousand was about 
all it took to start the Catalog from nothing to where it got to. 
That was about as far in debt as we went. It is a good start for 
any kind of business.

Anonymous: We should go  around and we should get all the 
plastic, you know, plastic doesn’t destroy itself for over a thou
sand years. I think we should get all this plastic and we should 
get it all together, see, and then I think we should take $5000 
and dig a deep hole, sec, and then we should take this plastic 
and spend S I5,000 to make the biggest motherfucking phallus 
you’ve ever seen in your life, and then we should stick it right 
in the fucking Earth, and impregnate the Earth, and make sure 
we’re always going to be fertile!

Shel Kaphan: We should not do something that’s already 
been done. We should not do something that’s only going to 
be a drop in the bucket, that takes a lot more money than 
$20,000 . . . like sending food to India. That would be a really 
nice thing to do except it’s really not going to have much of an 
effect in the long run.

Golden Toad: Vou people arc all supposed to be magicians 
and wizards. Look at yourselves . . . Focus your fucking 
energy! You’ve got a million suggestions! They’re all good! 
Pick one! This could go on for the next fucking year!

Gene Schoenfeld: I think this money should be used to 
establish a permanent Essay and Speech Contest. The funds 
each year would be used to establish a prize rewarded to the 
best essay or speech on the topic, “What to do with the 
$20,000.“

Brand: What we’re trying to find out is what’s possible. 
What I hope is we haven't given ourselves an impossibility. But 
how can we ask anyone else in the world to arrive at agree
ments if we can't? We need to find what can get us to all feel 
right about doing a thing. It’s not to the exclusion o f anything 
else. It’s just where we’re going to plant this particular seed. If 
we plant it well, the chances are wonderful that like other 
foundations will try the same format to generate ideas, to gen
erate new ways o f applying money, and ways that work. I can 
tell you from working around foundations for three years that 
they’re absolutely strung out about how to use money. They 
don’t know. If we don’t know, then we can’t really complain 
about them the way we’re used to doing. So we’re into frontier 
territory here. And like on any other frontier, we’ve got to get 
together and deal with our problem. It may be a creative 
problem. And that’s our task, to find a creative way out o f it.

Gurney Norman: I propose that we take a 30-minute break 
for music, and then all come back and see where we’re at. [A 
festive hour follows.]

Casey (singing):
This old town’s filled with sin 
It’ll swallow you in 
If you got the money to burn 
Take it home right away 
You got three years to pay 
And Satan is waitin’ his turn. . .
We got to stop thinkin what we’re thinkin 
Take a look at what we’re passing around 
We got to stop sending out them bad 

vibrations 
They’re bringing everybody down.

Lawrence: I think that first we should think about keeping 
all the money together, because if you spread it around you’re 
not going to have as much energy in one place to do some
thing. We gotta think about having something that’s 
regenerative.

Brand: May I suggest that when you come here and speak 
that you name yourself, give your name, and hold onto the 
money while you’re talking. If that’s too much, don’t hold onto
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it. But we’re talking about responsibility, and both your name 
and the tool we’re talking about, getting together may help 
that.

Michael Kaye: I think the problem we have is not what to 
do with the money but first how to decide what to do with the 
money, cause that seems to be the real problem. So I thought 
that me and a few of my friends would take some respon
sibility. If everybody would please sit very quietly, so we could 
have some real good karma, we’re going to start to pass this 
money out. And if you don’t think that’s right you should 
bring it back. And people who think they should have good 
projects for it, should talk to the people who they sec have it. 
And those people who have it who think that there are good 
projects for it should give it to those people. Because a group 
like this can’t decide, and groups don’t make decisions like 
that. Individuals do. And out it goes. And everybody sit quiet. 
($100 bills now being passed out.]

Brand: Everyone should know that there’s money being 
handed out here by an individual who’s taking personal 
responsibility for doing that.

Kaye: And people who need it should come and take the 
mike now and say why they need it. And people who think 
they know how to need it should give it to them.

Brand: And it’s being handed back up here. Maybe that’s 
c o o l . . . Hand it around. And hand it back. Do we want to do 
something all in a lump with it? Or in little pieces?

Kaye: Here’s the money that’s coming back. And then we’ll 
know whether we want to decide or not.

Brand: Something that’s worth doing with this quantity of 
money or with any quantity o f money is to find out what it’s 
worth. You can buy 200,000 candy bars with this money. Or 
one DC-3 airplane to fly food to somebody. But you can’t do 
that with $100. You cannot.

[After recounting, the stage had $14,600 left o f the original
20. Later some other 100’s came back, and a fresh $5 from 
Peter Whiterabbit. Still later another $200 was stolen.]

Fred Moore: I feel that in effect what’s happening is that Ste
wart has a problem with this money. And he’s trying to 
become free of it, because he’s had the experience o f seeing 
what money can do and what it’s done to his life. If somebody 
comes up to you and gives you $20,000 or a large sum of 
money like that, it’s not that piece of paper with that printing 
on that you’re receiving. It’s not like something you can eat. 
It’s what happens in your head. It’s in your head what that 
money says. And when you psychologically accept that you’re 
simultaneously in a sense being bought . . .  by making us the 
recipients or part o f that decision-making process we’re 
sharing the guilt or the corruption o f what this money can do .
. . What I’m trying to suggest is that it’s not the money that 
brought us together. It’s not the money that made the Whole 
Earth Catalog. Some people say it wouldn’t have happened 
without money. That’s not true. It’s the energy. It’s the people 
who voluntarily were working. The new world that we’re 
trying to build is not going to be built by money. If money is 
the measure then it’s not going to be a new world. It’s not 
going to be the thing that we want. What we have to realize is 
that it’s not money. I talked to several people during the 
music, which was much better than the talk about the money, 
and this is bringing me down again. And already has. The 
money thing is taking us back to the old way. If wc think that 
everything can be measured in money we’re right back to 
where we’re going to end up building America again. It’s the 
same thing. I don’t know why I should have to say that. 
Buddha did not need money to do his thing. Now I was up 
here before and I burned a dollar bill, and some people mis
understood that. I agree that was a dramatic thing. I should 
have just thrown it away or just dropped it or something like
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that. See, because it’s like a gun. People say money Ls a tool. 
But if it’s a tool, like is a grenade a tool? Is napalm a tool? It 
may be an anti-human tool, too. See what money docs to 
people. Cause it has a lot of subtle values connected with it 
and what it does to people’s heads. I think Stewart has got this 
problem with the money and he wants to share the problem 
with us, and something is happening here that’s beyond just 
another giveaway thing. I think that wc all have to realize that 
the music was much better than the talk about the money.

Brand: Did you notice that the music got better after we 
talked about the money?

Beach: Somebody said that money is the root o f all evil. 
That’s not the quotation. The quotation is: The love o f money 
is the root of all evil. I know in my own life in the way I deal 
with money and the way I think about it and the way I take 
responsibility and don’t take responsibility for it, it’s not 
money that’s the root o f all evil, not even slightly, it’s me. 
When I let evil come into my life whether it’s through money 
or sex or politics or religion or anything else, it’s me. 1 know 
wc can get a lot more good suggestions about what to do with 
this simple bunch of paper. In case you’re interested, so far a 
few thousand dollars is already out here in the room in 
people’s pockets. One cat came up and said, “I need the money 
to buy a bus, and I need S500.” I believe he got off with about 
$4000.1 hope he gets a good bus. But dig it, what it’s all about 
is, do wc want to take the responsibility for it, or do we want, 
you know, wc can get everybody to play poker. We can get the 
best suggestions and have them go  up there and play a game of 
volleyball and whoever wins gets the bread. The question is 
not how awful this crap is. The question is, have wc any crea
tive intelligence or not?

Anonymous: About Morning Star and their water pump. 
Like there’s 50 people up there that’rc gonna get hepatitis 
come September if they don’t get $250 for a pump.

Whiterabbit: I think anybody who wants to stuff one of 
them [$100 bills] in his pocket ought to hold the whole bundle 
for a second to sec how it feels to check out the difference in 
the energy of one thickness o f this and about that muchof it[an 
inch] and sec what you think you could possibly do with the 
whole pile or what a whole bunch o f people, like all o f us, 
might be able to figure out what to do with the whole pile 
before you rip off one o f them, or five o f them.

John Meyer: We talk about we’re the enlightened age, we’re 
the enlightened people, wc know the problems o f the older 
people, we criticize the government. And here people have 
taken part of this pile, for what? I mean, what can you use a 
small amount of money for except for your own self?

Anonymous: A little while ago somebody gave me some 
money, so I was gonna walk out o f here with it, and so he 
wanted me to tell you why 1 was walking out here with the 
money. And 1 told him 1 was walking out with the money to 
buy tools because we had our tools stolen, our carpentry tools. 
I have $200. I don’t know what to think o f this.

Anonymous: I was sitting in front o f a guy who had $700 in 
his pocket, and he was being really defensive about it to his 
friends, like he figures he’s done a lot o f good for a lot o f 
causes, and they’ve never paid him, and it’s his turn. But he 
wasn’t happy about it, and you don’t look very happy about it. 
I think the least you can do if you’ve taken money is to wait 
and if wc come to some kind o f a decision as being better than 
your individual little trips, then wait and give the money back 
then or not.

Anonymous: Put it in the bank, man, and think about it 
later while it’s making interest.

Anonymous: Just say thank you but no thanks, that’s all 
you have to say, you know, and you can keep your soul.

Anonymous: Is there anybody here who’s willing to accept 
the responsibility for that almost $20,000? Then you should
Realist
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have the $20,000 and walk out with it.
Anonymous: I’m willing to accept the responsibility for the 

money, only because no one else has offered to accept the 
responsibility and I don’t think that as a group we’re capable 
of making the decisions. I think we’ve proved that. Everybody 
has their own vested interest. And so I think that the group 
ought to appoint an individual that they all trust with the au
thority to disseminate the money.

[At about this point Scott Beach had to leave for his job  on 
KSFO, and Paul Krassncr took over the loose reins o f the 
unjuggcrnaut.J

Anonymous: I thought perhaps that with all these individual 
trips we've got up here now that it might be not such a bad 
idea after all to stop actually trying to find someplace to give it 
to and maybe give it back to the Portola Institute and say, 
“Take.your fuckin money, because you were smart enough to 
put together the Whole Earth Catalog, you were smart enough 
to get the idea together, why not take the money and be smart 
enough to put it in someplace where it doesn’t infuriate a lot of 
people, because a lot o f people arc going to end up being 
pissed off here tonight because they didn’t get the money for 
their trip.”

Brand: Portola can’t have it back.
Voice: Why?
Brand: Because we’re saying so. Big act o f will, you know, 

‘gods’ and all that stuff. Sorry.
Anonymous: Has anybody got any spare change? I fuckin 

want a Whole Earth Catalog, man. I gave back $300, and I’d 
like to have a Whole Earth Catalog, and I been panhandlin for 
half an hour, and I got a dollar and fifty cents.

Krassner: I’ll give you my copy. I’m not good with tools, 
anyway.

[As the group started into considering criteria for decisions 
“on-going,” “self-perpetuating,” etc. Stephanie Mills 

whispered in Peter Whitcrabbit’s car, and Peter instituted a 
quick Gong Bong. Everybody held hands in a huge circle, then 
crouched down, breathed deep in and out 14 times, stood up 
and bellowed. A few fainted. A noise came out o f people’s 
mouths. It felt good . . . Demands for, and against, / Citing 
reading.]

Krassner: Should we throw the Ching to decide whether we 
should throw it or not?

Voice: Here’s a reading!
Brand: Presumably we’ll get some criteria from the book.
Krassner (reading): “The wild goose gradually draws near 

the tree.” That’s better than the Fleer’s Bubble Gum wrapper .
. . Oh, the judgment: “Undertakings bring misfortune.” Maybe 
we ought to get somebody who belongs to this religion . . . 
“While legally regulated relationships evince a fixed con
nection between duties and rights, relationships based on 
personal inclination depend in the long run entirely on tactful 
reserve." Let’s hear it for tactful reserve! “Affection, as the 
essential principle o f rclatedness is o f the greatest importance 
in all relationships in the world, for the union o f Heaven and 
Earth is the origin o f the whole o f nature. Among human 
beings likewise spontaneous affection is the all-inclusive 
principle o f union.” So those o f you who wish to take time out 
to practice spontaneity . . .

Bob Greenway: Use this money, which would last for quite a 
bit to go to all these different cities to set up groups like this in 
which wc would then decide what we’re going to do with the 
money, and to go through this process, because it’s the educa
tional thing. To some people it’s very important that we deal 
with the money question. I’m going to stop talking in a 
moment, and the group’s gonna go on ahead and do that, but 
some o f us arc gonna think about, hey, here was a new creative 
tool. Stewart has done it again. He’s really brought us to think 
on another level, to sec that the learning process that’s taking
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place here is far superior, is far greater in terms o f what’s 
happening, than what really happens to that money.

Whiterabbit: I second that with all my heart. We could take 
the blackboard with us if we want to move around together.

Krassner: I’ll read these now [the suggestion list] and I'll 
cross out those that there seems to be a consensus on not 
meeting those criteria behind me. “Toad Music Development.” 
[cross] “Exploratorium.” That’s this place here, [cross] "Hand 
it Out." That was a partial solution. [Shouts o f “Leave it in!”]
I begin to perceive the motivation in the remaining of the hard 
core here. All right, question mark, “Hand it out." Yes, God 
helps those who arc too stoned to leave . . .  “A Theater Bus." 
[Who already got some.] Their first production will be Take 
the Money and Run . . . “South Vietnamese Revolutionary 
Government" somehow this is very surrealistic. I feel like a 
Ladies’ Afternoon Tea Club: “All those who think the South 
Vietnamese Revolutionary Government should get the money, 
raise your hands." [cross] .c.c. “Soul Food to Pakistan" — this 
list’ll make me look in good taste, [cross] . . . “Ecological Toy 
Factory" the kids can eat cm and shit cm . . . “World 
Social Change" How much docs it take? 1 don’t know. Uh, 
“Sparc social change?" Go around and ask. [cross] . . . “War 
Bonds.” [cross] "Ads in New York Times." [cross] “Preser
vation o f Alaska." [cross] . . . “Pakistan Refugees." [cross] I 
feel like voodoo. I cross cm out, and there goes Pakistan re
fugees . . . “Space Bank." We can start our own bank? What a 
bunch of weird tellers. Taxi-cab drivers would rob us . . . 
Okay, we’re now ready to choose the finalists in the Miss 
Whole Earth contest. . .

Brand (answering trust fund question): I was just talking to 
Dick Raymond, and there is a foundation in San Francisco 
with a lot o f good feeling to it which will use the money in 
whatever we designate in a trust fund fashion. The foundation 
is Glide, and there arc people here from that, and they can 
handle it.

Krassner: We have these categories here. It looks like Let’s 
Make a Deaf. Would you like the laundromat behind the 
screen here? Or would you rather stick your hand in the fire
place for the chance o f getting a year’s supply o f used 
marshmallows?

Brand: This party cost probably S6000 to do and it was 
cheap. So, one problem with administering [16 separate S1000] 
trust funds is. you’re likely to spend your $1000 administering 
it. Phone bills, stationery, somebody’s salary.

Whiterabbit: Enshrine it!
Voice: Why didn’t you suggest that 3 hours ago and we all 

could have gone home to bed?
W'hiterabbit: Cause we didn’t have the lesson 3 hours ago, 

and the lesson’s still going on. and maybe we got a couple 
more hours o f lesson before we get to build the tomb, or the 
shrine.

Krassner: Do you think this is any less efficient than the way 
government appropriations are done? . . .

[We’re about to vote, tircdly, and Bob Greenway gets the 
mike again, and people arc listening this time.]

Greenway: Loose money, hot money, will do for lots of 
other people what this money has done for us tonight. It will 
cause people to think about how they want to spend money, 
which will be part o f the evolutionary process. Think what 
would happen to people’s heads if there’s money that people 
couldn’t give away, that people couldn’t decide on. and you 
had to get it out every year in this place, and see if we were 
better next year at doing it. And the money would sit there. 
And it would be bugging our minds, and it would be bugging 
people’s minds all over the country. Now about a few more 
hundred or a few more thousand dollars will get ripped off 
each year, but it will last about 10 years. Maybe next year we’ll 
be better.
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Anonymous: Maybe it’ll multiply. Maybe next month it’ll be 
$40,000.

Krassner: You know, it’s like you’re in the middle o f 
fucking, and suddenly your true love walks into the room . . . 
There’s a way to have our cake and cat it too. There’s no 
reason why we can’t, say, give the money to the Black Mesa 
problem and not say we did. Let it be known that it’s 
enshrined. Who’s gonna check?

Brand: It’s hard to keep a secret, Paul.
Krassner: Whenever I have a moral dilemma I try to sec it 

through the eyes o f suffering people. We’re enshrining money. 
You talk about the old culture! You know what’s down there 
in Fort Worth? Brillo!

Brand: Maybe the question is: What’s worth more, the 
question or the answer?

Krassner: I think it was made clear tonight when we saw the 
breadline here that people arc so much on their own trips that 
they won’t really be as mind-blown about that enshrinement as 
we like to think they will.

Brand: The best justification, if there is one, for doing some 
sort o f perpetuating o f the question would be if and only if we 
can raise money around that. If more money can be raised, 
and raise the ante, and keep the question going, then that 
could mean, for example, more money to the Indians or 
Communications or whatever. If we don’t have a structure to 
do that with, than maybe that’s a copout.

Roberta English: “We are as gods, and we might as well get 
good at it." It seems to me in listening to all that’s been said 
that we’re pretty damn poor at being gods. And I think the 
idea, suggestion, o f waiting a year and let us get better at being 
gods and think about that and giving people who have better 
ideas than were here tonight to come forth with them and 
make this a better whole Earth.

WMterabbit: There’s no way in the world that the native 
North Americans can be ripped off o f dollars because they 
never printed any themselves.

Moore: Do people feel that voting is really the best way to 
do things? What I mean by that is that in a sense we’re 
becoming organized. We’re starting to come together now, and 
if we vote we’re just dividing ourselves. I’ve had a lot o f experi
ence with money, that money is used to divide people. We 
don’t have to vote, and Stewart will have shown how to use 
the money as an organizjng tool, how to really bring us 
together to relate to each other.

Krassner (on enshrinement): We’ve lost the concept o f a 
tool. I mean 1 never saw a hammer in except in a fire alarm 
box — that says “Break in case o f emergency."

Brand: That’s advocacy, Paul.
Krassner: Yeah, but there’s an emergency now, that’s my 

point.
Ron Bevirt: You’re missing what a real tool really is. A 

symbol is a tool too.
Krassner: Not to a polluted Indian, it ain’t. We have a vote 

now for symbols or reality.
Bill English: Hold on. for Christ’s sake, Paul, if we’re gonna 

vote, make it clear what we’re voting on. and if you’re going to 
make a speech for one side, get off the stage before you make 
it.

Krassner: I was waiting for you to come up and say what 
you had to say. There’s only one way to generate enthusiasm 
like that. And it’s dictatorship . . . We have another proposi
tion to enshrine the suggestor, keep him in the bank, make 
night deposits o f Crunchy Granola.

Bevirt: It’s 4:30 in the morning!
Krassner: All right. Take over!
Bevirt: Okay! Here we go. We’re cither gonna do some kind 

of a saving trip or some kind o f a spending trip. Now that’s 
what we’re voting on ...
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[The vote is taken. For saving, 44 votes. And for spending, 
God. 44 votes. Pandemonium.]
Bevirt: Yes, it’s true. It’s madness.
Les Rosen: The vote was split exactly. That means we spend 

half and we save half!
Bevirt: The suggestion is that we have a re-vote on the 

question, do we have some kind o f a saving trip or some kind 
of a spending trip? This time, to get accuracy o f our count, 
those in favor o f saving move down to this end o f the room, 
and those in favor o f spending move over to this end of the 
room, and get in a little cluster.

Voice: And arm yourselves!
Moore: This is the most literal definition o f dividing us, and 

I guess some o f who don’t want to be divided, we can stand in 
the middle.

Anonymous: Right. Everybody who wants to split it, stand 
in the middle.

[Exquisite milling around. The people in the middle are 
divided over whether they’re splitters or no-voters.]

Bevirt: Okay, wait a minute, we have anarchy.
Moore: Why do wc have to vote, really?
Bevirt: So apparently the consensus now is that everybody 

wants to just kind of stand around and mutter and we aren’t 
gonna vote and nobody knows what they want.

Pacific High Student: How many people would favor giving 
it to an Indian, just any Indian? I’m sure he wouldn’t really go 
through any bureaucratic trips with it. Is there an Indian in the 
room?

Voices: One over here!
Student: Come on up to the stage. The money belongs to 

you
Bevirt: We’ve found a deserving Indian lady, and we’re 

giving her the money.
Lois Brand: I don't think Stewart will let me keep it. [Lois is 

an Ottawa Indian, who was bookkeeper for Whole Earth and 
most singly responsible for there being a cash surplus at all. 
Why is Paul Krassner’s head in my lap?]

Bevirt: We’re back where we started.
Anonymous: We can leave it for the janitor.
Anonymous: It’s getting light out!
Moore (reading petition): “We feel that the beginning o f a 

union o f people here tonight is more important than letting a 
sum of money divide us. We declare that we do not have to 
vote or decide tonight what to do with $15,000. We the people 
here, having come here from our identification with the Whole 
Earth ideas, choose to make people that means our energy, 
our bodies, our ideas, our friendship — greater, a greater 
resource, than money. And that money should be our servant.’* 

Jeff Smith: We can get rid o f it by making it a piece o f art. 
Anonymous: It’s our money! It’s just sitting there!
[Bevirt leaves the stage.]
Steve H1U: There’s been a lot of criticism and not so subtle 

talk levelled toward the Catalog because it’s been making 
money. I remember hearing that 3000 miles away from here. 
And that this was Stewart’s way o f trying to show everybody 
first of all that he didn’t want the money, and second o f all 
how difficult it really was to do anything with money. How 
difficult it was to really decide how to use money. Well, if you 
didn’t know that before, you know it now. If there’s one thing 
that’s revealed, it’s that the concepts of dealing with money in 
this group, or you might even say in the counter-culture, are 
just painfully, painfully, naive, really bad. We just don’t know 
what to do with money. In another way, the meaning o f all 
this is the reports that will come out o f this evening anyway, 
which are going to be far out.

Voice: I make a motion that we beg Stewart Brand to take 
the money back.
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Krassner: A Stewart Brand Retirement Fund. On an Indian 
Reservation. With a Credit Union inside.

Voice: And a radio station.
Brand: Remove my name and you almost got your thing. 

You don’t need me now and you never needed me. Leave me 
out o f it.

Voice: What if we tried to give it back and there was no 
Stewart?

[Brand nods, leaves the stage to help the clean-up crew.]
Voices: -  Let’s just give it to the Indians and go  home. — 

Give it to an Indian and go  home. No, not to an Indian. — 
Two Indians.! — A tribe of Indians. No, man, that’s too 
organized. — An unorganized tribe o f Indians.

WWterabbit: This is off a Bazooka Joe and His Gang, and it 
says, if I can see any more, “This is a good day for finding 
money, so keep your eyes open.”

Anonymous: What it boils down to now is that anyone can 
sign that form and take the money.

Moore: I would be willing to sign that to do this with the 
money, which is, to emphasize that people-resources are 
greater than money-resources, and to keep us in touch with all 
the people who want to do that, who want to realize that the 
ultimate resource in terms o f networks and in terms o f what is 
being built in the Whole Earth Catalog is not tools as objects 
but each other, you and me.

[There was another hour o f hand-to-hand bickering, with 
such procedural questions as:]

Anonymous: Based on how we’re going to decide, now that 
we’ve decided to decide? The topic is, how we’re going to 
decide. We are insane, so we have to go  through a reverse 
process to make ourselves sane again. And it’s an insane 
process when you start out at the insanity end.

(In the whole final hour the only further gem I can find and 
hold up for you is this comment:]

Anonymous: There's one last major thing to learn. And I 
think it’s taking responsibility .. .

The concluding agreement was that Fred Moore, the man 
who burned the dollar bill and who made the petition about 
money as servant, sign the receipt and take the $14,905 home. 
Which he did, and the newspaper made him out some kind of 
thief. In fact, Fred Moore of 790 High St., Palo Alto, 
California, has been responsible and thorough about handling 
the money, about getting in touch with others at the meeting, 
and about setting toward carrying out Bob Greenaway’s idea 
o f calling another meeting and pursuing the whole mad 
question further for further learning.

This is not a fable, and it’s not finished, so I have no reply to 
requests for a moral to the story. I do have an observation that 
surprised me. As I watched the money move out on various 
proposals I noticed it kept coming back — to buy Catalogs, to 
start another Catalog, to Lois, to me, even to Michael Kaye 
and Fred Moore, both o f whom arc very close to Portola. I 
pondered ecological cycles 1 know about, and economic cycles 
I’ve heard about, and realized:

You can give money. But not away.
[Credits: Glyph Sound Systems made the tape. For copies of 

the complete tape (about 8 hours) or edited copies (15 minutes, 
1 xh  hours) contact Steve Hill at KQED-FM in San Francisco. 
The Demise Party was arranged by Scott Beach and Diana 
Shugart. The Exploratorium is Dr. Frank Oppenheimcr’s. The 
idea for a money number first came out o f the Libre 
Commune about two years ago, when Libre had a grant for 
$30,000 from National Institute o f Mental Health for a 
commune conference. They were going to put the loot in a pile 
in the middle o f a dome in front o f everybody and decide what 
to do with it. NIMH fell through on the grant and the event 
never happened, only it did.)
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W hat H appen ed  on the D ick  Cavett Show

by Marshall Efron 
as told to Kathic Streem

I arrived at the Dick Cavett show early, about 10 minutes be
fore they wanted me to be there, and I sat around and waited 
and waited, and I looked over the list o f people that were gon
na be on the show. I had never heard o f J.I. Rodale, but I had 
heard about Pete Hamill, so 1 was happy about seeing him. 
The crew was getting everything set up. I watched them do a 
run-through of two commercials and spotted Mr. Cavett for a 
second (he doesn’t like to see his guests before the show — 
likes it to be fresh).

I sat in the Green Room waiting to go on and met Mr. 
Rodale. We chatted for a little while. I was kidding him about 
being a health-nut and he told me he would live to be a hund
red. He talked about doing a Broadway show and he had writ
ten a bunch o f plays. He was kinda keyed-up — tense — but 
he really seemed to be enjoying himself.

The show started and these little monkeys went on first and 
did their bit and they were very cute. And I followed, doing 
my Tricia Nixon Wedding Cake bit. I made the cake on the 
stage and then went downstairs to put it in the oven. I was sup
posed to come out again at the end of the show and give every
body a piece o f Tricia’s cake (except for Mr. Rodale who ex
plained that the sugar would be harmful to his blood chem
istry).

I put the cake in the oven, and when I got back upstairs to 
the Green Room, Mr. Rodale was on stage, saying that there 
are certain things you had to eat to live longer. He said that 
doctors had given him 6 months to live 30 years ago, but be
cause of the food he ate, he would live to be a hundred. And 
he went on and on about healthy foods and started talking 
about boiling asparagus in urine, which didn’t go over too big 
with the audience, and then he held out a half-eaten goose egg 
which he said “has a lot o f life in it.”

After a few minutes, Rodale moved down another chair and 
Pete Hamill came on. Pete was talking about the bridges being 
up that day and the feud between Lindsay and Rockefeller, 
and Rodale wasn't particularly interested in any of this. He 
sounded like he was falling asleep. He started snoring. Cavett 
and Hamill stopped talking and looked at him and laughed . . . 
and then they kept looking at him and realized that he wasn’t 
sleeping ... he had had a cardiac arrest or something.

So they immediately ran to his aid. Everybody was yelling 
for oxygen and a doctor. The lights went off but the TV cam
era was still on — I was watching the whole thing from the 
monitor in the Green Room. And the police came and the 
ambulance came and they took him away, and 14 minutes later 
he was dead. Everybody was pretty shook about it (especially 
Cavett) and someone said to me, “We’re not going to run the 
show tonight,” and I said, “That’s wise,” and that was it. We 
all went home.

There was a picture in the Sunday New York Times Maga
zine o f Rodale sitting in what looked like a barber kind of 
chair with these wires strapped on him. The text said that he 
sat there for 10-20 minutes a day getting short-waved radio 
beams sent through his body, the reason being that as we go 
through life we lose our body electricity because of overhead 
steel beams in buildings and insulated floors under our feet.

So, if that was the case, he really had no business being in a 
television studio at all, ’cause there are lots o f steel beams in 
the building and overhead holding the lights — and in the 
floor, too, the stage was insulated. T o compound it and make 
it worse, TV cameras and microphones were really draining his 
body electricity. No wonder he expired. 1 told that to people 
and they asked me, “Do you believe that?’ O f course, it 
doesn’t make any difference what I believe; he believed it.

I
W a ter bed  B lu es

by Tom Miller
Malcom Coors, a University o f Arizona grad student in Eco

nomics, became the first fatality of the waterbed fad sweeping 
nouveau-riche longhairs. He had been watching a late night 
talk show on his tiny Sony television, which had frayed electri
cal connecting wires. The set fell into a puddle — the result o f 
his cat clawing at the waterbed — and he was electrocuted. 
The electrically charged water seeped up and surrounded his 
body before he could reach safety. Coors would have been 23 
two days later.

Ironically, he had just completed writing a paper for his 
“Economics and Culture" class on the waterbed price war. The 
paper, entitled Price and Quality Factors Affecting Cost o f  
Liquified Mattresses: A Ten City Sample, had been sold to 
publisher Lyle Stuart, who had planned to release it this fall 
under the title The Sensuous Waterbed. The publishing house 
has made no comment on its plans now that the author has 
died.

Coors’ economics professor, Cynthia Kessler, said the paper 
demonstrates how the price war on waterbeds, which began in 
Los Angeles and spread to virtually every metropolitan area in 
the country, is really no different from practices used daily by 
large aerospace and steel concerns. In fact, the Coors pap^r 
documents a curious parallel between hip-capitalists selling 
waterbeds and stockbrokers trading defense industry shares. 
The appendix to the paper, she said, is a description o f the 
waterbed’s effect on the user’s psyche, sex and thought pat
terns. Evidently it was this part which would comprise the bulk 
o f the Lyle Stuart book.

Coors (no relation to the brewery family) had purchased his 
waterbed for $24.95 at Hydro-Fux Unlimited in Tucson about 
four months ago. Since then the price has dropped five dollars. 
The manager o f Hydro-Fux, Phil Scott, disclaims responsibil
ity, saying: “I told him when he bought it to put a pad over it 
for just that very reason. Anyway, we have a 5-year guarantee 
on all our beds. Wasn’t that a bummer, though? I mean, zap, 
he’s gone, you know?”

Scott said he would give a new waterbed without charge to 
Coors’ girlfriend, Aurora, with whom he’d been living at the 
time. Aurora escaped injury, as she was up getting a roach-clip 
when the accident occurred.
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Power to the Peop l e ?
by Lee Quarnstrom

Davenport, California, would be a lovely little seaside town 
if it weren’t so wretched. The 315 Davenporters live between 
the redwoods and the Pacific Ocean about 10 miles north of 
Santa Cruz. The town lies on the coastal bench that is the cen
ter o f the Brussels sprout industry in California. A foggy 
nudist beach lies a couple o f miles south of town. Whales 
periodically swim past town and whalers once used Davenport 
as a home base.

The town’s wretchedness can be blamed on its only industry. 
The huge Pacific Cement and Aggregate Co. plant spews out 
16 tons a day o f icky dust, much of which settles on Daven
port’s homes, yards, automobiles and citizens. PC&A, owned 
by the Lone Star Cement Corp., has promised, under legal 
prodding, to quit pumping all that dust into the atmosphere. 
But some Davenport residents can remember the other times 
the cement plant has promised to clean up. One man remem
bers that there were complaints about the particulate emissions 
around the time o f World War I. He recalls that promised 
cleanups always seemed to fall by the wayside fry onc rcason 
or another. There was the depression, the war. the postwar 
boom when plant officials were too busy and then there was 
the ever-growing demand for cement to build the freeways that 
crisscross California.

Well, no wonder many Davenporters are excited about pro
posals to build a “clean” industry near their tiny town.

The Pacific Gas and Electric Company’s proposed nuclear 
power plant at nearby El Jarro Point certainly is clean in the 
sense that it spews no dust or smoke into the air. Onc o f the 
best arguments the giant private utility firm has for construc
tion of a nuclear power plant is its oil-and-gas-fired power 
plant at Moss Landing, on Monterey Bay a few miles south of 
Davenport. The Moss Landing installation is a pcrrcnial air 
polluter.

Of course, not everyone is certain that atomic power plants 
arc “clean.” Many scientists and conservationists argue that 
the possibility o f radioactive emissions from the plant is reason 
enough to prohibit construction o f the six reactors proposed 
for El Jarro Point.

But the power plant would be a great boost to the local tax 
base, Davenporters argue. And right they are. The plant, if six 
reactors were built, would be valued at SI.2 billion according 
to some estimates. Using California’s formula o f figuring 
assessed valuation at 25% of market value, this means the 
■power plant would have an assessed value of S300 million.

Using the Santa Cruz County combined tax rate average of 
$10 or SI I per $100 assessed valuation, this power plant com 
plex would generate a lot more than electricity. It would gener
ate about $30 million a year in tax revenue. There’s no doubt 
that this would be enough to support local schools as well as 
chop local homeowners’ taxes by a sizeable margin.

Onc of the major benefactors of this tax largesse would be 
the Davenport Fire Protection District, assuming the plant 
was kept within the district.

Davenporters, particularly the firemen, have borne a grudge 
against the cement plant ever since the day it was decided that 
the huge plant - with an assessed valuation last year o f more 
than $1.6 million was not within the Davenport Fire Protec
tion District. The cement plant staff provides for their own fire 
protection and therefore Davenport citizens not only have to 
live in dust-covered houses and drive dust-covered cars, they 
have to pay much higher taxes than they would if the cement
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plant were in the fire district.
The fire district tax rate last year was $.035. In other words, 

property owners had to pay 3 1/2 cents per $100 assessed 
valuation to support the firemen and their operation.

It’s no surprise that some o f Davenport’s more vocal sup
porters o f the nuclear power plant concept are also fire protec
tion district officials. Using the 3 1 2-cents tax rate, the $1.2 
billion power plant would bring in about S 105,000 in addi
tional tax revenues to the fire department each year.

You can run a hell o f a small-town fire department for 
$105,000. There’s been speculation that Davenport firemen 
would be able to outfit themselves in ostrich-plume helmets 
and uniforms decorated all over with fancy gold braid.

There’s a lot o f  local opposition to the power plant, of 
course. With a University o f California campus at Santa Cruz 
there’s no shortage o f critics o f atomic power. But many mem
bers o f the so-called establishment arc also lining up against 
the proposal.

Meanwhile, PG&F. is keeping up a steady and expensive 
public relations program. Local newsmen, businessmen and 
public officials are never surprised to run into PG&E “nuclear 
information experts” at luncheons or public meetings and 
many local citizens have been flown to other PG&E nuclear 
plant sites to view the equipment.

I was flown, along with several other newsmen, to the 
Diablo Canyon plant under construction near San Luis 
Obispo. The huge reactor container one o f two or more 
planned for Diablo — is like a capitol rotunda. Its major 
quality is that it's highly noticeable.

PG&E says it would consider construction o f “low profile" 
reactor buildings at Davenport which, unlike Diablo Canyon, 
is located near a major thoroughfare, the Coast Highway. But 
asked whether such low profile edifices arc on the drawing 
boards, PG&E officials admit that they’re not quite certain 
whether such things arc possible.

The giant utility firm has hired dozens of consulting scien
tists, engineers and planners to take a look at the 7,000-acre 
site PG&E has under option to buy. The consultants have 
spared no expense as they’ve prepared a scries o f impressive- 
looking reports and studies on the feasibility o f locating a 
nuclear plant at El Jarro Point.

T o no one’s surprise, the consultants report that El Jarro 
Point is ideal for a power plant site. Nearby earthquake faults 

including the infamous San Andreas Fault only 12 miles 
away are no problem as far as they know, PG&E geologists 
say. Warm water used in cooling the reactors could have a 
beneficial effect on the marine environment, marine biologists 
employed by the firm report, and anyway, the hot water won’t 
affect a very large part o f the ocean. And on and on.

So far, most opposition to the proposal has centered on the 
dangers o f radioactivity. Uppermost in the minds o f most 
opponents is the network o f earthquake faults that lies along 
the California coast.

Opponents to the plant aren’t certain about how to go about 
preventing PG&E from building their reactors and generators. 
It seems that local governmental officials don’t really have 
much to say about the location o f a nuclear power plant in the 
county. County supervisors, for instance, may have some sayso 
about location o f high-voltage transmission lines but appar
ently the supervisors — the legislative body that runs county 
government can’t really keep the power plant away if they 
so decide.

PG&E officials stress that they’ve never located a plant any
place where local government has objected. But asked 
whether the company might go ahead anyway with the Daven
port project if county supervisors turn thumbs down. PG&E 
Vice President Barton Shackelford merely reiterated the fact

Page 37

http://www.ep.tc/realist/90
http://www.ep.tc/realist


T h e  R E A L IS T  Is su e  N u m b e r 9 0  - M a y -J u n e , 1971 - P age  38  
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/90

that so far, PG&E hasn’t gone against the wishes o f local 
government.

PG&E watchers, a breed remarkably like China watchers, 
have no doubts that the firm would override the wishes of 
local government if it has to.

Two agencies seem to have some real say-so regarding loca
tion o f nuclear power plants. One is the Atomic Energy Com 
mission, an agency never much noted for opposition to 
commercial nuclear power plant proposals. The other is the 
state Public Utilities Commission, now dominated by 
apointces o f Governor Ronald Reagan.

Unlike their brash attempts to locate an atomic plant at 
Bodega Head, north o f San Francisco, PG&E officials are 
trying their best to woo the local populace to their point of 
view. For it was opposition o f the local populace which ulti
mately resulted in abandonment o f the Bodega site. A nearby 
earthquake fault played a major role in stimulating local 
oppositional Bodega.

One recent report on the feasibility o f the Davenport site 
noted that among other benefits to the county, the power plant 
could become a place where families might wish to visit and 
picnic. One can imagine the power plant guides, handing out 
little lead suits to visiting schoolchildren.

Of course, a major card up PG&E’s sleeve could be the fact 
that only a few hundred of the 7,000 acres would be needed for 
a power plant. It's quite possible that a PG&E promise to keep 
the rest of the acreage in open space, with public access, could 
sway the thinking o f some voters and politicians.

But the major consideration is going to be the tax situation. 
Santa Cruz County citizens don’t really give a damn about the 
PG&E pleas for more power to prevent “brownouts" along 
their power system. In fact, many Santa Cruzans probably 
wouldn’t feel bad at all if there were power shortages in San 
Jose, the ugly metropolis over the hill.

Whether or not such brownouts might ever occur is a matter 
o f speculation. PG&E says they might, others say they prob
ably won’t.

And some opponents of the plant argue that we should all 
use less electricity so PG&E won’t have to build any more 
plants.

The absurdity o f this thought struck me recently when the 
electricity went out for a few minutes while I was eating in a 
Santa Cruz restaurant. At first the patrons all looked at one 
another and smiled nervously. But after a few minutes a quiet 
hysteria seemed to spread through the room: My God. where's 
the power?, 1 was afraid someone would start screaming.

Some o f those who understand the tax implications o f a $1.2 
billion power plant also understand that PG&E could prob
ably put the plant in San Mateo County, just a few miles north 
o f Davenport. Would an explosion just a few miles away cause 
any more damage than one at Davenport, they wonder? And a 
plant in San Mateo County instead o f Davenport would mean
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no tax revenue to local government in Santa Cruz County.
Obviously, it’s a hell o f a problem.
Right now I’d guess that the five-man board o f supervisors 

would vote 3-2 against putting in the power plant. But that’s 
just my guess. And even if they did oppose the plant there’s no 
guarantee that PG&E wouldn’t try to get AEC and PUC 
approval anyway.

PG&E has been studying the El Jarro Point site for over a 
year now, renewing its option to buy the 7,000 acres every six 
months. Meanwhile, opponents have been blowing hot and 
cold in an attempt to fight the proposal.

No one knows, of course, whether the atomic plant will be 
built. No one’s really willing to hazard a guess.

CEDAR Citizens Examining the Dangers o f Atomic 
Radiation — is working like hell to keep the plant out. 
CLEAN — Citizens Learning Everything About Nuclear is 
working to gel the plant built. (CLEAN leaders, who claim no 
allegiance to PG&E, just happen to consist of a leading Santa 
Cruz realtor, a prominent lawyer and the Davenport fire chief.)

No permits have yet been sought by PG&E. It’s still 
possible, although unlikely, that they'll decide not to huild at 
Davenport.

Meanwhile, some o f the more skeptical PG&E watchers are 
keeping a particularly close eye on El Jarro Point.

“It’s just possible.” one told me. “that someday we’ll be 
driving up along Highway I and there, over by the ocean, 
there’ll be six big Goddamn reactors, flown in at night by heli
copters or something."

Soft-Core Pornography, Dept, o f Bestiality
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Uncle Sam Wants You Dead, 
Nigger

FATHER (O.S.) 
Yeah, that’s what you always say when 
you lookin for a job, ‘they ain’t got 
no openings.’ They ain’t never got no 
openings when you try to get work. 
TRACKING JOHNNY

("The Great American Dream Machine” first solicited this television 
screenplay from Richard Pryor — written by him with Alan Farley — 
then turned it down.)

OPENING SHOT — STOCK FOOTAGE OF JET PLANE 
LANDING AT AN AIRPORT IN AMERICA. CUT TO 
STOCK FOOTAGE OF A CASKET BEING CARRIED 
OFF A PLANE BY SOLDIERS]

PREACHER (V.O. — Voice Over)
He tried to serve his country 
(Congregation answers with him) um hm urn 
And Johnny was a good boy, yes 
um hm um
The casket is being loaded into a hearse.

PREACHER (V.O.)
I remember Johnny well, um hm um 
I can remember Johnny when he used to 
walk around the streets, yes lord 
He had no destination, um hm um 
Had no place to, um hm um 
1 remember quite well
THE GHETTO — LONG SHOT FROM ROOFTOP OF 
JOHNNY WALKING THE STREETS
Johnny walks through the streets o f  the ghetto where he was 
raised. The only sounds we hear are the natural sounds o f  the 
ghetto streets.
INSIDE GHETTO STORE — MEDIUM SHOT -  
FOLLOWING JOHNNY WALKING BY OUTSIDE
OUTSIDE STORE — ANGLE DOWN STREET —
Johnny continues to walk past the storefront and houses in the 
ghetto. He hears the voices o f  his parents.

FATHER (O.S. — Off Screen)
Boy, I want you to get a job.
You just laying around the house, 
been in trouble, getting arrested 
all the time. I’m tired o f getting 
you out of jail. It’s just a heartache 
to me and your momma.

MOTHER (O.S.)
That’s right, I don’t know what I’m 
gonna do with you. . . I just don’t know.
I try, we try, we work hard to send you 
to school, and you didn’t even stay in 
school; just got outta school.
Why don’t you do something with your life?

FATHER (O.S.)
You ain’t never gonna be nothing, boy.
You ought to do something with your life.
Look at all your friends, Terry and them.
They doing something. Terry got a job 
down at the factory, he working. Why don’t 
you get one down there?

JOHNNY (V.O.)
Dad, the people when I went down there, 
they told me they didn’t have no more 
openings.

Johnny continues his walk, stopping in front o f  an Army 
recruiting poster that says " Uncle Sam Wants You"
CLOSE UP OF POSTER

VOICE (O.S.)
(White)

Uncle Sam wants you.
Uncle Sam wants you.
Uncle Sam wants you.
That's right nigger.
Uncle Sam wants you.
POSTER’S P.O.V. (Point o f View) — ANGLE UP TO
WARD JOHNNY MEDIUM SHOT 
A black man in a dashiki draws up beside Johnny, stands there 
and just looks at him looking at the poster.
ANGLE TO THE SIDE — TWO SHOT JOHNNY AND 
DASHIKI
CHEST HIGH CLOSE UP OF DASHIKI 

. Dashiki (V.O.)
Yeah, nigger. Uncle Sam wants you dead.
Man, you don’t want to join the Army, 
what you want is to join our army.
We need you now.
Johnny starts to walk away, and hears his father's voice again.

FATHER (O.S.)
That’s right, hangout in the street 
with them Panthers. That’s what you 
been doin, you been down there with 
them Panthers. Down there with all them 
Black groups. They won’t get you no money.
They ain’t gonna help you out.
You better get something. I know the white 
man ain’t good, but some o f em all right.
You got to try to do something about that, boy.
Dashiki follows Johnny as he continues his walk, crossing the 
street and turning a corner.
MEDIUM LONG SHOT -  JOHNNY AND DASHIKI — 
WALKING TOWARD CAMERA

DASHIKI (V.O.)
Man, ain’t none o f em all right.
(He says this with the look on his face)
Ain’t none of em, that’s what we been
trying to tell you. Ain’t none o f cm
all right. Ain’t nothing right with that man.
The brothers and sisters down here, we need 
you here, man. You want to join an army, man. 
join our army.
Johnny turns into a storefront, which we see is the Army 
recruiting office. He hears his father's voice.

FATHER (O.S.)
That’s good that you gonna get in the Army, man.
Look at Harvey, he was in the Army, 
got medals and everything.
Went into the Army, became somebody.
CUT TO STOCK FOOTAGE OF RECRUITS BEING SHA
VEN AND OTHERWISE PROCESSED, GETTING OFF

Realist Pat* 39
http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE R EALIST AR CH IVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/90
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue N um b er 9 0  - M ay-June , 1971 - Page 40
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/90

BUSES AT TRAINING CAMP.
JOHNNY (O.S.)

This is my chance now.
If I make this, I go back home and 
Janet's father won’t be so mad.
He see me in the Army, trying to do 
something, maybe I can go over to her house.
I really dig that chick, man.
And Dad, I can send them some of the allotment money.
TRAINING FIELD -  DAY — LONG SHOT — JOHNNY
Johnny is in the field doing drill exercises; but he is all alone. 
However, we hear the sounds o f  a whole company drilling, and 
he marches as if  he were in the middle o f  them.

SOLDIERS (O.S.)
One, two, three, four 
One. two, three, four 
To the left, march!

OFFICER (O.S.)
Today we are learning to kill, HAAH!

SECOND OFFICER (O.S.)
Now you have completed basic training.
FIELD MEDIUM SHOT JOHNNY
Johnny is dressed in his fatigues, with boots and all.

OFFICER (O.S.)
You special band of special forces 
will be assigned to Fort McPherson 
for additional training, and then to 
duty in Vietnam.
WATERFRONT THE RAILING OF A TROOP SHIP — 
Johnny leans on the ship’s railing, looking out at the ocean, 
thinking about his destination — Vietnam.

JOHNNY (V.O.)
Damn, can’t wait to get to ’Nam.
I’m gonna be good; I can take it.
I know I ain’t gonna die.
I’m gonna get me some o f them gooks, too. Jack.
That’s right, get me some medals, man, 
so when I go home. I’ll be a hero.
Dashiki appears next to Johnny again and stares at him.

DASHIKI (V.O.)
Why you gonna be killing some Vietnamese, man?
What kinda nerve you got to be callin them 
gooks, nigger? You crazy or something?
What’s wrong with you?

JOHNNY (V.O.)
Why don’t you leave me alone, man?
You do it your way. I’m doing it mine.
I don’t want no trouble, man.
I’m trying to be somebody, 
and you trying to mess that up.
CUT TO STOCK FOOTAGE TROOPS LANDING IN 
VIETNAM, B-52 BOMBING RAIDS. SEARCH AND DE
STROY MISSIONS. ETC.
Along with the stock footage, there is a musical soundtrack 
composed o f  a mixture o f  Shirley Temple singing On the Good 
Ship Lolly pop and Stepin Fetchit-type voices saying all the 
old hack phrases from racist movies. "Well, lime to eat dinner, 
heah. heah. heahT Etc.
VIETNAM - HALF-TRACK DRIVING ALONG ROAD 
- TRACKING SHOT

Johnny is riding in the half-track with a 50 caliber machine 
gun on top, riding through the country. The truck approaches 
a field with some farmers in the distance, plowing. The farmers 
see the truck, and wave at it. We hear the voices o f  two officers 
in the truck, but we never see them.

CAPTAIN GR1SBY (O.S.)
Hold that truck up! Hold up the column.

LIEUTENANT (O.S.)
What’s the matter, Captain Grisby?

GRISBY (O.S.)
Those people in the field seem to be 
signaling those men over there on that hill.
I have an idea there arc some mortars 
on that hill, and those people seem to be 
signaling.

JOHNNY (V.O.)
(To himself)

They’re not signaling, they’re just waving.
LIEUTENANT (O.S.)

(definite white cracker voice)
It seems they are signaling to someone 
over on the hill.

GRISBY (O.S.)
(to Johnny)

Stop waving, soldier, what you trying to do?
Cut them people down out there, boy.

JOHNNY (V.O.)
What, sir?

GRISBY (O.S.)
You heard the order.
Shoot them—kill them people out there.
They’re gonna call a mortar in on us, boy.
We could be wiped out at any second.

JOHNNY (V.O.)
(to himself)

I can’t do that, man.
GRISBY (O.S.)

If you can’t do it. I’ll get a white boy 
to do it.

(to lieutenant)
I know them niggers can’t take it in combat, 
you know what I mean?
It’s just something about them; they just 
don’t have. . . the stuff
MEDIUM SHOT -  JOHNNY AND HIS GUN 
Johnny shoots the people down, nv hear the gunfire.

GRISBY (O.S.)
Good job, soldier.
CUT TO STOCK FOOTAGE OF NEW YEAR’S EVE IN 
TIME SQUARE. OR CADETS TOSSING HATS IN THE 
AIR AT ANNAPOLIS GRADUATION.
We hear the crowd cheering.
ZOOM IN TO A CLOSE UP ON JOHNNY’S FACE
The horror o f  what he has done is shown on Johnny's face.

JOHNNY (V.O.)
(to himself)

Don’t crack, don’t crack. . .
don’t crack. You did it. man, you made it.
You gonna be somebody — you are somebody.
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Look at them looking at you now, yeah, 
look at cm.

GRISBY (O.S.)
You did all right, soldier.
Can you get those ears for a count?

JOHNNY (V.O.)
Beg your pardon, sir?

GRISBY (O.S.)
We gotta have those ears for our count.

JOHNNY (V.O.)
(to himself)

Ears for a count.
(to Crisby)

Yes, sir.
FARMER’S FIELD TRACKING JOHNNY
Johnny goes out in the field to get the ears o f  the people he has 
just shot. He gets to the bodies, and looks do wn.
ANGLE UP AT JOHNNY FROM BEHIND THE BODIES
He looks down at the bodies and a sudden look o f  horror 
comes over his face; he almost goes into shock.
JOHN inY’S P.O.V. — LOOKING AT THE BODIES
Instead o f  the Vietnamese he shot, he sees the bodies o f  his 
family lying there, dead.

GRISBY (O.S.)
Get them cars!
Johnny looks again, and the bodies are those o f  the Viet
namese he has killed. He cuts o f f the ears, and heads back to
ward the truck.
TRACKING JOHNNY BACK TO THE TRUCK.
Johnny hears the Captain's voice as he walks back to the truck.

GRISBY (O.S.)
That’s good for at least one medal.
Heroism beyond the call o f duty.
You can get four medals for this.
Plus a three day pass.
Soldier, you really going to be 
something when you get back home.
BUSHES AT EDGE OF FIELD -  MEDIUM LONG 
SHOT, ZOOMS IN ON RIFLE BARREL.
A gun points out o f  the bushes at Johnny in the distance. It 
fires, and the sound is amplified very loud. Johnny begins to 
fall, in very slow motion. As he falls, we hear the preacher 
again.

PREACHER (O.S.)
And he lived a good life, um hm
And he was a good boy, yes he was
And he never done no harm to nobody, um hm um
And he tried to do the best he could, yes he did.
As the preacher ends, the body is still falling.
CUT TO TRACKING SHOT OF HEARSE APPROACH- ' 
ING GRAVEYARD.
GRAVEYARD GATE MEDIUM LONG SHOT -  
ZOOM IN ON GUARD

GUARD (V.O.)
(white cracker)

I don’t care what kind o f hero he is. 
we don’t bury no niggers in this graveyard.
As he speaks, the frame freezes on the black folks looking into 
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The Gospel
According to Sam’s Cafe

Chapter I:
The Great $76.40 H oax

1. Sam’s Cafe is an art movement started by three young artists, 
Marc. Terri and Dave, in Berkeley. California.

2. Their art is the process of Truth: and they hold no process too 
small or too large to be created; for there is one Absolute Truth, and 
that process will be revealed.

3. One day as they were in their art gallery on University Avenue 
making Rotting-Food paintings, the Holy Ghost came upon them, and 
the Lord bid them go into the media.

4. Jesus spoke to them, saying: Behold mass media is the message, 
and the message is the coming of the Kingdom.

5. Everything on earth is in mass media except the masses.
6 . On Judgment Day the people shall be moved in mass media, and 

they shall destroy the Devil and his angels in the rush through the 
gates of Heaven.

7. The Lord commanded Sam's Cafe, saying: Go into mass media 
and sound the trumpet of the Lord.

8 . Put the handwriting on the wall; let the world sec JUDGMENT 
DAY and repent.

9. Draw a diagram so everyone can read how the Inversion of Mass 
Media will begin and the world will end.

10. Make a work of art so that everyone can prepare themselves for 
their day in court.

11. At Sam’s Cafe, they were like little children, anxious to begin, 
but the Lord knew their minds and he cautioned them saying: I shall 
send Gabriel along to see that you don’t overdo it.

12. Show the world the Fire, do not set the world on fire; sound the 
trumpet just once; for the devil’s angels shall he their own undoing.

the gates o f  the graveyard.
GUARD (V.O.)

(echoing)
We don’t bury no niggers in this graveyard.
We don’t bury no niggers in this graveyard.
We don’t bury no niggers in this graveyard.
CUT BACK TO JOHNNY, STILL FALLING

DASH IK I (O.S.)
(echoing, fading out)

Uncle Sam wants you dead, nigger 
Uncle Sam wants you dead, nigger 
Uncle Sam wants you dead, nigger. . .
As the last words fade out. Johnny's body hits the ground.
FREEZE ON JOHNNY’S BODY ON THE GROUND -  
FADE OUT
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Chapter II:
Drawing the Devil out the 20,000

1. Sam's Cafe practiced a year and a day. and their time was come.
2. With Gabriel at their side, Sam's Cafe went into mass media and 

laid hands on the Devil causing 20,000 silent people to cry out in mass 
media.

3. In San Francisco, Sam’s Cafe sent out 20.000 bills from Sam's 
Collection Agency to 20,000 middle income people charging them each 
$76.40 for something they didn’t buy:

4. And the phone numbers Sam’s Cafe left with the 20,000 were the 
phone numbers of the Bank o f America, the San Francisco Chronicle, 
Channel 4 and Channel 9.

5. The deaf and dumb spirit was driven out of the 20,000 and the 
cry and hew was mighty to behold as the multitude descended upon 
these offices of power cutting off their flow o f information and money.

6. The city o f San Francisco exploded in chaos.
7. These calls did not stop the newspaper, the television stations, 

nor did they create a run on the Bank o f America: This is a work of 
art; this is a picture o f the coming flood; this is merely a taste of 
destruction.

CHAPTER III:
The World Will End 
In the Fire of Protest

1. The banks of America arc the symbol o f the beginning o f the end, 
for the money system shall be the first system to collapse.

2. The banks of America arc the key to every system of centralized 
money and power on earth.

3. All centralized power is absolute evil and will be absolutely 
destroyed.

4. The protestors will gather on the phones in the banks, the TV net
works, the newspaper syndicates and radio stations; they will begin in 
the white pages of the phone book and tic up one listing after another.

5. The protestors will protest on the phones and in the mail; the 
demonstrators will demonstrate on the phones and in the mail; the 
students will strike on the phones and in the mail; the rioters will riot 
on the phones and in the mail; and the masses will be forced to con
verge on the offices of power.

6. Business at the banks will be cut off. and there will be a run on 
the banks such as the world has never seen or dreamed.

7. The banking systems o f the world will collapse in chaos like a 
card house, and business and government will follow in their wake.

8. ' Protestors are the salt of the earth which has not lost its savour; 
they will move on the phones into the banks; and when they move the 
masses will move onto the phones, and into the streets until everything 
is completely jammed.
' 9. The money system will collapse: savings will be lost, checks will 
bounce, stocks and bonds will be worthless, food stamps won't buy 
food and credit cards won’t buy anything.

10. The money system is based on credit, which is based on public 
confidence, which will be shattered the instant the news of the Inver
sion breaks.

11. The banks will be bankrupt, and everyone on earth will be 
salted with the fire and every sacrifice will be salted with the fire.

12. The masses will pour onto the phones and into the offices of 
power like moullcn lava.

13. The Fire will become a conflagration, the conflagration will 
become a halocaust. the halocaust will become the Apocolypse.

14. The protestors are the Lord's righteous vengeance; for without 
raising a hand in violence, without firing a shot, without breaking the 
law they will give the banks TOO much business and force the masses 
to explode in mass media and destroy the world.

15. The authorities, the representatives, the judges, the rich and the 
mighty with their hands on the money and power will be trapped in 
their plush offices.

16. The transgressors will he held fast in the fire that never shall be 
quenched.

17. The enraged masses will descend upon them until the authorities 
command no one and must answer to everyone for everything.

IK. The transgressors will lose their positions, their possessions, 
their minds and their souls; they will be driven into outer darkness 
where their worm dieth not, and the fire is not quenched.

Chapter IV:
The Kingdom of Heaven

1. Is it not written that. The stone which the builders rejected, the 
same is become the head o f the corner?

2. And whosoever shall fall upon that stone shall be broken; but on 
whomsoever it shall fall, it will grind him to powder.

3. Mass media is the school, the Inversion is compulsory education, 
and the Lord will have everyone’s attention on that day.

4. We will learn to live together in absolute harmony; and we will 
live in absolute chaos until we do; and in the process of Inversion the 
transgressors will be ground to powder.

5. The governments of this world will fall, and great will be the fall 
of them, for they will fall on the heads of the authorities, the repre
sentatives, the benefactors, the transgressors.

6. Capitalism, Communism. Socialism, Fascism are all names for 
the same game.

7. The governments of this world are all REPRESENTATIVE 
government with the representatives on all levels using public media to 
centralize the money and power into their own hands.

8. Less than 10% of the rich use public communication systems to 
centralize 90% o f the wealth: THAT'S NOT COMMUNICATION, 
THAT'S EXPLOITATION!

9. All of our institutions arc used to do what they ought not to do; 
besides their products and services, they are used to centralize money 
and power into the hands o f the owners, the authorities, the repre- 
sentitives, the transgressors.

10. All the money and power is centralized simply because the 
masses are not in mass media; all the evil in the world exists simply 
because the masses are SILENT.

11. All of the institutions on earth are all run entirely with public 
communication systems, and not one is prepared to survive when the 
people are on the phones doing all the talking.

12. The masses in mass media arc the destruction of every insti
tution on earth.

13. The builders o f the world, the representitives, the rulers, the 
judges, the generals, the presidents, the vice presidents, the managers, 
the executives, the bosses, the supervisors, the owners, the fathers have 
built the world in the image o f Satan.

14. They have built all these institutions and systems to centralize 
power while trusting in their own righteousness and lining their own 
pockets.

15. They arc o f their Father, the devil; they arc thieves, liars, 
exploiters, polluters, murderers, drunkards and whoremongers in fine 
suits and white shirts.

16. These arrogant devils have built the whole world on the blind, 
self-righteous assumption that the masses cannot cry out in mass 
media on the phones in their offices.

17. All o f their great systems of money, transportation, communica
tion. business, industry and government all work hand in hand, and 
they shall all fall hand in hand.

18. The masses will erupt in mass media; and the builders o f the 
world will be trapped in (heir own hierarchies o f power; they will be 
crushed in the machinery of their own invention.

19. The Inversion is revolutionary, but it is more than a revolution.
20. Have you not read that the Kingdom o f Heaven is like leaven 

which a woman took and hid in three measures o f meal until the whole 
was leavened.

21. Protestors on the phones in the banks are like yeast, for they 
will cause the masses to rise in mass media.

22. There will be one fold and one shepherd, there will be one world 
and one government;

23. And all the people o f that new w.orld will take direct and con
tinual voting control o f all institutions and all the systems o f that 
government, for all power will be decentralized;

24. And the people o f that new world will share equally in all the 
wealth o f the world, for all the money will be decentralized;

25. And the head o f that new government will be Christ; and the
name of that new government will be Heaven; and the Constitution of 
that new government will be this: >

26. The Lord our God is one Lord: And thou shall love the Lord 
thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy 
mind, and with all thy strength: And thou shall love thy neighbor as 
thy self.
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Chapter V:
The Flood

1. As the days of Noc were, so shall the coming o f the son of man 
be.

2. For as in the days that were before the flood they were eating and _ 
drinking, marrying and giving in marriage, until the day that Noe 
entered into the ark.

3. And knew not until the flood came, and took them all away: so 
shall also the coming of the Son o f man be.

4. Though they have eyes to see, yet they do not sec; and though 
they have cars to hear, yet they do not hear.

5. Is it so hard to see what will happen when demonstrators in the 
major cities of the world hit the switchboards at the banks.

6. Is it so hard to sec that things will explode.
7. Is it so hard to see that the banks, the TV networks, the news

paper syndicates, the radio stations arc listed in the white pages o f the 
phone book.

8. Is it so hard to see that the protestors merely have to begin with 
the largest and the nearest and work their way on down the list tying 
up one switchboard after another with TOO much business.

9. Is it so hard to see that.all o f these institutions arc critically con
gested now. and a mere handful o f protestors will easily push them 
into chaos then.

10. Is it so hard to see that the authorities can not sec how many 
protestors there are; they can sec that their switchboards are jammed, 
but they can not sec any possible end to the number of protestors once 
it starts.

11. Is it so hard to see that the news of Judgment Day will explode 
in mass media because the news media will be reporting the news first 
hand as protestors jam their phones cutting off their flow of infor
mation and money.

12. Is it so hard to see that the police, the riot squads, the troops 
and tanks will be totally obsolete; for there is no way on earth to force 
a crowd o f people to disperse when they are off the streets on the 
phones in the banks.

13. Is it so hard to sec what will happen when the newsmen and the 
politicians tell the people NOT TO PANIC. NOT TO CALL. NOT 
TO RUN TO THE BANKS.

14. Is it so hard to sec what effect that will have on the millions of 
anxious, frightened people crowded in the cities o f the world.

15. Is it so hard to sec that your savings arc insured by the Federal 
Government, but who Is there to insure the Federal Government when 
the wrath o f God is upon the world?

16. Is it so hard to sec that when the news breaks in the media your 
money is lost; it is already too late; everyone will already be at the 
banks; and the banks will already be closed.

17. Is it so hard to see that for many their bank account and their 
soul arc one and the same, and they will lose both on Judgment Day.

18. Is it so hard to see that people cannot reach the protestors; they 
will be forced to hold the banks and the authorities responsible; and 
when the banks arc closing the people will be UPSET.

19. Is it so hard to sec that millions o f people will break into a 
widening gyre of anarchy when the catastrophe hits, and everyone on 
earth will be trapped in the chaos.

20. Is it so hard to sec that people won’t want to listen to the opera
tor, a recording or a busy signal; everyone will want their money and

EVERYONE'S MONEY IS NOT THERE.
21. Is it so hard to sec that the money system is primarily a system 

of credit, and on Judgment Day there won’t be any credit, and the 
entire economy will collapse in shambles.

22. Is it so hard to sec that when the American economy collapses 
the economic systems of every nation on earth will collapse.

23. Is it so hard to see that everyone will have the same compulsion: 
to call the bank, to go to the bank; which will overload the Kinks until 
they close, and overload the streets and freeways until they arc com
pletely jammed; which will overload everyone and everything until the 
whole world is destroyed in chaos.

24. Is it so hard to sec that the streets and freeways arc congested 
now, and they will be frozen then; millions o f people will be trapped in 
the flood, and they will abandon their cars until our streets and free
ways become a massive parking lot where nothing moves.

25. Is it so hard to sec that the MEDIA BOMB WILL EXPLODE 
and no one and nothing on earth can stop it.

26. Is it so hard to sec that the authorities, the transgressors will con
tinue to overload the people with injustice and inequity until that day 
when the people turn to their phones for justice.

27. Is it so hard to sec that most people will at first dismiss the 
Inversion as totally ridiculous, and then become totally paranoid when 
they look for a way to stop it, and they can’t find a way out o f Judg
ment Day.

28. Is it so hard to sec that there will be a MEDIA BOMB SCARE 
like the Atomic and the Hydrogen Bomb scares, only instead of build
ing bomb shelters people will be selling out. and moving out.

29. Is it so hard to sec that the representatives, the authorities, the 
rich, the heirlings will be among the first to sell their stocks, cash in 
their bonds, withdraw their savings and move out of town. . . though 
Lord knows THEY won’t get far.

30. Is it so hard to sec that the stock market will really begin to 
crack, and this fearful generation will really begin to live in fear. . . 
waiting for the bomb to explode.

3L, Is it so hard to hear that Many shall be purified, and made 
white, and tried; but the wicked shall do wickedly; and none of the 
wicked shall understand; but the wise shall understand.

32. Is it so hard to hear that when ye shall sec Jerusalem compassed 
with armies, then know that the desolation thereof is nigh.

33. Is it so hard to hear that The time is fulfilled, and the kingdom 
of God is at hand: repent ye, and believe the gospel.

34. Let him which is on the housetop not come down to take any
thing out o f his house.

35. Neither let him which is in the fields return kick to take his 
clothes.

36. And woe be unto them that arc with child, and to them that give 
suck in those days!

37. But, pray ye that your flight be not in the winter, neither on the 
sabbath day.

38. For in those days shall be affliction, such as was not from the 
beginning o f the creation which God created unto this time, neither 
shall be.

39. And except those days should be shortened, there should no 
flesh be saved: but for the elect’s sake those days skill be shortened.

40. They set the abomination o f desolation in mass media, spoken 
of by Daniel the prophet, stand in the holy place. (Whosoever readeth. 
let him or her understand.)
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X

The P arts That W ere  Left Out o f L ove S tory
Editor's note: What follows is from “The Law Unto Themselves" by 

Peter Runkel, an American psychologist who has performed psycho
therapy with British policemen. The book is available for $8.95 from 
Planarian Press, P.O. Box 644, Ann Arbor, Mich. 48107. This par
ticular excerpt falls somewhere between Lady Chatterley’s Lover and 
The Guinness Book of World Records; between Andy Capp and R. 
Crumb; between Terry Southern and the Galloping Gourmet; between 
Bob Newhart and Fritz Peris; between a hip commercial and a socio
logical text on class distinction.

. . . After we'd drank ah. after we’d drunken the choc
olate here is where she said she was going to go  get — 
taker 'cr good dress off. When she came back she had on this 
nice quilted bathrobe. We sat on the couch and talked. All of 
a sudden she leaned over th’ on top o f me and kissed me 
and I kissed her back I didn' kiss her back that sounds 
like I kissed the back part o f her I mean after she’d kissed
me I kissed her. After we’d done that for 'bout a half hour I 
got up my nerve and before I could slop myself from savin’ it 
— I knew if I didn’t say it right then I’d lose my nerve—I said 
to her: "Would you like to meet Herman?" She said: who was 
Herman. And that stopped me. 1 hoped that she would know 
what I was talkin' about but she didn’t and I didn* know how 
to go about telling her. I was sorry that I’d started it. Finally, I 
just took one of her hands and put it right on my snooker it 
was hard; did I tell you ’hat, sir?

/ assumed as much.
Well, it was hard and my face was burning up I could feel 

it. I didn’ know if 1 was going about it in the right way. But 
she said that she would like to meet Herman. She said she had 
been wanting to meet him for ever so long. I told her that he 
was just like me, he wasn't too good at meeting people. I reach
es I reached in the front of my pants and for some reason I 
couldn't seen to get the damn thing out I'd taken it out a 
million times before to piss all my life all I’d have to do was 
just reach in and shag it out I can do it in my sleep with one 
hand tied behind me. Bui it it wouldn’t come out that time. 
It seemed like I sat there feclin’ her up against me and fumb
ling for my goddamn pecker for what seemed like half the 
night but I guess it was only a few seconds. Then she said to 
let her try and I’m not lying to you. sir, she had that thing out 
o f there in half a second flat. When she looked at it and felt it I 
almost jumped. She didn’t say nothin' at firs’ and I thought 
that she was disappointed or something. Just to break the si
lence - it wasn’t too silent ’cause I was breathin’ like I’d just 
run the mile for a new Olympic record 1 said: “Herman, this 
is Helen; she’s been wanting to meet you." I was surprised that 
I got up the nerve to say’t after I’d said it. Then she says: "My. 
Herman, you’re a much bigger boy than I expected." And that 
really made me feel good. sir. So I said, without thinking: “I’ve 
grown a lot in the past halfhour.” She laughed and I really felt 
good. I don’ know I guess after that we both got kind of 
luny. She asked Herman if there was anything she could do for 
him and he said that he could sure use a rubdown. She took it 
in her hand and started well, I guess you’d say she started 
jacking me off. sir. Only when she done it it was a lot better 
'an when 1 did it myself. It didn't take long — she made a 
she made five or six strokes and I came all over the place — all 
over her nice robe and my pants and the couch and the rug 
and everything all over her place. 1 got off about four or 
five rounds before I re. !i?.cd my safctycetch wasn’t working

properly. She wasn’t mad — about ruinin’ her robe or nothin’; 
she just really started kissing me and I started kissin’ her udder.

Her what?
Her udder, sir. Her tits. Before you’d know it I really got in 

the spirit o f it and I got up and took off every stick every' 
stich o f clothes I was wcarin’ and started standin* on my head 
with my legs in the air like those Yogas do. Everytimc I’d do a 
good handstan’ she’d give me a big hand. I felt sort o f good 
you know, sir, after all the time I’d wanted to have a go at’t 
with a woman, here I was in my middle thirties and this was 
the — my first time. The first time I’d even let a woman sec me 
with my pants off until — and it felt good. She took off her 
robe and she was stark naked too! 1 tried to teach her to stand 
on her head — she still can’t — but she always fell over. Once 
she fell right over on her back with her legs spread way apart 
and that’s when I — well, came down on top o f her. I started 
rubbing my nose over her tits again and at the same time tryin’ 
to get Herman into her without havin’ to reach down with my 
hands and put *im in that way. I once heard two men talkin’ 
and one said that a real guy that knows what he’s doin’ don’t 
need no hands to get it in. But I couldn’t get anywhere I 
didn’ even know that a man don’t enter the door from the 
front lowdown, but kinda up near the rooilinc. She reached 
down and took Herman in hand and got him going right. Just 
in time too. because as soon — as quick as he got situated he 
lost his juice again. It was too fast; I knew it was too fast for 
her, she didn’t even get a chance to get anything out oft. I said 
l*d have to have a talk with Herman and she said to let him 
alone, that he was just a young boy and he’d learn in good 
time. I got off o f her and set on the couch and she made some 
more chocolate. Now what I’m gonna tellya now. sir, is what 
happened and it’s the truth. I know it’s crazy and you’re gonna 
think me and her are nuts but it jus’ happened and I don’ 
know how.

Don't be afraid to tell me anything as long as it's the truth. 
Mel.

When she came back with the chocolate and sat it down on 
the coffcctablc in fron’ of the couch. We started drinkin’ it and 
she said that hers tasted too sweet. 1 said mine didn't. She said 
hers needed a little something to take away some o f the sugar 
taste so the firs’ thing that come to my head was my juice 
what d’ya call that stuff, sir?

Semen?
Yes. I heard a doctor in the Army call it that and 1 didn’t 

know what the hell he was talking about. I can remember that 
if I try. I can think o f sailors.

Think o f  sailors?
Ych. Sailors arc seamen.
/ see. Go ahead.
So I said I knew how to fix that 1 know 1 knew how to 

make her chocolate not so sweet. And she said “how" and I 
said I’d fire my flamethrower into it. I don’t know how the 
idea come to me; I’d never thought o f it before but it just 
seemed that ideas were coming to me that night that I’d never 
had before. She thought it was a good idea and so did I. She 
started jackin’ me again and when I said “when" she pointed it 
down at the chocolate and I came into the cup. Well, that real
ly started something. From then on I was at her place every mi
nute I could be there — night and day and, sir. we went at it 
like animals. I mean it was nothin’ for us to do it seven or 
eight times in 24 hours plus me goin’ off in between times.
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Going o f f in between times? Explain that.
Well, from that first night 1 squirt the juice in her chocolate 

she wanted me to do it in lots o f things. She had me squirtin’ 
in the bowl she was mixin’ a cake in, in the bowl she was 
mashin’ potatoes in, in the bowl she was mixin’ jello in. From 
then on she got so she used my juice in everything she cooked. 
At the bottom of her recipes she started writing under the — 
under the contents o f a recipe she’d write: “and a tablespoon of 
Herman’s juice." She uses it like it was vanilla extrack. One 
time she loaned a recipe to a neighborlady and when this neigh
bor returned it she said she wasn’t able to find any “Herman’s 
juice" in the market so she had to make the thing without’t. 1 
was settin’ in the kitchen when the neighbor came to — came 
to return it; my wife winked at me and told the neighbor lady 
that it was very hard to find; she said she knew just one — just 
one place where she could get it. I was settin’ there sweatin’ 
blood. After the neighbor left my wife just laughed at me 
sweatin’. She said the neighbor wouldn’t have the slightest idea 
who Herman was. I guess she was right. But it gets 
kind o f tight when a man is settin’ in his own kitchen and his 
wife and a neighbor stand there talkin’ about his peckerpunch. 
The neighbor is a nice lady; she just found out she has cancer, 
real bad I guess. I know — 1 never know when my wife’s goin’ 
to want it — my juice. The other day I was out in the yard 
mowin’ the lawn and she calls out to me to come in the house. 
When I came in she was in the kitchen whipping cream for 
something we were having for dinner. She said she wanted 
some Herman juice for the whipped cream. 1 told her I was 
busy in the yard but she wouldn’t let me go back to the yard 
until she got her Herman juice for the cream so I dropped my 
pants and there I stood sweatin’ in the middle of the kitchen 
while she stroked Herman and coaxed him along ’til he was 
ready to spray the walls and then she held the bowl o f cream 
under him and he squirt his juice in the bowl. As 1 went back 
to the yard I thought to myself that if the neighbors knew what 
I’d been doing in the kitchen they’d have me declared insane.

That's all right. I f you knew what they do in their kitchens 
or their bedrooms or their living rooms you could take them 
right along to the asylum with you.

I suppose, but I don’t think anyone else docs that.
Perhaps; perhaps not. But other people are — other people 

participate in sexual activity that has never occurred to you or 
your wife; activity just as "insane" and they’re the stalwart citi
zens o f  the community Tm talking about — not the fringe 
people who live in shantytown on the other side o f  the tracks. 
Could you back up to before you married? What was the na
ture o f  your sexual relationship between your courtship and 
marriage?

Before I got married? Well, after that firs’ night we just got 
down to sex everytime I could get to her place — that was 
most everyday and unless I worked graveyard, most every 
night. We’d do it in bed all night long. We’d do’t, then go to 
sleep for awhile and then wake up and go at’t again. As time 
went on I got better at’t so she got a lot more out o f it too. 
Even though we was having sex all the time, it was more an’ 
that. It got so I rel — so I really loved her and she really got so 
she loved me. Herman was part o f it but not all oft. D o you 
see what I mean?

Yes.
I’ve never had anyone love me before, sir.
/ know.
When I got enough money saved up so she wouldn’t have 

t’work we got married. And then this thing about leavin’ Her
man home — Herman home with her while I’m workin’ started 
and I just can’t make her see that I’ve got t’go out and earn a 
living and Herman's gotta come with me. Does any o f this 
make sense? ...

L Imagine a Poem
by Victor Lake

PBBfi 1
Everything is everything else.
Imagine a chair.
What would you not like to sit down on 
if your ass is still your ass 
but your pants
have turned into iron red rocket ships 
piloted by space pirates 
about to be born backwards 
at twice the speed o f light?

2
Imagine
a lunatic dressed in a green automobile 
about to cure you
by extracting your life from your finger 
with a hose in his hip pocket 
while his watch which is one wheel whirling 
ticks, tocks, talks, walks.
Who would you rather be 
if you could only be god?

3
Imagine a radio.
If it were a plastic nuclear bomb going ofT 
what song would it be singing?
Imagine an audience.
The radio is a cobalt blue swimming pool
that wakes up storming
in the oceanic brain o f a butterfly.
Waves run in the wind
which turns into a wild face saying yes.

4
Imagine a candle.
A steel airplane flies away with the flame, 
laughing.
If you had eyes but no light 
would you trade?

Everything is everything else, first, 5

Fellatio Comes to Mary Worth
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1 K E N  K E S E Y , (Continued from Cover)

Q. It’s no accident that the Initials o f  your protagonist in 
One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest are R.P.M. — Revolutions 
Per Minute — and that you don’t take that word lightly, hut 
where is your vision o f  revolution in relation to both Ho Chi
Minh and Charles Reich?

A. Chuck and Ho? Naturally 1 can’t hope to under the cir
cumstances with reference to each o f their personal visions 
huh?

Q. I’m talking about the spectrum from Chuckle’s bell- 
bottoms to Ho’s anti-aircraft.

A. Ah. I sec. Well. I think that cither sticking a leg in a pair 
o f bell-bottoms or loading a cannistcr into an anti-aircraft 
weapon may or may not be a revolutionary act. This is only 
known at the center o f the man doing the act. And there is 
where the revolution must lie, at the seat o f  the act’s impetus, 
so that finally every action, every thought and prayer, springs 
from this committed center.

Q. You've said, regarding the media, that if you follow  the 
wires, they all lead to the Bank o f  America. Would you 
expand on that?

A. When you've had a lot o f microphones poked at you 
with questions like “Mr. Kcscy, would you let your daugh
ter take acid with a black man?*’ “Mr. Kesey. do you advocate 
the underwear of the Lennon Sisters?" “Mr. Kcscy. how do 
you react to the findings o f  the FAD indicating that patoolcc 
oil causes cortizone damage?*’ you get so you can follow the 
wires back to their two possible sources. Perhaps one wire out 
o f a thousand leads to one o f the sources, to the heart o f the 
man holding the microphone, while the other nine hundred 
and ninety-nine go through a bramble of ambition, ego, 
manipulation and desire, sparking and hissing and finally join
ing into one great coaxial cable that leads out o f this snarl and 
plugs straight into the Bank o f America.

Q. Would you care to speculate as to the motivation o f  per
formers like Paul Newman and Country Joe McDonald in con
tracting to lend their graven images to advertisements for Coca- 
Cola?

A. They need the money.
Q. In Sometimes a Great Notion, you had this idealistic 

logger in the role o f  a strikebreaker, and yet now. hack in real 
life, you’re glad that the union has shut down the local paper 
and pulp mill. What's made the difference — ecology?

A. Women’s Lib.
Q. Are you just being a smart-ass or do you mean that?
A. No, I mean Women’s Lib has made us aware of our 

debauching o f Mother Earth. The man who can peel off the 
Kentucky topsoil, gouge the land empty to get his money nuts 
off. then split for other conquests, leaving the ravished land 
behind to raise his bastards on welfare and fortitude. . . is 
different from Hugh Hefner only in that he drives his cock on 
diesel fuel.

Women’s Lib was the real issue in Notion. I didn’t know this 
when I wrote it, but think about it: It's about men matching 
egos and wills on the battleground o f Vivian's unconsulted 
hide. When she leaves at the end o f the book, she chooses to 
leave the only people she loves for a bleak and uncertain but at 
least equal future.

The earth is bucking in protest o f the way she’s been diddled 
with; is it strange that the most eloquent rendition o f this pro
test should come from the bruised mouth of womankind?

Q. And yet, since you're against abortion, doesn’t that put 
you in the position o f  saying that a girl or a woman must hear 
an unwanted child as punishment for ignorance or carelessness?

A. In as 1 feel abortions to be probably the worst worm in 
the revolutionary philosophy, a worm bound in time to suck 
the righteousness and the life from the work we are engaged in. 
I want to take this slowly and carefully. This is the story o f 
Freddy Schrimpler:

As part o f his training, a psychiatric aide must spend at least 
two weeks working the geriatric wards, or “shit pits’* as they 
were called by the other aides. These wards are concrete barns 
built, not for attempted cures or even for attempted treatments 
o f the herds o f terminal humanity that would otherwise be 
roaming the streets, pissing and drooling and disgusting the 
healthy citizenry, but for nothing more than shelter and sus
tenance. waiting rooms where old guys spend ten, twenty, 
sometimes thirty years waiting for their particular opening in 
the earth. At eight in the morning they arc herded and wheeled 
into showers, then to Day Rooms where they arc fed a tooth
less goo. then are plunked into sofas ripe with decades o f daily 
malfunctions of worn-out sphincters, then fed again, and 
washed again, and their temperatures taken if they're still 
warm enough to register, and their impacted bowels dug free 
in the case o f sphincters worn-out in the other direction, and 
their hair and cheesy old fingernails clipped (the clippings 
swept into a little pink and grey pile), and fed again and 
washed again, and then usually left alone through the long 
afternoons.

Some o f these derelicts still have a lot going and enjoy trap
ping flies and other such morsels in the snare of their baited 
hands, and some engage in contented and garrulous conversa
tions with practically anything, and some watch TV. but most 
o f them lie motionless on the plastic covered sofas or in gurney 
beds, little clots o f barely-breathing bones and skin under the 
government sheets. Even the doctors call them vegetables.

In caring for these men something becomes immediately 
obvious to all the young aides undergoing their first real brush 
with responsibility. The thought is very explicit. After the first 
meal squeezed into a slack mouth, or after the first diaper 
change or catheter taping, every one o f the trainees have 
thought this thought, and some have spoken it:

“Without our help these guys would die'.”
And. after the hundredth feeding and diapering and chang

ing. the next thought, though never spoken, is: “Why don’t we 
just let them die?"

An awful question to find in your head, because even young 
aides know that age can happen to anyone. "This could I some
day be!" But even fear o f one’s own future can’t stop the 
asking: Why don't we just let them die? What’s wrong with let
ting nature take its own corpse? Why do humans feel they have 
the right to forestall the inevitable fate of others? Freddy 
Schrimpler helped me find my answer:

Freddy was 70 or 80 years old and had been on the Geria
trics Ward for close to twenty years. From morning until bed
time he lay in thedayroom in a gurney bed against the wall, on 
his side under a sheet, his little head covered with a faint silver 
gossamer that seemed too delicate to be human hair it 
looked more like a fungus mycilium joining the head to the 
pillow and his mouth drooling a continual puddle at his 
cheek. Only his eyes moved, pale and bright blue they followed 
the activity in the ward like little caged birds. The only sound 
he made was a muffled squeeking back in his throat when he 
had dirtied his sheets and. since his bowels were usually 
impacted, like most o f the inmates who couldn't move, this 
sound was made but rarely and even then seemed to exhaust 
him for hours.

One afternoon, as I made my rounds to probe with rectal 
thermometer at the folds o f wasted glutinus maximus o f these 
gurney bed specimens hospital policy made it clear that the 
temperature o f anything breathing, even vegetables, had to be
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logged once a month I heard this stifled squeek. I looked 
up; it was Freddy’s squeek but since it was his temperature I 
was attempting to locate I knew that he hadn't shit his sheets. I 
resumed my probing, somewhat timidly, for the flesh of these 
men is without strength and a probe in the wrong direction can 
puncture an intestine. The squeek came again, slower, and 
sounding remarkably like speech! I moved closer to the pink 
and toothless mouth, feeling his breath at my car.

“Makes you. . . kinda nervous. . . don’t it?’ he squcckcd. 
The voice was terribly strained and faltering, but even through 
the distortion you could clearly make out the unmistabablc 
tone o f intelligence and awareness and. most astonishingly, 
humor.

In the days that followed 1 brought my car to that mouth as 
often as the nurses let me get away with it. He told me his 
story. A stroke years ago had suddenly clipped all the wires 
leading from the.brain to the body. He found that while he 
could hear and sec perfectly, he couldn't send anything back 
out to the visitors that dropped by his hospital bed more and 
more infrequently. Finally they sent him to the VA. to this 
ward where, after years o f effort, he had learned to make his 
little squeek. Sure, the doctors and nurses knew he could talk, 
but they were too busy to shoot the breeze and didn’t really 
think he should exhaust himself by speaking. So he was left on 
his gurney to drift alone in his rudderless vessel with his short
wave unable to send. He wasn’t crazy; in fact the only differ
ence that I could see between Freddy and Buddha was in the 
incline o f their lotas position. As I got to know him I spoke of 
the young aides’ thought.

“Let a man die for his own good?’ he squeeked, incredulous. 
“Never believe it. When a man. . . when anything. . . is ready 
to stop living. . . it stops. You watch. . .’’

Before I left the ward, two o f the vegetables died. They

stopped eating and died, as though a decision o f the whole 
being was reached and nothing man or medicine could do 
would turn this decision. As though the decision was ccllulariy 
unanimous (I remember a friend telling me about her 
attempted suicide; she lay down and placed a rag soaked in 
carbon tetrachloride over her face. But just before she went 
out completely there was a sudden clamor from all the rest of 
her: “Hey! Wait! What about us? Why weren’t we consulted!?" 
And being a democratic girl at heart she rallied over mind's 
presumptuous choice. “Our mind has no right to kill our 
body,” she told me after the attempt. “Not on the grounds of 
boredom, anyway. . .”) and met with the satisfaction o f all 
concerned.

Punishment o f unwed mothers? Bullshit! Care o f neither the 
old nor the young can be considered to be punishment for the 
able, not even the care o f the un-dead old or the un-born 
young. These beings, regardless not only o f race, creed and 
color but as well o f size, situation or ability, must be treated as 
equals and their rights to life not only recognized but 
defended*. Can they defend themselves?

You are you from conception, and that never changes no 
matter what physical changes your body takes. And the virile 
sport in the Mustang driving to work with his muscular fore
arm tanned and ready for a day’s labor has not one microgram 
more right to his inalienable rights o f life, liberty and the pur
suit o f happiness than has the three month’s foetus riding in a 
sack o f water or the vegetable rotting for twenty years in a 
gurney bed. Who’s to know the value or extent o f another’s 
trip? How can we assume that the world through the wind
shield o f that Mustang is any more rich or holy or even sane 
than the world before those pale blue eyes? How can abortion 
be anything but fascism again, back as a fad in a new intellec
tual garb with a new, and more helpless, victim?

I swear to you, Paul, that abortions arc a terrible karmic 
bummer, and to support them — except in cases where it is a 
bona fide toss-up between the child and the mother’s life — is 
to harbor a worm o f discrepancy.

Q. Well, that’s really eloquent and mistypoo. hut suppose 
Faye were raped and became pregnant in the process?

A. Nothing is changed. You don’t plow under the corn 
because the seed was planted with a neighbor’s shovel.

Q. I assume that it would be her decision, though?
A. Almost certainly. But I don’t really feel right about 

speaking for her. Why don’t you phone and ask?
[Krassner phones Faye Kesey in Oregon and reviews the dia

logue. She asks: “Now, what’s the question — if I were raped, 
would I get an abortion?” “That about sums it up.” “No. I 
wouldn’t."]

Q. But would she marry the rapist to give the child a 
name? . . . What would you have done in my place before 
abortion was legalized and someone with an unwanted preg
nancy came to you fo r  help, and you knew o f  a safe doctor as 
an alternative to some back-alley butcher?

A. I have been in your place and done what you did. I think 
now - not just because o f religious stands but o f what hap
pened to the girls’ heads as a result — that I did a great dis
service because I was being asked for more than money or the 
name o f a guy in Tiajuana. In the last few years, when asked 
the question. I’ve found myself able to talk the women out o f 
it. I could have talked them out o f it back then as well. There 
are girls with kids coming and no old man to carry his share of 
the load. Women sense far better than a man what the bearing 
and raising o f a child means in terms o f a lifetime commit
ment. It all comes down to a pact o f support. And if the man 
pulls out his support first, how can he blame the woman for 
pulling out hers? Next time you’re asked to choose between 
hygiene and a back-alley butcher, Paul, try choosing instead 
against both possibilities and for life instead.
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Q. How do you reconcile the notion o f  working out one's 
karma through succeeding reincarnations with the reality of, 
say, a plane crash - and you can take that on to Nazi Ger
many or My Imi, a flood  here, a tornado there - does the 
common karma o f  all those victims simply transcend the boun
daries o f  coincidence?

A. It's like Hell hanging in mid-air.
Q. You talk about this Thing as if  it were a personal friend 

o f  yours.
A. Get off my back, Martha?
Q. What were the parts that were left out o f  the Tom Wolfe 

book?
A. The parts that might have hurt people. Tom Wolfe, as 

well as being a genius (he got most of that book without notes 
or a tape recorder; he has an astounding ability to watch and 
remember) is a very' gentle guy. Certain passages such as the 
Hells Angel gangbang would have been stronger if he had 
used the real names o f the real people that participated, but he 
very wisely made up characters instead.

Q. Jack Kerouac once stated his philosophy as: "I don't 
know. / don't care, and it doesn’t make any difference.” And 
yet his widow said he died a lonely man. Was he deceiving him
self. or what?

A. I feel bad about Kerouac. He was a prophet and we let 
him die from us. He did know, and he did care, and the letters 
o f praise that I composed in my head to him would have made 
a difference had I. and all the others who felt the same respect, 
mailed them. Sometimes polemics and fashion get so thick that 
we can't make out a clear call for help from a friend.

Q. You've referred to Neal Cassady as one o f  the hippest 
people you've ever known, and yet if  it's true that he died while 
walking along the railroad tracks counting the ties — and his 
last words were "Sixty-four thousand, nine hundred twenty- 
eight" — it seems more compulsive than hip?

A. Long before his death Cassady had passed that point 
where being hip or compulsive had any relative meaning to 
him. His was the yoga of a man driven to the cliffcdgc by the 
grassfire o f an entire nation's burning material madness. 
Rather than be consumed by this burn he jumped, choosing to 
sort things out in the fast-flying but smogfrcc moments o f a 
life with no retreat. In this commitment he placed himself 
irrevocably beyond category'. Once, when asked why he 
wouldn’t at least try to be cool, he said: “Me trying to be cool 
would be like James Joyce trying to write like Herb Gold."

Q. How did Cassadv respond the time you told him you 
feared you were losing your sehse o f  humor?

A. With great concern and sympathy, as though I had told 
him that I had cancer of the lymphthf.

Q. How did you regain it?
A. The lymphthl? It came back o f its own, after I dropped a 

five gallon jar o f mayonaissc on my foot.
Q. No. / mean how did you regain your sense o f  humor?
A. Oh, that. I never did. I guess. Rehabilitation, as my coun

selor up at the Sheriffs Honor Camp used to tell me. is a two 
way street.

Q. How would you compare Babbs and Baba Ram Hass?
A. When one tries to come on about his best buddy it be

comes too difficult to remain unbiased. So rather than risk 
being guilty o f the “communal lie,” as I guess I once called it. 
I’ll turn this question back over to you. How would you com
pare Babbs and Baba Ram Dass?

Q. / think o f  Ram Pass as a sort o f  Johnny Carson o f  the 
future, and Babbs as his Ed McMahon. . . or maybe it's the 
other way around. . . they're eitch different sides o f  the same 
coin — Psychedelic Social Director -- and they can both 
relate almost magically to whatever environment they find 
themselves in. but their styles are so  different. . . What’s your 
concept o f  the communal lie?
Page 48

A. I remember delegates from two large communes stop
ping by once at my farm and negotiating in great tones of 
importance the trade o f one crate of cantaloupes, which the 
southern commune had grown, for one portable shower, which 
the northern commune had ripped off o f a junk yard. When 
this was over they strutted around in an effluvium of “See? 
We’re self-supporting.”

Bullshit. A crate of melons and a ratty shower isn’t enough 
summer’s output for sixty-some people to get off behind. It 
was part of a lie that the entire psychedelic community, myself 
more than most, was participating in. When a buneb o f 
people, in defense o f their lifestyle, have to say “Look how 
beautiful we were at Woodstock!” I can’t help but ask, “How 
was your cantaloupe crop this year?" Being beautiful, or cool, 
or hip is too often a clean-up for not pulling weeds.

Woodstock was beautiful, and historic and even perhaps Bib
lical, but Altamont was far moie honest. Success is a great 
spawning ground o f confidence and camaradar'ic; bald truth is 
found more often up against the wall. Bullshit is bullshit and 
neither the length o f the hair nor the tic o f the family can make 
it anything else.

Q. How would you compare Sonny Barger o f  the H ell’s 
Angels and Genera! Patton o f  the Pentagon?

A. Patton, 1 think, must have been a madman, an occult 
dillctantc with charisma and power and probably a stupid sex- 
life; Sonny is no glory hound and no madman.

Q. What's the meaning to you o f  the Charles Man son ver
dict — isn’t finding him guilty the same as finding a Syndicate 
boss guilty o f  ordering murders, the only difference being that 
Manson didn’t pay his girls?

A. When Esau, all red and hairy, preceded his twin Isaac 
out o f the womb, he beat his brother out by, as it were, a cunt 
hair, winning the cldest’s right to take over the leadership of 
the family. Years later, on his way back from helling around 
with the local sports on a coonhunt, Esau spies his bumpkin 
brother hunkered in the field eating a bowl o f Cream of Wheat.

“Hey. little brother,” Esau calls. “Howza bout giving a hit o f 
that Cream of Wheat to your old brother hot back from the 
hunt?”

Isaac sizes up the opportunity and answers. “Tell you what, 
big brother. I’ll trade you this bowl, o f Cream o f Wheat for 
your birthright; that is, for your right as the eldest o f  the 
family.”

Esau shrugs. “I, who am already dead, should give a shit for 
a crumby birthright? It’s a deal.”

As he gobbled the bowl o f breakfast food. Esau didn’t 
realize he had traded off his most precious God-given pos
session, for by choosing to relinquish his part in the Big Show 
and opting for an existential outlook he lost his right o f  
choice! When the court finds Manson guilty o f the power to 
make those girls do his will the court is removing the girls’ 
right of choice, our absolutely inalienable right the sanctuary 
o f w hich even God cannot evade! It can only be surrendered.

Whenever someone squeals "He made me do it!” they join 
the distinguished ranks o f the Eichmanns and Calleys, a group 
in hotter karmic water, really, than the Mansons and the 
Nixons who still have, at least, the right to be guilty.

Q. What about the beast-people fo r whom you see no possi
bility o f  growth?

A. These arc people who have reached a terminal state, 
karmically and spiritually. These arc the branches on the vine 
that have not produced and have no intention o f producing 
and arc bound for the fire and know it and willfully defend the 
state. These people arc Esau again, asking again “What good is 
a birthright to one who is already dead9” So. it isn’t that the 
possibility o f growth and rebirth is gone that possibility is 
always open, forever it is that with some people, the like-
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lihood o f taking advantage o f this opportunity to change is 
practically nonexistent. Finally, when the sea is boiling and the 
rock is burning and the moon is bleeding and will no longer 
hide them, they run to Satan and he says “Right on! Come 
right in!” Then their beast-hood is complete.

Q. The Bible was written when people believed that the 
earth was flat, that God was anthropomorphic, and that 
women were inferior — but if  you think o f  the New Testament 
as still in process, could you tell what / think is a contem
porary parable, about that trial involving the dog?

A. I’m busted, see, for a warrant for not having acquired 
licenses for dogs allegedly living on the farm with me, busted, 
searched and thrown in jail overnight for not having licensed 
beings which I d o not consider myself the owner of, yr honor, 
and I would like to call my ten-year-old daughter to the stand 
as a witness:

Bailiff: Shannon Kesey take the stand!
Judge: A moment, please, [leaning benignly down from  the 

bench] Shannon, do you know what a lie is?
Shannon: Yeah.
Judge: And do you know what a truth is?
Shannon: Yeah.
Judge: And do you know the difference between the two?
Shannon: Yeah.
Judge: Then you may swear her in.
B ailiff: ShannonKcseydoyouswcartotellthetruththewhole-

truthandnothingbutthctruths’helpyouGod?
Shannon: Yeah.
Me: Shannon, do you think o f Stewart as your dog?
Shannon: No.
Me: D o you think o f him as Jed or Zane or Mom’s dog?
Shannon: No.
Me: D o you think of him as my dog?
Shannon: No.
Then, based on this dramatic testimony, 1 advanced my argu

ment to the premise that, though one feeds and lives with 
another being, he does not actually possess the being unless he 
is experiencing the being as a thing in an I/it way, whereas I 
held myself to be in relation to Stewart and. therefore, could 
not be in possession o f him. The judge’s jaw dropped. The DA 
turned red and sputtered under the irrefutable weight o f my 
logic. The bailiff crossed himself and made a hex sign at me 
with his fingers, but could do nothing to stem my argument.

“Not guilty,” ruled the judge, then added, “but. Mr. Kesey, 
in as you arc not the owner - and apparently no one else is — 
I must tell you that it is a law in this county that a dog without 
an owner must be put to sleep.”

“You mean that by winning the case I lose the dog?”
“I’m afraid that’s correct. Unless you buy a dog license.”
“All right. I’ll buy the license.”
“And for the other dogs as well?” the DA piped up. “Or do 

you want them gassed?”
“I’ll get a license for all the dogs.”
“You arc wise, Mr. Kesey,” the judge said.
I watched in silence as he smiled benignly down on Shannon 

again and left the bench, stepping through my imagination 
into a reincarnate future where he is a boy being chased 
through Central Park by a pack o f insane pomeranians loosed 
after him by an organization o f insane old ladies dedicated to 
tracking down defectors from the fifth world war. The dogs 
pull him down. The old ladies watch, clucking, as their highly 
pedigreed and thoroughly licensed pets cat away at the young 
man’s cars, nose, crotch. . .

Q. Your favorite metaphor seems to be that the human race 
is involved in some sort o f  drama. But since there's no script, 
do you have any predictions as to developments in the plot?

A. The Good Guys will win. The consciousness now being
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forged will hang, tempered and true, in the utility closet along
side old and faithful tools like Mercy and Equality and Will 
Rogers. The accolades will be tremendous. Even Hitler, going 
through the gates only a few steps in front o f Old Scratch him
self, will get a terrific hand. And finally, God willing, the mort
gage on this wad o f woe will be fully paid ofT.

Q. To help bridge the gap between the G ood Guys and the 
Bad Guys, could you talk a little about fascist humor?

A. Yeah, but first it’s a little chilly in here; could we toss 
another Jew on the fire?

Q. I know you're not anti-Semitic, but is it possible you’re a 
human chauvinist? / mean. I once said / don't believe that 
Jews are the chosen people — or that people are the chosen 
species—

A. I don’t believe that people arc the chosen species but I 
believe that the Jews are — or were — the Chosen People.

Q. Until?
A. When the train that pulled into the station two thousand 

years ago and didn't look like My Son, the Messiah, but like a 
beatnik in sandals and a day-glo yarmulka, well, the train 
waited around a while for the Chosen to hop on board, then 
pulled on out. A few hobos hanging out in the yard — lazy 
yids and hustling goyim, mostly — slipped into the boxcars.

Q. How do you feel about the trend o f  rock music toward 
lyrics about neo-Christianity?

A. Mighty good, Paul, bein’ a Christian and all; how do 
you feel about it?

Q. It's getting kind o f  quiet in here: would you loss another 
Christian to the lions? . . . What do you think is the meaning 
o f  a lyric like "One toke over the line, sweet Jesus. . ."?

A. I think they arc singing (did you know that was the Dead 
backing those guys up?) abort that state when you’ve gone and 
got so high that you’re forced to operate mostly on faith.

Q. Would you care to elaborate a little on the relationship 
between dope and faith?

A. Or. what to do with your hands when the fuses blow. 
Sometimes we have to take steps to keep our right hand from 
knowing what our left hand is doing — break up their alliance 
and turn your palms allward and wait for the spark o f crea
tion! - and other times we need to fold our fingers in prayer. 
So I hearby recommend, if you feel ready to turn palms all
ward and spread your arms and a-galivanting go. I recommend 
LSD-25 and/or psyloscibin if you can be sure it’s good stuff. 
(Where do you get this good stuff? Beats me; I don’t have any. 
The first and best I ever got came to me by the very reliable 
way o f the Federal Government. They gave me mine — paid 
me and quite a few other rats both white and black $20 a ses
sion in fact to test it for them, started it so to speak, then, 
when they caught a glimpse o f what was coming down in that 
little room full o f guinea pigs, they swatched the guinea pigs 
out, slammed the door, locked it. barred it, dug a ditch around 
it, set two guards in front o f it, and gave the hapless pigs a 
good talking to and warned them on threat o f worse than 
death to never go in that door again — and if you still think 
they should give you yours after careful examination o f the rot- 
minded, chromosome damaged results o f these little experi
ments begun ten years ago[check the records o f Dr. Leo Hollis
ter from early ’60s file of Menlo Park and Palo Alto V.A. hos
pital], then I think you should demand they cither give you 
yours or award all those poor guinea pigs the Purple Heart, 
the Distinguished Service Cross and full disability benefits for 
them and all their offspring as well. . .) And for the times 
when you've had enough spoils and galivanting, and you're 
weary and blistered with the wind, I recommend let the hands 
join (after a little tequila, or far better, a Dilatin) and close 
your eyes and focus both the right side o f  you and the left side
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o f  you on the ONE BEYOND YOU. . . then drink some tea 
and smoke a joint and throw the Ching and get to work or 
whatever you let go to weed during your galivant and don’t 
hang out. every inch o f hanging out you do past the point of 
knowing what needs to be done becomes more a drag, a drain, 
and an amalgamated lie. Too much hanging out without a 
doubt will warp your spine and turn o f f h a lf your mind, the 
memory half, which gets tired o f supplying the speech half 
with information squandered in rap fest bon mots and says, 
“Fuck it; if that’s all he’s doing with his mouth I think I’ll go to 
sleep."

Then, after a week or so o f this “cleaning up," Cassady 
called it spread those hands again and open a place for 
something to happen. I know o f no other way to Faith; it can’t 
be bought; it can’t be learned; and it can’t be muscled in. Faith 
doesn’t come from security. It comes from survival.

Q. Do you see the legalization o f  grass as any sort o f  
panacea?

A. The legalization o f grass would do absolutely nothing for 
our standard o f living, or our military supremacy, or even our 
problem of high school dropouts. It could do nothing for this 
country except mellow it. and that's not a panacea, that’s 
downright subversive.

Q. Would you say that Christ was hindered or helped by his 
celibacy?

A. You gotta remember that Jesus was fathered by a celi
bate so he comes by it naturally. I do. however, think it contra
dicts some o f the longevity claims made by the advocates o f 
this particular crotch yoga discipline.

Q. Would you agree that sexual jealousy is essentially 
puritan?

A. No. I think all denominations arc probably afflicted by it.
Q. Leave your cortical vigilance out o f  this. . . What do 

you think o f  mechanical aids to sexual stimulation, such as 
vibrators?

A. I’ve always, if you’ll pardon the expression, made out 
quite well with the traditional equipment, thank you.

Q. Would you go so far as to say that orgies derive out o f  
boredom?

A. All the orgies in my meager experience derived not from 
boredom -  in fact far from boredom but from effort, in
genuity and a good deal o f horniness.

Q. Unlike Tim Leary and his magic embrace, you don’t 
seem to be physically demonstrative — do you attach any 
significance to that?

A. My dad, a Texan, raised me on good ole Amurcan hand
shakes; I reckon folks just docs what comes natural to them. 
Sometimes 1 hug people, but it’s usually when I’m interested in 
the configuration o f their pectoral region.

Q. Did you have to overcome any homosexual defenses 
when you were a wrestler?

A. Just one, and he was terrific.
Q. Do you have as much faith in sports as you once did?
A. No. I played and loved sports, but I’m not going to steer 

my sons into them the way my father did me. I don’t like the 
heavy fascist hit I get off the pro heroes, and 1 don’t like the 
Little League consciousness that forces a kid to knuckle under 
a father’s fading, and ill-proportioned, values. I'm afraid the 
old “builds a boy’s character and self-confidence" argument is 
just an earlier version of the Marine recruiter shuck.

Q. How did you dodge the draft, by the way?
A. The dodge I had in mind was going to New Bedford to 

the Coast Guard Academy, so I went ahead to my exam with 
that in mind and when 1 came to the part on the exam that 
says "Have you ever had a separated shoulder?" it just so hap
pened that I had separated my left shoulder a couple o f years 
before in the PCI Wrestling tournament in San Luis Obispo

when I experienced the worst trouncing o f my life in the finals 
so I marks, “Yeah, 1 have had my shoulder separated" and 
went on the next day to wrestle to third place in another 
tournament, re-separating the same shoulder, and that Mon
day there was a notice to return for further examination and X- 
ray where the doctor concluded that my shoulder (which 
hadn’t bothered me much until the re-separation) was “slop
ping around in the socket like an eyeball in a quart jar o f snot" 
and awarded me a big old 4F for my troubles.

Who says athletic training makes a lad militaristic?
Q. Would you tell about the rise and fa ll o f  your American 

flag tooth?
A. Ah, the tooth. This was a period o f penance I did for my 

momentary patriotic faltering when I split to Mexico, 
returned, was eluding the FBI by following Rohan out toward 
the San Rafael bridge to a hideout, hit the brakes, nothing, hit 
Rohan stopped at a red light in front o f me. spun across the 
oncoming lane and hit a white Imperial, bounced across the 
divider into the field and hit a pole and finally hit the steering 
wheel with my mouth and cracked my front tooth off at the 
gums.

After a miserable night in a Berkeley hotel taking aspirin 
and listening to the FBI tiptoe up and down the halls I finally 
made my way to Santa Cruz where Dick Smith, the mad den
tist. suggested replacing it with a flag partial. I flew this banner 
from the mast o f my mouth for almost four years before 1 
sneezed one day by the goose pond where my brother was feed
ing cottage cheese to the geese and to my surprise found a hole 
where this Hag had flown. Chuck had seen something fly into 
the cottage cheese after my sneeze but hadn't got a good look 
at it. A goose had eaten it. Which goose? He didn’t know so 
we locked all four in the chicken yard and examined the drop
pings for a couple o f days. We found nothing out o f the ordi
nary and my grandfather told us that the tooth would likely 
have been ground up in the craw anyway. It seemed to be the 
end of the penance. Now, as much as I love it, I would like to 
see Old Glory hauled down everywhere.

Q. Would you fly anything in its place?
A. The flag o f the United Nations. Think about it; assuming 

we still have to have a Man at the Top would you rather serve 
under Richard Nixon or U Thant?

Q. What was your reaction to being searched by the Black 
Panthers before we could get into the Grateful Dead benefit?

A. A kind o f holding-real-still reaction. What was yours?
Q. Somehow / wanted to communicate that my attitude was 

different from  when / had been searched by the police in 
Chicago because now I was attempting to empathize with — / 
mean / was hoping he w ouldn’t tickle me -- you're right, a 
kind o f  holding-real-still reaction. . . But. whereas the Merry 
Pranksters could get away with a lot because the police knew 
they were just traveling through, don’t you think it’s different 
from  actually living in an Oakland ghetto?

A. Different, but probably not much more fraught. To any 
people, anywhere, who have the audacity to be alive to each 
other, there is always the threat o f Maloch swooping down 
with nightstick and search warrant. Being black isn’t what 
makes living in Oakland, or anywhere else, dangerous; it’s 
being colored. The prison that the audacious are threatened 
with is built o f nothing but categories. Cops know that there is 
really no way to bust the rainbow.

Q. Unless it crosses slate lines. . . What did you mean 
when you said that / cramped a certain consciousness by talk
ing to those people from Sam ’s Cafe on the radio?

A. I mean that the vacuum o f centuries is roaring questions 
in your ear and you take time to play riddles with the cub 
scouts. Who are you to fritter your valuable energies away in 
these times o f ecological poverty?
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Q. I don't know. / guess I must be a cub scout fetishist. . . 
and you must be a vacuum cleaner slaesman. . . Do you 
approve o f  the eco-gueriltas going out with double crosscut 
saws and then selecting appropriately obnoxious billboards?

A. Yes. this is a creative and non-violent act with the effects 
and immediate rewards. I hope the trend spreads.

Q. Oh. hey. Buster K eaton’s on TV now.
A. Far fucking out. Let’s watch him.
, Time out. Can't get Keaton. We watch one-third o f  Games 

instead.]
Q. John Wayne says that if you’re going to look into the eye 

o f  the camera, you'd better be prepared to deliver the Sermon 
on the Mount. Would you care to look into the eye o f  the 
camera? I guess what Tm really asking is, what are the rules o f  
your game?

A. G od’s will be done. And if, to be able to tune in on that 
will, I have to get a little high or come on a little strange in 
order to free myself o f the interference jamming my pipeline, 
then I may presume to ask God, since it’s all in the line of 
duty, to please don’t make my highs too bumpy or my strange
ness to ungentle.

We’ll always fumble and fuck up, and all our rules will 
eventually come down with a dose o f amendments. It says in 
the Urantia book that at the Last Supper, Christ promised his 
disciples that he would return to them as the Spirit o f Truth. 
This is what we want, a compass needle that constantly tries to 
point out Whatcver’s Right. Rules we must eventually forsake 
as we turn more and more to the Spirit o f Truth. It is for this 
spirit o f moment by moment responsibility, this continual seek
ing after the unique and correct action for each unique and 
demanding moment, this Way that is unpointed. . . for this 
final holy heart o f us that we must eventually forsake all rules.

Is kind o f the kind of game I play.
Q. / can understand the use o f  prayer as a means o f  main

taining contact with the universe, but don’t you think it’s lack
ing in cosmic humility when you pray fo r  any kind o f  persona! 
goal?

A. Not at all! If one’s heart is like mine, pure and dedicated, 
he is exempt from humility. Where do you get off with these 
dopey questions? Don’t you know I’m a busy man with lots of 
important irons in the fire?

Q. Oh. yeah — well, what was the great Spirit o f  Truth 
behind your sneaking out o f  that party with the little tank o f  
nitrous oxide — huh. huh. huh?

A. The Spirit o f Stash happens to be one o f the amend
ments to the Spirit of Truth.

Q. What do you think your father meant, saying to you and 
Chuck once, over a gas flash: “ You fellows belter be right or 
it's the end o f the universe. . .’’

A. He sensed that what we were about was threatening the 
whole human hierarchy, our whole system o f  Who Really 
Makes Things Work, and that there had better be Something 
Better available when the kings and generals fell.

Q. What do you think our kids are going to do that will 
shock and dismay us as much as the things we’ve been doing 
have shocked and dismayed our parents?

A. Nothing. Ever. If our efforts have been sincere. Are 
Grape Nuts as hard to chew as they were when you were a kid?

Q. Oh. is THAT what you were supposed to do with 
them?. . . But how come you w ouldn’t let your kids read Zap 
Comics?

A. Once, on our way to film Atlantis Rising, we were 
encamped at Ed McClanahan’s amid a mighty passlc o f kids: 
my kids, Babbs’ kids, Ed’s kids. Chuck’s kids. . . and as they 
played in the backyard-us grown folks rested ourselves on the 
back porch and smoked, drank, shot the shit, and read o f the 
new crop o f Zap and Zap style comics that Ed had brought
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from his office. Fierce stuff, gory and righteously disturbing 
stuff, the only stuff I’d seen with any o f the real raw excite
ment that you feel from when art is in there dealing with the 
issues, since I’d first come across Ron Boise’s work o f statues 
screwing. Fascinating stuff. . .

And after a bit one o f the books worked its way into the kid 
action going on; we noticed a change o f energy- activity that 
had been all-encompassing began to fragment. When a kid 
read a certain o f the comics he would turn darkly into himself 
until, gradually, the communication that is the basis o f play 
fell apart. I asked Babbs: “Do you think that these comics arc 
going to make our kids better fucks in the future, or worse?”

“Worse, I think,” he answered.
“Me too,” I said.
We set about gathering the books from sight.
Because, in some o f the comics o f that period particularly, 

along with the art, there was often something else in the works- 
o f even geniuses like Crumb and Wilson and Shelton, speed- 
trip-likc digressions where you could see the artists working to 
exorcise their own personal demons by, however unintention
ally, casting them into whatever swine happened to be suc- 
ccptiblc, which wasn’t us grown folks because we were either 
full up with our own demons or had the defense built up by 
our own exorcising, so we were safe. I wasn’t so sure about the 
kids.

It's like this: I’ve got nothing against my kids watching a 
couple make love but having them watch a flagellant is some
thing different. But that doesn’t explain it either. I’ve got it: it’s 
the consciousness the artist is communicating that I’m con
cerned with; not the activity the art is depicting. I’ve always 
brought city stuff back from the city for my kids. Zap included 
(so I actually do let them read Zap: as a matter o f fact, I can’t 
recall any o f the Zaps that I ever withheld; it was mostly the 
Zap spinoffs), some stuff even to read aloud to them because it 
was so fine you know that the consciousness producing it must 
have been unimpeachable, whatever the subject matter or how 
luridly it was dealt with, stuff like Lenorc Goldberg, and Cap
tain Pissgums, and Fritz the Cat and Mr. Natural and Wonder 
Warthog and. Lord, most o f the ones that everybody reads — 
but I now read them through first to try to plumb the con
sciousness serving as the impetus, and, some 1 withhold.

I mean, W.C. Fields was a great artist but would we ask him 
to babysit when he was working off a bad hangover?

Q. What's the last thing that made you lose your temper?
A. I have to admit, it was my kids.
Q. What's the last thing that made you laugh hysterically?
A. My mind is a bramble o f shredded wheat. Who can 

unravel the memories from the riboflavin. I ask you? But I 
guess it was a week or so ago at an acid-laccd poker game 
when things digressed to the point o f a hand o f 9 card stud 
with Doses, Jukers and One-eyed Pukcrs wild.

Q. Is there any connection between those two things?
A. Yes! Of course there is a connection! What two things?
Q. Ifotget. Memory and riboflavin. I guess.
A. Ah, o f course. In that case, no, there is no question. 

Next connection, please.
Q. Do you think eternal consciousness would be Heaven or 

Hell?
A. I don’t know about that but I know that forty hours o f 

STP with a big hand on the nape o f the neck saying “You 
wanted to see the books? So then look at the books!” can be 
fairly Hellish. There’s a beautiful chapter in Wind in the 
Willows where Rat and Mole find the little lost muskrat child, 
resting there, safe between the hooves o f (the hooves of!?) who 
had been taking care o f the helpless animal, and Mole and Rat
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see, in the hooves of, great sights, great tragedies, great 
delights. . . too much, finally, too much.

And the final gift o f (the hooves?) then, is the merciful gift 
o f (what hooves? I can’t remember. . .) Forgetfulness.

Q. What about that weird ice cream flavor you once 
invented as an early indication o f  your abnormality?

A. As ice cream maker in my father’s creamery 1 one time 
achieved a culinary coup by combining all the leftover flavors, 
added a large amount of red food coloring, and calling it 
“Blood Royal," reasoning that the name would tempt new and 
adventurous customers to our brand. I planned to follow this 
triumph with two other new delights — “Scum Ripple” and 
“Crud Crunch" — but was torpedoed by the first narrow
minded grocer that discovered a quart o f Blood Royal in his 
freezer. In what seemed to me a very uncalled for phone call to 
the creamery, he cancelled his account and advised my father 
to tell the nincompoop that made this batch to look for work 
in a butchershop instead o f a dairy. Maybe I should have 
taken this advice; it’s difficult for abnormality to flower pro
perly in the antiseptic confines o f a creamery.

Q. There was a film critic who said that the Marx Brothers 
"often used a Sufl parable to launch into their excursions into 
madness. ’’

A. Far out! But I can believe it. There was a pervading 
smell of sanity in the fuss the Brothers raised that seemed to 
come from some place other than the local yeshiva. Sufo 
Marx? Who’da thought it. . .

Q. So how come you can’t call Hugh Romney by his right
fu l name?

A. Because I simply cannot imagine myself stumbling 
through the mosquito-ridden bush to finally find our missing 
colleague standing gaunt and bowed with decades o f humani- 
tarianism performed in the most desolate reaches o f the globe, 
and say to him: “Wavy Gravy, I presume?"

Q. You've used the expression, "being tight with on e’s own 
image" — what does that mean to you?

A. I don’t remember ever saying such. But you, Paul, are a 
truthful lad, so I must have said it. What must I have meant? 
Hmmm. . . Well, I do think about my fucking image, I con
fess. I don't intend to but often I find it there in the hallway, 
prancing and whimpering like a dog begging to be taken for a 
walk in the park, and I am compelled, out o f kindness if 
nothing else, to deal with it:

“Hello, Image, how the hell are ya?”
“Take me out, take me out! I’m fading. I’m warped, I need

some light]”
“Yeah, I’ve seen the light you attract, champ. Now stop this 

nonsense and get back in the basement; I’ll let you know when 
it’s time for your walk. . ."

So what I must have meant is trying to keep straight with all 
the lies I promised yesterday and still not have to pay for a 
rabies shot.

Q. Once there was the Great Acid Test Graduation. Now, 
what’s your current post-graduate fantasy?

A. Well, to tell the truth, I’ve been taking a few refresher 
courses. I may re-enroll and go on for my doctorate.

Q. What've you learned lately?
A. I’ve learned to keep a little niacin and ginseng handy, 

and to have a mantra on tap in the backup system.
Q. Do you think it’s possible that you’re overly dependent 

on the I Ching?
A. The Ching is an oracle and willing to work for but not to 

indulge you. It’s very specific about this; whenever you over
use it, it invariably scolds you and draws your attention to this 
infringement, as with, for example, the hexagram Meng/ 
Youthful Folly which says this in The Judgment:

Youthful Folly has success.
It is not I who seek the young fool;
The young fool seeks me.
At the first oracle I inform him.
If he asks two or three times, 

it is importunity.
If he importunes,

I give him no information.
Perseverence furthers.
Q. You could always resort to a movie script instead fo r  the 

same stage directions — Consternation changing to Horror — 
but if, no matter what you throw, the Ching will still apply to 
your situation, then obviously it serves as a Rorshach test, and 
it would seem to me that the closer in touch you are with your 
unconscious, the less need you’d have to consult the I Ching.

A. No. Getting closer to your unconscious is where you are 
on a psychological field. The Ching exists in another field. 
There is no development implied in one’s ability to throw the 
Ching; you never throw the Ching any better or any worse 
than you did the first time.

Q. There was a student rebel poster during the 1968 up
rising in France that said: "Psychology aims at the systematic 
subordination o f  individual behavior to false social norms" — 
do you see any change in terms o f  encounter groups and 
psychodrama?

A. Once, at Esalen, I happened in on the end o f a week’s 
dance therapy. There were the graduates, all aglow with a 
week's total encounter and breakthrough, recapping their 
recent victories. Fritz Peris was there too. “Vait!" he said.

[The radio suddenly announces that the charges against 
Bobby Seale have been dismissed. “Holy cow!” Kesey shouts. 
Then the President says from Birmingham that America is 
“not divided at all." Responding to both Krassner and Nixon, 
Kesey continues:)

“Vait!” Fritz protested. “Vhere are you the rest o f the veeks?"
“Vwat — 1 mean what do you mean?” asked the dance thera

pist, cautiously.
“He means," I interjected helpfully, “what does Superman 

do between phone booths?"
“I mean," Fritz answered for himself, “you are dividing your 

lives between this veek. . . and all other veeks]"
Which means to me that the idea o f “sessions" may insure 

failure o f psychology aims, that to avoid a schizophrenic dicho
tomy we must either (1) let psychodrama push back the rest of 
our lives, or (2) let the rest o f our lives push back the psycho
drama, or (3) live the drama without benefit o f Alfred Hitch
cock.

I mean, I heard the fatality report for the weekend in Lane 
County: A girl was killed when her horse fell on her. A guy 
crashed in his single engine plane. A guy drowned water- 
skiing. A mountain climber killed falling down a mountain. 
It’s when you take a break that you stumble, and psychodrama 
is a vacation, a luxury. Look at the cars driven by the partici
pants, at the houses they live in. Could Bobby Seale afford 
psychodrama? Does he need it? Docs he even have room  for it?

Q. Now that we won’t have Bill Graham to kick around any 
more, how do you envision the future o f  rock concerts and 
festivals?

A. I’m afraid Bill Graham’s pandering has muddied these 
waters for good. Maybe this is why I feel my personal energies 
swinging back to writing.

Q. It doesn’t seem fair to make Graham the scapegoat fo r  
an entire industry, including the groups that demand so much 
bread in front.

A. You’re right; it isn’t fair. People get what’s due them 
without any help from other people. But Bill Graham’s a very 
powerful guy and has survived much worse thoughts than I
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ever had about him, and I use the word “pander” because it 
implies that particular kind o f middle-man, that buffer 
between the whore and the horny, and this was a place that 
Bill won, defended and finally wisely forsook — all with great 
class and with never any apparent loss o f personal integrity. 
Maybe the waters needed muddying. If the vision is ill it was 
probably doomed from the start and Bill Graham merely part 
o f Fate’s motorcycle. And if I object to a panderer I mean it in 
no way as a moral or a personal objection; it just seems to me 
like a sort o f fatuous featherbedding. D o we need them? Did 
you ever sec “Mother Nature Presents!” tattooed across an up- 
reared pudendum?

Let me make myself more clear on this, as our great Presi
dent might say. Bill Graham, as it happened with a lot o f us, 
found himself heir to a large hunk o f the Revolution, and I 
think that he, as did a lot o f us, mismanaged his allotment. I 
also think it's up to them as considers themselves capable to 
finger the mistakes, and if we keep our finger in the mistake 
too long, or make a mistake in our fingering, then it’s up to 
those as think they arc able to, to finger our mistake. But we 
must learn to leave each man’s righteousness to him and stick 
to the work we’re involved in. I can’t presume to say Bill 
Graham is a bad man or an un-righteous middle-man — in 
fact I admire his apparent righteousness — but I can accuse 
him o f being a bad pimp. Then, on the other hand, maybe I’m 
just getting back at him for calling me a “hip Libcrace."

But, I’ll tell you, Paul, these are hard questions. I don’t like 
the sound o f me answering too-hard questions. I sound 
oracular, like I know more than I do. My words have a dis
proportionate weight. Like, I got a long letter from a PhD in 
Biology about the article in the Last Supplement on Cancer, 
and another about the article on Immunization, asking essen
tially: Are we certain we have looked into such things as 
cancer and smallpox vaccination enough to allow statements 
about things as important as some old lady who might go for 
the Leitrile cure instead o f going to a doctor, or some kid’s 
future with smallpox? No! We are not qualified! This isn't to 
say that we couldn’t be if we put our full energies into these 
areas and stopped trying to live like rock stars, but right now, 
no, I’m not qualified. No more than I’m qualified to make 
judgments regarding other people’s karmic state or depth o f 
their revolutionary commitment. But I’m easy; some kid with 
big eyes and a notepad could come up and ask me how the uni
verse was created and if he looks like he thinks I know pretty 
soon / think I know and I’m running it down to him like the 
gospel. I’m easy but in no fucking way qualified!

So, Mr. Krassner, I not only cease, 1 vow- to cease answering 
these and other such questions and to shut my mouth and the 
door to my writing room and finish the new totally fictional

"I And it very difficult to be an 
intellectual in the United States.”
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version o f Cut the Motherfuckers Loose and answer out o f my 
range no more.

Passing off what-might-be-truc as fiction seems a better 
vocation to me than passing off what-is-quite-possibly-fiction 
as truth.

Q. D idn’t you once believe that writing is an old-fashioned 
and artificial occupation?

A. I was counting on the millenium. Now I guess I’m tired 
o f waiting.

Q. Would you recount the incident o f  that o ld  man with the 
bicycle we saw on the road near La Honda?

A. Ah, gee, Paul, I don’t know. . . let me see. . . we’re 
driving down out o f the La Honda hills and turning left at the 
ocean, along the roller coaster o f the California shoreline in 
Faye’s 1964 black Mercury convertible with the top open to 
the great blue sky. . . and we see this apparition up the hill 
ahead, advancing down the highway toward us in dreadful 
silhouette o f hunk and paraphernalia and even two other 
bicycles tied atop the one battered World he was easing down 
the grade in grim combat with gravity. . . there on the shoul
der as we pass, his face worked like suede by the half century 
o f his tanning, his faded grape-picker clothes loose on his 
knotted frame, his big dedicate boots that probably had 
walked their way through at least two previous masters before 
aligning themselves with this man’s inviolable cause, digging 
heels into the gravel as he eased his bike down the hill. . .

And we drive on down the coast and go to a cave I know, a 
tunnel built during the second world war by the Coast Guard 
so two men could walk two hundred yards through the chisled 
earth to sit all day where the tunnel opens out through a cliff 
overlooking the Jap-infested Pacific, to sit there all day every 
day through the years o f our battle with the Japanese and 
watch with binoculars over the barrel o f a big gun for peri
scopes that never came . . . then leaving the cave and driving 
back north hours later through the sunset we spy this old guy, 
some miles further along and on the other side of the road this 
time and now pushing his apocalyptic vehicle up a hill! 
Touched with awe and sympathy, we swing in behind him. His 
head turns and he frowns back at us like an angry and en
lightened Syssiphus.

“Do you need any help?” we shout heartily.
“No!" he roars back with such ferocity that our good-heart

ed grins turn to gapes. After glaring at us a moment to make 
sure we all fully understand his meaning, he turns and resumes 
his stoic journey up the hill.

That “no” was not a no roared merely to 1964 black Mer
curies, but to airplanes, trains, motorcycles and LEMs. It was 
the no o f a man who had kicked the petroleum habit and 
wasn’t about to joypop any little five mile lift in even a conver
tible. Our heartiness subdued, we drove around and left him to 
his way.

Someday, if we last, there’ll be millions o f that old man, opt
ing in favor o f an austere freedom instead o f making monthly 
payments on a plush prison. Cars will still speed through their 
rivers o f stench, airplanes will still carry the Important on their 
hectic flights to Folly and Fortune, but on the backroads and 
ox-bows of the land this old man will still be pushing his ve
hicle with absolute disdain along with the millions o f others 
who come to share his vision.

Q. Okay, one final question: Mr. Kesev. would you let your 
daughter marry the Lennon Sisters high on SST  in her under
wear at a Black Panther Party even though erogizone research 
has shown that such a union label would cause the patoolee oil 
gland to dry up beyond all interstellar recognition?

A. Could you rephrase that question, please?
Q. Let me put it this way: How was the universe created?
A. Thanks, Paul. It’s sure been great. Now. in closing. I’d 

like to say this.
Pirc S3
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The Bomber Left a Message  with My Answering Serv i ce
by Paul Jacobs

All telephone answering services are fundamentally alike: 
they don’t give you the messages you need, bother you with the 
ones that are totally unimportant and average two out o f six in
correct numbers. But, after you change services a few times, 
you realize it doesn’t matter which you use and you accept the 
way they function as a fact o f life.

Presumably, too, the answering service learns to live with 
you as you arc. At least I must assume that, on the basis o f the 
experience I’ve been having lately with mine.

Within the past few months, a young man in the Bay Area 
who I don't know and have never seen has taken a fancy to 
me. His specialty is detonating small bombs in public places or 
business establishments as his way of protesting the nature of 
American society. His endeavors are modest ones, not de
signed to do enormous amounts o f damage and certainly not 
to endanger human lives. So he usually docs his work very late 
at night or early in the morning when nobody is around to get 
hurt.

One night, a few months ago. I disconnected my phone early 
with the result that the answerers couldn’t get through to me. 
The next morning 1 checked in with them as I usually do and. 
in a bored voice, the young woman started reading off the list 
o f calls that had come in.

“At 9:13 Jane Blow called to ask whether you can speak at a 
rally next week. Please call her at 555-1314.”

”O.K., I got it."
"At 9:50, your secretary called to say she'd be in late this 

morning because she was getting ripped, whatever that means.”
“O.K.”
“You had a long-distance call from LA., but they didn’t 

leave a number. Said they’d call back today.”
“Right."
“Then, at 12:10 a.m.. a man called to say he had just planted 

a bomb at the Fairchild plant on the Peninsula and wanted to 
tell you about it.”

“O.K. What? What did you say?"
“I said a man called to tell you he’d just planted a bomb 

and wanted you to know about it. 1 tried to get his name, but 
he wouldn’t give it to me. And when I asked him for his num
ber so you could call him back, he got mad and hollered at me. 
Then, at 1:05, your friends Joe and Amy called from the air
port to tell you they were just passing through on their way to 
Australia and would be back in New York during the summer."

“Wail a minute. What about the bomber? Did the bomb go 
off?"

“I don’t know, Mr. Jacobs. I haven’t seen the paper or heard 
the radio yet."

(Assljobs of ilje (JMontlj
• Stephen Kbtner — a 21-year-old student who, given the 

choice by a Miami judge in a drug case, decided to serve a year in 
jail rather than live with his parents.

• Anonymous—a man who carries a sign around London 
warning, "God is at hand; the end is near,” but doubted whether 
he’d attend a September 24th conference of 2000 doom prophets 
there, explaining: "It could all be over before September."

• Bennett Cerf— a publisher and guesser who, just because he 
died, left S1000 to Frank Sinatra and $1000 to Claudette Colbert 
since, as he said in his 17-page will, each was "my friend."

In fact, the bomb did go off, although it didn’t do much 
damage. And later that week, I participated in a telephone in
terview with the bomber for the N.E.T. station in San Fran
cisco. We had a nice chat and the bomber said he’d keep in 
touch so that I’d know where he was going to strike again.

The next time he let one off. I was out o f town. Once again 
the call came early in the morning, but thus time the answering 
service got through to the house because my wife hadn’t cut off 
the phone. Ruth isn’t at her sharpest at 2:00 a.m., awakened 
from a sound sleep, so when the operator at the answering ser
vice told her, “He’s on the phone again, that fellow with the 
bombs, and he wants to talk to Mr. Jacobs,” Ruth answered 
with, “Mr. Jacobs isn’t here,” and hung up.

A minute later, the phone rang again.
“He says the bomb is going to go off in a few minutes. What 

should I do?"
“I don’t know. What does he want you to do?”
“He says someone should know about it."
“Well, ask him who he wants you to tell. And then let me 

know what happens.”
Five minutes afterwards, the phone rang again.
“He did it!" said the operator, almost with a sense o f pride. 

“It just went up in a mail truck. He says to say hello to Mr. 
Jacobs and he’ll keep in touch.”

1 haven’t heard from him for a few weeks now, but I sup
pose he’ll be checking in again pretty soon. In the meantime, 
the answering service just passes on routine messages to me 
and I assume they're waiting for him to call back, too. After 
all. it must be a hell o f  a lot more interesting to take calls from 
a bomber than from some woman wanting to talk to her kids’ 
doctor about that rash on the baby’s neck. Maybe not, though. 
Maybe these days, it’s the calls from bombers that are the rou
tine ones.
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SIR REALIST:
(Continued front Page 2)

to change and I’m not sure that wc want it to. 
Our only task is to insure survival of a revolu
tionary cinematic alternative for as long as it’s 
needed.

Afterwards, it will be decided what to do 
with film, videotape, all media. Right now. 
our task is being complicated by absurd and 
irrational economic and psychological pro
cesses. Wc don’t expect it to be easy but wc 
don't want to wish jeopardizing this project by- 
investing what funds wc do have unwisely. 
This brings me to the enclosed copy of our 
recent ad in Ramparts. Since the Realist 
carries no ads. I’d like to have your sug
gestions as to where wc might place our name.

It may be hard to assess exactly what we’re 
doing if you go by this letter. However, the 
new image-exchange media really shows us 
the limitations of verbal discourse. In the 
hands of a skilled artist, language intensifies 
reality and brings out hidden meaning. A 
clumsy amateur must rely on non-verbal cues 
to reinforce his message, if any. The novice 
substitutes exuberance for expertise.

I have dwell at length on the woes of a par
ticular organization concerned with raising the 
consciousness of the American people by- 
means of radical film art. Our success thus far 
has been predicated on certain assumptions 
about the nature of this essentially violent 
society and where it is likely to go in its cam
paign to stamp out the new revolutionary- 
transformational spirit.

We expect repression and imprisonment 
and therefore prepare for it. Wc do not expect 
ultimate failure. Our defeat will mean the 
defeat of the species.

This is not elitism or “chosen people” 
ideology: it is simply fact. Only those prepared 
to expend their lives in reclaiming the bio
sphere. converting the economy to peaceful 
production, reconstituting and democratizing 
the educational processes and. in general, 
reclassifying all values, can really make any 
difference in the world to come. Persistent 
apathy will lead to extinction. If this is 
humanity’s fate, let it be. But for those who 
choose to beliesc otherwise, every second 
wasted is a crime inflicted on the future inhabi
tants of this universe.

In the forefront of this struggle arc an iso
lated minority of charismatic figures, media 
magicians, scapegoats, public nuisances, and 
probable geniuses. History tends to bear out 
Bertrand Russell and not Hitler. Agnew or 
whoever says and does the same thing every
day in every way. The repealers are the dan
gerous mediocrities. Manson might have been 
among us if he’d have made it as a rock star. 
Not hacking it in one place dams up energy 
that gels expressed elsewhere. As circum
stances would have it. we arc ruled by the pre- 
dictablcs. It is this sameness that nature finds 
really intolerable. Neither vacuums nor 
unchangeahles are found in the cosmos. When 
such is the case with humans, one can be sure 
other factors, such as greed, sexual impotence, 
stupidity, etc., arc at work.

This missive will probably have no long- 
range use. but it has served to give one being
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an opportunity to say things he has long left 
unsaid. And he remains in need o f a forum to 
let them be immersed with the unspoken 
thoughts of everyone and everything.

John Downey 
American Documentary Films

Editor's note: For a free A DF catalog o f  
150 films, tapes, records and pamphlets, write 
336 W. 84 St.. New York 10024 (call 212-799- 
7440): or 379 Bay St.. San Francisco 94133 
(415-982-7475).

Top Secret
We would appreciate it if in your review of 

Sonntag by Michael Sinclair you did not men
tion that Mr. Sinclair is an official in the 
British Foreign Office.

Thank you for your cooperation.
Ellen Feldman 

Director of Publicity 
G.P. Putnam’s Sons

Payola Lives
Lamb is having a party for you Monday the 

17th of May at the Mill Valley Art Club from 
4 to 9 P.M. Lots of food, drink, music and 
honesty. Regards.

Lou Bramy 
Warner Reprise Records

Karmic Investment
I’ve been fiddling thru the Supplement for 

the last day or two. Birgitta left it here. I men
tion her because she'll be coming to see you in 
a few weeks and you mustn’t miss her. It was 
she, for example, who hooked onto a phrase 
of yours I’d hooked onto myself — "organic 
priorities’* — had it stamped out on a metal 
strip and then stuck it on an apple and gave it 
to Kesey to eat.

And then I just now saw Rolling Stone and 
your fed-up photo, and what I wonder is what 
is a bad guy like you doing in the swill with all 
those honestjohns? What do you cat for 
supper, canots and rice, that won't make your 
hair curly — how do you manage, do you 
sneak out for a cheeseburger on the sly in 
between hexagrams? Don't you. in other 
words, feel like a sore thumb, you crook?

Why, just last night, PJ and I were on the 
way to the Hole, and she said, “Krassnefs the 
Worst!" — and she’s done two years now with 
Nicholas, that’s like two years with a thirsty 
vampire, and she still says you’re the worst. 
She believes in you, like me, so here’s an idea:

The Hole is on Hudson Street, the corner of 
Clarkson, and what it is, b a hole in the road, 
about the size of a Volkswagen, like a grave 
for a Volkswagen, quite deep and very dark: 
and one night last week PJ and I were out for 
a walk and we stopped by the Hole and tossed 
a quarter in for a wish. Just a quarter each, 
and then we tossed in nickels and dimes.

Picture them, a couple o f Tony’s from the 
Queens (latlands, coming to work in the morn
ing and there's a dollar and a half down in the 
pit — would they share it,- would one think 
the other dropped it and pocket it without 
saying, or would he say, “Hey, did you drop a 
buck and a half?” — and would the other one

narrow his eyes and say “Oh. . . yeah. . .** — 
or what?

The next night wc went back and left dollar 
bills down there. Now they know that’s no 
accident, and they're probably Catholic lads 
and maybe they’re beginning to think it's the 
Lord and his Host. Wc went by for a look in 
the late afternoon but they’d left. They’d dug 
deeper too, looking for more treasure, 1 bet.

Well, then came the weekend and Monday 
the 28th, the Day They Shot Joe Colombo, so 
they warcn*t on the job.

Last night wc left them a 6-pack of 
Schaeffer beer, and today PJ*s baking a cake 
and we’re going to leave that there tonight. Be 
an angel . . later we're going to decorate it 
with streamers and balloons, we’re going to 
leave hotel keys, have Chinese food delivered; 
already I’m sure they’re coming to work ten 
minutes early, beginning to suspect each 
other, telling their wives about it every night.

A miracle, they must think, the best thing 
that’s happened since Rodalc bit the dust on 
the Cavctt show.

Now. wouldn't-it-be-nice to really do a job, 
and leave round-trip tickets for two to Miami, 
champagne and caviar, not just singles but 
fifties, completely, magically, mysteriously 
make all their dreams come true. Do you 
remember that weekend when Arthur and I 
stopped the truck with just our rubber boat, 
and we were talking on the beach about a 
miracle?

Well, this is what you starstruck share
croppers should do with what's left of the 
S20.000, you should sink it all in the Hole, 
where it will do the most good, give it to a 
couple o f slaves who never in their wildest 
dreams could've hoped for such a switch, and, 
like PJ says, if we’re ever down in the dirt dig
ging a hole somewhere, then the whole karmic 
investment will no doubt pay off and it’ll all 
come back with bells on. Be an angel. That’s 
the idea.

Michael Thomas 
New York, N.Y.

P.S. Jingles has a parachute in her bed
room. 1 had a dream about Audic Murphy.

Letter from Ex-Wifey
Holly has been out every day with her 

buddy Diana. Wc went on a Circle Line boat 
one afternoon. Holly and Diana looked at 
nothing but each other, yapped three hours 
around Manhattan, arrived back home, 
argued to be allowed to go to one’s home or 
the other’s together. When we said no they 
wanted to stand on the corner and talk. I 
haven't laughed that hard in a while.

Holly has a language called Fedya which 
she will talk to you in a perfectly straight face. 
Tell you how to say things in it. Maybe she'll 
write you a letter in it. She and Diana did a 
show the other day in which Diana played the 
piano and composed music for Holly who 
sang in Fedya. Three different songs. With 
titles, verses in Fedya. Wc paid a penny apiece 
for the show and got popcorn at inter
mission. . .

Love, Jeanne 
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Scientology Sues The Realist f o r  Three-Quarters 
O f a Million Dollars f o r  Libel and Conspiracy

The Church of Scientology. Inc. is suing the 
Realist for three-quarters of a million dollars.

In the May-June 1970 issue <»87> there was 
an editorial announcing the contents of the up
coming 13th Anniversary issue, including the 
following paragraph:

"You will be witness to socio-spiritual scan
dals: why the Beatles really broke with the 
giggling Maharishi: the rise of Sirhan Sirhan 
in the Scientology hierarchy: the trans
mutation of Richard Alport into Baba Ram 
Dass."

Scientology claims that the reference to 
Sirhan "was published for the purpose of 
exposing plaintiff to public hatred, contempt, 
ridicule, obliquy and did cause it to be 
shunned and avoided, intended to injure plain
tiff in the further proselytizing of the religion 
of Scientology and to heap embarrassment 
and humiliation upon it through the distribu
tion of the aforesaid statement throughout the 
Slate of California, the^l'nited States of 
America and the world at large. . ,

"(The statement] was intended to be under
stood by the general public and readers, and 
was so understood by them, charging, assert
ing and imputing that the plaintiff is not 
involved in a religious movement but rather

some form of unlawful or unethical activity 
and that the plaintiff employs criminal 
methods in furthering its religion. . . .

"As a direct and proximate result of the 
foregoing, plaintiff has suffered pecuniary 
loss in that many members, prospective 
members and persons in the general public 
have not made or have decreased the amount 
of their fixed contributions, offerings and 
donations to plaintiff because of the defa
matory statement. . . .

"Plaintiff does not know at this time the 
exact amount of the pecuniary loss resulting 
from the foregoing and plaintiff prays leave to 
amend this allegation and insert the true 
amount of the loss when the same becomes 
known to it. . . .

“Defendants have conspired between them
selves and with other established religious, 
medical and political organizatioas and per
sons presently unknown to plaintiff. By subtle 
covert and pernicious techniques involving 
unscrupulous manipulation of all public com
munication media, defendants and their co
conspirators have conspired to deny plaintiff 
its right to exercise religious beliefs on an 
equal basis with the established religious 
organizations of this country.

"These conspirators have utilized what has

now become their modus operand! of hiring 
strangers to write libelous documents for 
them and then trying to hide behind them.

"Publication of said statement and the pro
posed article Is one act in furtherance of that 
conspiracy.

“Said conspirators and diverse other 
parties, members of the established social, 
religious and economic society of America 
today, have a conspiratorial party line 
whereby they harass, ridicule, defame and 
malign any new organizations, religious, 
social or economic, regardless of their merits, 
when it appears that they are about to become 
a threat to the established orders' source of 
funds or membership.

"Said conspirators thereby seriously pro
tect their established order and economic well
being for their own selfish, economic, social 
and ideological reasons and thereby prevent 
dissemination of new ideas and freedom of 
speech. . . . "

Attorneys for Paul Krassner have filed a 
petition in the District Court in I.os Angeles to 
remove this suit to a Federal court because of 
the Constitutional question it raises con
cerning freedom of the press as guaranteed 
by the First Amendment.
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