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by ^ :•: 
. ' , J Marks 

Charles Manson announced the new decade: "Death 
is psychosomatic," he sa\d. " I am just a mirror. If God is 
One, what is bad?" he asked. His message is terrifying and 
inscrutable. It promised the marriage of two outlaw cul­
tures: the hood and the head. Clearing space for the 
complex metaphysical gangster film Performance. De­
creeing the ruthless realism of the new John Lennon and 
the grizzly cinema veritb of Altamont. 

It also resounds of the romantic vision of Death 
which haunted Poe and Swinburne and the whole romantic 
movement: "But the decadence of history is iooldng for 
a pawn/ To a nightmare of l^nowledge he opens up the 
gate/ A blinding revelation is served upon his plate/ That 
beneath the greatest love is a hurricane of hate"-irom 
Crucifixion by Phil Ochs. 

And so Death walks among us like a painted Groupie, 
dusty with old embellishments and faded myths and 
mysteries. Like the fragile princess who was destined to 
prick her finger on the needle of a spinning wheel and 
fall into eternal sleep, our generation has been marked for 
death almost since its birth. A strange and great impending 
shadow has fallen over the profile of our generation. 

But Death has always been part of our mystique. 
After all, weren't both Dylan and McCartney 'wished' 
dead? And isn't the acute awareness of death the prime 
motive for our nervous sensualism? And hasn't every 
bummer ended with the Red Spectre himself walking 

into our rooms and changing his face fourteen times 
before he covered us, like a cocoon, with the saliva of 
demise? 

Ceremonies such as the 1968 funeral procession down 
Haight Street have been an integral part of the theatrical 
rituals of the children of the bomb. One trip or one 
earthquake does more in 60 seconds to shake our belief 
in the stability of all things than two centuries of philo­
sophical reflection. And therefore it is true that we are 
highly idealistic at the same time that we believe in nothing. 

And we are realistic. Realistic enough to recognize 
that the evolution of our life style into fashion and show 
biz is a burial in plastic if not exactly a matter of death 
itself. The hip ideal has been buried alive! Isn't that also 
a kind of idealized death? 

Contrasting with such morbid insights into the 
eventual and inevitable demise of that pure, innocent 
and total belief in the inherent goodness of mankind 
were our celebrations of such heightened optimism and 
sensual affirmation that they almost succeeded in mo­
mentarily obscuring the pessimism which is intrinsic to 
a finite animal. Monterey and Woodstock, the Be-lns 
and Love-ins and the private festivities of livingrooms 
and dorms were so involved in the facts of life that 
they almost obscured the simple fact of death. 

Then came the heartless assassination of Linda 
and Groovy in New York's derelict Lower East Side. 
Irrefutably demonstrating the innocent stupidity of our 
belief that you could build a good life in society's dead 
cities: the slums. 



If you couple that small but devastating atrocity 
w i th the brutal i ty of the minor i ty attacks on Diggers' 
free stores and clinics and the slow rage of blacks for 
weirdos and hippies who were corrupting all the symbols 
o f middle class affluence which they sought--if you couple 
these things w i th the indifference of longhair proprietors 
of head-shops and the meanness of Fillmore East ushers 
(called the Fil lmore Gestapo by the rock fans of 1969) 
and the inhumanity of superstars which has been gradually 
revealed in their views of women (Groupies) and money 
(Capitalism) and politics (Liberals)--then it becomes clear 
that something has been happening not only t o Mr. Jones 
but also to his street-talking, long-haired, fashion-following 
k i d : and neither of them know exactly what it is! 

In fact, not just one wor ld- the Establishment-but 
two worlds were crumbling. The world of the young, 
w i th all its fervent belief in man and myth , was also 
heading rapidly towards ext inct ion. 

Nothing made these unhappy facts quite as clear 
as the financial politics of the Beatles-who started out 
wanting to hold our hand and ended up after a couple of 
pills taking love equal to the love they gave-or the Biblical 
saga of Charlie Manson or the thoroughly bad vibes of the 
Mysles brothers' excellent documentary Gimme Shelter. 

For some of this f i lm was a chronicle of the sexual 
strategy of the greatest performer and prefabrication of 
this century's theatre: Mick Jagger. For others who know 
Jagger better, it was an unheard-of-chink in the fine 
decorative veneer of his transvestite characterization of 
himself. 

In the awesome presence of the Hell's Angels we 
gleaned something of that deep, silent terror we had of 
brutes when we were kids on the playground. And in the 
scuffles and glares of anger we began to recognize the 
sheer helplessness of our great pop superfathers and prick-
dieties who could not turn back the sea wi th a single 
command so that we might safely stride uninterrupted 
towards the magic milieu of their music as we had at 
Woodstock and Monterey. 

The brutalized crowd, cowering from the erratic 
blasts of motorcycle bravado, reminded us of old movies 
about juvenile delinquents w i th beards and leather jackets, 
about gang wars and drag races and street rumbles: 
antiques from our elder brothers' nightmares. Monsters 
arising like rubber models in some Jap si-fi f l ick: dino­
saurs! 

And when f inal ly the pool cues began to beat back 
some enormously fat, nude crazy and other demented 
foundlings who had joined the mult i tude of hippies, we 
knew it was all over. We were dying again. Dying of our 
own massive appetite for humanity: the act of faith which 
had directed us not only to imbibe mysterious potions 
which changed our heads, but also directed us to engulf and 

i to absorb huge, fatal doses of derelict humanity. 

The huge ranks of alienated, anti-social psychopaths 
were being naively absorbed into the generation's main 
flank where they were then turning into mad dogs and 
destroying those who had welcomed them. 

We were not mad. "But if you were not mad," 
said the Mad Hatter, "you would not be here!" We were 
the product of education and middle class morali ty. 
But we were certain, unt i l recently, that we were not 
mad. We had simply broken out of the psychological 

enclosure o f our parents' social order and we had found 
a new premise for being both politically critical and 
creatively sane. We were not outcasts-we had cast the 
past out of our lives, That was sanity. 

But the crazies recognized us by our isolation, our 
contempt for authority, our self-description as freaks. 
We had dropped a couple of caps of this or that, and we 
were the symptoms of the dementia of which they were 
the disease. None of us could tel l the difference. Not 
the press which had been searching for four years for 
the ult imate embodiment of the young maniac, long­
haired freak Devil. Not the hippies who had sought the 
stranger wi l l ing to step over the edge. 

So it was inevitable that the Charles Mansons would 
appear in our image and enact their insane rituals in our 
name. It is even inevitable that we would then embrace 
them, defend them and care about them since it is 
our prime virtue and prime weakness to love and to 
protect the foundlings of our parents' cruel society. 

The confusion of dreams and realities have become 
song in John Lennon's first solo album. We have never 
tried to separate our individual fate from the fate of 
our generation, so for John it appears that everything 
has been a compromise and a record company hoax-
that everybody in the world has been playing the role 
of sideman to somebody's gigantically destructive ego. 
"The dream is' over," John sings. We blew it! We have 
become media turds. 

Behind him John leaves all of our heroes, our 
sojourn in the confusing and beguiling mysteries of 
orientalism, our belief in absolute evil (Hitler) as clearly 
opposed to absolute good (Kennedy), and even our 
music (Elvis, Dylan, the Beatles). 

He leaves everything behind. Except of course our 
sense of wonder. And that fragile debris ultimately saves 
us and our most primal ideal. Like Lennon we are fashion­
ing f rom our disillusionment the bright structure of 
some kind of new reality. And nothing is lost. . .nothing 
is lost! Like a freaked-out friend said to me when I was 
lamenting Al tamont: " A h , yes, it's true, there were some 
really terrible things that went down in 1970. But just 
think of i t - just think what a bright, strong light i t took 
to cast such a dark shadow!" 

Knishes Mogul 
Is Dead 

.\'ew York 
Elias Gabay, former presi-

ilunt of a major knish bakery 
aaA designer of machinery to 
make knishes, died Wednes­
day in Miami Beach. He was 
H2. 

Gabay was president of 
< rabila and Sons of Brooklyn 
imtil 1966, and served as a 
lonsultant to the firm after 
his retirement. The company 
produced more than 1 million 
knishes a day — about half j 

sold t h r o u g h delicatessens 
and the rest frozen for na-
tionwie distribution. 

Knishes are a mixture of 
potatoe and spcies with a 
light brown crust and are 
eaten hot. 

Gabay, a Yugoslav immi­
grant, opened a restaurant in 
1921, but soon went into the 
wholesale knish business. He 
invented a machine to make 
knishes in 1932. 

Tlnitpd Prmsg 



by 
Ken Kesey 

O kkkkk , I think I've got i t . 
For a week I've been here in this Lemon Street house 

donated by this woman I have never met perusing every­
thing that has come past, the back issues of the catalog 
and it's supplements, the box of correspondence that 
came in over the last month down at the Whole Earth 
Truck Store, the TV channels, the Chronicle, the Barb, 
K Y A hourly news (con-el-rad just rang for the first 
t ime in years? what ! ! ! ) , the various gauges of gage dropping 
by wi th various friends (grass getting a grand gold star this 
season; Luther Burbank has finally made it south of the 
border), all the books and periodicals left lying about by 
the absent queen of this l itt le castle on Lemon Street, the 
phone calls concerning my wife who had been at the 
airport ready to f ly down when complications in her 
four-months pregnancy sent her instead to the hospital 
where she has been these three days while I stew and 
read and pray alone in a strange sunny house six-hundred 
miles south of her. . .consulting the Ching. . .walking the 
carpets. . .reading the Bible, . .lying in bed by the phone, 
polishing my head. . .(Sherryl, the eight-year old daughter 
of my brother Chuck, once wrote this poem about her 
father: 

"Every morning my dad lies in bed; ,;. "^•". 
Picks his nose and polishes his head.") ;' 

And now I think I've got it. 
Or at least a lead on it. 
Or I hope enough to hold me unt i l Krassner gets here. 

Where I get it f rom, other than the general perusal of the 
pertinent input, is f rom the three identical Chings I have 
thrown to ask the oracle just what the hell I am doing 
down here away from my unplowed spring and my ailing 
Faye, and from the first page of the first Whole Earth 
Catalog, (Fall, 1968) under the heading of procedure: 
The CATALOG functions primarily as a pointer rather 
than a seller and prefers to be absent from most of the 
transactions it encourages. 

And the thrice-thrown Ching was: - ." 

18. KU-WORK ON WHAT HAS , ;•• 
BEEN SPOILED (DECAY) 

This doesn't mean to me just the catalog, it means, 
to me, as I f ind myself almost exactly a decade later right 
back in the same place involved w i th the friends in what 
is, to me, the same task we started ten years ago (usually 
things come down fast and subtle, demurely slipping past 
our poor zombied consciousnesses so that all we usually 
get is the toss of a vanishing coyness to give us a hint of 
what we've missed, but sometimes things come down broad 
and imperious as though underlined w i th A L L RIGHT GET 
IT THIS TIME FOR THE LOVE OF GOD!) so that I can 
imagine the WHAT that has been SPOILED to be nothing 
short of what I shall call THE REVOLUTION and the 
WORK to be done is to t ry once again to function 
primarily as a pointer rather than a seller. 

Now about pointing as opposed to selling: There's 
an old friend of mine, a big beautiful Sierra Club book 
called IN WILDNESS from the Walden position that 
" i n wildness there is preservation." I t is a book of 
photographer taken by an octogenarian bird photograhper 
named Eliot Porter. His eerily profound pictures of rocks 
and flowers and trees convey a concentration so intense 
that my first t ime through the book I remember becoming 
nauseous when I found myself tr ipping on the pictures tp 
such a degree that I thought I had been dosed. Take, on 
the other hand, one of the wi ldl i fe paintings that have 
appeared in prime magazine space all my magazine-reading 
life, courtesy of the Weyerhaeuser family and their tree-
eating'empire. Compare the two pictures. Do you notice 
something different in the two pictures? Very good. Now 
since they are both pictures of the same thing, what exactly 
is the difference in the two pictures? The consciousnesses 
on the other end, excellent! Now, one further question: 
how do the two consciousnesses differ. Precisely: Eliot 
Porter is in relation to the world he pictures whereas poor 
old Weyerhaeuser is in possession of the forest he pictures. 

Now apply these two positions to any revolutionary 
issue of your choice. Women's Lib? The American Negro? 
Our ecological fuck-up? Isn't it always the I/Thou 
consciousness trying to point out the advantages of being 
w/f/? God to the I/It consciousness who is try ing to sell 
I/Thou some of his groovy possessions because i f you can't 
sell that stuff to somebody then what-the-fuck value is it? 

(cont'd) 



THE BIBLE (cont'd) 

Send in that Quaker f rom Omaha again and I'll see if I 

can't interest him in this nice '64 Thunderbird. . . 

So what's new after ten revolting years? We're 

all older, for one thing, but the double-edge of maturity 

is not quite as safe as the single blade they let us use to 

chop wi th as kids. Here's a poem by Will iam Carlos 

Williams just in t ime: 

A L L THE FANCY THINGS 

music and painting and all that 
That's all they thought of 
In Puerto Rico in the old Spanish 
days when she was a girl 

So that now 

she doesn't know what t o do 

w i th herself alone 

and growing old up here-

Green is green 

but the tag ends 

of older things, ma cMre 

must withstand rebuffs 

f rom that which returns 

to the beginnings-

Or what? a • 

clean air, high up, unoffended 

by gross odors. 

And certainly one of the things you do notice getting 
older is that Weyerhaeuser is getting old a lot faster than 
old Eliot Porter, but I still cannot, in all consciousness, 
list age as my most valued tool . Steadfastness would take 
precedent over age. This task of revolution turned to wi th 
conscious purpose ten years ago has demanded nothing less 
than fu l l t ime effort of everyone aware of the job to be 
done. No one has fucked of f - la id back, maybe, or fucked 
up, but not really fucked off-because the person who can 
still take a vacation has never gone to work-and very few 
have defected back to their former jobs. Who wants to 
take a train back and for th every day f rom one schizo­
phrenic life to the other? 

Yet, while there's no gainsaying the steadfastness of 
the workers neither is there any getting around the fact 
that the industry has suffered some depressions. I have 
watched faith f ly high and fall in shreds, in impossible 
shreds,, in the course of an hour. Movements rolling like 
a fleet of diesels were to be discovered a few miles further 
on in steaming, cracked-block and dirty-carburetor dejec­
t ion. Wise young Davids wi th a people's future in their 
pouch set off against Molech's Goliath and were busted 
halfway to battle in the bus station toilet, tying off with 
their slingshots. And , while these fuck-ups are blameless 
and perfectly understandable, they finally get so tedious 
that we are compelled to learn a few what I believe they 
call fisrd truths to help us in our work. These are our 
tools, then, and for me to stick to the CATALOG'S 
purpose of pointing to tools rather than selling them I 
intend to point only to the tools I own and use and let 
other people point to theirs. Sellers are generally people 

employed by the I/IT possessors and sell because they 

all secretly feel if they sell enough Betty Crocker instant 

Devilsfood that they' l l be cut in for a slice out of the real 

cake later on by the Big Boss but I aint gonna work on 

Maggies farm no more! 

In these depression times, however, it's often a long 

strange t ime finding work after leaving Maggie's place: 

"Sometimes the light's all shining on me; 
Other times I can barely see; 
And lately it occurs to me 
What a lonng strange tr ip its been. 

^' Bob Hunter wri t ing for the Grateful Dead 

Certain specially-tuned compasses are then discovered 

to aid us through the magnetic storms of unemployment: 

THE NEEDLE 

First, brothers and sisters and spirits of our sphere, 
I wish to make one thing perfectly clear; 
During these last ten turnings of a year I have been 
Jacked-up, jerked-off, brought down, strun^-out, 

and I've 
Holed up, come on, cooled off and hung out, 

and I've 
Rushed and flashed and flushed and twitched 

and I've ' 
Sniveled and snorted and bellowed and bitched 

and I've 
Been spaced out atoms in the heartless void 
And a slightly-plotted t ightly-knotted paranoid, 
I've watched friends grin goodby as I spiraled 

down the drain? 
I've had doctors shake their fingers at the fungus 

on my brain; 

And I have called, friends and doctors, oh I have 

roared out my soul 
From the compass busting bottom of the false 

magnetic pole, 
But it was a place beyond friends or medicine's 

reach-
A senseless 3-D cry f rom a binary breach-
And the heartless void can listen but doesn't seem 

to care 
, And my call was never answered until the needle 

turned to prayer. 

Robert Service 

Jerry Garcia says that a man's theories about himself 
wi l l build up, like tartar on a tooth, unti l something breaks 
the shell or unti l he succumbs to the twil ight security of 
an armoured blind man. The first drug trips were, for 
most of us, shell-shattering ordeals that left us blinking 
kneedeep in the cracked crusts of our pie-in-sky person­
alities. Suddenly people were stripped before one another 
and behold! as we looked, and were looked on, we all 
made a great discovery: we were beautiful. Naked and 
helpless and sensitive as a snake after skinning, but far 
more human than that shining knightmare that had stood 
creaking in previous parade rest. We were alive and life 
was us. We joined hands and danced barefoot amongst 
the rubble. We had been cleansed, liberated' We would 
never don the old armors again. 



But we reckoned wi thout the guilt of this country. 
And when something isn't cleaned up that you know in 
your heart ought to be cleaned up, you must justify 
yourself to the mess and the mess to yourself. So, what 
w i th justif ication being the spawning ground of theory 
and theory being the back-up of justi f ication, it d idn ' t 
take us long to begin to take on new shells-different shells, 
to be sure, of dazzling new design, but, if anything, more 
dangerous than our original Middle-class-American armor-
plate w i th its Johnson's glo-coat finish-because drugs, 
those miracle tools that had first stripped us, were now 
being included in the manufacturing of our new shell of 
theories. The old story. 

But something there is that doesn't love a wall. 
Another round of treatments wasn't long in coming down. 
Only this t ime the shocks went deeper. To the heart of 
matters, so to speak. It 's about four years ago in my 
hometown of Springfield. Summer. Sundown. We've 
just had a family supper at my folk 's house and I'm driving 
my mom's Bonneville over to my brother's creamery. In 
the car w i th me are my daughter, my youngest son and 
my dog Pretzels. The radio is playing and Shannon is 
prattling plans and the windows are down to the ful l -
ripened Oregon day. . . 

(I've told this tale a lot since, and each tell ing has 
drained a l i t t le from the event. I've tried to be judicious 
in my allotment of the tellings because of this depletion. 
I hope I can tell it this t ime for good and save what's 
left for my own lost times ahead.) 

We're traveling on old West Q street, which used 
to be the main artery to Eugene before the freeway came 
in. The house where my mother and father and brother 
and I lived all our school years unti l Chuck and I left to 
get married is just up ahead, dwarfed now by the freeway 
that came by a few years ago like a sudden river of cement 
and Chevies. This was the river that forced my folks to 
seek higher ground in the tract house where we just ate. 
I never lived in the tract house so the old house up ahead 
there on West Q is still what I consider home in my 
sentimental mind. I used to lie awake late across my bed 
wi th my f ront teeth resting on my windowsill unti l the 
sill was gnawed paintless. I could see past the raccoon 
cage, the blinking radio tower of KEED and beyond that 
the fr iendly outline of the Couburg hills where a l i t t le 
logging train used to come from a few times a week at 
11:45 and then fewer times and fewer times unt i l , wel l , 
I guess it's been clear back in high school I can last 
remember hearing a train on that track about a block from 
my house and th i r ty feet f rom the f ront o f my mom's 
Bonneville and when I'd hear that whistle, lying there 
blinking out past the coon cage at my mysterious futures 
I'd th ink, "Someday I'll go someplace on that train. . . " 
but i t stopped running and I grew up and there it is ten 
feet away coming across the road and the Bonneville 
is already on the tracks and for once added power is impor­
tant and I t romp at least the f ront half of the car across 
before that awful black noise running on a track red wi th 
rusted neglect ripped away everything from the backdoor 
back and sent the rest spinning on down West Q. 

Shannon was crying and bloody. The Walkers, our 
old neighbors, were helping her f rom the mangled door. 
My head hurt but I felt whole. On the f loor my l i tt le 
dog whimpered, her teeth through her lip The train 

was stopping somewhere behind me. Where was Jed? 
I picked him up and carried him into the Walker's. 

He didn' t look hurt anywhere but oh he was such 
desolate heaviness in my arms. I sat down in a chair, 
holding him. And he sighed, a curiously famijiar sigh 
though I'd never heard another like i t before, and I 
felt the life go out of him as though that soft sound were 
wings assigned to bear its essence gently away. My ear 
found no beating at his chest. I looked up. There I 
sat across the room in the Walker's big dining room 
mirror, holding my dead son in my arms. In the middle 
of my forehead a two-bit sized bone plug had been 
punched neatly f rom my skull and hung on a piece of 
skin like an open trap door; the hole and the plug joined 
thus formed a bleeding figure eight. I blinked at my 
garish image and thought " i f anything ever counts, this 
counts." Then I closed my eyes on my reflection 
and called aloud: 

" O dear Lord, please don' t let him die." 

Then things became completely calm. Shannon was 
trying to hush her crying; the Walkers stopped rushing 
about and talking and waited. . .the frantic phoning paused 
(things wi l l make a space). . .then I knew what to do. 
Opening my eyes I leaned back to Jed and began to give 
him mouth to mouth resuscitation. The ambulance drivers 
came in but made no move to interrupt me, though one of 
them reached down and neatly popped the plug back in my 
forehead while I worked over Jed. Finally Jed sighed again, 
the same soft wings except this t ime they bore the life back 
into its sacred vessel. 

I knew I had participated in a miracle and I was 
absolutely amazed. As the days went by and Jed drew out 
of danger in the hospital I found that it wasn't the miracle 
that had amazed me. That returning sigh wil l sound 
through all the rest of my life and I wi l l be ever thankful . 
What amazed me, though, was that when the chips were 
down I knew where to call, and that I knew Who answered. 

The first tool I would like to point out, then, is the 
Bible. A l l of it. A l l the rest of your life. I won ' t list an 
address where to send for i t . You can pick one up yourself, 
look in the top drawer of the next motel desk you come 
across if need be. It 's nice to have your own, too. Get 
familiar w i th it and it's drama. Take your t ime. Get a 
purple satin bookmark and keep your place and ease 
through a chapter or two before you go to sleep, ( i t ' l l 
wipe the slate of your mind clean of Lever Brothers and 
you' l l dream like Mi l ton), or just cut in here and there 
now and then during the day, in a l i t t le quiet place w i th 
a bit of hash and some camomile tea wi th honey and 
lemon in it. A l i t t le at a t ime, steadfastly, and maybe a 
big hit once every week or so, say, for instance, on 
Saturday (for the Old Testament) and Sunday (for the 
New). Keep it up a while. You' l l be amazed. 



Zi)t ̂ rtsi ZlfutWtvt Heft 0ut of thtmhlt 

as told to Paul Krassner 

Stewart Brand Name asked me to interrupt The 
Realist and co-edit wi th Ken Kesey this final Dif f icul t 
But Impossible Supplement preceding the ultimate Whole 
Universe Catalog. 

Before leaving New York , I was on a TV interview 
program wi th a professional evangelist who kept answering 
questions by quoting from the Bible in his lap, and then I 
was a guest in a Counter Culture class along wi th the Hare 
Krishna gang who kept answering questions by quoting 
from the Vendetta in their midst. 

For many mene the Book of Job is a pack of 
roll ing papers. 

So if you get stoned to get high, light up and we can 
share a pair of parables preferably to be read aloud to your 
family and friends who are the same if your Intimacy 
Quotient is seeking a righteous level. 

First, take a pol l , any pol l , of those around you, 
posing the question: "What is the life span of a walrus?" 
For that is indeed the t i t le of the fol lowing Ask Andy 
feature in a recent San Francisco Ctironicle. And try not 
to think about laughing. 

In the past, Eskimos used harpoons, skill and lots of 
courage to kill walruses, one by one, as needed. 

They ate his meat and made fuel from his fatty 
blubber. They also used his very thick, durable hide to 
cover tents and boats, to make ropes, dog harnesses and 
other leather goods. 

But his most valuable contribution was a pair of 
tusks, measuring two feet or more. This hard, smooth 

walrus ivory was carved into tools and artistic objects. 
In those days, walruses were plentiful throughout 

the Arctic Ocean, around its icy shores and on lonely 
islands. The huge herds frequented the coasts of Labrador, 
Sable Island and as far south as Massachusetts. 

Those taken by the Eskimos were not a serious 
threat to the total walrus population. But those days are 
gone forever. We regret to report that this gentle giant may 
become extinct. 

It is almost as regrettable that this could happen 
before scientists have studied the details of his life in his 
natural environment. 

We do know that the female bears one pup in two 
years. He depends entirely on his mother until the tusks 
he needs to gather food are 3 or 4 inches long. Some of 
the youngsters fall prey to their natural enemies, the polar 
bear and the killer whale. Hence the herd increases slowly. 

The males that survive mature at the age of 5. The 
females are ready to mate at 4 and bear their first pups 
about a year later. 

We do not know the average life expectancy of 
adults in nature. But we do know that man-the-hunter 
has certainly reduced their chances of reaching old age. 

And now, ladies and chauvinists, wi th a pictorial 
salutation from good old Dick Tracy, we are proud to 
present Science Today, a UPl-datelined department by 
Joseph L. Myler. 

If you have a mind's eye picture of drug-crazed 



hippies endlessly indulging in heroic sex orgies, wash it 
right out. As a matter of fact, according to Dr. Thaddeus 
Mann, use of drugs reduces sexual drive. 

Mann is Professor of The Physiology of Reproduction 
at Britain's Cambridge University. He discussed sex and 
drugs in a recent issue of the United Nations quarterly, 
Impact of Science on Society. 

"Drug dependence in a man," he said, "is often 
traceable to his incompetence in coping with the opposite 
sex, to his unbalanced desire which stems from low-grade 
capability and an expectation that some drug or other 
will rid him of his sexual inhibition." 

A lot of people in many parts of the world and in 
all ages have had the notion that certain drugs can make 
better performers in the realm of physical love. 

Those who have tested this belief may think the 
results bear out the predictions. 

Actually, according to Mann, "Mainly visual and 
euphoric rather than strictly bodily sexual after-effects 
are probably the essence of the allegedly pleasurable erotic 
experiences of the habitual opium or hemp (hashish or 
marijuana) user." 

"Young people," Mann said, "frequently seem to 
indulge in drugs for their presumed pleasure-giving prop­
erties, and in the hope, however ill-founded, of prolonging 
sexual gratification. To them the drugs serve as sex 
substitutes." 

In the case of LSD, "There is general agreement," 
Mann said, "that the sexual emotions evoked by psyche­
delic drugs are in the nature of illusory platonic affections 
and do not lead to sexual arousal." 

In short, what the psychedelics induce is "an orgy 
of vision rather than real sex," he said. 

To get back to opium and hashish (or marijuana), 
Mann quoted the testimony of a 19th Century drug-taker, 
Theophile Gautier, the French writer : 

"A Romeo who took hashish would quickly have 
tired of Juliet. For a hashish addict, the most beautiful 
girl in Verona isn't worth bothering about." 

( CRIMESTOPPERS TEXTBOOK 

PAMNnrs. 
WHERETHCItflS 
SMOKB-CHSCK! 

BURNING C A N D L E S A N D BURNINO 
9 INCENSE OFTEN ARE COVER-UPS FOR j 

ODORS OF HARMFUL SMOKING © i X * ^ ^ ! 
M A T E R I A L S . P^^f 

The LASTJU0QM6NT 

Wait'l l Eldridge Cleaver finds out about that. 
I Of course it's easy for me to play this observer game 

sitting here at an IBM Selectric Kool-Aid Acid Typewriter, 
caught comfortably somewhere in Kesey's solar value 
system, refereeing a tennis match to the finish, where love 
means nothing, between Another Nut With a GUn and 
Another Mother for Peace. 

True, folks take up arms according to the degree to 
which they feel themselves to be in danger, but Leonard 
Cohen has strung out a prophecy inscribed wi th dedicated 
caligraphy on the canvas of his drip-dried foreskin, warning: 

Eyepv timcvou use the wopd Pcvolution 
ifegGfesdelaVGd bv SGVCF^ seconds 

Well, whattaya expect f rom a pushy Jew? ^ 
Especially one who suckled into Scientology because 

he heard it would improve his smile? , 

Whatever tool turns your consciousness on is okay, 
I guess, but don't forget that Charlie Manson is being 
tried in latterday Salem for practicing hard-core charisma 
wi thout a license, though not necessarily above and beyond 
the call of Nature, because he was able to exploit his girls 
in erect proportion to the oppressive conditioning of their 
needs. . i 

Good is not only Love, God is also Pig. 
There is a linear connection between the Vietnam 

psychosis and the FDA doctor who would rather live wi th 
cancer than approve of Laetrile. They have in common an 
obsolete organ of competitiveness that secretes the bile 
of dehumanization, and it is currently thrashing about 
like a dinosaur fighting against an increasing awareness 
of its own impending extinct ion. 

Lenny Bruce died so that Li ly Toml in could play a 
telephone operator speaking to a Mafia chieftain long 
distance f rom Rome while thinking that she's talking 
to the Pope. 

The evolution of irreverence toward authority is 
liberating a spirit which cannot be defeated by a culture 
whose technology is literally running out of fuel, but 
whose inhabitants still believe that all those dogs howling 
before the earthquake were actually responding to President 
Nixon alone on the throne blowing his Li t t le Orphan 
Annie slide whistle at a pitch imperceptible to the human 
soul. 

Richard the Generic. I mean it's no accident that 
in a f i lm. The Projectionist, Adol f Hitler is lip-synching 
John F. Kennedy's infamous placebo: "Ask not what 
your country can do for you, ask what you can do for 
your country." 

And the Second Coming is all just a big publicity 
stunt. 



The init iation and termination of this publishing 
project, the Whole Earth Catalog, is one of the clearest 
indications of the unique characteristics and needs of our 
age. What the Catalog has attempted to do is to get out 
the essential information that is necessary for life on a 
planet. In many ways the Catalog has succeeded; where 
the Catalog has failed perhaps the successors it has mid-
wi fed, by the early announcement of its intended demise, 
wi l l someday f ind the answers required. 

Our historical position is unique, as has been pointed 
out by many others, notably Bucky Fuller, because we 
are members of a closed planetary system: Earth. In 
the past the fragmentary behavior of man could be held 
to relate specifically to his essential disconnectedness. 

Since the connection of original telegraph lines 
the world has slowly, electrifyingly become interconnec­
ted. What has not been accomplished by radio, telephones 
and television wil l soon be force fed by satellite systems 
to many unprepared Earth people. 

Though perhaps less than half of our world's popu­
lation is aware of our essential connectedness, there is 
no turning back. A l l problems and all solutions are now 
local, that is, global. 

When Yuri Gagarin was able to look at our planet 
f rom space he was the first man to experience a physically 
perceived, holistic view of one planet. There are no 
borders here, no boundaries. 

Those of us who are aware of our global inter-
connectedness have certain planetary responsibilities. We 
are the first of the planetary people. We must begin to 
perceive in planetary patterns. A tremendous amount of 
cultural assimilation wi l l be necessary to mold and shape 

already existing planetary energies, 

I am currently finishing a book that wi l l be pub­
lished later this year under the tit le Turning On Without 
Drugs by Trident Press. Most of the book wi l l be devoted 
to the social consequences of a turned-on social situation 
and to a manual that wi l l describe and delineate several 
hundred methods, old and new, for altering consciousness 
wi thout drugs. 

The last section of the book is an essay in which I 
explore what we do after we'\ie become turned on. 
By that I mean: what do we do after we've discovered 
some basic and verifiable " t ru ths " about ourselves and 
relations wi th our universe? 

I mean what happens after we've become adept 
at altering our consciousness by choice so that we now 
have insights and intuitions and scenarios for new ways 
to operate in our present world? I am also referring to 
the strategy of the psychedelic consciousness that so 
paralyzes most adults, T imothy Leary's "Turn on. Tune 
in, Drop out . " 

I would like here, to consider some of the themes 
treated in greater detail in my book. 

In the past two decades we have witnessed an 
extraordinary transformation of psychology, the science 
of mental processes and behavior. Many origins of 
psychology relate to information abstracted from the 
behavior of sick people. The beginnings of some forms 
of psychology go back, essentially, to psychopathology. 
Since the 1950's, and largely due to the work of the 
late Abraham Maslow, psychology has begun to incor­
porate into its theories and strategies information abstrac­
ted f rom the behavior of healthy people. 
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"The science of psychology has been far more 

successful on the negative than on the positive 

side; it has revealed to us much about man's 

shortcomings, his illnesses, his sins, but l i t t le about 

his potentials, his virtues, his achievable aspirations, 

or his fu l l psychological height." 

-Maslow in Motivation and Personality 

A t the same time that Maslow was delivering the 
theoretical foundations for a psychology based on health, 
rather than illness, a number of systems that provided 
methods and techniques for being and staying healthy 
were being formulated, or, in some cases re-discovered. 
These included the Gestalt Therapy of Perls (both Perls 
and Wlaslow draw heavily in their work from the organismic 
gestalt findings of Kurt Goldstein), the bio-energetic 
systems of Reich and Lowen, the physical integration 
systems of Rolf and Alexander, and many others. 

A t this same period there also began the experi­
mentation and spreading sub-culture use of psychedelic 
drugs. Perhaps these agents, more than any methods or 
techniques, therapies or theories, did more to open up 
American society to the rapid-paced cultural and tech­
nological change that it was already experiencing but 
attempting to ignore. For many, psychedelics provided 
"answers" for what seemed to be unanswerable questions 
pertaining to identity, l ife, meaning and the universe. 

After a great deal of psychedelic experience I 
found that I was facing an extreme dilemma: I didn' t 
know what to do, I didn' t know how to apply the in­
sights I had digested under psychedelics and bring those 
insights into working relationships and applications wi th 
day-to-day life. It was one thing to turn on, quite 
another to tune in but somehow the dropping out did 
not seem to answer the problem. 

The above may be somewhat misleading. I myself 
"dropped o u t " but this was merely an intentional sepa­
ration from my culture in order to allow the processes 
of integration to become active. 

But there are many who took the " tu rn on, tune 
in, drop ou t " message very seriously. Coming down 
f rom psychedelic cosmic journeys, these voyagers looked 
w i th clear eyes at a culture in the throes of disintegration 
and chaos. Many of them decided that it would be better 
to separate f rom that culture and t ry to live life as sanely 
as possible, as much in accordance wi th cosmic principles 
as was possible. 

Slowly others who had made similar cosmic expe­
ditions came back to perceive the same scene. Fortunately 
there wre some who decided it would be better to set up 
communications systems so that information about the 
potentials and possibilities for our planetary environment 
could better be disseminated. The Whole Earth Catalog 
has been one of those vehicles of such information f low. 

The third phase of psychological evolution has 
already begun. We no longer need adapt f rom the data 
of psychopathology. And this th ird phase wi l l add to the 

data on healthy man. The third phase of psychology, 
the phase of planetary people, wi l l draw its data f rom the 
behavior and mental processes of the enlightened indi­
viduals of our past and present. 

But this psychology wi l l not be an assembly of the 
teachings of the great teachers. Though these teachings 
are important, equally important and often overlooked 
material is available in the way these men and women have 
become enlightened, how they have retreated from society 
and, most essential for us, how they have brought their 
insights and enlightenment back to their culture and 
made these " t ru ths " that they have perceived " l i ve " 
in their own worlds. 

This material is essential for our ongoing si tuat ion., 
If the ecological, resource management, distributive and 
political systems of our planet are to funct ion success­
fu l ly on a planetary basis we wi l l need wisdom. 

This wisdom wi l l need to deal w i th the everyday 
realities as well as the special case situations. It is our 
relationship to our planet that we must consider, not 
the individual habits that have caused destruction or 
decay. No symptomatic bandaging of our problems wi l l 
be successful. What is necessary is a systematic transfor­
mation of what we do and the way we do it. 

I am hopeful that the findings, theories, techniques, 
and systems of the psychology of planetary people wi l l 
enable us to bring back to our community. Earth, the 
insights and intuitions that so powerfully alter our percep­
tions and change our ways of being. It is through 
journals such as this Supplement that planetary psychology 
wil l begin to grow. It wi l l be through electric media that 
the findings of planetary psychology wi l l be quickly 
delivered to a perhaps unsuspecting world population. 

" . . .how hard it is to keep the mind open to 
surprises!" 

- L . L. Whyte in Internal Factors in Evolution 
The future of our planet depends on the integrations 

that wi l l have to take place in the next decade. May we be 
guided in these times by the wisdom of great men and 
women of all times. 

" I n their search for self-realization they (great men 
and women) discovered that man has always had the 
same illness, and he has rarely faced it; for he has 
found it easier to live partially than to develop his 
fullest potentialities. Despite his ever-expanding 
scope of reason and increased area of awareness, 
the situation remains the same. Total cure can 
only be attained when all men are " b o r n " or 
when every individual fu l ly develops his capacities, 
that is, when he can identify himself w i th mankind." 
- A . Reza Arasteh in 

Rumi the Persian: Rebirth in Creativity and Love 
The psychology of the sick and the psychology of 

the healthy wi l l now be supplemented by and integrated 
wi th the psychology of the enlightened: planetary psy­
chology. We wil l use planetary psychology as a guide to 
the transformations and changes of our nature that wi l l 
bring about the true awakening of planetary people. 
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"C^XC^K^ 

by 
Ken Kesey 

Before I point to my second entry in the CATALOG 
allow me first to introduce our country correspondent, 
Devlin (or, as he is more commonly called, "Old Man") 
Deboree, on whom we shall occasionally rely for that 
Natural American wisdom found sometimes in our moody 
men of the soil. Look; out past the watering tub to the 
f ield; Old Man Deboree. See him transfixed there, his 
feet in the furrows of a day's labor, squinting at the cloud 
galloping fu l l t i l t down from the dark mountains toward 
his fields. The house behind him is empty; his wife has 
left again, taking his children to t ry out for a current 
psychodrama in the more stimulating south. He works 
his land alone, except for, of course, his dogs, and cows, 
and horses and chickens and the clouds that drop by, and 
for the huge catfish that lives in the bathtub where the 
other animals water at the pump. The fish was caught 
months before by Deboree's son and secured here in 
this tub where the boy planned to train the huge whiskered 
creature to do Marineland tricks buf.had to leave wi th his 
mother when she went south. Driving out the main gate 
the boy remembered his captive: "Mom! my fish in the 
watering t u b ! " The crest of the woman's drama made no 
allowances for the absurd. She remembered Lot's lingering 
wife: "Forget all th is , " she advised grimly so the kid 
forgot the fish and Old Man Deboree never had found out 
about it in all the months of its incarceration because one 
end of the tub is covered wi th a plank where the float 
valve is attached and the fish has chosen to secret himself 

under this moss-dark overhang whenever Deboree is about, 
reasoning, in his fishy way: " I f the son would cast me in a 
tub then wouldn' t the father cast me in a pan?". . .laying 
low yet always keeping an eye on the man from the crack 
between plank and tub. A l l this spring day the fish has 
watched Deboree rave about the field with tractor and 
plow to celebrate the end of the long rainy season, 
plowing and grunting and swabbing the furious sweat 
wi th his blue kerchief and steadily pulling on the home- • 
made apple wine which dangled f rom the tractor's thrott le 
in a plastic gallon milk jug. 

Now the field is plowed and the sun is setting, 
and the jug is empty and a dark rain is stampeding down 
from where it has hidden in the mountains all the clear 
blue day. If it comes through Deboree's new-plowed 
ground, the hooves Will tear the naked soil to muddy 
running shreds and the running wi l l peel away another 
precious portion of topsoil f rom Deboree's already thread­
bare acres, and from the looks of it it's coming through. 

Old Man Deboree, wi th his overalls still dropped to 
his ankles for the crap he was getting ready to take when 
he spotted the cloud, stands bent forward, outraged and 
for lorn, a molting heron, and watches the cloud approach, 
and the catfish watches Old Man Deboree. The catfish 
speaks first, to itself: ,-

CATFISH ' ' ' • • 

This ought to be classic. This ought to be dis­

tinguished! The old man's riper than the day he 
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broke the axle on the dump truck and had to 
spread three tons of manure by wheelbarrow, and 
he's riper than the t ime he swallowed the honeybee. 
If that rain hits his ground there's a grand oath in 
the of f ing. 

The fish twirls a whislcer and waits with secret glee. 
The cloud rolls, rears a moment in snorting indecision 
when it reaches the fork in the canyon where the 
river angles on west of Deboree's land. West is an 
orchard of freshly bloomed cherry trees. A rain 
could strip those petals in an hour and leave 
nothing but a handful of fruit for the famished 
summer. Yes, the orchard is tempting, a pink 
garden party of Japanese virgins, but Deboree's 
nude fields give off a dark and fertile musk that 
flares the nostrils and fires the flanks. This is no 
day for a giggling garden party. 

CATFISH • ; „ , :- • • 

Here it comes. Zut alors. 

There is no sprinkling build up, no patter, no soft 
kiss of heaven. With a running jump the rain clears 
Deboree's fence and is all four feet at once into the 
innocent earth. Deboree stands blinking with the 
straps of his overalls pulled straight behind him 
by the rushing brown rivers of the furrows and 
his thin and hairy legs wriggling with raindrops. 
Slowly he wipes his face with the soggy kerchief 
in his hand and in a low but rising voice addresses 
the churning black sky overhead: 

DEBOREE 
I'm pushed by the pump and pulled by the plow! 
I plant carrots to raise gophers. When I finished 
burying the pipe to the new septic tank the actual 
earth tipped so the septic tank began to run to the 
toi let. Where's the sonofabitching sense? 1 play 
the odds and lose. I play against the odds and 
lose. I swear off ever playing another lick again 
and break a tooth on the Parcheesi Game dice lost 
in the oatmeal! But don't get me wrong!. Com­
plaining I am not; I refuse to give the pleasure. 
Nor am I asking for any quarter, neither! I just 
don' t want it thought that any of this is slipping 
past unappreciated. I would ask, though- l mean 
I IVIother of God goddammit will ask, by God, for 
an occasional hint when I come to these forks 
leading one way to perhaps at least a litt le peace 
and contentment and the other way to Dan Patch's 

asskicking funhouse! {He swabs at his sky-lifted 
eyes with the kerchief and wrings torrents of water 
into the mud). No help, mind me now; just a hint 
now and then. (Deboree hunkers and completes a 
disgruntled toilet. From his tub the catfish is beside 
himself at the spectacle.) 

CATFISH 
You don't need a hint, Devlin old boy, you need 
an oracle! 

The catfish was not always stationed in this watertub 
to soliloquise advice to our Country Correspondent, but 
hails originally f rom the Orient (how he migrated to his 
present position may or may not be related later) hence, 
in all l ikelihood, his suggestion that Deboree might have 
use of an oracle was a referral to a book called the 
I Ching, and having consulted the oracle of the I Ching 
myself now wi th increasing frequency and faith for 
nearly a decade, I feel I can personally second the 
fish's sagacious suggestion. 

Say, for example, there is the Light, and also the 
Way, the Prayer and the Act ion (and that, perhaps, the 
Way does not necessarily move at all times toward the 
Way) then we need tools in two areas. The Bible is, 
for me, a tool of Light and the Ching is most practical 
day-by-dawdling-day tool of the Way. The oracle works 
on the cybernetic gestalt principle that when you stand 
at the free-throw line that the information concerning 
the future and distant relationship and outcome of ball-
and-basket is contained in your physical state at the 
moment of the shot. We always know down in our 
cells which fork in the road to take but the knowledge 
is usually not permitted audiance in the tight-assed regime 
of the courthouse of ego and attachment that we 
recognize, in a kind of diplomatic dither, as our conscious­
ness. . .("The cells say they got a lotta useful information. 
Captain, but great scott! you start listening to advice 
from that mob and the next thing you know they' l l be 
demanding voting rights and vacations in At lant ic City 
and plasma pensions and god only knows what all. . . ! " ) 
so we are sometimes forced to rudely bypass the red-tape 
media garble of our city hall for some grassroots opinion. 
So we give the Ching a ring. Of course we can't stop 
the boys in the smoke=filled rotunda from tapping our 
line but then neither have they figured out a way to stop 
the call so we toss the coins and figure. What the hell; 
go ahead and listen. Captain. You get good advice from 
the Ching even when you're eavesdropping. 
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HEAR THE SOUND OF MY FEET WALKING. . . 
DROWN THE SOUND OF MY VOICE TALKING. . 
an Odd Bodkins book by Dan O'Neill 

YS hot __^\l rob^£jl 

Co. 

U^VyjoK^ 

' ^ hna^K^ coo hi £ busK 'S-

-JeJ 
12 



THE 

HOOVER 

VACUUM 

>Jtfv 

AI W 111 W Ml M 
CONSPIRACY 

In the early subversive hours one December morning, 
a pair of raids occurred at two local Selective Service head­
quarters in New Jersey. .; 

The Hoover Vacuum Conspiracy did'em. 
The FBI was called into the case. They are still look­

ing for the group named in honor of their own eternal 
leader. 

This statement was left in place of the draft board 
files. 

We are American citizens of conscience exercising our 
right as declared in the Declaration of Independence that 
when a government becomes destructive of the ends for 
which it was created it is the right of the people to alter or 
abolish it and to institute a new government. 

Let the act be interpreted as a pledge of solidarity 
with young black, brown, red and white Americans who are 
fed into the war machine of ever-escalating conflict in 
Southeast Asia. We refuse to accept the Nixon myth which 
speakd 
speaks of winding the war down. ^ 

The destruction of these documents of death makes 
us one with the East Coast Conspiracy to Save Lives and 
the ever-widening circle of conscience in this country which 
opposes genocide of black, Puerto Rican, Indian and Chi-
cano communities of America, manipulation and dehuman-
ization of Middle America, raping of countries in Asia, 
Africa, South America and Europe, and cooptation of 
American physical and spiritual resources into a culture 
which deals them death. 

Nixon nonsense and Hoover harassment does not 
deter us nor does prison prevent us from declaring tliat we 
stand firm against repressive American policies. Therefore 
we choose a life style which espouses peace in the inter­
national community, values life over property and insures 
justice for all. 

We seek the freedom to conspire toward these ends. 
Beside the statement, members of the Hoover Vacu­

um Conspiracy left behind Christmas greetings and the ever-
popular "End the War Now! " They called various news 
media, including listener-sppnsored WBAI-FM in New York 
City, whose News Director, Paul Fischer, requested an in­
terview wi th members of the group. 

He was phoned again and told to present himself at 
the southwest corner of 2nd Avenue and 49th Street at 9 
p.m. He did so. A t 9:20 contact was made and he was 
taken to a midtown motel where a room reservation had 
already been made in his name. 

To protect themselves, the members of the Hoover 

Vacuum Conspiracy used psuedonyms: Bil ly, Robin (fe­

male) and Bob. The interview fol lows: 

Fischer: Well, on the night of December 18th, a 
group of people went into two draft offices in New Jersey, 
one in Elizabeth and one in Union City. And in the Eliz­
abeth office thousands of files were destroyed, particu­
larly the files of those nearest to induction, while in Union 
City the same files were carried out w i th all the cross ref­
erence material. What made you decide in one case to de­
stroy the draft files and in another to take them with you? 

Robin: Well, I think it was expediency in Elizabeth. 
It was a situation where we felt we could do the work right 
there wi thout too much di f f icul ty and in Union City it 
seemed better to take them out rather than stay in there 
and destroy the files wi th in the office because there was 
more a possibility of being caught wi th in that office. 

Fischer: Well, you have these draft files, What do 
you plan to do wi th them? 

Bob: We don't exactly-we no longer have them. It 
would be hard to say who does at the moment, but I assure 
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you they're not in the hands of anyone where they might 
be captured. Or recaptured, shall we say. 

Fischer: In other words, you've handed over the files 
to somebody else? 

Bob: In a roundabout manner--who might be, shall 
we say, in the disposal unit of New Jersey. They've been 
destroyed, in other words. 

Fischer: The Hoover Vacuum Conspiracy-that's ob­
viously meant to be facetious, and one doesn't usually 
think of these actions as being in any way humorous. Why 
did you choose that name? 

Robin: Well, we chose the name because, I think we 
did want to have a tone of humor to it. I th ink although 
our actions are very serious, they also have a tone of joy 
about them in the sense that we are trying to stand for life 
and joy and in light of the fact that Mr. Hoover had recent­
ly made his statements regarding the East Coast Conspiracy 
to Save Lives, we fel t that we would dedicate this action 
especially to Mr. Hoover. 

Fischer: Do you consider yourselves the East Coast 
Conspiracy to Save Lives, actually? 

Robin: Well, I think we're all united in a very real 
way because we stand for the same principles, we're striving 
for the same ideals, and in that sense I think we are all part 
of an East Coast Conspiracy, but as has been said before, 
conspiracy is broader than east coast. It's a conspiracy that 
is west coast, southern, midwest, northern. 

Bob: Universal. ' '; 
Robin: Yeah, I think it's universal right now. 
Fischer: How do you get together and decide to take 

an anti-draft action like this? How do you go about, you 
know, getting such a group together? How did you do 
that? Did you know each other beforehand or did you just 
kind of get together one night and start talking about it and 
then decide, "Wel l , let's do i t ! " 

Billy: Some of us knew each other and others didn't. 
I think it's just a matter of what is happening all over the 
country, namely that like-minded people are getting togeth­
er and trying to discover new and sometimes old ways of 
saying no to the death machine. I don' t think it's a matter 
of some vast underground organization as the authorities 
seem to think, but just a group of friends doing something 
that seems positive and useful. 

Fischer: Actually, what do you consider the main 
motivation for what you did? 

Bob: I think the motivation varied from person to 
person. For many of us it's a new way, for many it's an old 
way which they wish to continue-they see a great deal of 
personal meaning in it as well as a positive tone to it , unlike 
maybe a demonstration out on the street or wri t ing a letter 
to a congressman or something that has been done and 
done and done, and really with very litt le results. 

Fischer: In terms of philosophy, where do you lie? 
Are you in the non-violent activism of the Berrigans or the 
more active activism of the SDS Weather Bureau? Where 
do you stand on that continuum? 

Billy: Well, I don't think we necessarily would need 
to be classified or see ourselves f i t t ing ' into some kind of 
slot. In some way I do believe we see ourselves as part of 
the non-violent tradit ion although I hesitate to use that 
word because it's much abused and has certain connota­
tions wi th it. I think we feel that non-violent responses are 
really nothing very new. That's just kind of reproducing 

the foreign and domestic policy of the United States. So I 
think that people all over the United States and all over the 
wor ld are trying to come up w i th new options, new ways of 
surviving and helping other people to survive. The problem 
is that the non-violent tradit ion all too often has been a 
very passive t radi t ion, you know, it's been the kind of 
thing where you lie down in front of trucks, or perhaps sit-
in. What really needs to be developed is a kind of non­
violence that is mil i tant, that is gentle but is also strong, a 
non-violence that Is In some way proportionate to the vio­
lence, so perhaps at one t ime a demonstration might have 
been proportionate to some of the social evils but this Is no 
longer the case. I th ink it 's a way of Inviting others to a 
point of realizing that laws need to be broken-laws that 
stand in thg way of l i fe, stand in the way of a future for the 
human race, need to be broken as a way of keeping the law. 

Fischer: If you thought you could achieve your po­

litical end by bombing something, would you do that? 

Robin: Well, that's a hard question to answer. I per­

sonally don't see bombing as such as a violent act. My con­

cern w i th it is that it does endanger human life, but I think 

groups that have used this technique have taken every pre­

caution In order to preserve life in order not to harm any 

human being. So in that sense I don't see it as a violent 

action, because I don ' t see the destruction of certain prop­

erty as violent. A t this point I don' t see bombing, at least 

for myself, as a way, because I feel that It's very Important 

to be able to talk to people and try to eliminate some of 

the fear that Is existing and I think that bombing has terror­

ized many people. But I really can't answer as far as-like 

I couldn't sit here and say no, I would never use that 

method. 

Fischer: Is that the way the rest of you feel? 

Bob: Yeah, quite the same. 

Billy: Pretty much. As I said before, it isn't a matter 

of having some clearly worked out ideology but rather re­

sponding to the need of the moment, and presently the po­

litical atmosphere is such that bombing gives off this feeling 

of terrorism and right now I think tends to have a counter­

productive effect, polit ically and humanly. 

Fischer: Let's take a concrete example of that. The 

University of Wisconsin, the bombing of the Mathematics 

Research Buildinp-one person was killed in that. How do 

you feel about that? 

Billy: My personal feeling Is that any kind of action 
that endangers a human life even minimally must be avoided 
at any cost, certainly at this point, and I hope we would be 
able to maintain that kind of stance. The fact Is that al­
though I am delighted by the destruction of a university 
center that Is primarily dedicated to war-military research, I 
think what that says to so many people is that- let me put It 
this way- fo r one thing we know that there are all kinds of 
examples of terroristic bombings of this kind eventually be­
ing used by the very powers against which one is using 
them. I mean we have a history of that In Algiers, in Viet­
nam and so on. So I think one's action must not only be 
concerned exclusively w i th destroying a certain target but 
also wi th communicating a certain stance and a certain 
vision. 

Fischer: A moment ago I asked If you would bomb 
something to achieve your political end. I guess I put the 
cart before the horse. What are your political ends? 
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Robin: Well, our political ends are to somehow try 
to help to build a society that is going to care more for 
people than for things, and I guess that's kind of a tr i te 
statement, but our actions, for example, although they've 
been toward the Selective Service, they reach far beyond 
that. I think most of us who have been involved in such ac­
tions have seen human suffering in many areas, and we see 
our country as becoming more and more a nation that is 
out for its own gains, its own prof i t , while at the same time 
kil l ing people, not only by ki l l ing them in Vietnam, but on 
the streets of our c i ty, ki l l ing them through the unfair wel­
fare practices, poor housing, substandard education-and we 
want to t ry to build a society that is going to really begin to 
care for people and to see that, as people, we have a right, 
an absolute right, to live, a right to have homes, a right to 
have enough food to eat, a right to have good education, 
that this isn't a privilege, so that this is what we're striving 
towards, and I guess it's a very idealistic statement, but I 
think it's possible, I think it's really possible to have a soci­
ety where people begin to care for each other and don't 
degrade people because they're in need, which is what we 
do now. 

Fisclier: Do you consider yourselves as part of the 
so-called underground-does that phrase mean something to 
you? 

Bob: Yes, I'd have to say that we are part of an un­
derground, probably part of the underground that was 
formed when Dan and Phil Berrigan refused to turn them­
selves in back sometime in Apr i l , but it is not the under­
ground commonly referred to by the Daily News and other 
mass media of terrorists, bombers and killers, but some­
thing gentle but mil i tant, as said before. 

Fischer: In terms of your underground, are you un­
derground at night and overground during the day? Do you 
hold down civilfan jobs, any of you , or what might be con­
sidered straight jobs? 

Billy: Yes, some of us do have straight jobs and 
others devote more of their t ime to the movement. But 
I th ink it's a mistake to consider this underground in the 
tradit ional meaning of that word, because the underground 
Is really overground-what we represent is a new cooscious-
ness developing all throughout our society and through 
our wor ld-a consciousness that is not concerned merely 
about political change in the narrow meaning of that 
word , but about cultural and human change, about a new 
life style, about a way of life that is concerned about-wel l , 
that says, for one thing, that people are more important 
than property, a principle on which our society was 
theoretically founded back during the revolutionary days 
when people dumped tea into Boston Harbor. 

Fischer: So FBI Hoover's statements to the effect 
that an underground conspiracy does exist is thus in fact 
true, though Hoover's conception of the conspiracy is 
probably different f rom yours? 

Robin: I think there is such an underground but 
probably I would say Mr. Hoover has i t a l i t t le distorted. 
As was said before by Bi l ly, I think this underground is 
a growing consciousness. It's the kind of underground 
that all the prisons in the world and all the Hoovers in 
the vvorld are not going to be able to stop. It is not the 
kind o f underground where if you clamp down on a few 
people and put them in.prison you stop i t , because it's 

something that is beyond the realm of all the technology 
that I think the FBI even has. You may put a few people 
in jai l , but it's still going to grow, and even in jail it's 
going to grow. People outside, they're going to continue 
it. So that, yes, it's an underground and it's one that's 
going to keep going. 

Billy: I th ink it's d i f f icul t for a man like Mr. Hoover 
to f i t us into his preconceived categories such as under­
ground and conspiracy, because I suppose the FBI depends 
on Hoover or some other equally charismatic figure; 
this movement that we belong to doesn't depend on 
charismatic leaders. I th ink it's extremely naive to th ink 
that it depends, let's say, on the Berrigans, who are con­
ducting this underground from their prison cells. We 
respect and admire men of that caliber, as we respect 
Angela Davis and many other people who are behind 
prison walls, but the di f f icul ty is, as Robin said, that you 
can't imprison an idea, you can't imprison a vision, 
you can't imprison a dream, you can't imprison what is 
happening in people's guts. And that is precisely what 
is happening right now. 

Fischer: Well, then, are you saying that it's not 
exactly that the Berrigans are consciously directing this 
East Coast Conspiracy but that the idea of the Berrigans 
has been taken up? 

Billy: I th ink all the ideas that have created what­
ever is good and lasting in western civilization have 
contributed to what we're doing- l mean you can probably 
attr ibute what we're doing to Jesus and Socrates and 
so on. It 's regrettable that these people are out of the 
hands-not wi th in reach-of the federal authorities right 
now, but it seems to me that while the FBI and CIA and 
people like that have all the mechanical equipment, what 
they lack is pagination and what they lack is probably" 
humor and our movement depends on those resources, 
not upon electronic equipment. 

Fischer: Is the Hoover Vacuum Conspiracy part of 
a network, an interconnected one? Does it have contact 
w i th similar groups or does it work in isolation? 

Robin: Well, I th ink, again, that depends on indi­
viduals. I think there is in some cases contact w i th other 
people who have taken like action, in the sense of support 
and, you know, saying, "Great, we're vyith you all the 
way ! " As far as an organization, if that's what you're 
referring to , I don' t see anything like that. Again, i t 
can't be labelled, I don' t th ink. Getting back to the 
idea of it being a growing consciousness-this is what it 
is. Groups are kind of coming together all over. It 's 
not a case of a few people, you know, organizing these 
groups, or a special organization trying to pull members 
in, but it's something that is growing spontaneously and 
in some cases I think there is a contact of support to let 
people know, "We're wi th you, we believe in this, and 
we're trying to carry it o n . " A t this point, I don' t th ink 
there has been that much contact, but there is definitely 
a growing sense of solidarity. As far as actual contact, 
that remains to be seen, I th ink, but there is a definite 
sense of solidarity wi th all groups right now who are 
struggling for the same ideals we're struggling fo r - fo r 
freedom and for life. 

Fischer: Do you consider there is a point beyond 
which the ends would not justify the means? In other 
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words, how far would you consider going in terms of 
tactics? Are you in sympathy wi th the tactics supposedly 
associated wi th Bernadine Dohrn's group? 

Billy: Yes, I think so. There may be some actions 
and some tactics to which we-or I-would have to say no, 
but I think the more important point at Issue is that we 
consider Bernadine Dohrn our sister. We may not always 
agree w i th her in her tactics, but we fu l ly understand the 
kind of moral outrage and compassion from which the 
actions of the Weatherpeople and the Panthers and the 
Young Lords, and other similar groups, come. And there 
is a deep respect we have for these people. We know that 
we have to work together. And factionalism, narrowness 
and ego trips are precisely what we do not need. This is 
what our society thrives on--divisiveness-and what we are 
about is creating unity. 

Fischer: Let's go back to the action you took at 
Union City and the Elizabeth draft boards. Is this the 
first such action you've taken? Have there been others? 

Robin: For me there have been others. I was in­
volved in another action which was similar to this. 

Fischer: Can you say where? 
Robin: No, I would rather not say where. 

Fischer: Would it be some place that's generally 
known to the public, or is this an action that hasn't been 
discovered yet--can you say that much? 

Robin: I t is an action that has been discovered and 
is known to the public. 

Fischer: Does the same go for the rest of you-have 
you also tr ied your hand at taking draft files before? 

Bob: No, I haven't. 

Billy: I haven't. You see, the Hoover Vacuum 
Conspiracy represents a large number of people coming 
from all kinds of different backgrounds. It would be a 
great mistake to understand this in some narrow movement 
sense, you know, that there are professional movement 
people. I th ink that what our leaders have to come to 
understand is that there is an increasing number of middle 
class people f rom all kinds of background, all kinds of 
experience, who now have reached the point in which they 
understand that so-called legal activity is no longer rele­
vant, is no longer meaningful, no longer accomplishes-
anything. And I th ink our society has to begin t o deal 
w i th this mass movement which is slowly coming into 
being. 

Fischer: Well, we know where you've been now. 
Where are you going? Would you consider taking such 
actions in the future? Are you glad that you took those 
records f rom Union City and Elizabeth? Do you have any 
bad feelings, any remorsefulness, or do you think it's a 
good thing and that you're going to continue to do that? 

Robin: Oh, I think it's a delightful thing, and yes, 
I do plan to continue, and again, I think it's a case of 
trying to respond. This may not necessarily-I'm sure it 
won' t be-my only form of response. What future 
responses wil l be, I don' t know right now, but as far as 
this action itself, I th ink it is absolutely delightful. 

Fischer: Do you ever worry about getting caught? 

Bob: Of course you worry about getting caught. 
You take precautions not to . But it's not foremost in 
your mind. I would not have worried too much about 
getting caught once the job was done. 

Fischer: In line w i th that, do you have rehearsals? 
I don' t know what the counterpart term would be, but 
do you have any dry runs for anti-draft actions? 

Billy: Well, you don' t just get up one morning and 
say, "Let 's rip off a draft board ! " " i f that's what you mean. 
There is a certain amount of intelligent planning and so on. 
I think it would be a mistake to center in on the action 
in an isolated way. We consider the action in itself 
important but we're not naive enough to believe that we 
are able to stop the Selective Service System per se. We 
know that the mil itary authorities are prepared to drag 
people off the streets, as the A rmy in Saigon does. What 
is important is using these actions as a focal point for 
heightening people's awareness. So, for example, pre­
sently, we are sending out letters to the young men whose 
files were destroyed in Elizabeth and Union City, making 
them aware of what has happened, helping them to under­
stand their rights, for example, their right to be drafted in 
order, because we know, and many people know this, that 
the Selective Service System regularly violates its own 
laws-that's just an example-so I think it 's important that 
the educational dimension o f actions like this be empha­
sized perhaps over the concrete action itself. 

Fischer: From what I understand, at first they were 
saying that they cross reference files, so your action 
wouldn' t matter much, and then somebody mentioned to 
me that actually they'd hav| a good deal of di f f iculty 
putt ing the files back together, and in the meantime 
they would start drafting people whose cards weren't 
destroyed, so do you think in that sense the action k ind 
of postponed the drafting of some people but actually 
meant that other people went into the draft pool instead? 

Bob: I don' t know if any definite statement could 
be made about what was done, what duplicates they have, 
what exactly we did to them, but it was more of a speaking 
out against, rather than a destructive act. A positive act, 
speaking for people. We d idn ' t act alone. We were just 
representatives of a growing mass movement in this 
country saying no. 

Robin: On that same point, I'd like to say first of 
al l , as Bil ly mentioned, letters are going to be going out 
to the men whose files were destroyed, and this in itself 
is, I th ink, an action, because it is giving these men a 
chance to make their own choice. Also, as far as the 
files that were destroyed, while they are claiming that 
duplicates exist, we're kind of doubt fu l about that, 
particularly on many of the files. A large number of 
those files were brand new fi les-they were hardly even 
touched-that was very obvious, and it just seems very 
doubtful that they could've had duplicates on those files 

Billy: In addition to that, in one of the offices we 
found a memo from state headquarters requesting that all 
the offices in the state of New Jersey, all the local offices, 
send in the names and addresses of all registrants to their 
central office, and on the bot tom of this particular memo 

the local board had made the notation, "Negative"- in other 

words, indicating that perhaps because of the Christmas 

rush or being understaffed they had not sent those 

duplicates in. 

Fischer: What other kinds of memos did you f ind in 

the files you confiscated' 

Billy Well, there was one amusing kind of memo 
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that warned the offices-apparently this had been sent to 
all offices-warned them against the East Coast Conspiracy 
to Save Lives, namely that this group would be attacking 
or harassing draft boards around a certain date-actually 
i t was during November-apparently that never happened 
so perhaps their information wasn't solid and they need 
better informants or have to oil up their electronic 
equipment, whatever. But they did point out that draft 
boards in shore areas and in ethnic areas, as they put It, 
would have to be particularly careful and they should 
make the local police and law enforcement authorities 
aware of that. 

Fischer: Do you know, in fact, how many files you 
did destroy at those two draft boards? Did you get a 
chance to count them? 

Bob: I know in Union City that around, say 40% 
of the 1-A's were destroyed as well as 106,000 cross 
reference files dating, I believe, back to 1935 regis­
trat ion dates, so the entire cross reference f i le for Union 
City was destroyed, and about 40% of the 1-A's and a 
smattering of other fi les-2-S, 1-Y, whatever-but no exact 
numbers for sure. 

Fischer: When I first spoke to you-you called me 
the day that the action was done-you also called a number 
of other news media, I believe you called UPI and AP, and 
at the t ime you told me- l don' t know whether you said 
this to the wire services as w ^ l - t h e draft files you'd taken 
f rom Elizabeth, you were thinking of destroying them but 
would hang on to them in case you should th ink of some 
other purpose for them, and apparently you've destroyed 
those too. What were you thinking of doing wi th them? 

Billy: No, those were the files f rom Union City 
that were carried out , and one of the things that w i l l be 
done wi l l be those letters we were talking about that the 
young men whose files were destroyed, they wi l l re­
ceive communications. 

Fischer: What wi l l these communications say? 

Robin: Well, the communications wi l l first of all 
inform the men of the action and what happened, 
tell ing them-wel l , in the case of Elizabeth, for example, 
tell ing them that all the 1-A files were destroyed, telling 
them what options are open to them regarding the draft. 
We plan to list all the deferments and what they mean. We 
also plan to go into the legality of the fact that the 
Selective Service System doesn't have the fu l l f i le, that 
they have a right to look into this, that they're called 
out of order, and it seimply wi l l be explaining their legal 
rights and advising them to go to draft counselors. 

Fischer: Are there people that you associate w i th 
you know would f rown upon this-who might even turn 
you i n - l wouldn ' t put i t that strongly, but people who 
would say, "Gee, I wouldn ' t do something like tha t ! " 
Do you know people like that? 

Billy: I don' t believe in becoming so elitist in my 
association that I only group w i th people who either are 
ripping of f draft boards or who believe that this is the 
most important kind of activity. I think our problem 
right now is communicating wi th all kinds of people and 
try ing to explain t o them what is happening in our society 
today-what we are doing in Indo-China, what we are 
doing in our black and« poor communities in our own 
country-and I do believe that actions like this provide a 

very useful focal point for talking in some kind of concrete 
way about what is going on and what needs to be done. 
You see, this is not the only kind of thing that needs to 
be done, this is not the only way of confronting the law. 
I th ink tax resistance is a very important thing, and it's 
a growing thing. The willingness of people to give hospi­
tal i ty to all kinds of people on the lam-mil i tary deserters, 
people in the underground, what-have-you-and we need to 
grow in our creativity, we need to come up w i th more 
imaginative ways of building a movement of resistance. 

Fischer: A lot of people talk about left-wing 
paranoia. Do you f ind yourselves walking down the 
street and looking over your shoulders? Do you have no 
fear of being caught or that you're under surveillance? 

Bob: Well, some of us have had that feeling now and 
then, but I certainly wouldn' t say that anyone is looking 
over their shoulder constantly or really worried about 
being fol lowed because I would think the most important 
thing about that tactic of fol lowing people is to stop 
their acting through their consciences instead of appre­
hending them. 

Robin: Before, Billy mentioned that we're part of 
a much larger group. I would just like to mention that 
this larger group is going to claim responsibility for the 
action at a future date. They wi l l make themselves 
known and wi l l talk openly about the whys of the action. 

Fischer: Tactically I suppose this means that you 
wi l l be apprehended. 

Billy: Well, there's no way of predicting what wi l l 
happen. I mean if the FBI is wil l ing to think in terms of 
mass arrests, that's the type of thing that they w i l l b e 
confronted w i th , so we have no way of predicting what 
wi l l happen. 

Robin: They're also going to run into a problem if 
they wanted to do such a thing, and that is that they're 
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going to have to come up wi th some solid evidence, and 
I thinl< they're going to have a l i t t le d i f f icu l ty w i th that. 

Fischer: This seems to be in line w i th something 
that was printed in Liberation News Service-it was run 
as the latest communication from the Weather Under-
ground-and it said many things. It represented a change 
in what is believed to be the tactics of what is now 
called the Weather Bureau rather than Weathermen be­
cause the Women's Liberation movement- i t had been 
called the Weatherme/? and in fact there are just as many 
women in the Weathermen as there are men, so it's now 
called the Weather Bureau-but, that aside, it did make 
note of Sonne tactical changes, and part of that treatise 
was that no longer should it really be an underground, 
that actions should be taken out in the open and 
responsibility claimed in the open, and I'm wondering 
if this announcement on your part that you plan to in 
fact come out into the open-did you read that? Is that 
the reason why you're doing this? 

Robin: Well, I read the communication, but this 
isn't the reason why we're doing this. We had planned 
this before. But regarding that communication, I would 
really just like to comment that I just thought it was 
absolutely fantastic. Before, you were talking about 
Bernadine Dohrn, it was going through my mind that 
when we talk about her most of us know Bernadine 
Dohrn as the media have presented her, and I think it's 
a very unfair presentation, whereas in that communication 
I think Bernadine Dohrn as well as the other Weather-
people come out clearly as being very beautiful people. 

Billboard in Youngstown, Ohio) 

The Blue Phantom Strikes Again 
Some incredible draft evasion stories are beginning to 

fi lter out of the grim New Jersey abyss. One of the most 

imaginative involved a recent college graduate who went to 

his local board for a physical exam. As he strolled in, he 

was handed the usual forms and told the usual things. His 

approach, however, was somewhat deviant. 

Ten minutes after he had completed the forms, he 

was ushered into the off ice of the presiding psychologist. 

There was a p r o b l e m . On each of his forms, the word 

"b l ue " appeared after each of the questions. Frankly puz­

zled, the shrink asked his patient a question. 

" L o o k , " he joked, "why did you do it? I mean. . . 

what's so great about being blue?" 

"Noth ing. . .Nothing at a l l , " he answered, deadpan. 

" I was just tired of being beige." ,. . . , :• ; .• .• , 

Some call 
him Pig! 

From The Weather Bureau 

A thoughtful fr iend sent us a tape of the Hoover 
Vacuum Conspiracy dialogue, a transcript of which we 
understand is going to be published in the final supple­
ment to the Whole Earth Catalog. There is an impres­
sion conveyed by the interviewer that our New Morning 
communique stated we should no longer be an under­
ground. However, we were never naive enough to have 
so Utopian a dream so prematurely. 

We were not "surfacing" when we shared the 
Senate lavatory wi th the Viet Cong. 

Yet we do move around freely. Recently a group 
of us went to see Ramparts of Clay, a Bertucelli f i lm about 
a village in southern Tunisia immediately after independ­
ence in 1962. Since this is not intended as a movie 
review, we shall not indulge ourselves in an extended 
abstract discussion of its social and political implications. 

But we did relate sharply to the Unknown Sister 
whose face was splattered wi th chicken blood in order to 
exorcise the evil spirits assumed responsible for her attempt 
to break away from the traditional culture. For her 
strength was rooted in a lack of all those comforts we 
have taken entirely for granted. 

As we participate in the crumbling of this empire, 
we must simultaneously be prepared to view more and 
more artifacts of civil ization as expendable luxuries. Iron­
ically, the government itself is a prime source of re-educa­
t ion for that eventuality. 

Example: The "Climates of the States" series, pre 
pared by the Department of Commerce, Environmental 
Sciences Services Administrat ion, Environmental Data Ser 
vice. Silver Spring, Maryland, deals wi th geography, popu­
lation density, topographic features, effects of topography 
on climate, effect of general circulation on climate, precip 
i tat ion, snowfall, temperature, growing season, winds, 
waves and surf, relative humidi ty , thunderstorms, torna­
does, floods, droughts, water supply and agriculture, for 
each state. 

You really don't need a weatherman to tell which 
way the wind is blowing. 

The irony is brought clearly into focus if you t ry to 
pick up a copy of one of those pamphlets in person. 
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Federal buildings now use single or twin entrances. Pack­
ages and briefcases are inspected. All to protect the judges' 
chambers from disturbance. 

It is symbolically appropriate to the srtuggle for hu­

mane priorities that a co-defendant's low I.Q. provided the 
vehicle by which the judge in the Angela Davis case disqual­
ified himself as prejudiced. The actual motivation of that 
judge-fear-remains as a monument to our commitment. 

Weather Underground 

There Are No Blueprints 
Militants in America must become aware of 
the dead-end that they are boxed into by poHcies 
based on classic revolution. Study of Fanon has 
revealed that the American continental landmass 
is not Algiers. Studies of Mao, Lenin, Giap and of 
the Sierra Maestra may have awakened dreams of 
genuine revolution but efforts to implement guer­
rilla tactics do not work in a Constitutional Democ­
racy with no "center oi power" to overthrow. The 
capture of an American radio station is absurd 
when hundreds more surround it. The seizure of a 
state capitol is foolhardy with forty-nine more to 
go. Each state capitol has a House, Senate, Gover­
nor, U.S. Representatives and U.S. Senators; each 
State Militia is reinforced by Federal units backed 
up by National Reserves capable of waging war in 
the Far East for ten years without once calling for 

full mobilization. Behind this array of might is the 
world's most destructive Air Force with capabili­
ties ranging from napalm to the H-bomb. 

"The fundamental principle is that no battle, com­
bat, or skirmish is to be fought unless it -will he 
won." CHE 

Militants now know that guerrilla warfare as prac­
ticed by Che or the Tupamaros may be effective in 
countries the size of Rhode Island where a single-
city Seat of Power permits of seizure, but in the 
U.S.A., the Super-Power, a country sprawled across 
half of the globe with governmental control divid­
ed, checked, balanced, split, chopped and shredded 
geographically, temporally and personally, there 
is nowhere to start or finish. 

-L . Clark Stevens 
from "est" (Capricorn Press, Santa Barbara, Calif.) 
recommended by Buckminster Fuller and Wavy Gravy 
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LAW AS A REVOLUTIONARY TOOL 
by 

Jim Wolpman 

One way to see it is in the good case, the good case. 
On a scale of one to ten, ten. It 's all there; the rest: 7,5, 
maybe 2 have some of i t so it's instructive besides, 10 is. 
It 's known around these days as the political case, but 
that's only part of it so it won't be called that here. The 
fact is, we'll play that down because it's so played up. . . 
that ought to make it come out about right in the end. 

The whole thing-case and al l-could be talked of as a 
too l , but there is a product there-a production-that 
shouldn't be missed. I mean number 10 can stand on its 
own two feet, let someone else use it. Here the lawyer is 
the too l ; he is the law, at least a big part of i t . Which Is to 
say, what he does goes a long way toward making the law 
whatever it is. He's other things too, like a human being. 
That does thicken the plot and wi l l have to be dealt w i th . 
In fact, that might just be what he is or should be doing all 
the while: being human. 

To be, a case has first to be recognized, and recog­
nit ion comes hard. It's easy to say and see in an abstracted 
way how wrong and rotten what's going on is, but to see 
each strand of the spider's web, the particular web which 

surely caught this particular person, that's much harder. 
Here the client knows better than the lawyer: It's his life 
and the web was invented just for that life. It's all there, 
the whole thing, every thread of it. 

You know those books f rom when you were a k id , 
the kind w i th dots and numbers, you drew lines from dot 
to dot fol lowing the numbers and eventually a picture 
came. That's one thing that can be done. Anything as 
fucked as what's going on now, is really ugly and awful, 
and the harder it tries to hide that ugliness, which it 
spends more and more t ime doing, the more monstrous 
it becomes. In a good case you can pick out all those dots 
and give each a number, then slowly and carefully guide 
the hand that holds the pencil. See the monster.. 

Another thing i t ' l l do is feed on itself. It's getting 
pretty paranoid these days, more and more insatiable, and a 
l i t t le dumber. Or, as they say, contradictions are emerging. 
Just a l i t t le honey on the tai l . (There is a temptation here, 
watch out if you enjoy watching.) 

Now a courtroom wil l only hold so much. The pri­
mary job of the bailiff and the law of evidence is to keep 
too much f rom happening. "We don' t want any of that 
in here." But if you f i l l i t up soft ly, stealthily, using the 
rules of evidence like the zen rules they are, you can f i l l i t 
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too f u l l , just a t i t t le. Then there's the thing which can be 
done: the right cough or a certain question. . .Overload! 
Makes it harder for judge and jury to think along their old 
rut. (Moral: even if you blow up the courthouse, sooner 
or later, someday, goddamit, you're still going to have to 
blow the judge's and jury's minds, else it ain't revolution, 
only more bullshit, I'm sorry to say.) 

There is another thing which can be said in a couple 
of ways. Bob Dylan's is the neatest: "To live outside the 
law you must be honest." Inside the courtroom it reads, 
i f you lie you had better be telling another, truer, t ru th . 
Shucking and j iving won ' t do, for justice may have nothing 
to do w i th what goes on inside a courtroom, but it has 
everything to do wi th the people who walk in and out. 

This one fcan't help but be a litt le corny when it 's 
said; that's why you can't ever come out and say it. Under­
stand the thing is a ri tual; we don the garb of judge, juror, 
prosecutor and defense lawyer and become possessed, danc­
ing out justice. The dance now is become demonic and 
monstrous and just a,bit incredible. Maybe and only just 
maybe you can reach out and touch-that being no part of 
this particular dance-another dancer; or even a look of 
regret, as when two .persons who wanted so much to meet, 
part. 

Then there's pace; always enough and never too 
much. Most of the other things fo l low, in some way, f rom 
it. Good athletes don't learn i t , they perfect i t ; white 
anglo-saxon males are short on it, and court is a white, 
anglo-saxon male place; blacks got it but it's become too 
self conscious t o last; women, mmnn, maybe, we'l l see 
There isn't much to be done about it except to have a look 
at your own. 

Finally, there are a couple of temptations which 
shouldn't be yielded to : the easy tr ick, it's so cute, so 
winsome. I t would be nice if i t worked, so nice, so easy 
Another is elation, the hit that comes when you've 
brought i t off , an argument or whatever. Enjoy i t , but let 
it go. Then there's grease; it's all over courtrooms and 
criminals and judges and D.A.s and defense attorneys 
Just walk in and you can feel it. It lubricates the opera 
t ion to keep i t going in the same way. It 's the slime of 
death; scrape it off. 

Ev EVOLUTION means selecting and therefore • 

choosing and deciding, and this means valuing <^ 

. . . We must have better human beings or else X 

it is quite possible that we may all be wiped ^ 

out, and even if not wiped out, certainly live ? 

in tension and anxiety as a species . . . No beau- <# 

tiful constitutions or beautiful programs or laws ^ 

will be of any consequence unless people ^ 

are healthy enough, evolved enough, strong <^ 

enough, good enough to understand them and X 

to want to put them into practice in the right <#> 

way . . . There is a kind of feedback between ? 

the Good Society and the Good Person. 4^ 

AijitAHAM n . MASI.OAV ^ 

i'sycholopst (1908-1970) <#> 

"* V lot of tliinf^s wrfin^ uit l i ".ot irt> todav are (iirt-t'tly il l-

trihiital>lf> l<» tl ir fad lh.it t l ir pf u|ilt> \ih(i make th<' la>vs 

are M'xuallj maladjli^tcil. 'NX l i \ ^limild those dirty leen-

aj^ori ha\e all the fun .''"—/rri/iA /«;>/#« 

King Kong D ied For Our Sins 

He was just a k id when 
They got ' im. . . . 

(It was a Spad wasn't it? 

Wasn't he nailed by a Spad') 

Who didn' t know about it? 

Why doesn't anyone speak of i t ' 

So what if he would of 

Married the broad? 

What buildings he could have 
Climbed. 

Bucky Fuller would have 
Built him a world to swing in. 

. -Yabe Yablonsky 
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ISSl is fli3r3 13 years ear ly 

The following call has been Isstied to peace and actiirist grotps. 
urge all ca«i5)uter people to join TJS in Atlantic City in May. 

In addition we 

Computers are increasingly being 
used as a means of oppression. 
They are at the heart of every 
military and police system. They 
are at the core of every major 
corporation and are used to max­
imize profits with little regard 
for human needs. 

The Spring Joint Computer Confer­
ence (SJCC) is an annual trade 
show-technical conference-public 
relations gimmick-sales event 
which brings together represent­
atives of major corporations 
(IBM, GE, Honeywell, RCA, Litton, 
Rand, AT&T, etc.), high level ,.. 
representatives of the military 
and government, and the techno­
cratic elite that serves their 
interests. 

Obviously the event is overwhelm­
ingly dominated by white males. 

SJCC is being held at Convention 
Hall in Atlantic City, N.J., on 
May 18-20. Attendance is expec­
ted to exceed 30,000, making the 
conference one of the largest 
military-industrial gatherings 
in the country. 

Computer People for Peace pro­
poses a mass multi-issue series 

of actions, meetings, and dem­
onstrations during the SJCC. 
The issues to be raised include: 

• US genocide in South East Asia, 
particularly corporate involve­
ment. (Honeywell is the prime 
manufacturer of anti-personnel 
fragmentation bombs.) 

• Repression at hPme, specifi­
cally the use of computer based 
information systems as a means 
of social control. (Mi 1itary 
Intelligence keeps data banks 
on civilians--including all of 
us.) 

•Corporate racism (IBM plans to 
expand its South African market 
while the rate of unemployment 
among Third World people in the 
US continues to increase.) 

• The present misuse vs. the 
constructive potential of com­
puter technology (as applied 
to health, education, welfare, 
housing, ecology, and urban 
planning). 

• The role of automation on the 
rising level of unemployment.. 

- "Oh my goodnessi The sky is falling!' 

JMTEHHIJPT 
february,1971 iU 

newsletter of 
computer people for peace 

Computer People for Peace 
The Dolphin Center 
137 West lltth Street 
New York, N.Y. 10011 
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~ My mantra rap runs thus: Oh, I'm speeding, see, 
and have been speeding and working to apply that rampant 
energy to the turning of the barn we finally crept into into 
a livable home. . .and for days now Gordon Fraiser and I 
have been trying to put in this big plastic window to let 
some light into this great cold cavern where grain was once 
stored, and once the frame was too litt le and twice too 
big, and we've dril led our thumbs and lost our tools and 
frothed and fumbled but f inal ly, as you sometimes can on 
speed if you keep carefully pure along w i th calmly diligent, 
we accomplished our task. The big window was tightly 
in and snug. We parted, wired but tr iumphant, Gordon 
driving back south and me going back to t ry ing to finish 
Capote's IN COl-D BLOOD which impressed and fascinated 
me t i l l dawn when I went outside to turn off the radio 
someone had turned on and it was playing Pink Floyd's 
Season of th.e Witch and my crippled raven, Basil, was 
eating a baby chickl 

Al l the rest of the day was like that, grossly negative, 
w i th a taste in my mind like. . .like. . .that's i t i I t was 
the same flavor of mood I had been fascinated by in IN 
COLD BLOODI Because if literature has any validity 
at all i t is of a consciousness-influencing nature. And 
if one entertains a fascinating but negative influence 
won ' t one, then, project back Into his surroundings that 
same influence? 

Okay, then; now that I have my eye on it how do I 
take my eye from it and turn it toward something 
take my eye from it and turn it toward something positive. 
How does one not think about the left eye of a camel? 
Old zen parlor trick which I once worked out by saying 
"Okay, let's say the camel happens to be dead? our task, 
then, would seem to think of the left eye of a live camel." 

And if Capote was my dead camel who were my live 
camels? 

I started rummaging through the piles of musty 
paperbacks about the barn. I chose three, Stienbeck's 
Cannery Row, THE COLLECTED POEMS of ee cummings, 
and Salinger's FRANNY AND ZOOEY, three old friends 
any one of which I had faith could displace the rott ing 
orb of th i r ty camels of Capote's stature. 

Lying in bed hoping to drop of f to sleep I read a few 
poems of cummings and started to feel good again. I 
switched out the lights remembering the t r iumph of 
getting the window in and thinking how nice the place 
would be when 1 finally got some carpet down and then a 
kind of circular rise around the fireplace made of stone 
I knew where to drive and f ind in the Ochoco Mountains 
mortared in wi th mortar that glowed beneath my black 
light because I would add dayglo cerise to the mortar 
and in fact have different colored day-glos that, when the 
lights were on looked very matter of fact mortar but when 
the lights were off and the black light came on would 
describe a pyramid ascending' to the fireplace as it's 
summit representing the eye that appears on the top of 
the Great Pyramid that appears on the back of our National 
Seal that you can f ind on the back of every Yankee 
dol lah-hold- onl I can't be thinking like this! I t is 
exactly this type of idle fantasizing that makes us share­
croppers every year deeper in debt to the crooked company 
store pf Desire, Attachment and Snodgrass! I've buil t 
enough speedy castles in tomorrow's clouds to know that a 
tiresome two-headed ogre is the only tenant that ever takes 
a room, and he argues all night w i th himself about which 
head gets to eat tonight's here-now of the boob designing 
this dream castle and which gets to eat tomorrow night's 
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here-now wherein the boob has promised to begin con­
struction. 

So how does one not th ink of the left eye of a live 
camel as well as not thinking of the left eye of a dead 
camel? I couldn't do it. No matter how I tried to change 
my thoughts they always scampered back, like a platoon of 
compulsive beavers, back to working on the barn. I would 
f ind myself not only catching myself and then repri­
manding myself for having returned where I had forbidden 
myself to return to but then catching the self that had 
caught the other self criticizing the interior decorative 
talents of the first and then insisting on his innovations! 
There's no one you can trust, I concluded, and turned 
the lights back on; I might as well read the third book. 

Franny Glass is there in Sickler's again, try ing to 
tolerate that ubiquitous dipshit that Salinger can pin down 
so wel l , hoping to explain her mounting American upper-
middle-class nausea by trying to make her date at least a-
ware of nausea's antithesis, the "other plane" which she is 
f inding out about in a litt le book called THE WAY OF 
THE PILGRIM. The pilgrim, it seems, has devoted 
just years and years actually to the saying aloud of a 
l i t t le thing called the Jesus Prayer, see,-l mean saying it 
everywhere he went and all you know? and never stopping? 
-un t i l he gets so he is saying it all the t ime in, well , like 
his heart! Then what he does is just wander around in 
Russia radiating this g'oorf thing you understand and never 
having anything, ah, untowards happening to him is 
what. . . 

Franny's boyfriend is not impressed. Worried a 
little that this mystical crap might upset his chick and 
thereby this whole day wi th the Homecoming Game and 
Dance Afterwards and al l , but not impressed. Franny, 
on the other hand, is very impressed and ends the story 
valiantly try ing to cool herself out by lipping the l i tt le 
prayer as she sits on the crapper in the girl's John. 

And I was impressed, enough to turn out the lights 
and t ry the l i t t le pilgrim's method myself. Over and over 
in my head I ran the ten syllables: Lord Jesus Christ 
Have Mercy On My Soul Lord Jesus Christ Have Mercy 
On My Soul. . .Other thoughts would pop by to see what 
the action was, make some comment, engage me and 
lead me off to greater woolgatherings, but I would 
always catch myself. The difference this t ime was that 
instead of m y usual habit of continuing the woolgathering 
under the auspices of a good chastising lecture and promises 
to do better next t ime I returned instead directly to the 
prayer, putt ing a l i t t le more emphasis on the word Mercy 
this t ime. It wasn't easy but it wasn't tedious so I kept 
at it though the thoughts that dropped by became 
increasingly insulting and ridiculed the whole business 
clear back to the big window: "Hang it up, bucket-head? 
nobody every cottonpicked his way out of the south ! " 
Lord Jesus Christ Have Mercy On My Soul Lord Jesus 
Christ "Get up and take three aspirins and stand on your 
head. . . " Have Mercy On My Soul Lord Jesus "Hey! 
Check this deck of savory sex. There's only f i f ty-three 
but half of them is she and half of them is me and if 
we can f ind the missing one, who is by the way you, 
we'l l have fifty-fuvo and play solitaire and forget this 
prayer. . . " Christ Have Mercy on My Soul Lord Jesus 
Christ Have IVIercy On My Soul Lord Jesus Christ Have 
Mercy On My Soul Lord Jesus Christ Have l\/lercy On 

W / Soul Lord--

Then it was later. I snapped my head up; had I 
been dreaming? No, because I hadn't been asleep. Then 
where had my head been? What grand journey had I 
just returned from that left me empty of it's memory 
and still ful l of light: (The door is ever open and the 
light of the jewels shine out through It like a beacon, 
but the neon's flash distraction from both sides of 
Broadway and hustlers slick wi th sixty'centuries practice 
are barking us into every crack in the wall "Thees ees 
eet, mon; what you want? come on in, we got eet. . ." . 
How do we f ind our way to the true door? Only by a 
committed turning w i th our whole being toward the 
Thou of no-thing. A mantra is the song of our homing 
device and the leering barkers fall dumb before it and 
step lively out of the way? If your books are crooked 
you have no longing to get in a man's way when he is 
talking wi th the Auditor. The neons fizzle sheepishly 
out: Who tries to sell a cigarette lighter to the sun? 
The doors shrivel closed-the rent was overdue anyway-
and, there, right in f ront of you, grander and brighter 
than a thousand Great White Ways is the True Way, and 
you marvel "How the hell cold I have not seen i t? " 
and immediately all the neons blare back on and from a 
score of sumptuous portals rush the barkers, newly adrool 
with delight at the honor of getting to explain i t all 
again to you. And you, buckaroo, if you're fast enough 
go for your mantra and hope to clear leather before they 
get you in the face wi th that spotlight. You've been 
in that spotlight before; it always comes just a few 
seconds before the pie). 

This mantra is not for sale. None of the good ones 
are. Who can sell you your relationship? 

lau^ iFaitljI t 
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mmm 
by 

George de Alth 

So we have come to the realization, understanding, 
or belief (experience, intellectualization, or faith) that 
there are other levels of consciousness. And maybe, like 
all the Masters said, there is one Place, one Consciousness. 
And we want to know what to do. I mean we have read 
the Bible, the Upanishads, and the Koran but what do 
we do? What is there to do? We've got to do something, 
right? What can we do to get to the 
right? What can we do to get to the State of Love, 
Harmony, and Beauty? 

Well, for thousands of years some men have used 
definite, proven methods to become One. Through exer­
cises of self-understanding, control , and discipline, level 
Upon level of consciousness become part of personal 
reality. The systems teach us to be of the levels and 
not of them, unti l the center becomes the circumference 
and 1 is We. 

"T ru th is One; sages call i t by many names." 
(Rig. Veda.) For as many names, there are Ways. Sufism 
is one Way. I t draws its Spirit of Guidance f rom all the 
Masters, all the messages. Its basic tenet is that different 
men gave man Tru th , all the same Message but w i th 
different emphasis for the people and the times at hand. 
There is a golden thread which runs through the words 
of all Teachers, and it is Sufism; it is as old as man; its 
history is lost in pre-history. 

Some practical information. Sufism was brought 
to the West by Hazrat Inayat Khan during the first part 
of this century (so many masters came to us in the early 
1900's-what a release of energy!). He founded the Sufi 
Movement which was dedicated to the fol lowing objec­
tives: (1) To realize and spread the knowledge of uni ty. 

the religion of love and wisdom, so that the bias of faiths 
and beliefs may of itself fall away, the human heart may 
overflow wi th love, and all hatred caused by distinctions 
and differences may be rooted out. (2) To discover 
the light and power latent in man, the secret of all 
religion, the power of mysticism, and the essence of 
philosophy, wi thout interfering w i th custom or belief. 
(3) To help bring the world's two opposite poles. East 
and West, closer together by the interchange of thought 
and ideals, that the Universal Brotherhood may form of 
itself, and man may see wi th man beyond the narrow 
national and racial boundaries. Individual practices include 
rhythmic breathing, bod postures and exercises, concen­
trations, and meditations. Meetings happen regularly 
in a lot of places.' . - f ; . 

IDRIES SHAH 
I would like to suggest for inclusion in the Catalog, 

The Sufis, by Sayed Idries Shah, Anchor paperback 
edit ion, January 1971 ($2.45). To the best of my 
knowledge this is the most complete and authoritative 
book in the f ield, and the first paperback edition in 
this country. I t can be ordered from Doubleday. 

Shah has wri t ten eleven other books which deal w i th 
various aspects of Sufism, including translations of authen-
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t ic Sufi teaching material, most of which are wor thy of 
inclusion in the Catalog, but which have not been easily 
available. If you can obtain them, the books I found 
the rnost useful were: The Way of the Sufi, Tales of The 
Dervishes, the two Mulla Nasrudin books, and Reflections. 

Here is a quote from the author's preface to The 
Sufis, which I like to think applies to the Whole Earth 
Catalog: 

" A Sufi school comes into being, like any other 
natural factor, in order to flourish and disappear, not 
to leave traces in mechanical r i tual, or anthropologically 
interesting survivals. The funct ion of a nutrient is to 
become transmuted, not to leave unaltered traces." 

-Dean S. Nordquist 

THE MAN WHO WALKED ON WATER 
A conventionally-minded dervish, f rom an austerely 

pious school, was walking one day along a river bank. 
He was absorbed in concentration upon moralistic and 
scholastic problems, for this was the form which Sufi 
teaching had taken in the community to which he belonged. 
He equated emotional religion wi th the search for ult i­
mate Truth. 

Suddenly his thoughts were interrupted by a loud 
shout: someone was repeating the dervish call. "There 
is no point in that , " he said to himself, "Because the man 
is mispronouncing the syllables. Instead of intoning 
Ya Hu, he is saying f Ya Hu." 

Then he realized that he had a duty, as a more 
careful student, to correct this unfortunate person, who 
might have had no opportunity of being rightly guided, and 
was tfierefore probably only doing his best to attune 
himself w i th the idea behind the sounds. 

So he hired a boat and made his way to the island 
in midstream f rom which the sound appeared to come. 

Sitting in a reed hut he found a man, dressed in a 

dervish robe, moving in time? to his own repetition of the 
init iatory phrase. " M y f r iend, " said the f irst dervish, 
"you are mispronouncing the phrase. It is incumbent 
uDon me to tell you this, because there is merit for him 
who gives and him who takes advice. This is the way in 
which you speak i t . " And he to ld h im. 

"Thank y o u , " said the other dervish humbly. 

The first dervish entered his boat again, fu l l of 
satisfaction at having done a good deed. After all, i t 
was said that a man who could repeat the sacred formula 
correctly could even walk upon the waves: something 
that he had never seen, but always hoped-for some 
reason-to be able to achieve. 

Now he could hear nothing from the reed hut, 
but he was sure that his lesson had been well taken. 

Then he heard a faltering U Ya as the second 
dervish started to repeat the phrase in his old way. . . 

While the first dervish was thinking about this, 
reflecting upon the perversity of humanity and its per­
sistence in error, he suddenly saw a strange sight. From 
that island the other dervish was coming towards him, 
walking on the surface of the water. . . 

Amazed, he stopped rowing. The second dervish 
walked up to him and said: "Brother, I am sorry to 
trouble you, but I have to come out to ask you again 
the standard method of making the repetition you were 
telling me, because I f ind it d i f f icul t to remember i t " 

- . -f^rom Tales of The Dervishes 

FROMBINDU 

ToOJAS 
by 

George deAlth 

Baba Ram Dick Dass Alpert has put together for us 
a very tasty hot fudge Sunday school (you know how hot 
fudge sundaes came about? I t seems this l itt le princess 
once demanded of the King's cooks something absolutely 
new to t i t t le her jaded pallette: " I t must be both black 
and white and hot and co ld , " she pouted. Pow! They 
socked a sundae to her. . .) From Bindu to Ojas is 
western in flavor. Eastern in content and sprinkled gen­
erously wi th the kernels of wisdom gleaned from ten 
years of dedicated nutcracking. Rum Dum (as his father 
calls him) has over the past four or five years become a 
true disciple of Vedanta and Yoga, and in his box we get 
it al l : a history, a cookbook, a record, a bibliography 
and a collection of daily meditations hung together in 
beautiful layout. Though the box is clearly founded 
in Eastern Philosophy, Rum Dum's background is tennis 
shoes and bikes and cars and trying to get laid and 
gaining prestige, just like all of us, so his meditations are 
as familiar to us as our own bathwater. He makes the 
Message of the East comfortable for our coffee table 
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studies w i th his references to drugs we have all taken, 

books we all have read and flashes we all have experienced. 

This warmth and dedication makes the Lama Foundation 

the most personal and reliable-seeming school of psyche­

delic thought that has so far surfaced in our hemisphere, 

and Baba Ram Dass shines for th f rom the box looking 

as though he may be our first true guru. 

THIS WHOLE TRIP IM TALKING ABOUT IS FRMJGHT 
WITH 

THE MOST EXOLISITE PARADOX 
AS SOON AS YOll GIVE IT ALL IIP 

YOl CAN HAVE IT ALL 

« S - H O W ABOUT THAT O N E l - ^ ^ 

Kxr w 

WHAT AWEIRD THING! 
AS LONG AS YOL HAVE AN EOO 

TOlfRE ON A LIMITEO TRIP 

DO YOU THINK 
THAT WHEN CHRIST IS LYING THERE 
AND THEY'RE NAILING THE NAILS IN 

HE'S SAYING,"OH MN DOES THAT HURTl'? HE'S 
PROBABLY LOOKING AT THE GUY WHO'S NAILING HIM 

WITH 

ABSOLUTE COMPASSION 
HE DIGS WHY THE CATS DOING IT. 

WHAT HE'S STUCK IN 
HOW MUCH DUST COVERS HIS EYES 

WHY HE'S GOT TO BE DOING IT 

THAT'S THE WAY IT IS 
HE SAID THE NIGHT BEFORE: 
"WELL.TOMDRROW IS THE BIG TRIP-

YEAH-RIGHT-THESE ARE THE NAILS 
WOW! LOOK AT THAT!" 

AM I HE WHO IS BEING PAINED? 

YOU RE ON A TRIVIAL TRlPTHAT'S GOING TO LAST 
?MAYBE WHAT? 60 SAY 70-MAYBE 80 YEARS 

AND PULL WITH FEAR OF ITS END 
TRYING TO MAKE ITS OWTS ETERNITY. 

WELL- F T AM NOT SPEAKING 
IF TAM NOT WHATTTHQlXMr TWAS : 

HOW M D T GET M O THIS 
WHQ:^5^AMT 

% 

/ 

POSSIBLE 

>3ii5 

NO! THAT'S THE THING- ONCE YOU KNOW THVT 

THEN: PLEASURE &PAIN 
LOSS&GAIN 

FAiV\E&SHAWE 
ARE ALL THE SAME 

Y8SI ^y^RftE 8f mTORJRlil 
H a s s l e r . • • • r"'••^' ' - ••? 

Of all the How to Do I t books my favorite is 
How to Know God. There have been lots of different 
forms of this too l . Vivekananda commented on the sutras 
m Raja Yoga early in this century. The form I've used is 
called How to Know God, The Yoga Aphorisms of 
Patanjali by Prabhavananda and Isherwood, Vedanta Press, 
Hol lywood. Lots of book stores stock it. 

Sutra means thread unadorned by any bead. Esti­

mates o f the age of the sutras range f rom 400 B.C. to 
400 A .D. and it is uncertain who Patanjali was. Ref­
erences t o yoga practices-spiritual disciplines and tech­
niques of meditation which enable a man to achieve 
unitive knowledge of the Godhead are to be found many 
centuries earlier. Patanjali restated yoga philosophy and 
practice for his own t ime-now. These pithy s-syings 
have been passed along orally for a long t ime hence their 
reduction to the barest fo rm necessary to communicate 
their essence. The various commentators have fleshed 
the threads w i th beads. The initial spareness of the sutras 
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gives way to symphonic richness through use. 
The sutras are laid out in four parts: Yoga and 

Its Aims, Yoga and Its Practice, Powers and Liberation 
The following are sutras from the first section. 

2. Yoga is the control of thought-waves in the 
mind. 

3. Then man abides in his real nature. 
4. At other times, when he is not in the state 

of yoga, man remains identified with the 
thought-waves in the mind. 

5. There are five kinds of thought-waves-some 
painful, others not painful. 

6. These five kinds of thought-waves are: right 
knowledge, wrong knowledge, verbal delusion, 

:̂ ' sleep and memory. 
7. The right kinds of knowledge are: direct 

perception, correct inference and scriptural 
testimony. 

8. Wrong knowledge is knowledge which is false 
and not based upon the true nature of its 
object. 

9. Verbal delusion arises when words do not 
correspond to reality. 

10. Sleep is a wave of thought about nothingness. 
11. Memory is when perceived objects are not 

forgotten, but come back to consciousness. 
12. Thought waves are controlled by means of 

practice and non-attachment. 
13. Practice is the repeated effort to follow the 

disciplines which give permanent control of 
the thought-waves of the mind. 

.14. Practice +)ecomes firmly grounded when it has 
been cultivated for a long time, uninterrupted-

:, ly, with earnest devotion. 
15. Non-attachment is self-mastery; is freedom 

from desire for what is seen or heard. 
16. When, through knowledge of the Atman, one 

ceases to desire any manifestation of Nature, 
* ' then that is the highest kind of non-attachment. 

Then from Yoga and its Practice: 
1. Austerity, study, and the dedication of the 

fruits of one's work to God: these are the 
preliminary steps toward yoga. 

2. Thus we may cultivate the power of concen­
tration and remove the obstacles to enlighten­
ment which cause all our sufferings. 

3. These obstacles-the causes of man's sufferings-
are ignorance, egoism, attachment, aversion, 
and the desire to cling to life. 

. 4. Ignorance creates all the other obstacles. They 
,̂ , may exist either in a potential or a vestigial 

form, or they may have been temporarily over-
,̂ : come or fully developed. 
. 5 . To regard the noneternal as eternal, the impure 
- i ^ . as pure, the painful as pleasant and the non-
, j , Atman as the Atman-this is ignorance. 

6. To identify consciousness with that which 
merely r-eflects consciousness-this is egoism. 

". Attachment is that which dwells upon pleasure. 
S. Aversion is that which dwells upon pain. 
I am spirit. I am part of the Great Spirit. Through a 

mistake in apprehension of Reality I believe that I am 
apart from God. When I realize my mistake, I am liberated 
from the fetters of ignorance. 

Not Icuen Gob Is Ripe Enough 
Human Chauvinism is a variety of bloat using a 

complicated mechanism of reasoning to not only generate 
its own gas but to defend its own nasty condition; expelled 
in noxious bursts of self-justification the gas creates a 
protective smokescreen of such effective stench that most 
normal probes are diverted. Only such efforts made from 
healthily divergent areas of consciousness are able to slip 
through the screen and prick some relief in the patient. 
Africa seems to be one of these healthy areas. . . 

Bakare Gbadamosi was born in Oshogbo in 1930. He 
is assistant ethnograptier for ttie Nigerian Musem un Lagos 
having worlaed as a letter writer, stage magician and actor. 
He has published Oriki a book of traditional poems (Mbari, 
Ibadan 1961) and a book of stories Oro Pelu Idire (Mbari 
Mbayo, Oshogbo 1966). He has collaborated with Ulli 
Beier in two other books. ' 

Ulli Beier, having acted as a catalyst in the publi­
cation of Nigerian writers and the showing of Nigerian 
artists, is now in charge of the teaching of literature in 
English in the University of Papua and New Guinea. 
He was the editor of Black Orpheus and was a founder 
of the fAbari Clubs of Ibadan and Oshogbo. His publi­
cations are numerous, vital and important. 

This collection of Yoruba stories is as full of fierce 
amusement as the title would have one believe. Lovers 
escape in cooking pots, and wry retribution is the order . 
of the day. Sample one and you will find you have to 
read the rest. , 

He who shits on the road 

will meet flies on his return 
There was once a beautiful woman named Folake, whose husband 
was a weakhy trader. Now the husband loved money past beauty 
and he went about his trade and did not attend to his wife as 
much as she fancied. Now the wife began to think that the farmer 
who has a hoe and does not till the ground has only got himself 
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to blame if others start to trespass on his land. Soon she found 
two lovers, Ojo and Kunle, with whom she enjoyed herself 
alternatively. Ojo and Kunle were very jealous of each other 
and they hated each other. But Folake dominated them both, 
because she threatened to reveal their secret to their wives. 

Now one day Folake was playing with Kunle and they were 
going to forget the world together, when they suddenly heard 
the voice of the husband who had returned unexpectedly from 
a trip. Folake quickly told Kunle to hide in a large pot. The 
husband entered and thought that Folake was excited because he 
had returned. As he started to sit down to a meal of pounded 
yam Ojo suddenly entered. But Folake's mind was quicker than 
a hawk pouncing on a chicken, and before the husband could 
grow suspicious she immediately told Ojo: 'This is the pot 
you have come to collect. Please give my greetings to my mother.' 
Now stupidity is no crime, but it calls for punishment likewise. 
The husband, whose mind was slower than a tortoise walking 
uphill, went and helped Ojo to put the pot on his head. 

As Ojo was going along the road, he was about to release 
Kunle at some lonely place, where people would not see them. 
But then he began to reason with himself: If the antelope walks 
into the lion's den, will it not expect to be eaten? Shall I 
be forced to share Folake with this useless fellow forever? So 
he quickly went towards Kunle's house. When Kunle noticed 
what was happening he said from the pot: 'Ojo, have we not 
been brothers in love all this time? Shall we not now be brothers 
in escape also ?' But Ojo said: 'Do you want me to be like a wife 
who waits for her turn to cook for her husband?' and before 
Kunle knew what was happening, Ojo had already placed the pot 
in Kunle's house and he said to the wife: 'I deliver greetings 
from your good friend Folake and she is sending you this pot 
as a present.' Wi th those words he quickly left. When Kunle 
was discovered by his wife, she threw the hoat amala which she 
was cooking in his face and she tore his shirt and screamed 
and called in the neighbours. Kunle was blamed by all, and above 
all he was ashamed to go and see Folake, because he looked 
ridiculous with the skin peeling off his face. 

For a while, then, Ojo enjoyed himself alone with Folake, 
whose husband was still in ignorance. Anybody who looks down 
will surely see his nose. But what can you do when a fellow 
insists on staring at the sky all the time? 

In the end Kunle's face was healed and he went back to 
Folake. Now Folake was glad because she could not be satisfied 
with only one lover. Before Kimle could even say: 'I greet you 
for the other day'—she was already taking off her wrapper. 
Suddenly the voice of her husband was heard. Folake being 
aheady naked, quickly jumped into a large pot and left Kunle to 
explain himself. 

Kunle greeted the husband politely and said: 'I saw your wife 
on the market and bought this pot from her and she asked me 
to come and collect it.' So the husband helped Kunle to put the 
pot on his head. Now as Kunle was walking along he was think­
ing of the best way to release Folake. But then he began to 
think: 'Why did Folake try to save herself while she left me 
to face danger?' And he decided to punish her. So he directed 
his steps towards Ojo's house and he met Ojo together with 
his wife. And he put down the pot and said: 'Folake's husband 
has asked me to send you this present.' And he quickly left 
before the naked woman was discovered in the pot. Then there 
was fighting and screaming as if fifty cocks were quarrelling over 
the same chicken. At first the women beat and scratched each 

other, then they fell on Ojo, who looked like an owl after rain 
before the neighboiu:s saved him. 

In this way KuiJe got his revenge, but he also lost Folake. 
Because the husband was like the man who is looking for his 
trousers and discovers that he is wearing them. As he was wise 
at last, he made sure that his wife was carefully watched. 

Thus Ojo was like the man who shits on the road, and finds 
flies on his return. But Kunle was like the palmwine tapper, who 
cuts his rope in order to punish the palmtrce. 

A BRIEF EXEGE 
SIS OF CERTAIN 
SOCIO^PHILOSO 
PHICAL THEME 
S IN ROBERT HU 
NTER'S LYRICS T 
O^'NEW SPEED 
WAY BOOGIE!" 

. . . by ^ . : ; - : • : • . •• 

ED McCLANAHAN 

The Grateful Dead were deeply involved In planning 
the Rolling Stones' disastrous Altamont concert-they it 
was, according to most sources, who suggested that the 
Hell's Angels be employed to police the area around the 
stage-, and Robert Hunter's lyrics to "New Speedway 
Boogie" may properly be regarded as their "official" 
public statement about the meaning of the grisly events 
of that unhappy day. 



GiBtdulDead (cont'd) 

First, then, the lyrics, as sung by Jerry Garcia on 
the album Workingman's Dead: 

Please don't dominate the rap. Jack, 
If you got nothin' to say. 
If you please, don't back up the track; 
This train's got to run today. 

I spent a little time on the mountain. 
Spent a little time on the hill. 
Like some say, better run away; 
Otijers say better stand still. > i / ' ; 

.;:» ^. Now I don't know, but I been told, i ' 
> It's hard to run with the weight of gold. 

• ; Other hand, I've heard it said, 
S .1 It's just aS'hard with the weight of lead. 

Who can deny, who can deny 
It'snot just a change in style. 
One step's done, and another begun. 
And I wonder how many miles. 

I spent a little time on the mountam, 
- Spent a little time on the hill. 

...."'•;•'• Things went down we don't understand, ' 
But I think in time we will. 

Now I don't know, but I was told. 
In the heat of the sun, a man died of cold. 
Keep on comin'or stand and wait. 
With the sun so dark and the hour so late.. . 

You can't overlook the lack. Jack, ',", 
•^ Of any other highway,to ride. :-- , ' 

It's got no signs or dividin'lines. 
And very few rules to guide. , 

I spent a little time on the mountain. 
Spent a little time on the hill. 
I saw things gettin'out of hand; 
I guess they always will. . ' . 

Now I don't know, but I been told. 
If the horse don't pull, you got to carry the load. 
I don't know whose back's that strong; 
Maybe find out before too long. 

One way or another. 
One way or another, : , 
Oneway or another, ' .' ^ . 
This darkness got to give. 

The song is, on the one hand, an expression of appre-
hensiveness and confusion and, on the other, an exhor­
tation to a new order of wisdom, a higher and truer vision. 
However, unlike the authors of most of the journalistic 
post-mortems on the Altamont debacle (especially those 
hand-wringers and breast-beaters who insist on "dominating 
the rap" even though they "got nothin' new to say"). 

Hunter is not of the Altamont-as-Gotter-dammerung per­
suasion, and he does not agree that the quest after 
salvation-the voyage that began in the Haight-Ashbury 
and carried us all the way to Woodstock-has dead-ended 
at last in the molten yellow hills of California just twenty 
miles east of where it started, impaled on the point of a 
Hell's Angels rusty blade, skevvered there like one of 
those suicidal Siamese frogs that travel great distances only 
to fling themselves upon the spikes of some rare thornbush. 
Rather, the poet suggests, the journey has only just begun, 
and the way is long and arduous and fraught with peril; 
Altamont is but one dark moment in the community's 
total experience, the first installment of the dues that 
we must pay for our deliverance. On the Big Trip, the poet 
warns, the pilgrims will encounter suffering as well as 
joy, and those who have no heart for the undertaking 
would do well to stand aside, because "this train's got to 
run today." 

The song's thrice-repeated refrain, "I spent a little 
time on the mountain, /Spent a little time on the hill," 
bespeaks the poet's (or, if you will, the singer's) modest 
claim to having made a private, careful consideration, 
hors de combat, of the Superior Man's obligations in a 
time of public turmoil*; in fact, we must seek guidance 
within ourselves, since public advice-"Like some say, 
better run away, /Others say better stand still"-is likely 
to be hysterical, and paralyzingly contradictory. And 
in the next quatrain that contradiction blooms into a full­
blown paradox: 

Now I don't know, but I been told, - T; 
It's hard to run with the weight of gold. 
Other hand, I've heard it said, 
It's just as hard with the weight of lead. - : 

Metaphorically, these lines describe and define the two 
equally seductive-and equally treacherous-temptations that 
beguile the truth-seeker, the Scylla and Charybdis between 
which he must thread his perilous course: on the one 
hand. Fortune, represented at Altamont in the opulent 
persons of the Stones, seen here as listing dangeriously 
beneath "the weight of gold"; and on the other. Violence, 
the way of the Angels, burdened as they are with chains 
and helmets and Iron Crosses and all their weaponry, the 
hardware of their sullen calling. Then too, of course, 
there is the more literal reading of the passage, in which the 
relative subtlety of the metaphor is overridden by the 
ominous, code-of-the-Old-West caveat to the effect that 
he who is so foolish as to make off with his brothers' 
gold may end up carrying their hot lead as well, cut down 
by the heavy-handed irony of a Fate which any admirer of 
The Treasure of Sierra Madre could have warned him of 
right from the start. 

Nor may we shrug off the events at Altamont as 
harbingers of a mere "change in style;" rather, the minstrel 
contends, the change is substantive; and the death of 
Meredith Hunter signals that, when the pilgrimage arrived 
at Altamont it entered new and hostile territory, the 

*A very literal interpretation of the refrain might 
also make reference to the fact that the Dead, scheduled 
to go on after the Stones, never actually played that day; 
thus they had ample opportunity to climb "the hil l" 
overlooking the scene and see for themselves that things 
were indeed "gettin' out of hand." 
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Ron Boise's Thunder Machine at Al tamont 
photo by Peter & Helen Ready 

twi l ight of its own dark night of the soul. Yet "One 
step's done and another begun." and so the song, even 
as it grieves one emblematic death and dreads the miles 
and trials ahead, directs us to turn our eyes to the changes 
yet to come: for, the next verse reminds us, "Things 
went down we don' t understand, /But I th ink in t ime 
we wi l l "-- that is, however weary we are of mistakes and 
wrong turns and, most of al l , of the terrible burden of 
our desperate longing for the destination, we can only 
comprehend the meaning of present events-and of the 
judgments they pass-from the perspective of the next 
change. 

'• And now, wi th the fol lowing quatrain-

Now I don' t know, but I was to ld , 
In the heat of the sun, a man died of cold. 
Keep on comin' or stand and wait, 
With the sun so dark and the hour so late. . . 

-an almost literal shadow sweeps across the trackless yellow 
landscape of the song, the spectre of some nameless thing 
so unspeakably awful that its very shadow casts a deadly 
chi l l , a pall f rom which no escape is possible, no matter 
whether we "keep on comin' or stand and wai t . " It is, 
of course, the spectre of our own inhumanity, our selfish­
ness, our passionless indifference; and now at last the 
lesson of the song-and of Al tamont- is clear: The Angels 
are the dark aspect of ourselves, reflections of the beast 
that skulks behind our eyes; we created them as surely 
as we created the Rolling Stones, fashioned them all of 
the mute clay of our need for Heroes and Villains as 
surely as we created Altamont itself that fateful day. Thus 
we can no more excise the bloody-handed Angels f rom our 
midst than we can cut away some vital part of our own 
psyche, lobotomize ourselves. 

Nevertheless, that hard lesson learned the hard way, 
our course remains set, f ixed by the iron resolve of 
destiny, and there can be no turning back; we can only 

face up to " the lack. . ./ Of any other highway to r ide," 

and, as R. Crumb puts it , "keep on t ruck in ' . " True, 

we travel this treacherous road at our own risk; but 

could we ever have supposed it might prove otherwise? 

And if the absence of "signs" and "d iv id in ' lines" and 

"rules to guide" guarantees a hazardous journey, it also 

promises times when this Heaven-bound ride is inde­

scribably wi ld and sweet and free; things will get " o u t 

of hand"-"a/ i / i /ays"-, but even that inevitability has its 

compensations, so long as we are among friends. 

Stil l and all, " I f the horse don' t pul l , you got to 

carry the load"- that is, if the communal vehicle and the 

fu l l power of the community's combined energies wi l l not 

bear one safely through, then the whole burden of care 

and growth must rest upon oneself. And , the minstrel 

cautions, i t may well be that none of us is capable of that 

effort, that the whole enormous enterprise w i l l come to 

nothing. But this is a t ime of testing, of pitt ing our 

strength against all the forces that oppress us-our guilt and 

our despair, our selfishness, our failures and our fear of 

failure--; for, "one way or another," relief must come, 

these gloomy times must pass, the darkness will "g ive." 

Thus "New Speedway Boogie" is at once a sober-if 

highly subjective-study of a violently traumatic moment 

in the course of human events, a desperate prayer for 

deliverance, and a hymn of hope. And when those final 

fervent lines-

One way or another. 

One way or another, ; , - • ' ; 

One way or another. 

This darkness got to give. -

-come echoing and re-echoing down like "Excelsior!" 
f rom the heights, it also becomes an anthem quite as 
stirring, in its own somber, introspective way, as "Onward 
Christian Soldiers." , 
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ARE T4iE STARS 
IN TQ-NlGtiT?'^ 

by 
Marge Piaggio 

(With a special word for those who are lost in the 
crystal dayglo forest.) 

"Turning and turning in the widening gyre . 
The falcon cannot hear the falconer; 
Things fal l apart; the center cannot hold; ' 
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the wor ld . 
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere 
The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 
The best lack all conviction, while the worst 
Are ful l of passionate intensity. 

Surely some revelation is at hand; 
Surely the Second Coming is at hand. 
The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out 
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi 
Troubles my sight: somewhere in the sands of 

the desert 
A shape w i th lion body and the head of a man, 
A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun. 
Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it 
Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds. 

The darkness drops again; but now I know " 
That twenty centuries of stony sleep 

' Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle. 
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last. 
Slouches toward Bethlehem to be born?" 

;.,; ^. :-..:•. y>,,;-- j , --W. B.Yeats , 

A night of roar and din and scream and tear--a 
lumbering fog envelops man-sti l l a sense of a first faint 
breathing-a flash of future dawn. The end of the 
Piscean Age and the beginning of the Aquarian Age. 
And we continue to live out the destruction process-an 
emptying out, and a f lowing in of a new consciousness. 
The tr ip man has been on in the last twenty centuries, 
is described by astrologers as an attempt to transcend 
the material. We've had dozens of great mystics and 
spiritual leaders, but man was still struggling to survive, 
and a man wi th a hunger belly-ache can't dig no meta­
physics. So we tried to transcend the material by conquer­
ing i t and ended up enslaved to materiality. 

I live in a quiet' college town , close to San Fran­
cisco, where I study Astrology w i th Gavin Arthur . Palo 
A l to is in reality an armed camp. The grocer has a gun, 
the barber has a gun, the radical right have guns, the 
radical left have guns, the Baptist Preacher probably 
has a gun (do you have a gun?). Everybody is protecting 
their goods 'cause their goods are their identities. So 
litt le aware that we're all here together, and so unsure of 
themselves, that they' l l k i l l you if you t ry to take any 
of those goods away. 

"We are leaves on the Tree of Humanity. 
One of three bil l ion beautiful leaves. 
Pale green bud leaves. Big emerald green leaves. 
Yellow leaves. Orange leaves. Red leaves. 
Brit t le brown leaves about to fall off. . . 
. . .Each leaf is a consciousness. Each leaf is a life 
And the Tree the Collective Unconscious. 
From our Father the Sun we get green magic 
That makes us burgeon into big green leaves. 
Now we.must measure much of this magic 
Out of ourselves into the Tree r Humani ty . " 

-P^v in Ar thur 

The concept of the Age of Aquarius is a nebulous 
thing in most peoples heads. A new Consciousness' A 
blending of the energy or spirit of Pisces into that of 
Aquarius. 

Neptune, Uranus and Pluto, the three outermost 
planets in our solar system, represent the unconscious in 
man, according to Jungian Psychology and Astrology. 
Using Carl Jung's archetypes; Neptune is the Anima, the 
Feminine, Receptive-yin*, nature, the mother of all; 
Uranus is the Animus, masculine, Creative-yang*, the 
heavens, the father of all; Pluto is the collective un­
differentiated unconscious, "we are all one." Astrologic-
ally speaking, Neptune, ruler of Pisces is the planet of 
intu i t ion, hypersensitivity, and represents the abil i ty to 
transcend boundaries, compassion, self-sacrifice, glamour, 
illusion and decay. Uranus, ruler of Aquarius, is the 
lightening bolt which creates life. I t represents inspiration, 
dynamic self-expression, inventiveness and eccentricity. 
Pluto is a blending of the two and represents the urge to 
transform, new beginnings; regeneration, and the group 
as a source, of power. 

*Hexagrams I and II of the / Ching. 

When all this Piscean energy and knowing, that is 
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mankind's harvest for the last 2,000 years, has received 
enough of inrushing Aquarian electrical energy, we'l l 
probably be able to communicate telepathically. . .WHICH 
WOULD PUT AN END TO A LOT OF BULLSHIT. 

Some of us have found our tao; many more of us 
are still searching. A lot of us took so much acid that 
we became not just one far out freak, but seventeen 
different far out freaks in one--and can't decide who to 
be next. Carl Jung says: 

"Whenever the narrowly (delimited), but intensely 
clear, individual consciousness meets the immense 
expansion of the collective unconscious, there is 
danger because the latter has a definitely disinte­
grating effect on consciousness. Indeed, according 
to . . .the Hui Ming Ching, this effect belongs to the 
peculiar phenomena of Chinese yoga practice. It 
is said there: 'Every thought-fragment takes shape 
and becomes visible in color and fo rm. A l l the 
powers of the soul unfold their traces.' One of 
the illustrations accompanying the book shows a 
sage sunk in contemplation, his head surrounded by 
tongues of f ire, out of which five human figures 
emerge: these five split up again into twenty-five 
smaller figures. This would be a schizophrenic 
process if it were to become a permanent state. 
Therefore the instructions, as though warning the 
adept, say: 'Figures formed out of the f ire of 
the spirit, are only empty colors and forms. The 
light of the essence streams back to primal t ru th . ' " 
A l l of our different selves can be focused in a living, 

turning mandala, the center of which is our own primal 
t ru th. The question of who to be, is resolved by listening 
to your own "st i l l small voice" the one Jesus rapped about. 
Jesus also said: "Know Thyself," which is no easy thing, 
in the midst of ail the confusion and conditioning. 

T.V. says that if you use deodorant; own 2 cars, 
and twenty appliances, buy life insurance, look like a 
movie star, eat Cheerios, drink beer, smoke cigarettes, 
and learn to lie so it sounds like the t ru th , you've got it 
together. Astrology is not the panacea to this plethora 
of crap; it simply relates the Cosmos to each person. 
An understanding of your own natal chart is a tool to 
help you rediscover your Kharmic path; because at the 
moment you were born, a great Kosmic Kode was laid 
out in the sky. A macrocosm of your own self-microcosm. 
A reinforcement of the "st i l l small voice"; brushing away 
all the psychedelic cobwebs, giving you a crystal clear 
certainty of who you are; and strengthening your resolve 
to be. 

"Reach out your hand, if your cup be empty. 
If .your cup be fu l l , may it be again. 
Let it be known, there is a fountain 
That was not made by the hands of men. 
Thre is a road, no simple highway. 
Between the dawn and the dark of night. 
And if you go, no one may fol low 
That path is for your steps alone." 

- R . Hunter 

MEMO TO HEALTH NUT ORGANIZATIONS 
Think about what all those anti-cigarette commercials 

have done to the American consciousness. 
Now think about what anti-soft-drink commercials 

could do, for instance. 
The FCC's equal t ime doctrine ought to apply to 

sugar as well as nicotine 
-Fidel Castro 

HITCH HIKERS 
m THE m\A 

PASSENGERS 
iD01N(JSaMEIHlH6i 

ABOUT 

AIR. 
POLLOTIOM' m 

by 
The Modesto Kid 

In art I can rearrange, in life I can smile. Hitchhiking. 
"My eyes were fucking wall to wa l l , " That's what a rail­
roading dude said to me as we were moving north through 
the redwoods in Northern California. We were riding in 
a silver Toronado, a few years old but still in the fine car 
class. I was happy, I'd been sitting around for a few hours 
at a freeway on-ramp at the edge of Guerneyville. The 
morning was sunny, the sky deep blue off the green and 
brownish-red trees and here I was back in motion riding 
wi th a stranger on a freeway. 

Hitchhiking. . .1 was driving south along the Oregon 
coast wi th Ingela-smoking dope, rapping, thumbing the 
radio, picking up hitchhikers, talking travel, and driving. 
The road along the coast was getting steeper wi th more and 
more mountains and there were Ingela, seven hitchhikers 
and me doing third gear and then second up these hills 
in a V. W. bus and then getting too speedy down, and 
it's raining outside wi th a cold wet wind and I'm thinking 
about the clutch-tfven there's two heads and a thumb 
sticking out f rom under a wet poncho and pained faces 
saying, "For the love of God stop! it's cold, wet and 
miserable." I did the slow slowdown of a heavily loaded 
V. W. bus. They climbed in. Seven of us spent that 
night at their commune outside of Laytonville. 

Hitchhiking. . .Share the energy of the freeway. 
Stranger contacts stranger for help, contacts touch-com­
munication happens. Hitchhiking. . .If I've got my head 
about me I sometimes use hitchhiking as a yoga. There 
is simply no rushing thumbing-although I can get a rush 
off a car stopping for me. Then too it's nice sometimes 
running and doing leg stretching after standing around. 
Running to where a car has stopped and relaxation in a 
Chevy sedan driven by an off-duty G.I. wi th a jo in t and 
a tape deck. Hitchhiking. . .Sooner or later you get 
there. Hitchhiking. . .Berkeley always has backyards. 
On University Avenue in Berkeley at the last light before 
the freeway on-ramp t r ip , the last place possible on 
University for hitchhiking out are groups of people thumb­
ing, standing, sitting, w i th beautiful dogs, wi th signs for 
America. I'm in Berkeley now. 

Hitchhiking. . ."The highway is for gamblers, better 
use your sense; take what you have gathered from 
coincidence " 
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By 
Shirley Abicair 

Virginia Beach-The shelves in the library are ful l of 

bound readings by Edgar Cayce. Rows fo f i l ing cabinets 

wi th l i t t le drawers ful l of cards. "This drawerful just on 

Karma, for instance," Mrs. Sinclair says. 

I wonder if there's something on how to cut out 

cigarettes. 

In the book room there are tapes of Hugh Lynn 

Cayce reading from his father's readings. Edgar Cayce 

books on Atlantis, Religion, IVledical. . .so many. It's 

really a beautiful sunny room wi th Edgar Cayce coming 

out at you from all directions. 

I meet James A lwyn Baraff. He works there. 

We sit on this big comfortable sofa in the sitting room. 

People are wandering in and out. Some young beards. 

Some old respectables. One Hell's Angel. Everyone 

IS met and shown around if they wish it. 

Questions are asked. For example, the Hell's Angel 

asks for a cigarette. Jim gives him one and shows him 

where the pamphlets are and takes him into the back 

room. 

Every day at 12:15 there is a meditation session in 
the auditor ium, which is in another building, quite nearby, 
just a l i t t le garden between. On the way I see the room 
where they do their printing. I go to sleep and wake up 
coughing and unable to sleep. 

So as not to disturb the meditating I go back to the 

main building and drink a lot of coffee. A young man 

named David starts talking to me. He is studying car­

pentry because he likes i t , and from the Cayce readings 

he has developed a critical physical abil ity. I asked him 

if that's what he said and he laughed. I am s6 tired I'm 

going deaf now. 

What he really wants to be is an astrologer. Someone 

on the staff of A.R.E. teaches astrology. I walk around 

snapping pictures of everyone and everything in case I re­

member nothing of the whole day. 

Jim takes me up to meet Edgar Cayce's grandson, 
Charles Thomas Cayce. The three of us sit around and 
they tell me about the 10,000 study groups they have 
all over the country. 

Cayce's readings cover organic farming, music, palmis­
t ry , numerology, health and countless others. But they 
have a oneness. Because of the Law of One we are One. 
Cayce's readings show an awareness of the power,of the 
small group when it has to do w i th a shared ideal, inter­
preted in action in many ways but always towards a 
common goal-love-peace. 

I'm feeling good now and awake. Laughing, taking 
things in ; hopping about the room. They tell me about 
their summer activities coming up for children, youth 
and family. Charles asks can he send me some children's 
books to read and give my opinoin on their value to 
children? 

There is just t ime before I leave to catch the first 
15 minutes of a talk on reincarnation by Everett Ireon. 
He investigated this subject very ful ly in 1929-30 and 
rejected it. He returned to it in 1959, investigated it 
again and stayed. 

In Biblical times the word resurrection meant re­
incarnation. I had to t iptoe out. 

i{rnTJ"p T > [ 7 * / ^ 1 ? 1 ^ " I twou ldbeveryd i f f i cu l t to enter 
I n l L r r L Z - t V i V . imothework of the A . R . E . wi thout 

sooner or later conriing Into contact 
with the life and personality of 
Edgar Cayce, For it was this man 
who not only provided a channel 
for the information that makes up 
the basis of the A.R.E.'s work, but 
whose personality and rtt itudes even 
to this day mold t i e direction of 
the Association. 

Edgar Cayce appears as a rather improbable and reluctant psychic. After 
becoming acquainted with his story it is hard not to wonder at his courage and 
strength. He was an unschooled man—but by no means an unintelligent one. A man 
deeply religious in his beliefs, who overcame his own doubts only after an agonizing 
search within himself. 

Perhaps most interesting of all, however, is that once,he did resolve his doubts, 
and had committed himself to the unorthodox road of the psychic, he never sought 
the limelight. He preferred instead to let the readings and the results they produced 
become the center of attention. 
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EDGAR CAYCE w« 
For a man who lived such an unconventional public life, Edgar Cayce came from 

deeply traditional American roots. Born in 1877, in Hopkinsville, Kentucky, of an 
old Kentucky family, he led a normal childhood except for a vision he had when 
he was seven years old. He was asked what he wanted to do with his life. He 
said simply that he wanted to help others, especially children. He was to!d his 
prayers had been answered but it was seventeen years before he realized just 
what lay before him, and even he himself said later that he had no concept of 
the implications of what was to come. 

Through the toss of his voice, and a subsequent attempt at a cure t h r o u ^ 
hypnotic suggestion, he discovered that he could go to sleep and answer questions 
put to him. He lay down and entered a sleep-like state and talked; spoke on any 
subject about which he was queried, at any length necessary to answer the question. 

The talking was hard enough for him to accept, - but the fact that he seenied to 
have contact wi th a river of infinite wisdom-much of which was in conflict With 
his upbringing and befiefs, was even more disturbing. The fact that the information 
known as readings, proved correct time and time again did not make the problwn 
easier. 

I t is this relation between Edgar Cayce and his work tliat provides one of the 
most poignant aspects of the whole -ctory He himself never heard a word he said, 
nor remembered i t when he wuk f up, and he freely adnsitted thai hf did not know 
how it worked. He said only that if it ever hurt anyone he would stop, but that as 
long as people asked and were helped he would tuntmue 

For most of the next forty three yedis, 
unti l his death at 67 in 1945, he lay 
down and entered this sleep statP at 
least twice each day. "The Work", as he 
called it, came before all else, and to it 
he sacrificed privacy and all hopes tor 
firtancial achievement. His dream iscominy 
true, however, for through his efforts 
thousands have been and are being helped, 

THE READINGS 
The Edgar Cayce readings were given from 1901 until 1944, 

shortly before Edgar Cayce's death. It is estimated that he 
entered his sleep like state at least 16,000 times during those 
years, although there is no way of definitely knowing the total. 
The earliest reading in the files dates back to 1909, but regular 
records were not kept on a systematic basis until Cayce's 
lifelong secretary, Gladys Davis, joined hire in September, 1923. 

With but few exceptions all the readings given from that time 
on. a total of 14.249, are on file along with related correspondence 
and reports. The great majority of this has been carefully cross-
indexed, and a compilation of over 200,000 file cards makes 
location of a given reading or topic mentioned in a reading 
possible at the Virginia Beach Headquarters library. 

The records defy easy precise categorization, since each one 
may deal with many topics, and the range of material, when 
viewed as a whole, is as broad as man's history and man himself. 
For the purpose of explanation, though, rough categories 
are traditional. 

Of the entire number by far the largest section, totaling 
8,985, is concerned with the mind and the body. This group, 
popularly known as the "physical readings", deals with diagnosis 
of a specific individual's problems in this area, and a specialized 
recommendation for his treatment. 

The next largest group is generally known as the "life 
readings". These 2,500 readings deal with vocational, psycho­
logical, and human-relations problems. It was in this group, which 
Cayce only began giving many years after he had started the 
"physical readings" that the concept of reincarnation was 
introduced. 

There are also 667 readings dealing with dream interpretation. 
The information indicated that di-eams were powerful tools for 
man to use in his search for inner knowledge, and that inter­
pretation of the symbols contained in the dreams was the 
key to understanding their content. 

Of the remaining 1,995. a rough break-down would yield 
almost as many categories as there are readings. This miscellaneous 
group covers a diverse field ranging from comments on geology to 
organizational advice on the A.R.E. itself. 

Perhaps the most generally applicable information given by 
the sleeping Cayce is contained in the thousands of references to 
the Bible and the message it carries to all men. These references 
suffuse the readings in all categories, and serve to point up the 
unifying principle that underlies all the Cayce material. While 
advocating no specific philosophy, religion or ism it expresses a 
deep belief in a Divine Creator of whose plan man is a part. The 
readings make it clear that if man would know himself, he must 
seek to live in harmony with this Creator's plan. 

The 
ordinary 

Group 

by 
Peter Friedman 

The Crest man talked to each of us individually and 

then announced who was in which group. Then he said to 

me, "F rom now on you wi l l brush wi th the Crest formula 

without f louristan, like ordinary toothpaste." 

Why was I selected to brush wi th ordinary toothpaste 

Instead of w i th Crest? Have I been too pushy, or too re­

tiring? Do my eyes betray the dull gleam of an ordinary 

toothpaste user? It seems hard to believe as I've seldom 

brushed w i th any toothpaste. 

A t f irst, distinctions between Crest and ordinary 

brushers were subtle and went by almost unnoticed: per­

haps a slight smile of recognition as one Crest user greeted 

another in the hallways before a class, and the hint of 

cheerfully coated condescension wi th which a Crest boy aC' 

knowledged an Ordinary boy. 

Then a new li l t appeared in the gait of the Crest 

users; they smiled to annoy. 

My own group slouched as it walked. Gradually we 

drifted to seats in the back of the classroom. We now hang 

our heads when saying "Good morning" to the teacher, 

while the Crest students open wide their mouths, curl back 

their lips and smile white. 

One day, I asked myself, "Who is this Crest man to 

think he can arbitrarily condemn me to brushing wi th or­

dinary toothpaste? Why should I stay in the experiment 

and wind up wi th 37y2% more cavities?" 

I marched of f in disgust to my local drug store to buy 

a family-size tube of Crest. Only then did the fu l l horror of 

the experiment manifest itself. 

" N o , " said the druggist; he regretted deeply, but h6 

couldn't sell me any Crest. My name and picture had been 

given to him by the Crest people, and they had forbidden 

htm to sell me any but the ordinary brands of toothpaste. 

They may restrict me to buying ordinary toothpaste, 

but they can't force me to brush. I must take the only 

course morally possible: to stop brushing entirely. My 

cavities may mount, but the test shall prove invalid. 

With others like myself all over the United States 

putting down their toothbrushes in spontaneous protest, 

there is still a chance, at least for the next generation, t o 

return to normality. 

If the tell ing of my story serves to help others t o 
better understand us, to know why we've become a retiring 
breed, then I shall feel that I have not not brushed in vain. ; 
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, * * * * • * * * * * * * * 
" I was a Zen Buddhist in the 9th grade, 

a Hindu in the 10th, I just smoked dope in the 
11th grade, then I became a vegetarian, but now 
I've found the Lord."-an 18-year-old Jesus freak. 

by 1 
Maureen Orth 

"Bless y o u , " says the hip teenybopper. "Have you 
accepted Our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ? Are you 
saved, gir l?" 

If you believe Look, Newsweek, CBS News and 
even the Wall Street Journal, this teenager has snuffed 
out ĥ is last joint. In an ecstatic burst of ole t ime religion, 
he has taken up the Bible to fol low the Lord. He is a 
Jesus freak. I wondered how traditional hellf lre-and-
damnation fundamentalism adapted itself to the '70s 
dope-rock-teeny culture so I started talking to Jesus 
children. 

The first thing I realized was how different it is 
to go to high school today: acid tr ips in the 7th grade, 
sex in the 8 th , the Vietnam war a daily serial on TV 
since yOu were 9, parents and school worse than "irrele-
vant"-meaningless. No wonder Jesus is making a great 
comeback. But on the freak's terms. This t ime he's 
a Tr ip . 

They sit around and quote scripture to each other, 
enthusiastically witness to non-believers on street corners, 
speak in tongues or read the Word and all the t ime the 
Jesus children get high on the Lord. It was beautiful 
to see-their faces shone wi th the light of their fa i th. 
The experience of Jesus, the utter certainty of the know­
ledge that they were saved forever, helped remove any 
self-doubts and the need to worry about "things." 

Here is part of a letter from one of the movement's 
newspapers. The Way 
"To Al l Saints 

" I love you and hallelujah Isn't life gorgeous' We 

know Jesus Christ, and Our Lord is The Lord. He'l l 
straighten out everything. 

" I n this age where everything is mechanized, psycho­
analyzed and legalized and the stock market inf lat ion/ 
depression and the latest ecological survey is the bustling 
center of the people of the wor ld, how beautiful we have 
an out. We needn't hassle wi th the problems, changes or 
hangups involved, for we have a God who can see every­
thing. . .We need never gamble, never worry, never be 
depressed. . .Hallelujah." 

Among themselves, Jesus children who are fervent-
inthe-spir i t and loving-in-the-heart take a Crusades-like 
att i tude on divergent interpretations of the Word. Either 
you believe according to the script of the righteous 
believers or you don't . Theological hairsplitting is rampant; 
heretics abound and must be condemned. They generally 
f rown on Catholics, and any traditional organized re­
ligion is suspect. 

In California one of the great questions presently 
facing the saints is the controversy surrounding the issue 
of dunking in Baptism; the Total Immersers versus the 
Dry Heads. Those in Southern California tend to go for 
mass dunking festivals by wading into the warm Pacific 
off the Orange County coast or going under in Pat 
Boone's Beverly Hills heated swimming pool (Boone is 
apparently the Jane Fonda of the Jesus movement), while 
others in the colder clime of northern California think 
that view is all wet. 

- " I saw those Total Immersers on T V , " said one 
gir l , shaking her dry head. "They are way off, so 
inaccurate. Father doesn't want us to do that . " 

And woe to ye of Eastern fai th. Evidently the 
current spiritual revival among the saints extends about 
as far as the Bible Belt. 

"My God does not make me shave my head, put on 
a sheet and jump up and down on street coiners singing. 
My God is rational. As far as I'm concerned, George 
Harrison is doing Satan's work by singing 'My Sweet Lord ' . 
That's nothing but a Krishna song." 

Absolute beliefs tend to demand rigid behavior 
f rom the saints, who cheerfully endure sacrifice as an act 
of fa i th. 

"What about smoking?" 
" I don' t smoke, well maybe a little grass sometimes." 
"How about sex?" 
"Well the Word says you only have intercourse w i th 

the person you marry." . . 
" D o you believe that?" 
"Well, I think of the person I'm w i th as the one I'm 

married t o . " 
"Right o n ! " ' . ..• . • 
"Praise Father!" 

IVIODEST PROPOSAL 

People cannot compete wi th corporations, but they 
have equal housing needs. To resolve this unfair situation 
the fol lowing is proposed. 

A l l new office buildings must allocate a reasonable 
amount of space (why not one-half?) for housing, of which 
a significant amount (why not one-half?) wi l l be for low-
income housing. (Example; The World Trade Center.) 

This plan should help solve three of the city's 
problems: • • 

1. 
2. 
3. 

The housing shortage .: •. ' • : 
Overcrowded subways .;•,••:•..."•, 
Excess off ice space ' :' < «' ' 

AH spateto the people who need it! 
-Anonymous Tenant 
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by 
IMeil Postman 

(co-author of "Teaching as a Subversive Activity") 

The alternative school movement has two uses--as 
" rea l i ty" and as metaphor. As reality (i.e., a continuing, 
practical education alternative), the movement does not 
have much of a future. 

Let me put it this way: If you took all the kids in the 
States and Canada presently attending " f ree" or "inde­
pendent" schools, then doubled the number, they would 
just about equal the number of kids who live between 
Coney Island Avenue and Ocean Parkway in Brooklyn. 

Or: If the Parkway School in Philadelphia had the 
capacity to accept all the kids who applied to it last year 
(about 11,000), you would still have 240,000 kids « -
tending conventional Philadelphia schools. 

In other words, unless there occurs a structural trans­
formation of American society, of an unprecedented 
magnitude, we cannot expect the alternative school move­
ment to grow to a,size where it actually offers what its 
name promises: a really different mode of schooling for a 
substantial portion of our population. 

I say this regretfully, but the fact does not make me 
despondent. 

In the first place, there are an awful lot of kids who 
live between Coney Island Avenue and Ocean Parkway in 
Brooklyn, and if free schools can offer even that number 
another route to education, the effort is worthwhile. 
(Mike Rossman estimates there may be as many as 340,000 
kids attending free schools by 1973.) 

In the second place, I may be wrong. "Communi ty 
contro l , " vouchers, constitutional changes permitt ing public 
funding for private schools, the rising cost of building and 
large centralized schools-these developments and others 
may lead to a restructuring of the schooling process, even 
if not accompanied by similar changes in other social 
institutions. 

But I doubt it. Historical analogies can be a drag, but 
a look at the progressive education movement of the first 
th i r ty years of this century does not encourage great 
optimism. 

The progressive movement began as a reaction against 

a system of education just as stult i fying and oppressive as 
the present education machine. In fact, more so (due to the 
fact that the schools at the turn of the century were pre-
Freudian). 

The leaders of that movement were as charismatic and 
clever and committed as those of today. If you made two 
lists, consisting of the top ten people in each movement, 
and then compared them-man for man-the comparison 
would be embarrassing to the moderns. 

John Dewey, William H. Kllpatrick, Boyd Bode, 
George Counts, Harold Rugg, Goodwin Watson, and early 
Sidney Hook, all by themselves, would be a match for the 
entire subscription list of the New Schools Exchange 
Newsletter. 

Moreover, although the figures are hard to come by, 
there were probably as many alternative or experimental 
schools generated by the progressives as there have been by 
the moderns. In fact, the progressives had whole cities go 
"experimental." For Instance, Gary, Indiana, and Menom-
onie, Wisconsin. (It 's hard to conceive of it today, but f i f ty 
years ago "Middle America" was a most congenial region 
for radical ideas.) 

With all this going for It, the progressive education 
movement, as reality, was pretty much washed up by 1940. 
Just about all the experimental schools were gone. Those 
that have hung on through the years-like the Walden 
School and Bennington College-long ago lost their radical 
spirit and have become elitist institutions. 

What happened? Why didn' t the progressive move­
ment leave behind a structure for alternative education? 
There are many reasons, some having to do wi th the inter­
nal workings of the movement; for example, its leadership 
became fragmented. But mostly, the movement failed 
because of external factors. 

There were just too many kids to educate. There 
were all those buildings that had to be used. There 
weren't enough teachers who understood. And there 
weren't enough teachers, period. 

And then, the plhlosQphy pf the progressives, in 
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its purest application, just wasn't acceptable to most of 
the population. (Dewey, Counts, Watson, Hook, and 
Jane Addams, among others, eventually found themselves 
listed in Elizabeth Dilling's The Red Network. In fact, 
so was the Progressive Education Association itself.) 

The philosophy of the progressives did not take 
into account the fact that most people do not want 
too much spontaneity or creativity or even individuality 
for their children. Neither do most people despise the 
Great American Dream Machine, and they very much 
want their children to fit in. 

In other words, the conditions which made it 
impossible for the progressive movement to sustain popular 
support and to become a continuing presence are very 
similar to the conditions of today. 

So, as I said, I could be wrong about the prospects 
of the present movement--but I doubt it. Nonetheless, as 
I also said, I am not discouraged-and mainly for the 
fol lowing reason. The progressive education movement 
did not leave behind an alternative school structure, 
but i t did leave us several important things. 

First, it left us evidence, in the eight-year study 
and others, that "open" education works, and works 
better than conventional schooling. 

Second, it left us models of education (e.g., Dewey's 
Laboratory School, Marietta Johnson's Organic School, 
Kilpatrick's project method, etc.) which, whether present-
day reformers know it or not, are the blueprints for 
just about all the varieties of alternative schools currently 
in existence. 

Thi rd, it left us a vocabulary and an ideology which 
make i t possible for education criticism to be conducted 
on a continuous basis and in the most vigorous terms. 
Hol t , Dennison, Kozol, Kohl, Leonard, et. al. (including 
me) would hardly be able to talk if not for the pro­
gressives. 

Finally, and most germane to the point I want 
to make, the progressive movement influenced the con­
duct of conventional education to an extent not ful ly 
recognized. For somewhere between 30 and 40 years 
after the movement reached its crest, American schools 
were better than they had been. Not as much as every­
one had hoped, but better, nonetheless. 

Schools were more child-centered. Discipline was 
less harshly imposed. Teachers were less authoritarian. 
There was a greater variety of "subjects," including 
"vocat ional" education-which, in its t ime, was considered 
a plank in the progressive platform. 

If the schools fell apart again in the '60s, it happened 
not because they had not been reformed in the preceding 
35 years, but for the same kind of reason that the schools 
had fallen apart at the turn of the century: their in­
abi l i ty to adapt to a changing society. 

The aim of the progressives was to reform the 
schooling process to harmonize wi th an industrial society. 
But the society has continued to change, and now the 
aim of the new reformers is to get the schooling process 
to harmonize wi th the growth of an electric-electronic 
society. 

And that brings me straight to my point: Like 
its predecessor, the present movement has its most prom­
ising opportuni ty as metaphor, rather than reality. A l l 
of the reforms that wi l l take place in education in the 
next decade wi l l have their origins in the present alterna­
tive school movement. 

The movement is creating vivid images of what 
education should be like or could be like. The convention­
al system wi l l accept those images, reduce their intensity, 
distort their shape to some extent, and then remake 

itself along the lines those images suggest. 
The alternative school movement is to the American 

school system what the Socialist Party was to the Demo­
crats and Republicans. I have been to ld , although I 
haven't verified it, that the platform on which Republican 
Dwight Eisenhower ran for President in 1952 was very 
similar to the platform on which Socialist Norman Thomas 
ran in 1928. 

In any case, it is well known that America became 
a kind of socialist country during the first 50 years of 
this century, and that, while it was moving in this 
direction, socialism remained an undesirable word. And 
this is how I see education reform happening in the decade 
ahead. The movement wi l l provide the ideas. The educa­
tion machine wi l l resist and denounce them, but ult i­
mately accept them in some bowdlerized fo rm. 

The process is well under? way. During the week 
in which I wrote this article, there appeared on the 
education page of the Sunday New York Times an 
advertisement/article by Albert Shanker, President of the 
United Federation of Teachers. In it Shanker denounced 
the "destructive" education critics (Kozol, Kohl , Frieden-
berg, et. al.), and then went on to praise the concept of 
an "open classroom"-while reminding his readers that 
not all teachers can work effectively in such an environ­
ment. 

He did not mention, of course, that the most 
useful book around for teachers who want to work in 
such an environment is Kohl's The Open Classroom. 
Neither did he discuss the rationale for having an open 
classroom. His main purpose was to reassure his con­
stituents that they are doing a good job, that everything 
is under control, and that it wouldn' t hurt them to 
experiment a l itt le. Probably not a bad idea. 

In any case, one must not demand too much from 
bureaucrats such as Shanker. They are the agents through 
whom education wi l l be reformed, and presumably they 
know how to do it. I t is probably unreasonable to expect 
them also to know why they are doing it, and what are 
the sources of the ideas they must work w i th . 

We are all specialists. Shanker's specialty is in 
changing a system. The specialty of the leaders of the 
alternative school movement is in knowing why the 
system needs changing and in what directions it needs 
to go. 

What all of this means for those of us in the move­
ment is that we need rather more humil i ty about ourselves 
and our goals than we are inclined to express. We cannot, 
by the force of our ideas and our moral rectitude, change 
the American educational system. We can only be part 
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of the process of changing it. I t is no small thing to be 
a metaphor-maker. But i t is not the whole thing. 

Now that the sermon is finished, I want to conclude 
by specifying what ideas I think are most l ikely to be 
used by the system in the years ahead. 

The first is the deprofessionalization of education. 
The movement is demonstrating that reasonably intelli­
gent, highly motivated adults need no special " t ra in ing" 
to be effective "teachers." Even as I wr i te , this trend is 
under way. 

In New York Ci ty, for example, the Board of 
Examiners is under attack, and wi l l not survive the next 
three years. Certif ication laws are being loosened in 
most states. We may even see the end to the Bachelor's 
degree requirement, and by the second half of the '70s 
i t may be commonplace for high school seniors t o be 
teaching. 

The second is the de-emphasis on grading and 
record-keeping. The movement has not yet shown how 
it would be possible to manage a large school operation 
wi thout labeling kids, but it has pointed up the dangers 
of the labeling process-particularly grading. We may end 
up, before the decade is out , w i th some sort of pass/fail 
coding system-an entirely inadequate compromise, of 
course, but better than what we presently have. 

Th i rd , there wi l l be a redefinition of what constitute 
the "basic skil ls." A t present, the schools, for all prac­
tical purposes, equate intellectual competence and inter­
est w i th skill in reading. The experimental schools, 
though, have tended to let kids display their intelligence 
through a wide variety of communication skills-e.g., 
photography, mot ion pictures, videotape, audiotape, and 
so on. This fact is sure to have an influence on the 
assessment of student abil i ty in the future, as well as on 
the definit ion of what the "fundamentals" are. 

Fourth, there wi l l be a redefinition of what it means 
" t o teach." Experimental school "teachers" are providing 
a variety of models as alternatives to the subject-matter, 
test-centered, talk-centered, information-giving teacher. By 
the end of the '70s, we may f ind that the "teaching" 
styles developed in experimental schools w i l l be as common 
in the public schools as the more traditional methods. 

F i f th , although the experimental schools have not 
emphasized the teaching of "subjects," the interests of 
teachers and students in the movement are much in­
clined to ecology, f i lm , race relations, urban affairs, and 
other "subjects" not commonly treated in conventional 
schools. As a result, we can expect to see such "subjects" 
infi l trating the schools very soon. (They already are.) 

Sixth, the free school movement has changed the 
role of parents from pests and interlopers to partici­
pants and decision-makers in the whole education process. 
This fact wi l l lead to greater militancy on the part of 
parents of children in the public schools. Their mili­
tancy wi l l be a form of education in i tsel f- for them, for 
their children, and for the school community. By the 
mid-'70s, we may see the end of afternoon teas and cake 
sales sponsored by the PTA. 

Seventh, the legitimization of emotions is one of 
the major contributions of the alternative school move­
ment. That is to say, in the experimental schools, the 
feelings of students are not viewed solely as a matter of 
social concern, but are taken to be a legitimate area of 
inquiry on the part of student and teacher alike. 

A t present, about the only concession the public 
schools make to the emotional lives of children is to 
hire people known as "guidance counselors." But by the 
end of the '70s, it is entirely possible that most teachers 

in the public schools wi l l be at least as much concerned 
w i th their students' acquiring self-knowledge as any other 
kind of knowledge. 

Finally, if a structure for alternative education 
does exist by, say, the end of the '70s, I expect it wi l l 
take the form of the school-within-a-school arrangement. 
The Parkway School is an example of this. So is the 
Village School in Great Neck, and the special program 
in New Rochelle. In these instances, you have an edu­
cational program based on entirely different assumptions 
f rom those of the conventional schooling process, but 
which is connected legally and financially to the con­
ventional system. 

I trust that nothing I have said wi l l be taken as a 
criticism of the alternative school movement. The move­
ment is, of course, necessary, because bureaucracies cannot 
reform themselves. 

Moreover, alternative schools must experiment with 
the most far-out styles of education they can invent. If 
they don' t , their metaphorical funct ion-their image-making 
role in the change process-will be di luted, and their 
chance of ultimately influencing the education of millions 
of children wi l l be considerably reduced. 

And that is the point to keep in front of us: Unless 

our work can make a difference for most kids, it won't 

make much difference. 

, « , . , « « » « « • • » » « 
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PRICE CORRECTIONS TO PREVIOUS CATALOGS 

^ , • Price Now Is 

ABC of Bee Culture ' . $ 5.75 
Art of Organ Building 20.00 
Acoustical Foundations 9-75 
Basic Graphics 11.50 
Be Expert With Map and Compass Out of print 
Book of Country Crafts 3.95 
Building a Log House ' . • . . . . 

Correct address: ' ' . • --
Extension Editor ' . ' . :v 
Coop. Ext. Service .» ,. 
University of Alaska 
College, Alaska 99701 

Classic GuitarConstruction 6.95 
Directory of Information Resources Out of print 
Direct Use of Sun's Energy 10.00 
Domestic Rabbit Production 6.25 
Economic Analysis Vol. I 12.95, Vol.11 6.95 
Field Guide to Rocky Mountain Flowers 4.95 
Field Guide to Western Reptiles 4.95 
First Steps in Wineniakiiig - ' 1.25 
Geology Illustrated 10.30 
Handbook of Chemistry and Physics 24.95 
Handbook of Obstetrics 6.50 
How To Live On Nothing .95 
Human Engineering Guide 12.50 
Living On The Earth reprinted at 3.95 
Museum of Early American Tools 7.50 
Northern Cookbook 3.50 
Owner Built Home, Irom him or us at 5.00 
The Photograph Out of print 
Piaget and Knowledge 8.95 
Plans and the Structure of Behavior 9 50 
Pregnancy, Childbirth & The New Born Out of print 
Process and Pattern of Evolution 3.95 
Reader's Advisor 18.50 
Sierra Club Wilderness Handbook ' .95 
Sinister Garden Out of print 
Stars • 2.50 
Structural Design in Architecture 18.95 
Your Dairy Goat . • „ Out ol print 
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Everything You've Ever Wanted to Know About Radio and Television 
(Which Your Friendly Local Broadcaster Would NEVER Tell You. . .) 

by 
Lorenzo W. Milam 

KTAG, Los Gatos, Calif. 

Broadcasters aren't about to tell you how you can 
scare them, or about how you can deriiaiid (and yet) t ime 
to express your own views on their radio or television sta­
t ion. They aren't about to tell you how you can start your 
own broadcast operation; and they aren't about to give you 
any insight into the enormous profits they make by turning 
the American aether irvto a whore. 

They won' t tell you that-and Broadcasting M^gaiine 
- the madam of the- whole whoring industry isn't about to 
tell you either; for Broadcasting mil i tantly protects the fine 
19th Century robber baron tradit ion of the radio and tele­
vision peoples: their (apparently) god-given right to enrich 
theriiselves forever, at the-expense of those who care for 
the art of transmission. The transmission of generations, 
and generations of ideas. The art of carrying your idea 
from here to there-without having to pay the freight im­
posed by the pirates called professional broadcasters. 

For you and I tend to forget (of course we forget-
because none of those whores wil l tell us) that the aether 
Is free. The act of transmission (spark runs coming out of 
the minds of those who love words and musics) is as free 
as the cost of erecting the few instruments necessary to 
turn this room into a universal room: wi th one micro­
phone, and a turntable, and a few records, this room's 
magic sounds can be transmitted as far as you and I can 
see; and, if we are right and wise in choosing our equipment 
- i t can go around the wor ld. 

Lee deForrest, and Sr, Marconi, and Maj. Armstrong. 
Maj. Armstrong! Sometime get one of the old men of radio 
to tell you how the wretch Sarnoff took crazy Maj. Arm­
strong for a ride, took all his patents (and his gir l , too!) 
Sometime see if you can f ind how the early history of 
radio is littered wi th the bodies of the make-a-buck artists 
screwing the inventors-and those who hoped for some 
chance to use broadcasting for the beauty of words, and 
the thousand thousand voices of the poor, and scared, and 
hungry. Ask an old radio man about how that didn' t 
happen! 

Or, real ly-i f you care for us now, and the present: 
listen to me as t tell you the how-to-do-it; that brief chance 
for you to gum up (and maybe improve) your local neigh­
borhood broadcaster-telecasrter-with his gross monopoly of 
the spectrum. For the motives (if not the actions) of the 
U. S. Government are often benign and caring-if the real­
ity is not; and there are contained in the rules of the FCC a 
few dibs and dabs for those who want to try to do some­
thing wi th the spectrum. Listen. 

FAIRNESS DOCTRINE 
You are listening to station KGOD-your friendly 

local purveyor of the Truths of Jesus. And as you listen, 
you hear (for the 900th time) some dildo talking about The 
Communist Menace, and Long Haired Gboks, and the Veet 
IMam War (as if it were the last and greatest in our present 
series of wars). And you th ink; if I could only do some­
thing to that goddamn station. And You're right: you can. 
Much better than turning it off. 

Because under the Fairness Doctrine of the FCC you 

as an individual (or as a representative of some group) can 
ask for and get time to reply to controversial views pre­
sented on any broadcast or television station in the United 
States. 

The Fairness Doctrine was conceived by good and 
thoughtful men who believed that since broadi:astQrs in this 
country enjoy a quasi-monopoly (through the scarceness of 
the freguencies)-they should be required to give t ime to 
those who disagreed wi th some pertinent view of current 
social, polit ical, or economic commentary. 

Now as I say, The Fairness Doctrine is a good device 
where you can get f rom your local right-wing radio station 
(or your local left-wing radio station, if your tastes happen 
to run that way) t ime for free in order to present your 
views on some subject. 

You are listening to KGOD and Rev. Smartz starts 
talking about how local schools are teaching anti-god, pro-
Maoist propaganda. Now you know that is a blatant false­
hood. So you write a letter to the owner of KGOD, and 
you ask for equal time: that wi l l show your ignorance. 
Equal t ime applies only to political races.) 

Keep a copy of your letter to KGOD. Wait for a 
few days. If nothing happens, call up and ask about what's 
happening to your request. 

Please believe me: KGOD's owner wi l l do everything 
possible to keep you from getting that t ime. He sees you 
as an enormous threat; and he's right. You are: If you 
know what you are doing. Just remember that in contro­
versies of this nature, the FCC, more likely than not, wi l l 
stand behind you. 

The owner of KGOD wi l l tel l you that he does not 
have to give t ime to reply to Rev. Smartz. He is wrong. 
Even if the reverend is paying for his t ime, he must give 
t ime to you- i f your request is borra fide, and if you say 
that you or your group cannot afford to pay. 

O God: He'll lie and he'll rant and he'll rave. He'll 
tell you that he is not required to help you, th^at you are 
a foo l , that the FCC wi l l never back you. Keep right On a-
pushin'. Tell him that you know that the Fairness Doc­
trine allows contrary viewpoints to be heard. Al lows, 
hell: requires. And if he still refuses-start wri t ing to 
the FCC (XWilliam B. Ray, Office of Complaints and 
Compliance, Federal Communications Commission, Wash­
ington, D. C. 20554). 

Write at great length. Write sensibly, state your posi­
t ion; wri te as a reasonable, concerned citizen-just asking 
for your chance to be heard. Send carbons to the radio 
station. Keep on pushing. Don't give up. When things 
get scary, call me. I'll tell you what to do. If I know. 

Because, see: there are almost 10,000 broadcast and 
television stations in- th is country. And each of them is 
treated individually at renewal t ime. They have to conform 
to certain requirements of the FCC. And if they don't--
their license renewal gets held up. And universally, broad­
casters hate it, loathe it, turn green and pale-whenever any­
one threatens their license renewal. It's their license to 
milk the golden goose the aether-remember? 

' PUBLIC FILE ' • 
This one really freaks broadcasters. You can give 

them a few sleepless nights-and get a potful of infoi-mation 
for yourself. It's called the Public File ploy. 



During regular business hours, every radio and TV 
station in the U.S. is required to l<eep available to the pub­
lic a "Local Public File." This is material which describes 
in detail most reprnsentation and correspondence that the 
station has had with the FCC. 

What is neat about the Public File is all the infor­
mation that it gives you about who owns the station, and 
how much they paid for it (if they bought it) and what 
they have promised to the FCC in the way of programming 
of public affairs and educational programming. And it 
drives most broadcasters looney to have someone show up 
at the door and ask for the Public File. 

Once again-believe me-they'll lie. O God, they'll lie. 
You ask for the Public File, and they'll say, "It's confiden­
tial." Or, "It's with our lawyers in Washington." Or, 
"The secretary isn't in today-she's sick." Or, "Who are 
you, anyway?" 

Remember: any member of the public can look at 
this file during regular business hours. And you do not 
have to identify yourself. And if you ask, and they give 
you the brush-off, or fabricate some sort of lie to keep you 
from looking at it, then you can complain loudly and 
with telling effect, to the FCC. 

, BROADCAST SCHOOLS AS A 
WAY TO GET INTO RADIO-TV 

Forget it. Most broadcast schools are devilish shucks 
-designed to lift $500 or $900 from you and your des­
perate need to communicate. All they will do is turn you 
into a plastic person with a plastic voice and plastic ideas 
about broadcasting. 

If you really want to get into putting your ideas and 
music out on the air, start hanging around some station in a 
small town. Offer to do things for free. Don't ask for a job 
unless your father knows the owner: each station In this 
country gets betewen 5 and 500 applications a week (mail, 
visit, telephone) asking for a job. 

Hang around. Get to know some of the other em­
ployees. Be obnoxious, but quietly and efficiently so. Be­
come useful. Most stations have 24 hours a day to fil l. 
And there will come a time when they want you to go on 
the air. Unless they hate you for being so obnoxious. 

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE STATIONS 
Most schools and colleges have a broadcast station-

either closed circuit or low power. That is a nice place to 
begin, to get the feel for talking at the cold mesh of a 
microphone, putting on a record you really like, or even 
doing some production work. But there are limitations. 

For, most powerful radio-TV stations belonging to 
schools or colleges fall into the sickening hands of the 
bureaucracy in 'communications' or 'journalism.' And 
those fuckers are programmed to keep you from putting 
life out on the air. Their business is to keep the school 
facility from being controversial, or alive, or meaningful. 
There are rare exceptions-but most of them run a machine 
as bad as the shuck broadcast schools-but they pretend 
they are purveyors of free information and 'culture.' 

Except for most of them, 'culture' is playing one of 
those nurdy 'documentaries' ground out by the National 
Association of Educational Broadcasters or the 8,000th 
playing of Beethoven's 7th Symphony. The real stuff of 
real life? Hell, they have to worry about the Regents, 
their jobs, retirement. Bureaucracy is your enemy if you 
think or feel-and 'communications' bureaucracies are 
champion deadwood-deadheads. 

Sometimes you can stage a brief coup of a college 

station. Larry Yurdin (wild man behind the Alternative 
Media Conference, summer, 1970) and a raggle-taggle 
crew took over the FM station of Upsala College (serving 
New York City) for a few months because the school didn't 
even know they had it. Strange interviews, and rock, and 
weird talk finally gave the administration to know that it 
was their voice being used for live (and lively) programs so 
they moved in and shut it down. Natch. 

Another direction for you to go is to set up a non­
profit corporation and ask for a low power station on the 
educational portion of the FM band (88-92 mc). But 
Christ: I don't have time to write a book. If you want to 
do it, contact Poor People's Radio in San Francisco, or 
Al Schwartz at KBOO (Portland), or Gary Margason at 
KRAB (Seattle), or Jeremy at KDNA (St. Louis), or Mitch 
Green at KPFT (Houston), or me, or God. 

It is a funny way to go about getting your words 
cast the magic seed to the winds of change-but it might 
work, and it might not take more than a few thousand dol­
lars you can snitch from your old lady in the night. 

Speaking of good stations, there are more and more. 
I don't mean those jobbies run by ABC or Metromedia pre­
tending to talk to the world. I mean the mavericks. The 
Pacifica Stations are the earliest and in some ways (mainly 
professionalism) the best: KPFA (Berkeley), KPFK (Los 
Angeles), WBAI (New York), and KPFT (Houston-you re­
member them: they keep blowing off the air; then blowing 
right back on again; the last time they did it with about 
$150,000 in contributions, which proves that TNT may be 
a friend in time of need). 

Then there's the crab nebulae stations-KRAB (Seat­
tle), KBOO(Portland), KTAO (Los Gatos), WYSO (Yellow 
Springs-Antioch-Ohio) and KDNA (St. Louis). The last one 
is interesting-they have the police put them in jail every 
now and again (preferring that to being bombed) because 
of their outrageousness, but seem to keep on going anyway. 
It is largely a cooperative-live-in effort, with the door open 
to anyone who cares to be heard on the air. 

I know there are more: Only there is no journal with 
which these stations who are really trying to be alive can 
keep in touch. I've heard random stories filtering in from 
Phoenix and New Haven and just outside Boston-about 
stations who are not in the business of squeezing the bucks 
out of their listeners and the hope out of the employees. 
But they are rare. 

A MILLION OTHER THINGS 
There are a million other things I have to tell you 

about broadcasting, and broadcast law, and the media rob­
ber barons, and the thieves in advertising and radio sales. I 
could tell you about the million dollars just paid to a 
'religious' group for an FM station in Los Angeles, or the 
sale of a daytimer in Truth or Consequences, New Mexico. 
I could tell you about the joy of running a broadcast 
station-just as you have wanted to run a broadcast station, 
or the silliness of working for a station where all the em­
ployees were thjeves and alcoholics (I worked for such a 
tea-kettle in Florida). 

I could tell you about tapes that you can get from 
Radio Moscow and Radio South Africa and New Zealand 
Radio and Radio Malta. I can tell you about being able to 
buy records from any and all record companies for $1 each. 
I can tell you about the gusher of 45s pouring in our door-
where we have to give them to the retardees across town. 

Or, I could tell you about the tragic gusher of people 
coming in our door-asking, begging, for a chance to be 
heard on radio; begging for a chance to broadcast, to com-

44 



municate just a word or a statement or an idea or a record. 
We, t ry ing to be more open than most- f inding ourselves 
deluged wi th bodies and voices and minds begging to carry 
their ideas beyond the next room. 

Or, best of all, I could tel l you about ' the secret 
ministrations of the Great Aether God, a creature who 
comes on the wind and turns our minds to porridge, our 
souls to put ty , making us a slave to the means of trans-
mission--so that we scheme/plot/plan to make ways so that 
we can broadcast. 

Broadcasting, the act of communicating, is as vital to 
some as eating and sleeping; it is as important to us as 
doom, flagellation, and the meaning of life. In the act of 
being so important, it has come to mean millions of bucks 
for the shameless rapists; but for a few--especially outside 
of the U.S.--it has come to create an artform all its own. 

An art that is so subtle that you and I may not even 
know It exists. As it may not. 

Y o u O w n the Airwaves 

Applicability of the Fairness Doctrine in the 
Handling of Controversial Issues of Public Impor­
tance, Public Notice of July 1,1964, available from 
FCC, Washington, D.C. 20554. 

Use of Broadcast Facilities by Candidates for 
Public Office, Public Notice of April 27, 1966, 
available from FCC, Washington, D.C. 20554. 

Personal Attack Rules, FCC 67-795, adopted 
July 5, 1967, available from FCC, Washington, 
D.C. 20554. 

How to Protect Citizen Rights in Television and 
Radio, available from Office of Communication, 
United Church of Christ, 289 Park Avenue South, 
New York, N.Y. 10010. 

The National Association of Broadcasters, an 
industry group formed by the broadcasters, is lo­
cated at 1661 N Street N.W., Washington, D.C. 
20036. The NAB has established programming and 
advertising codes for the industry and can provide 
information about them upon request. The agree­
ment to comply with the codes is voluntary on the 
par t of each broadcast licensee. 

The Citizens Communications Center, at 1816 
Jefferson Place N.W., Washington, D.C. 20036, has 
recently been established to provide citizens with 
free legal assistance on selected communications 
matters. Free materials are available. 

--Nicholas Johnson 

How to Talk Back to Your Television Set 

recommended by William F. Buckley and Tommy Smothers 

For the past few years a growing number of groups 
and Individuals throughout the U.S. and Europe have been 
discovering portable video tape equipment- in essence, a 
portable, self-contained " T V stat ion," accessible to groups 
or Individuals who can get together an initial $1500 invest­
ment. 

Once people have obtained the too l , it has naturally 
tent itself to explorations of the environment which' are 
most immediate and personal to the experiences and in­
formational needs of the people who are using the equip-
ment-thus, the basis for a high-variety (as varied as the 
people who have equipment) and decentralized (for $1500 
thousands of people can have equipment) information 
network (the exact opposite of what broadcast TV now 
offers us). 

Inherent to the tool is the outlet for individual ex­
pression. However, as wi th any attempt to implement a 
new concept it's important to avoid isolation and to get the 
information feeding back and fo r th . 

Furthermore, i t seems clear that a communications 
system such as broadcast TV w i th its commitment to high 
cost, basically immobile studio equipment, and its profes­
sional actors and news crews, would be a deadly means of 
transmission for the new, fresh, "unprofessional" materials 
being made on portable video. 

The people and the technology and the means of 
transmission must be compatible, and mutually supportive. 

Thus far in "Radical Software" we have attempted in 
pr int form to make people aware of this new technology, 
of the uses to which it has been put, and access to the peo­
ple aware of this new technology, of the uses to which it 
has been put, and access to the people all over who are 
using it. Now it seems t ime, since enough people have ac­
quired the equipment, t o begin an alternative to existing 
distribution systems. Thus we are offering a Vid?o In­
formation Tape Exchange, encouraging the development of 
many high variety information centers throughout the 
country, w i th people being able to select and request the 
information which seems most vital to their needs. ' 

Issue No. 3 outlines this plan, as one information 
node, of implementing this exchange, while encouraging 
others to do the same. For more information, help, advice, 

write to us. Radical Software, 24 East 22nd St., New York 
City 10010, or call 212-982-5566. , 
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FEET 
by 

Chloe Scott 

Stand up. . .Stand up and be counted. . .Stand 

for something. . .Stand for off ice. . .Stand your 

ground. . .Stand Forth. . .Stand out. . .Stand up for 

Jesus. . .Stand on your own two feet. Feet are at the 

bot tom of everything. The very fact of standing has 

great significance. Every t ime a child f inally drags it­

self up o f f the f loor and stands up i t has completely 

reenacted the evolutionary history of Man. First it is 

a ferti l ized egg; then a floating fishy creature w i th 

gilts; it becomes a crawling 4-legged animal and 

f inal ly a 2-legged creature that stands up. And 

feet are the supports, the foundations on which 

to stand, then walk and run. They are the 

f irst, the oldest, and were once the only 

form of transportation, and in much of 

the wor ld they still are. Feet are very 

special, but we don' t treat them 

right. . .we don't have enough 

regard for them. .The humblest 

thing you can do is to wash 

someone's feet. 

The bone structure of a 

foot is a marvel of engineering. 

The delicate bones of the 

metatarsal arch can support 

enormous weight and sustain 

great shocks wi thout break­

ing. Most civilized peoples' 

feet have become insensitive 

from wearing shoes and we 

are quite out of touch wi th 

our toes. Toes are wonderful. 

They can do a whole lot more 

then you realize. Wiggling 

them, and stretching them and 

spreading them out and recog-

^nizing them is a real tr ip. 

And everyone knows 

how sensual and 

super a 

foo t 

massage is. 

Nij insky (Russian 

ballet superstar of the 

'20s) whose leaps were 

legend, was said to have very 

square feet w i th his toes all 

the same length, which was 

part of the reason he could 

jump so high. His toes, the 

last things t o leave the ground 

as he jumped, propelled him in­

to the air like strong pistons. 

The Bushmen of the Kalahari 

can recognise each other's 

footprints as easily as we recog­

nise voices. Do you even know 

what yours look like? 

If your feet are neglected 

or mistreated the whole rest of 

you, body and psyche, wi l l suf­

fer. Think of all the ' funny' sto­

ries about cranky old ladies whose 

feet hurt. The nerve endings in the 

bottoms of your feet connect up to all 

sorts of different parts of you. When I 

was Rolfed I was told that sometimes 

working on the bot tom of the feet can make 

you have a bowel movement because of some 

nerve connections to the colon I Feet also have 

a spiritual aspect. There are religions that include 

ecstatic dance as part of their rituals, especially the 

Sufis, and their Whirling Dervish dances. "The 

principle of PATH appears in several religions. . . 

The very word 'path, ' signifies that which comes 

f rom feet treading-it almost means, 'what is foot­

ed.' It is now important to study the Walk both as 

a physical exercise and as a supef-physical 

endeavor. . . " (from the writings of Sufi 

Ahmed Murad). 

So be conscious of your feet and 

perhaps they wi l l lead you on the. 

Wayless Way. 
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Living Creatures Assoc ia tes : J[l^ fe-^^d 

we are all endangered species 
by ' '', -

Ellen Sander 

The press conference to announce Living Creatures 
Associates-a public information service center for all 
life forms of the Earthly biosphere-became more than a 
press conference, with a feeling of identification and 
community among LCA people, press, speakers, a visiting 
baby fox and Jerry Rubin. 

"As disasters to the biosphere increase in scope and 
frequency," it was stated, "journalists are called upon 
to develop the talents of poets and emerge as storytellers 
in the best manner of the oral traditions. 

"Becauso there were not enough storytellers in Santa 
Barbara at the time of their vast oil spill two years back, 
the full feeling of the thing did not get transmitted even 
up to the Bay Area. Consequently our skills and aware­
nesses and preparations were no more advanced here in 
1971 during our huge spill than those in Santa Barbara in 
1969. 

"We did not even have the good senSe to ban 
movements of tankers in the bay during fog or at night." 

A perceptual shift, an increase in awareness among 
all affected Earthlings, must precede and generate action 
against the ecological crisis. We are, all of us, endangered 
species. We have created and must remove the danger. 
Information must be available from which action can be 
proposed and carried out. 

There is no time for hysteria. We may already have 
taken too much time. 

The telephone number of Living Creatures Associates 
is 415-391-7664. A call or a note to LCA at 710 Mont­
gomery St. in San Francisco will put an inquirer in touch 
with a source of information or action for a specific 
problem regarding endangered species or alarming eco­
logical circumstances The emergency number is 415-
771-0079. 

Freelance and career naturalists spoke on behalf of 
herons, egrets, the pygmy forest, the kit fox and Hop! 
Indians. The conference ran long. "We can't oversimplify 
this without coming up with a course of action that's 
inadequate," said Ro-Non-So-Te. 

Entrepeneurs want to log the best acreage of the 
pygmy forest staircase; grazing land for Navajo sheep is 
gone; the life and death of the Southwest wilderness rests 
on the electricity needs of Los Angeles and other aspects 
of Earth-rape were discussed. Sterling Bunnell, holding 
the kit fox in his arms, was close to tears as he expiaineo 
how the arid environment this animal needs is being 
destroyed the the proposed California water plan. 

Michael McClure said "there is only one war" and 
read a poem entitled "Slicks"-

. . . scarlet eyes of dying birds 
thank you Standard Oil. . . 
if only one monster died with each bird 
it would all seem worthwhile. . . . 

by 
Ro-Non-So-Te 

Your loaves come floatin back, all right, but they're 
smeared with oil now and there are lots of feathers of dead 
birds stuck to the smear. East Coast, West Coast, Gulf 
Coast, it hardly matters where you live anymore. 

Our surroundings have become so poisoned we have 
to learn tricks like bathing-in-the-Ganges-healthfully. Those 
are tricks of the spirit. But watch you don't manifest 
the spirit too flamboyantly or the folks with the auto­
matic and nuclear weapons-more frightened than we are-
will come down hard Inquisitorially onto our butts. 

There's a great West Coast psychiatrist/ecotogist 
who provides this field theory: we began individually with 
the egocentric, moved past it into the ethnocentric, 
then rebelled furiously and made it into the anthropocen-
tric-and now we must get fast into the biocentric and can 
no longer even afford to rebel furiously because fury 
is too wasteful of precious rapidly disappearing natural 
resources/energies/clarities. 

We must move as gracefully and cooly as, say, Fred 
Astaire. 

The people at Living Creatures Associates (LCA), a 
press relations firm recently set up in San Francisco "On 
behalf of all lifeforms of the earthly biosphere," chose 
the label Habitat Thinking to represent the crucial bio­
centric perspective: "the beginnings of a flexible and in­
formal and partly intuitive rationality which will allow 
decisions to be made on the basis of all affected lifeforms 
simultaneously." 

To sUiy fffuitive we're all going to have to know 
approximately what poets should know: 

What You Should Know to Be a Poet 
all you can about animals as persons, 
the names of trees and flowers and weeds, 
names of stars, and the movements of the planets 

and the moon, 
your own six senses, with a watchful and elegant 

mind. 

47 



at least one kind of traditional magic: 
divination, astrology, the book of changes, 

the ta ro t ; 
dreams, 
the illusory demons and illusory shining gods, 

kiss the ass of the devil and eat shit, 
fuck his horny barbed cock, 
fuck the hag, 
and all the celestial angels 

and maidens perfum'd and golden-

Si then love the human: wives husbands and friends, 

childrens' games, comic books, bubble-gum, 

the weirdness of television and advertising. 

work, long dry hours of dul l work swallowed and 
accepted 

and livd w i th and f inal ly lovd. exhaustion, 
hunger, rest. 

the wi ld freedom of the dance, extasy 
silent solitary i l lumination, ensfas/ 

Those who witness such huge things must learn to 
communicate the awe-full feeling of them effectively 
enough so that others elsewhere can prepare effectively. 
Journalists must experiment boldly to f ind ways of clear 
transmission. Interrupt conventional expectations of t ime 
and sequence. Twenty minutes of Cronkite show devoted 
(devoted) to silent footage of oi ly waters sloshing against 
clinging limpets. L/FE Goes to the Death of a Tide Pool. 

I t was a bunch of freaks, not the hapless folks at 
Standard Oi l , who got a boom together in t ime to save 
Bolinas Lagoon from most of the oi l threatening it last 
January. They did their thing wi th love, thoroughness, 
humor, deftness, communali ty and confidence. 

Which indicates that in the present circumstances 
certain freaks wi th helpful specialties may wish to drop-
back-in. By now, so many of the brightest people have 
dropped out there often are no models for those still 
trapped inside the shell of the old. Once you are sure of 
your motivations you can regard your return to a profit-
oriented competitive organization (e.g., a university) as a 
form of missionary work or as (energy) t i th ing or simply 
as a phase of the bodhisattva cycle. 

real danger, gambles, and the edge of death. 

Now look at the interesting "shadow place" t o which 
an American Indian poet takes G. S.'s poem: 

To Be A Thing, 

eating all I can of animapersons, 
wishing you & me into trees & flowers 

& weeds of stars 
& movements in a sense 

•,, of a watchful & elegant mind. 

while demons & magic are of mind, 
translated by turt le tremors, 

dreams, 
a feast of devil shit ' 
concocted by celestial cells 
each possesses, -
in love w i th all but self 

f irst ly, 
> lastly, 

to sit & wr i te in the wi ld 
freedom of dream-dance 
upon the r im of death, 
eating all we can 

of animapersons. 

Hard work, but we must get there too. Also we must 
stop being such heads and learn the art of the follow-
through. "Where were you? Why weren't you there? 
Why were you so late? Why didn' t you finish it? Why 
don't you remember?" Hemp is a tool , not a separate 
universe. 

Meanwhile, the politics of Left and Right give way 
more and more to Centralist and Decentralist. During 
the transition you can often recognize your brothers and 
sisters better by a certain feeling of neural closeness than 
by the particular rhetoric they happen to accept at the 
moment. Are their eyes hale and keen, i.e., are they good 
conservationists of themselves? 

Though the big oil spills are relatively insignificant 
compared to the thousands of smaller ones each day, 
they nevertheless act as epiphanies for those who witness 
them. Epiphanies in the senSpOf a manifestation so huge 
and astonishing it creates neural change 

Spring, Spring, Gentle Spring 
Out of sixty students in psychology, thirty-seven re­

ported a feeling of "superiority" to the animals in this 
picture; twenty-three had no such feeling. How do you 
feel? 
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CANCER & THE 
by 

George Walker 

Att r ibuted to Edgar Cayce is the claim, eat an almond 

a day and you won' t get cancer. Underlying this is the 

basic fact that cancer, like most bodily malfunctions, is the 

result of a dietary deficiency in certain natural substances. 

Supply these'substances, and the adverse condit ion won' t 

develop. This is fine (if i t works), but what about the 

mill ions of people who already have cancer? My friend 

Barclay, dying of cancer 10 years ago, got the flash: The 

only thing that wi l l cure an ailing body is that which wi l l 

keep it healthy in the first place. This was Hippocrates' 

(remember him? the father of medicine, the Hippocratic 

oath?) basic theory a couple thousand years ago. 

The doctors had all come to the same conclusion re­

garding Barclay's case: more and stronger pain killers for 

the remaining few months of his life. His cancer was not 

the kind they could chop out or burn out w i th radium. For 

Barclay, it was more morphine, or the search for. " that 

which wi l l keep i t healthy.. . " Some choice! But he found 

that there are places in the world where nobody ever gets 

cancer. Convinced that diet is a factor, he looked to see 

what they all had in common. He read everything he could 

f ind relating diet to cancer, and found out about a chemical 

substance found in almonds, apricot seeds, lima beans, and 

many other foods. Isolated by Dr. E. T. Krebs at the same 

time Hoffman discovered LSD, the substance was called 

amygdalen. It is now being marketed (but NOT in the 

U.S.) under the name Laetrile, and is also known as vita­

min B-17. To prevent cancer, we need only include in our 

diet those foods rich in B-17, provided our diet is balanced 

in other respects. However, once cancer has developed, it 

takes more to suppress it, and the use of the concentrated 

substance becomes necessary for control. 

Cancer cells have the interesting abil i ty to obtain 

oxygen directly f rom sugar; normal cells depend on the 

oxygen supply in the blood. It is through this sugar metab­

olism that cancer starves the body, ripping off all the avail­

able sugars. The more sugar eaten, the more the cancer 

feeds, the more it grows and the more there is of it to rip 

off sugar. (Does this tell you anything about eating lots of 

sugar?) It is also through this sugar metabolism that B-17 

works against cancer. B-17 is a complex sugar-cyanide mol­

ecule. Cancer cells metabolize it for oxygen, and free the 

bound up cyanide, which kills the cells. The normal cell, 

unable t o break down the complex molecule, is unaffected. 

Further, the normal cells contain a substance, which pro 

tects them agamst small amounts of cyanide, and which 
cancer cells lack 

The Laetrile (B 17) treatment is effective in a high 

percentage (90%?) of cases, usually in this pattern: almost 
immediate reduction or cessation of pain; gradual reduction 
and disappearance of growths; regaining of health and 
strength, where proper diet is maintained. Even in the best 
cases, it does not constitute a cure. A maintenance dosage 
of B-17 must be taken or- the cancer returns. This, how­
ever, is no problem, as the substance has been shown to be 
total ly non-toxic in one of the most exhaustive toxic i ty 
studies ever undertaken. 

Or rather I should say Ashould be no problem. B-17 
is not approved in this country. You can't get any legally 
unless you go to Mexico or West Germany-or Russia-or 
the Philippines-or any one of perhaps 100 other countries 
where they are either using it or testing it; and then you 
would have to smuggle it in . In the U.S. the government 
won' t even allow i t to be tested. The Food and Drug Ad­
ministration (FDA), for unknown reasons, takes a parti­
cularly hard line on cancer drugs. The official policy seems 
to be to suppress such drugs, label them "quack cures", and 
prosecute anybody who tries to provide them to the hun­
dreds of thousands of dying cancer patients. A program 
for testing Laetrile (B-17) was begun last year, after 25 
years of testing and use in other countries, and then stop­
ped two weeks later when somebody high up in the gov­
ernment (Surgeon General?) found out the program had 
been approved "through clerical error"! Meanwhile, mi l­
lions are spent yearly on cancer research, all in attempts to 
"prove" that cancer is caused by a virus (it's not ! ) ; total 
evidence found so far; none. Billions are spent yearly by 
the mil l ion or so people receiving the same treatments: 
surgery, radiotherapy, and a few drugs so toxic they are 
only used in "hopeless" cases to keep the patient alive a 
l i t t le longer, and prolong the expensive treatments. The 
number of these people is increasing rapidly~on the order 
of 100,000 more every year. 

So keep eating those almonds. When you eat f ru i t , 
eat the seeds (that's where the B-17 is and it's needed to 
balance the f ru i t sugar)-apples, pears, etc. In apricots, 
peaches, plums, cherries, etc., break open the pi t and eat 
the seed inside. Smuggle B-17 from Germany if your 
friends get cancer. If you want to know more about the 
technical aspect, what cancer is and how it develops, how 
Laetrile is effective against i t , read Laetrile: Control for 
Cancer, Kitt ler, G.D., Astor-Honor, Inc. 205 E. 42nd St., 
New York , N.Y. 10017. This book is excellent on the 
technical-cellular-chemical-biological aspects of cancer gen­
erally, and of the Laetrile treathnent. I'm not sure the his-
ory is accurate. Lots of big words like glucosidases and 
glucuronidases, trophoblasts and metasases but clear e-
nough if read carefully If you ask your doctor, don' t be 
surprised if he gives you the straight official line Laetrile, 
like a lot of other substances (remember Krebiozen'), is a 
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worthless quack drug, part of a fraudulent conspiracy 
(some drugs are just that, frauds), and that ONLY the 
Doctor Trip is effective. The Government claims, and it 
has been publicly announced, that Laetrile/B-17 has been 
tested and found to be ineffective against cancer. This is an 
out and out lie. A l l attempts to test it in the U.S. have 
been suppressed. I leave it to you to decide where the con­
spiracy lies. 

Barclay, meanwhile, is strong and healthy, in his 50's. 
He has found that he has no cancer symptoms as long as he 
takes his B-17 and eats well. He has tried stopping it, and 
immediately grew new cancers-which went away when he 
resumed his dosage. He further found it much more ef­
fective (up to 10 times) if chewed and swallowed than in­
jected, as it is usually administered. His only fear is that 
the government's attempts to total ly suppress the substance 
wi l l be successful " f o r wi thout it he wi l l quickly die. 

Pennyroyal essential oi l is a fine organic flea repellant. 
It smells like super pepperminty gum, really intense, and is 
available through most head shops. Put a little on your 
hands and rub into your brother's coat once each day for 
two weeks. Right A r f l 

DAWGS 

by 
Old Man Deboree 

After a late poker game in town where he drank 
twenty odd cups of coffee and beer. Old Man Deboree 
returned home broke and mean and passed out on his bed 
in his long underwear to dream that he is being plagued 
by creatures from other worlds. He sweats and sniffs under 
the barrage of his nightmare as a dog worries the night 
in question: 

Electric mosquitoes fuss about the air before me, 
sparking visible there for a fraction of a second as they 
collide, or copulate, or perhaps just die. How can we 
know? An instant there, a spark, pinpoint, white bright 
absolute point and out, then just buzzing again, flicker 
flicker all over the room around my sweating head. 
Static distraction. 

Their bite not really so terrible-a quick t iny shock 
over before his hand can reach the spot -but the sound of 
them something relentless, like a hundred t iny darting 
police sirens, pulling his ragged thoughts up and down an 
irritating maze of t iny scales. 

Actually the sound of the bastards doesn't bother 
me that bad, either. Random discontent. Random dis­
content you say. One shouldn't volunteer for one of these 
outposts, you say, and expect a bed of daisies. Listen, 
You can cram your daisies one by one. . . 

Maybe it isn't the electric mosquitoes. Maybe it's 
that thing squeaking of f in the night there w i th his r immy 
t immy t im and let the tables loose again, will you! have 
them tearing up the carpets again will you! 

Squeaking out their torment and when I say in the 
moonlight don't get the idea there's a nice big round white 
ball in the. . .forget it! Excuse my excitement! draw back 
the shades! Hmm. . .as I feared. . .empty. . . 

Whistling out there and I don ' t know what it is 
and it probably isn't as big as me anyway and there's 
even a bounty for bringing in certain of the weirder 
ones-the magnetic beaver pelt brings a long t ime of wages 
down at the inter-dimensional docks. And the one they 
call the gas mouse is worth the price of a t r ip back to 
earth if he's bott led safe and still swirling. Yeh, they're 
wor th stuff, these alien beasties, almost all of them, and 
not that dangerous either for all that stuff you hear. 

But nothing you'd want to have curl up at the foot 
of your bed. Or even somewhere outside your dome 
squooking in the dark. Nope, it cannot be laid on the 
you-really-can't-call-them-animals because they're more like 
messes of stuff, thorns and scales, balls of smoke and hot 
l i t t le tangles of lightning tossed all together, down Ratso, 
down old fellow. . .eek eeek and having a l i t t le bed made 
in the corner eeek eeek eeek and a l i tt le dish wi th his name 
and a dusty old dead baby to play w i th . . .eek eek 

IMor are the living conditions (quick! a volcano on the 
f ront porch! spewing red hot ants that eat brass except 
w i th the drain clogged again, it slips out in the night-
more of this soft wiggly metal we mine out here-
and ingests spoons and crescent wrenches and slips back 
into the ground like a gorged snake. Where s/'e my teeth, 
I been wondering. . .?) all that bad. 

So what, you ask, is the root of my evidently un­
grateful complaint? Well, the long and loony tale lies 
at the back of this, as you might have guessed, a hellish 
account to curdle the blood in the old home off ice veins, 
why, quite so, how could you have guessed. A story as it 
were. 

My mind's a blur of outrage and desolation, a used 
l i fe-lot. I shall begin it where? 

Last year when she left again in total stance against 
my absolute vacillation was when I discovered the crack. 
Or the day before, when I wish it into our dimension, or 
this morning when I entered the terrible rip in our shield 
for the last t ime again. 

Memor,y, you lying librarian! Not just any ragtag 
rambling old maid wi th a QUIET PLEASE sign, but preg­
nant memory! gashed open! And guzzled down. 

(Years before and I am young, a student, in earth t ime 
then, and crowding back the walls of a warm spring night. 
I'm out in it and astriding along like putt ing heart beads 
on a string and happy wi th spring and my studies and all 
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the orange juice I was raised on. On my way to assail the 
marble-hard maidenhead of a lovely first cousin waiting 
with her ankles crossed on the front steps and popcorn in 
her heart. Let the cottonwoods ravel there in the warm 
night, silent and soft, and the sidewalk snap beneath my 
heels. Are my spirits nimble? IVIy eyes clear? 

A dog comes padding across the empty street of my 
intentions. The cars all home watching TV. . . 

The dog, a young, big-footed hound-and-beagle breed, 
glances up into my face and decides to join me on such a 
nice evening. We go stepping along. The cottonwood 
ravels down. All pretty good. Sweetly laid out like a 
fresh bed. And-suddenly~Now what? 

Next. Something will happen. But moments 
before it does, did: a screen porch door squeeks open and 
an old hunched-over man came running down the dim 
ste[Ss and across the lawn to me. "Young fellowl 
Quickl I need a help!" snagging at my orange juice arm. 
Awful old dirty roots. "Is a life and death, young fella!" 

He chattered grimly as he pulled young Deboree into 
the garlic-smelling house: "Me and mama come to visit 
the children and grandchildren. The children took ad­
vantage to the free baby sitters to take a week-end vaca­
tions and leave the grandchildren home with the old 
folks. One of the kiddees pulled a kettle of the mama's 
hot brew off the stove and burned herself terrible!" 
They were in the kitchen, flanked by two other wide-eyed 
kids. An old lumpy-headed woman held a tiny girl 
pinned between her knees, her big bony hand over the 
child's mouth so the child couldn't make a sound and the 
skin of her little belly and thighs burnt wrinkled and red. 

"Hey!" Deboree pulled free from the grandfather's 
clutch; "Whatcha holding her mouth like that? She can 
barely breathe!" 

The grandfather started to stammer in another 
tongue but the woman interrupted. 

"Please." She said gently to Deboree; "Hold her 
mouth for us. Try not touch the burn. . ." 

She stood, making the chair available to him. Still 
holding the infant's mouth. " I don't know. . ." Her 
other hand came up; gracefully old bug knuckles and 
thumb. "Please," she said again, with a tone of authority 
so humble and certain that no more hesitation was possible. 
Deboree took the poor child and exchanged his hand over 
the mouth for the old woman's and sat down to best 
hold the child squeezed between his legs while the old 
couple went to their knees on that slippery linoleum. One 
of the other children began to whimper and the old man 
shook his head and whispered: "No more of sounds now. 
All shh." 

And their fathomless hands clasped and heads bent 
under the milky kitchen light; they prayed. In silence. 
With such effort Deboree could feel the shudders travel 
through the floor. All that poor child's screams trapped 
like steam in a pressure pan. Old pair of trembling necks. 
I want to think this is crazy and go to the phone, but I 
know it is hopeless. The struggles of the child ceased, 
snap, focus. A second, the child sighed. / see her skin 
go smooth and the awful red turn to white. 

In the living room later, drinkina tea with the old 
man. The three children all to bed, calmed and dreaming. 
The grandmother in mopping on the kitchen floor. A slice 

of lemon in Deboree's saucer. " I f she cry," the old man 
was explaining to the young mystified inductee with 
patient difficulty, "then would have fix it there, where 
the cry come from. You understand. . .? fix it there 
before we could pray." 

Then something gripped the soaked front of old 
Deboree's long underwear and shook him, demanding: 
Have you ever felt a ghostly old hand try to plug your 
scream like that? 

He roused himself to his elbows and blinked. The 
room was empty but there was something yapping 
hysterically down by the storage shed. He lay back but 
the yapping continued, higher and louder and higher and 
louder. 

"One thing I hate," warned old man Deboree as 
he launched himself into the dark space of his room, 
"is a lying dog!" 

It was one of the things she had brought and left, 
this barking bitch; a sorry little picked-up half poodle, 
loved for awhile again and abandoned again and given to 
midnight hysterias that were sometimes actual-as when 
the cows broke into the corn-and sometimes fanciful. 
Most time fanciful. 

"A good dog is God's gift of a servant." Old Deboree 
tugged mud-caked overalls on over his underwear. "No. 
Any dog is God's servant to man; a good dog is man's 
thank you." He stomped into his boots. "But a lying 
dog is an all around abomination! And I know you" 
he shouted in the direction of the yap. "You, filling the 
sky out there with falsehoods and phantoms, you crazy 
bitch; but I'm obliged every time to heed the noise." He 
shook his hat at the dark above him and roared "Why 
does the fill fall here? I wanted no servants, neither 
black-skinned or hairy. I would gladly have spent a life 
minding my own fences. And as for you" he addressed 
the dark,*you regiment of sullen ancestors; I take no debt 
for dogs you raised in other ages, either, i won't pick 
up after the fool running the kennel! We weren't 
created needing servants to warn us in the night! Light, 
light it's fair to ask for but to ask for nightwatchmen is 
certain to breed bureaucrats and increase the dark as 
well! Piss on both your houses!" His ancestors gasped 
in the shadows. Old Man Deboree plopped his hat on his 
head and stalked from their august outrage, muttering, 
"After an incorrigible I'll pick up, or after a cripple, 
but not after a fool. I've too much regard." 

The half-poodle was backed between two garbage 
barrels, yammering dementedly into the warm spring 
night. 

"Bitch's bitch!" old man Deboree yelled, kicking the 
end barrel into a domino flourish of trash that fell about 
the little dog like the wrathful dandruff of a diety. She 
squealed and shot beneath the pick-up where she resumed 
her tirade, with even more dedication because this time 
she had the very palpable threat of Deboree to rail at as 
he cursed and kicked gravel under the pick-up until he 
cracked his shin on the running board. He collapsed over 
the vehicle's hood in pain. "Galloping Fury," he said 
through his teeth as though speaking the name of a 
familiar mustang "what brings you like a fire horse to 
every alarm rung in fear? Why do you rear snorting at a 
little frightened dog?" 

He could feel the knot on his shin begin to ooze 
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into his underwear, and the bedewed hood of the pick-up 
vibrate vyith his words as " Y o u fire-chasing stallion, 
tr icking us t ime after t ime into believing you have finally 
retired to pasture only to come stampeding back at the 
first whimper of senseless terror. Damn you, you stud 
I hate you worse than the lying dog. A t least the dog 
has never claimed retirement." 

The half-poodle had ceased barking to listen now that 
the man's chiding had changed direction. She listened a 
moment' then as Deboree soothed his anger, then, w i th 
a sigh o f surrender, bellied from beneath the vehicle to 
rol l 'over at the man's feet. He picked her up and carried 

her to the box in the garage, limping across the gravel. 

"Hard to say, though" he mused; as he bore her, 

"Maybe Galloping Fury is what some l i t t le dog was sent to 

night watch for . " 

He placed her in the box of rags and stroked her 

unti l her shivering ceased. 

"Power to the pups. Ar f the fleas." 

by 
Huevos Rancheros 

The basic rule is to keep your eye on the ball. Ap­
plied to anything, this ever-ready slogan wi l l linger in the 
back of your mind only manifesting itself at the proper 
instant. You've already breezed through two rackS, easy 
nine ball catches the corner, you could feel your thumb 
wiggle. " I t ' s a wonder I ever make a shot." It's the free 
choice birthright, you've got to make it, right, or miss it, 
right, every shot, right, and I've already accepted that I'll 
never make them all because I've already missed, right? 

You can feel the felt w i th your fingertips and tell 
how old the cloth is: True Knowledge. 

In the bathroom you wash up and count your 
crinkled dollar bills or you take a breather. If we don't 
blow it this t ime, which we surely wi l l if we keep on, we'll 
be stronger for that next t ime. 

I don't run around wi th no mob. 
f.~i^- I got myself a litt le job. ,- .i 
v . . .'.:;s» I'm gonna buy myself a litt le car. ., ,: , - ; , 
,..,,„. - , I'll drive my girl in the park. , ^ 
;. Don't bother me, leave me alone- . ' , 

- _ . " . A n y w a y we're almost grown. 

Pretty soon you're thinking about playing position. 
It's not enough just t& i i iake the shot. The last motion of 
the last shot is the first motion of the next shot. Some 
shots you just sidle right up to and some you spin around 

Whither Litter? 
Protein politicians should not only demand free 

abortions and sterilizations for people-but also emphatic­

ally for pets. American pets (and livestock) rip off huge 

quantities of proteins from the protein-deficient peoples 

of Peru and of other nations. 

Those who still accept the idea o f a central legal 

author i ty should demand laws forbidding sales (but not 

gifts) of dogs and other pets-except as meat. One of the 

prime reasons for the canine population explosion is that 

increasing numbers of people are raising dogs for prof i t . 

"Ke i th Lampe 

, , Earth Readout 

and away from using your true knowledge to give actuality 
to the past. You don't drive nails wi th t h e / Ching. Some 
folks don't have anyone they think they can play wi th . 
The change gradually takes place: 

' Ever gently growing, always knowing, -. -J. ' • ' 
Sometimes showing, early crowing, :;. . ;. 
Emotions f lowing, style slowing. . . , - . 

"Sorry mister that's my dog he goes where I go." 

"That's all right, son there's plenty of room, so long 
as you're on the side of the Lord . " 

You become in tune wi th whatever you give your at-
t ion to. If you give your attention to the highest 
source, you can wi th inner confidence, wiggle your cue t i p 
at any likely looking ball expecting its arrival at the chosen 
pocket without fail. However, if upon discovering you've 
actually missed the shot, do not give way to despair. Re­
member these famous words of Borten Biar, "Our despair 
only goes as far as de spare in de t runk." 

Of course the trunk is usually ful l of all sorts of 
peripheral stuff, that is to say cats have kittens. 

"> Oh, man, ' ' ' • , <' 
is it ever gonna be sweet, -• / , , ' ' 

, Coming joyousness, ' 
misfortune. 

Who would have known, those cats have turned the 

old tables on us. 

"Hey man, you rack 'em down at that end of the 
table." 

"Uh huh, you just thought you were gonna get to 
break 'em." And about five years after that l itt le racket, 
"The first thing we've got to do is cut off old Louie's 
head." 

And about twenty years after that, "What ever hap­
pened to the good old days Jacques?" 

"g run t " "•/ =i- ' 
"Remember that raid on the capitol when there were 

more kni t t ing needles than guns, and after we managed to 
miss most of the head wal lopin ' we ended up in the viaduct, 
w i th the good grapes and honey taste?" 

Meanwhile under the green lights, Wil ly the Weasel is 
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jacking his partner around for twenty. It was the same 
way in Prehistoria you know, lots of big critters ambling 
about, flying above and tyranessorissing around. Also there 
were the weird dark places, undergrowth, you understand, 
where the sun never shone, the mire, the deep deep mire, 
where twenty's twenty and you. Weasel, skedeedle. 

And just as it got black, old man Deboree comes 
along with one easy oops of his old pitchfork uncovers a 
piece of the crust that has been lying about In the most 
bottom active enigma undergrowth for about as many 
years. And does it ever squirm under the warm, warm 
sunlight, eventuating into, after becoming a snake, a glo-
worm, and then, on through dog-doom. Doing time in all 
whereabouts and manner of situation, without ever letting 
his retina wander from the ever-present sphere. 

Application of the basic rule, again you see 
will get you through this mess to be. 
This piece of massy mejs to be, 
the out there for him, and you, and me. 
What will it be? 
What willed to be 
not mine own but, 
thine to be. 

The FLUTE 

i'. i 
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Paul Robertson 

Make music with that exhaust! If you can make a 
sound by blowing over the top of a bottle you can play the 
flute. If you have wished you could make music without 
frightening the neighbors you should give the flute a try. 

You can rent a beginner's flute at any good music 
store for eight to ten dollars a month to try yourself out. 
If you decide to buy a flute and the store is reputable you 
can apply past rentals to the purchase price. Gemeinhart, 
Artley and Armstrong are the most popular models and are 
all adequate. They all cost between $120 and $150, and 

are made of a nickel alloy. Will not depreciate much unless 
you beat them up. Better flutes are made of silver or gold. 
If you have $400 to spend buy a King Sterling Silver flute 
with gold plating. If you have $1000 to $3000 consult the 
Haynes Company for a custom job. If you buy a used flute 
take it to someone knowledgeable before you buy. 

When putting your flute together avoid putting pres­
sure on the keys. They bend. Don't clean it; you'll only 
bend the keys. 

The flute runs on air so you must breathe correctly 
to play it with satisfaction. Yoga breathing techniques are 
a help, but you must use your mouth as well as your nose 
to Inhale. Consult Ramacharaka, The Science of Breath for 
breathing techniques and exercises. Fill the lungs every 
time you breathe and use up each breath completely before 
taking another. 

Begin, playing with the "head joint" or mouthpiece 
only. Make a small aperture with your lips without pucker­
ing or swelling them, drawing the lips into a slight smile. 
Rest the mouthpiece gently under your lower lip and blow 
both into and over the hole adjusting the position of the 
head joint and the airstream until you get a note. A com­
mon error is jutting the jaw out or pulling it in too far-try 
to keep the lower jaw flush with the upper. Don't be afrf id 
to blow hard and long. When you get dizzy rest. Pretty 
soon you will not get dizzy and will have to revert to other 
tools to acquire this effect. 

When you have mastered the head joint put the flute 
together. Buy a beginner's flute book with a picture of a 
person playing and a fingering chart. Remember that the 
weight of the flute rests on the third joint of the left index 
finger and the right thumb. You will need your left thumb 
for keying so don't get It tied up supporting the flute. Play 
standing for fifteen minutes at a time. Play every day until 
you acquire some strength. Keep the flute out of the case 
at home so it is easy to pick up and play when you feel like 
it. Take it with you in the case when you go places. When 
there is a lull you will want to play. The fingering Is tricky . 
so if you need help give me a call or find a teacher in your 
local area. 

I'm Paul, 415-328-7450 

Intermediate players will prosper exercising with 
Oliver Nelson's Patterns for Sax available thru Noslen 
Music, P. O. Box 705, Hollywood, Calif. 90028. $7.00 
Best place in S. F. Bay area to look for music, solos, duets, 
trios and quartets is House of Music in Berkeley. 

/ 

by 
Shannon Kesey 

Since I am not old enough to drive a car I ride a 
bike. It's not as fast of course but it gets you someplace 
and it does not cause pollution. I practice riding my bike 
every day that I can. I can ride without hands pretty good. 
The first bike I got was when I was six. I couldn't ride 
good then, but now I am ten and I can ride pretty good. 
I used to think I liked to ride in a car but now I would 
rather go bike riding. I like bikes because they are better 
than walking and cleaner than cars. 
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by 
Paula Bevirt and Carolyn (Black Maria) Hannah 

A few years back I was living on the Creamery Farm 
in Pleasant Hi i l , Oregon. Chuck Kesey, the owner of the 
farm, owned and operated a creamery in Springfield which 
is near-by. We decided to buy some day o ld, orphan 
calues. We could get the milk cheaply at the creamery 
t o feed them. Chuck had raised calves in the past. He 
said the biggest problem was getting them through the 
first couple of weeks when they are very susceptible to 
colds and diarrhea. He said he had the solution to that 
problem, acidophilus milk. As soon as we got the calves, 
Chuck started bringing out 10 gallon milk cans of acid­
ophilus (pronounced acid-awful-us) mi lk. We fed the 
calves this milk three times a day. We raised about 20 
calves altogether and only one of those died, and he was 
t iny and bad off. The other farmers around us were 
amazed at our success. One man told us he had lost 
half his calves that spring. That was my introduction to 
cultured milk products. The results were so dramatic 
that I became determined to f ind out more. 

In all the mucus membranes of the body there are 
friendly bacterial flora. Lactobacillus Acidophilus is one 
of the most important ones that live in the large and small 
intestines. I t was f irst discovered in the stools of infants. 
I t is first supplied to us by our mothers in breast mi lk, 
and it is present too in cow's mi lk. I t uses lactose (milk 
sugar) for it s food. It can be cultured in cow's or goat's 
milk to make a drink like buttermilk or a custard product 

like yogurt. I t is a much more beneficial bacteria than 
lactobacillus bulgaricus which is the bacteria which is used 
in combination w i th lactic streptococcus to make yogurt. 
A t one t ime there was a great deal of importance attached 
to yogurt as a therapeutic product. This was based on the 
hypothesis that the bacteria in yogurt could be established 
In the lower intestine. It has been found that the yogurt 
bacterias can't be implanted in the intestines, but that the 
intestines are the natural habitat of the closely related 
Acidophilus organism. 

L. Acidophilus keeps the digestive processes in effi­
cient working order. Specifically the growth of L. Acid­
ophilus produces conditions that are unfavorable to the 
growth of putrefactive bacteria, which are harmful bacteria. 
Acidophilus also helps in the synthesis of folic acid, one of 
the B Complex vitamins and vitamin K. Acidophilus aids in 
the breakdown of food particles in the lower intestines. It 
destroys toxins resulting from the accumulation of waste 
in the lower intestine. It also synthesizes acids which aid 
in the uti l ization of minerals. A l l in all acidophilus milk 
products are super food. L. Acidophilus and other 
intestinal f lora are killed by penicillin and most other 
antibiotics as well as sulfa drugs. One t ime my Poopsie 
became very constipated after taking a round of sulfa 
drugs. Af ter t ry ing many different remedies he ate some 
acidophilus yogurt and very soon was unconstipated. 
After taking any of the mold drugs eat some acidophilus 
yogurt! 

L. Acidophilus can be cultured like yogurt culture. 
I always add four tablespoons of powdered milk to a quart 
of whole milk to make a thicker more custardy product. 
Acidophilus takes 12 hours to culture. It grows well at 
temperatures f rom 90 to 100 degrees farenheit. Liquid 
or powdered cultures of acidophilus are available at most 
health food stores. I get my culture through: 

Christian Hansen's Lab. Inc. 
9015 West Maple St. , , " -

Milwaukee, Wise. 53214 

Hansen's have several different acidophilus cultures. 
They also make about 10 different kinds of yogurt cultures 
each of which is developed for different conditions. They 
have a culture that grows at eighty degrees farenheit so that 
a batch could be cultured outside on a warm day. 

Lactobacillus bifidis is another bacteria which is 
most beneficial. I t , too, was first discovered in the stools 
of infants, but only in those that were breast fed. L. Bifidis 
can survive well in human milk and gets along in goats' milk 
but cows' milk isn't a good medium for L. Bifidis. Once 
an infant stops eating breast milk exclusively L. Bifidis 
tends to be replaced by L. Acidophilus, as people past 
infancy tend to drink cows' milk rather than goats' 
milk and never drink human milk, L. Bifidis provides the 
same benefits as acidophilus. I t is very hard to get 
cultures of it though. One source is a powdered product 
f rom Europe called Eugalan. Eugalan is distributed and 
imported by Gordon Eraser who has a company called 
Primaterra. 

Primaterra . . 

2115 Ocean Street Extension 
Santa Cruz, Calif. 95060 

Meanwhile Chuck Kesey continues experimenting 
at the Springfield Creamery w i th Acidophilus by adding it 
to buttermilk, cottage cheese and yogurt. Chuck's theory 
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