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 OVERTHROW
 JUNE  79  50°

 by  Pat  Chess
 Man  Chung  Lam  admits  that  he  was  a

 wild  kid.  The  28  year-old  Chinese  native

 says  his  mind  was  on  ‘fooling  around  on
 the  streets’  when  it  should  have  been  on

 filing  the  papers  that  would  have  allowed

 him  to  become  a  permanent  resident  of  the

 United  States  two  years  after  he  arrived
 here  in  1965.

 Instead  Lam  has  now  been  ordered  out  ,

 of  America  by  immigration  authorities
 because  of  his  1973  conviction  on  a  heroin

 possession  charge.  Lam,  a  quiet-speaking,

 rail-thin  waiter,  served  51⁄2  years  in  federal

 prisons  before  his  parole  last  January  3.
 Since  that  time  he  has  been  housed  with

 about  two  hundred  aliens  at  a  detention

 center  operated  by  the  U.S.  Immigration
 and  Naturalization  Service  at  the  old

 Brooklyn  Navy  Yard  near  the  East  River  in
 New  York.

 And  Lam,  who  has  shared  cells  and

 eaten  meals  with  murders,  rapists  and  kid-
 nappers  at  Lewisburg  and  Levenworth

 Federal  prisons  says  the  old  navy  brig  at

 136  Flùshing  Avenue  is  worse  than  any

 place  he  has  ever  seen.

 The  New  York  chapter  of  the  Civil

 Liberties  Union  agrees  with  him.  It  filed  a

 class  action  suit  in  Brooklyn  Federal  Court
 in  March  to  shut  down  the  facility.

 “I  used  to  believe  that  America  was  a

 civilized  country,’  Lam  said  recently  as  he

 pressed  his  face  against  the  tight  wire

 seperating  us  in  the  nóisy  visitors  room  on

 the  Sth  floor  of  the  building,  ‘But  they

 treat  the  aliens  here  like  dogs.  This  is  hell.’

 The  facility  houses  aliens  seized  from

 Maine  to  Virginia  and  is  one  of  three
 similar  centers  in  the  nation.  The  suit

 alleges  that  aliens  are  subject  to  cruel  and

 unusual  conditions  violating  the  first,  four-

 th,  fifth,  sixth,  eighth  and  ninth  amend-

 ments  to  the  Constitution.  Attorney

 Tontrinuved-pa
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 by  Marion  Delgado

 On  May  12  1979,  Yippie  invaded  the

 Philadelphia  area  for  the  first  time  since

 the  counter-buy-centennial  demo  in  76,

 with  the  first  annual  Philly  Smoke-In.  This

 was  the  Smoke-In  that  everyone  said

 couldn’t  be  done,  understandable,  con-

 sidering  Fuhrer  Frank  Rizzo’s  record  as  a

 facist,  racist,  autocrat  (witness  the  MOVE

 “incident’”’  etc.),  ready  to  stamp  out  any

 uprising  of  human  liberty.  Many  feared  ar-

 rest  and  stayed  home;  but  for  those  of  us

 who  toked  out  City  Hall  on  the  way  to  Bel-

 mont  Plateau,  we  knew  that  we  had  put  a

 ing  the  aura  of  impenatrability  which  sur-

 rounds  Philly.

 400  freeks  gathered  at  Sth  and  Market  to

 light  up  the  Liberty  Bell  and  listen  to

 speakers  Aron  Kay,  David  Brookman,  and

 Dragonfly  rap  about  pothibition,  racism,

 McDeaths  and  Disco.  Incidentally,  a
 myriad  of  speakers,  from  groups  ranging
 from  The  Alliance  for  the  Liberation  of

 Mental  Patients  to  the  Black  United  Front

 were  scheduled  to  speak,  but  due  to  factors

 such  as  outside  pressure  not  to  appear,  and
 certain  Yippie  bozification;  we  were  left

 with  a  sparse  but  volatile  pack  of  cultural

 freeks  re-awakening  from  Pig  Amerika’s
 death  drug  culture.

 The  police  had  allowed  us  one  lane  of

 traffic  so,  equipped  with  bullhorns  we  long
 marched  joyously  but  bedraggled  on  a

 damp  overcast  day,  stopping  at  strategic
 areas  to  roll  joints,  light  up  and  regain

 strength,  while  Zap  performed  Yippie

 magick.  When  we  finally  arrived  at  Bel-
 mont  Plateau  the  majority  of  the  free  pot
 was  given  out,  while  the  crowd  listened  to

 a  Jamaican  reggae  group,  and  ‘Marx,

 Lennin  &  Trotsky,’  Rock  Against  Råcism,
 Sexism  and  Pothibition.

 Overthrow
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 General  Griffin  Bell  and  five  other  officials
 are  named  as  defendents.

 Among  other  items,  the  suit  alleges  that
 úp  to  120  men  are  detained  in  two  locked

 dorms,  lights  are  kept  on  all  night,  de-

 tainees  are  punished  arbitrarily  by  being
 placed  in  isolation  cells  for  up  to  three

 weeks  at  a  time  with  no  opportunity  to  ap-
 peal,  that  there  are  no  recreational
 facilities  except  a  TV  set  that  rarely  works

 and  a  broken  ping  pong  table,  and  that  no

 exercise  or  athletic  facilities  are  regularly
 made  available  though  there  is  an  indoor

 Ibis  also  alleged  that  there  are  no  contact

 visits  allowed  between  detainees  and  their
 families  and  meetings  with  attorneys  must

 take  place  in  the  visitors  area  with  all  con-

 versations  within  easy  earshot  of  the

 center’s  60  guards.

 These  conditions  are  incredible  if  you
 realize  that  most  of  tle  detainees  are  in  the

 center  because  they  either  overstayed  their
 vistors  visa  or  just  snuck  into  the  land  of

 golden  opportunity  illegally.
 Lam  wrote  dozens  of  letter  to  officials

 about  the  conditions  at  the  facility.  Letters

 to  Senator  Edward  Kennedy  of
 Massachusetts  and  Congressman  John
 Murphy  of  New  York  went  unanswered.

 The  Fortune  Society,  a  prison  reform
 group,  sent  one  of  his  missives  in  March  to
 the  Civil  Liberties  Union  and  the  lawsuit
 was  initiated  soon  after.

 Horror  stories  about  the  facility  are  well-
 known  to  attorneys  who  have  tried  for

 years,  to  get  conditions  improved.  The

 center  has  been  periodically  inspected  by

 the  New  York  Chapter  of  Immigration  At-

 torneys  Society.  A  report  it  presented  after

 a  SA  .  s

 a  visit  in  1977  described  the  solitary  con-
 finement  quarters  as  ‘barbaric  and  horri-

 fying.  It  reminds  one  of  the  animal  cages  in
 a  zoo.”

 Josh  Felker,  an  attorney  familiar  with
 the  situation,  says  ‘The  bottom  line  in  this

 thing  is  that  we  are  dealing  with  people
 here  who  for  the  most  part  are  involved  in

 civil  and  administrative  proceedings.  They

 are  not  criminals  and  they  are  being  treated
 worse  than  some  murders.’

 “Most  of  the  people  here  are  hardwork-

 ing  poor  folks  who  came  here  for  a  better

 life.  They  violated  some  rules  and  now

 they  are  being  forced  to  leave.  But  that  is

 no  reason  to  treat  them  like  sub-humans,’”
 said  Felker.

 Immigration  officials  are  naturally
 reluctant  to  talk  about  the  specifics  of  the

 matter  because  of  the  impending  litigation.
 But  Richard  Curtis,  assistant  director  of

 deportation  for  the  district,  says  critics  are

 responding  ‘emotionally’  to  the  situation
 at  hand.

 “Those  overly  concerned  by  the  aliens’
 plight  should  realize  that  some  of  their

 friends  and  relatives  might  have  been  in

 that  very  brig  during  their  stint  in  the  Navy
 years  ago.”  He  continued  this  convoluted

 defense  by  saying  that  solitary  cells  are

 ‘bigger  than  most  executive  offices.  The

 only  difference  is  that  there  are  steel  bars

 across  the  front.  They  are  cleån,  light  and
 airy.’

 Antonio  Guzman  remembers  things  a  bit

 differently.  A  native  of  Haiti,  he  spent  five
 weeks  in  solitary  in  1976  after  he  was

 ordered  out  of  America  because  of  a  drug
 charge  in  Toronto.

 “It  was  a  hell  hole.  It  was  the  worst

 a

 Although  no  busts  were  made  and
 everyone  got  high,  the  fuck-ups  were

 started  the  night  before  and  continued  un-

 til  late  morning  threatened  to  cancel  the

 event,  indeed  many  thought  it  was  cancell-

 ed  ànd  didn’t  show  up.  Secondly,  the  city’s

 Red  Squad  in  a  last  ditch  effort  to  destroy
 the  Smoke-In,  forced  us  to  extend  our

 planned  mile  parade  into  a  long  march  of  5
 miles  which  also  thinned  out  the  crowd.

 And  after  we  had  left  on  the  march  at  1:30,

 scores  of  people  were  still  gathering  at  Sth

 &  Market  as  late  as  3:00,  not  knowing

 where  to  go.  All  of  this  was  tolerable  by

 itself,  but  the  most  severe  blow  was  dealt

 to  our  liberated  zone  by  the  pigs  who  call

 themselves  ‘SID’.  This  Teen-Puke  band,

 who  after  harrassing  us  to  let  them  play,

 had  promised  us  their  sound  system  for

 bucks.  They  evidently  were  freaked  by  our

 loose  set-up,  and  split  without  returning.

 This  forced  us  to  hook  up  our  sound  to  a

 Hot-dog  stand  which  prevented  4  bands

 from  jamming,  including  ‘Pure  Hell,”  a

 black  punk  band  with  a  single  in  the  U.K.
 Even  with  all  of-the  mentioned  bozifica-

 tion,  the  Philly  Smoke-In  was  a  success  in

 many  respects.  For  a  Yippie!  event,  .we

 received  an  impressive  outlay  of  media

 time.  Three  magazines  provided  un-
 Solicited  advertising,  and  two  radio  sta-

 tions  gave  us  interviews.  But  the  most

 significant  aspect  in  my  mind.  is  the  fact

 that  there  was  enought  pot;  and  except  for

 the  forced  march,  the  pigs  left  us  relatively
 untouched,  the  fact  that  they  herded  us  in-

 withstanding.
 While  it  was  no  picnic  for  the

 and  mania  of  the  situation,  the
 Philadelphia.  Consciousness  was  broken
 through.  Most  people  who  attended

 next  time  with  their  friends.  We  in  Philly

 Yip  see  a  rennaisance  of  freak  culture  ris-

 ing  from  the  ashes  of  Grateful  Disco  hip-

 wazzee  mentality,  and  foresee  a  dynamic,

 growing  Yip  chapter,  since  this  was  just  a

 start.  The  fight  is  hard,  the  road  is  long,
 but  we  see  a  lit  joint  at  the  end  of  the  tun-

 place  in  the  world  to  be,’  he  said,  “They

 put  me  in  there  because  I  comp'ained

 about  general  conditions.  They  thouyxht  I

 was  a  trouble-maker.  I  told  people  tey

 didn’t  have  to  put  up  with  their  crap.”

 Immigration  officials  privately  concede

 they  too  are  unhappy  with  the  old  navy
 brig.  They  bitterly  opposed  the  move  there

 from  a  bigger  building  in  lower  Manhattan

 in  May,  1975,  but  were  overruled  by  cost-
 consciousness  bureaucrats  in  the  General

 Services  Administration  who  were  looking
 for  the  best  dollar  deal.

 The  depressing  atmosphere  of  the
 building  which  is  crowded,  dirty  and  foul-

 smelling,  prompts  aliens  to  get  depressed.
 “They  feel  alone,  cut  off  from  the  world  in

 a  strange  and  hostile  culture,’  says  Felker,

 “Combined  with*the  red  tape  involved  in

 posting  bond  and  contacting  friends  and

 attorneys,  the  whole  experience  is  terrible.

 They  often  waive  the  right  to  counsel  and

 don’t  bother  fighting  deportation  just  to
 get  the  hell  out  of  there.”

 Meanwhile,  Lam  says  he  has  taken  some

 heat  because  of  his  courage  in  launching
 the  suit.  He  continues  to  be  held  without

 bail.  An  agreement  to  spring  him  on  a

 bond  with  the  government  was  forgotten
 when  news  of  his  lawsuit  appeared  in  the
 New  York  Times.

 “I’m  not  important,’  he  said  stoically,
 ‘‘P’'m  doing  this  for  my  comrades.  By  the
 time  this  is  settled,  I'll  be  out  of  the  coun-

 try.  But  I  hope  to  leave  some  good
 behind.”

 EJUSTIO  A  RAAIINIBN  OUR
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 by  Gary  Selden
 a  Every  man  and  every  woman  is  a  star.

 3  s—the.  goddess  Nuit  through  Alesiter
 |  Crowley,  The  Book  of  the  Law

 It  was  fresh,  nectarous  Lebanese,  blonde
 as  the  summer  sun,  and  being  in  the  first

 _  flush  of  a  long  love  affair,  we  had  only  one

 idea  about  how  to  try  it  out.  The  high  was

 like  a  strong  wind,  gusting  to  40  knots,

 with  none  of  that  humid  lethargy  of  some
 hash,  and  we  fell  to  our  double  feast

 without  so  much  as  a  napkin.  After  a  long

 _  Overture,  we  were  in  the  opening  passages
 of  the  pas  de  deux  when  our  individual

 .  consciousness  were  disconnected  by  a  force

 from  above,  or  within  ør  elsewhere,  and

 our  bodies  merged  into  the  reunited  meta-

 sexual  being  that  Aristophanes  named  our

 ancestor.  Our  single  body  snapped  bbck

 -and  forth  like  a  jackhammer,  pleasuring

 `  itself  with  an  industrial  speed  and  precision
 far  beyond  our  conscious  will  and,  we

 _  would  have  thought,  beyond  the  capacities

 of  mere  protoplasm.  I  suppose  the
 machine  ran  in  overdrive  for  about  a  half

 hour  of  clock  time  before  it  blew  its  fuses

 in  a  blinding  blue-white  shower  of  sparks.

 _  We  returned  to  our  usual  selves  gasping,
 wondering  why  we  couidn’t  smell  ozone.

 If  only  there  were  a  substance  that  could

 nfallibly  bring  that  fragile  extacy;  yet  no
 more  than  fresh  air  and  excitement  can  do

 the;  same.  We  were  left  closer  to  our  in-
 icts.  Like  about  half  of  the  15  to  30

 American  pot  users,  we  found  that
 abis  has  few  equals  as  a  safe  but

 ricious  erotic  catalyst.
 To  get  the  bad  news  over  with  early,  let

 us  note  that  grass  may  have  some  of  the

 same  adverse  health  effects  as  tobacco  or

 mog  when  inhaled  continually,  since  its

 smoke  contains  20  percent  more  tars  per
 gram  than  tobacco.  But  so  much  careless

 research  was  hawked  in  the  early  ’70s  to

 scare  people  away  from  the  pot  menace,

 that  any  work  that  shows  rēál  dangers  now
 inevitably  seems  like  a  cry  of  wolf  to  other

 find  it  hard  to  believe  that  one  kind  of  hot

 smoke  causes  cancer  while  another  (smok-
 ed  in  smaller  quantities  but  even  hotter  and

 inhaled  more  deeply)  is  totally  harmless.  I

 cause,  always  shield  our  eyes  from  the  full

 glare  of  actuality.  Still,  even  heavy  pot
 smoking  is  demonstrably  one  of  the  least
 dangerous  habits  available.

 ;  Claims  have  been  prematurely  made  that

 marijuana  damages  chromosomes,  causes
 breast  development  in  males,  lowers

 _  testosterone  levels  and  decreases  sperm
 count,  leads  to  loss  of  sex  drive  and  the  will

 to  succeed,  weakens  the  immune  response

 to  disease  and  causes  brain  damage.  Not

 _  one  has  been  confirmed.  One  famous  flap
 resulted  when  the  usually  reliable  medical

 journal  Lancet  said  in  an  editorial  that  pot

 literally  causes  the  brain  to  wither  away.
 Most  news  media  failed  to  read  some  of

 the  fine  print  of  the  report  itself  to  find

 that  the  conclusion  was  based  on  only  ten

 test  subjects,  most  of  whom  had  many

 _  other  drug  habits  and/or  a  history  of  head
 injury  and  mental  illness.

 An  enormous  amount  of  research  (we

 have  studied  marijuana  more  than  any
 other  drug  in  the  world)  has  laid  these  fears

 to  rest.  `  Surveys  of  human
 smokers—including  many  in  Jamaica  and

 Costa  Rica  who  inhale  more  ganja  in  a
 week  than  most  Americans  do  in  their

 liyves—have  failed  to  show  any  health  pro-

 blems  definitely  caused  or  aggravated  by

 cannabis  use.  If  the  plant  has  a  detrimental,

 effect  on  sexual  function,  then  it  is  odd

 that  surveys  in  America  have  shown  that

 marijuana  smokers  average  60  to  80  per-

 cent  more  sexual  activity  than  non-

 smokers—even  though  this  can  be  partly
 explained  bb  the  greater  lust  for  experience

 that  led  the  one  group  to  try  an  illegal
 pleasure  in  the  first  place.

 Norman  Mailer  was  one  of  the  first  to

 write  about  marijuana’s  effects  on

 lovemaking,  and  his  comments  agree  well

 with  what  so  many  others  found  years

 later:  ‘It  gets  into  parts  of  me  that  nothing  `

 else  can  reach;  it  relaxes  tensions  only  sex

 can  approach—and  sex  is  invariably  truer

 better.  The  same  move  you  make  every  day
 takes  on  more  meaning.’

 Naturally,  there  are  dissenters.  Some

 people  find  sex  feels  worse  when  they’re

 stoned.  Summing  up  this  side,  Gay  Talese

 wrote:  ‘Nothing  will  thwart  performance

 more  decisively  than  being  stoned,  because
 you’re  mellowed  out  and  become
 slovenly.”  Another  thing  that  thwarts  per  £
 formance  is  performance  worries,  and  they  `

 can  be  frightfully  magnified  by  marijuana

 According  to  Dr.  Erich  Goode’s  1969

 questionaire  survey  for  the  Ævergreen

 Review  (‘Marijuana  and  Sex,’  55:19)  only

 5  percent  of  users  reported  a  negative  sex-
 ual  effect;  51  percent  said  it  had  no  definite

 result  or  depended  on  the  mood,  while  44

 percent  said  the  weed  invariably  turned

 their  thought  bedward.  That  the  pleasures
 of  cannabis  must  be  learned  was  shown  in

 that  only  44  percent  of  the  “infrequent”
 smokers  said  they  enjoyed  sex  more  while

 high,  while  77  percent  of  ‘frequent’  users
 did.

 A  joint  or  a  pipe  will  probably  stay  the
 favorite  means  of  ingestion  for  a  long  time;
 the  euphoria  comes  quickly  and  the  dose  is
 easily  regulated.  Those  who  can  find  it  will

 savor  the  powerful,  almost  lysergic  rush  of
 purified  hash  oil,  vaporized  and-inhaled

 from  little  glass  pipes.  But  for  sustained

 (though  more  predictable)  extacy  combin-

 ed  with  a  taste  treat,  nothing  tops  the

 hashish  confection  usually  called  majoon,
 common  from  Morocco  to  India  but

 lamentably  rare  here  because  of  the  high

 cost  of  importation.  I  will  allow  Gautier,
 Ludlow  and  Baudelaire  to  describe  its

 delights  and  terrors;  to  experience  them,
 the  following  recipe  is  a  good  start:

 Thoroughly  toast  abbut  1⁄2  ounce  (112

 cup  or  more)  of  cleaned  marijuana  (twigs
 and  seeds  removed)  in  a  heavy  skillet  over  a

 slow  fire.  Stir  it  constantly  until  it  reaches  a

 _  golden  brown  without  burning.  About  3  to  `
 7  grams  of  powdered  hashish  or  1⁄2  to  1

 gram  of  hash  oil  may  be  substituted

 Radit

 without  precòoking.  If  using  grass,  pound

 it  fine  with  a  mortar  and  pestle.

 Mix  the  main  ingredient  with  1  cup  fine-
 ly  chopped  dates,  1⁄2  cup  chopped  raisins,  1

 cup  ground  almonds  and  walnuts  or  any

 other  combination  of  nuts,  1  cup  finely

 chopped  figs,  1  teaspoon  ground  fresh

 ginger,  1  teaspoon  cinnamon,  1  whole

 grated  nutmeg,  1  tablespoon  ground  anise

 seed,  and  1⁄2  cup  honey,  Mix  and  cook

 together  with  1⁄2  cup  water  until  the  mass  is

 softened  and  the  water  absorbed  or

 evaporated.  Melt  2  tablespoons  butter  or

 ghee  over  a  low  flame  and  add  the  majoon.

 Cook  a  few  minutes,  cool  and  stir  in  1⁄⁄/  cup

 or  less  of  orange  flower  water  (optional),

 and  store  in  an  airtight  jar.

 page  3

 Harry  J.  Anslinger,  said  it  best:  ‘In  the

 arliest  stages  of  intoxication,  the  will

 power  is  destroyed...moral  barricades  are

 broken  down,  and  often  debauchery  and

 sexuality  result.’”’  A  mid-60s  potboiler  call-

 ed  The  Mind  Benders  (written  under  the

 appropriately  pustulous  pseudonym  Lance

 Boyle)  tells  the  tragic  tale  of  ‘Miriam,’

 who  found  herself  making  ecstatic  love  to

 “Scott”  and  actually  enjoying  it  ‘even

 though  he  was  a  Negro.’  The  drug  made  it

 all  right,  though;  ‘It  wasn’t  really  me

 there,  you  see.  It  was  someone  else.  who

 A  level  tablespoon  per  person  is  a  good

 dose  to  start  with.  It  may  be  not  enough,
 but  too  much  can  be  scary  and  demoraliz-

 ing,  although  not  physically  dangerous.  In-

 crease  the  amount  slowly  in  subsequent
 voyages  if  necessary.  When  eaten,  can-

 nabis  can  be  a  very  potent  psychedelic,  sò

 if  you  plan  to  make  love,  you  will  not  want

 to  overdo  it,  at  least  when  the  drug  is  still

 new  to  you.  A  cup  of  hotmint  tea  provides

 tion.

 Many  people  have  tried  to  explain  why

 cannabis  so  often  heightens  the  sexual  ex-

 perience  without  being  a  true  aphrodisiac.

 The  consensus  is  that  it  amplifies  the  im-

 pact  of  our  senses—especially  the  tac-

 tile—on  the  brain,  and  helps  release  the

 mind  from  guilt  or  shyness,  leading  to  bet-

 ter  fantasies;  the  relaxed  sense  of  time  (or

 timelessness)  provides  the  ideal  setting  to
 act  them  out.

 Perhaps  the  arch-enemy  of  marijuana,
 former  U.S.  Commissioner  of  Narcotics

 recriminations  in  the  morning.’

 What  it  all  comes  down  to,  then,  is  a  bit

 of  hocus  pocus,  a  trance  that  awakens  us

 from  our  trance,  a  hole  in  unreal  reality
 through  which  we  can  grab  a  piece  of  our
 birthright—transsubstantiation  into
 divinities,  whose  bodies  are  huge  unmap-

 ped  erogenous  zones  with  no  forbidden
 territory.

 From  APHRODISIA  by
 Gary  Selden,  to  be
 published  in  Oct.
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 “Rock  against  racism,  they  should  call  it

 rock  against  morons,”  growled  carrot-

 topped  Cheetah  Chrome  of  the  late  Dead

 Boýs  as  he  slung  his  guitar  Over  his
 shoulder  and  cruised  to  thee  stage  of  the

 Central  Park  bandshell.

 tos,  one  of  the  many  local  bands  to  take

 part  in  the  May  5,  Rock  Against  Racism
 concert,  the  first  øutdoor  new  wave

 festival  to  take  place  in  the  city.

 By  the  time  Cheetah,  Elda  and  the  rest
 of  the  Stilettos  took  the  stage  the  bandshell

 area  was  packed  with  over  10,000  people
 who  were  attracted  by  the  beautiful

 weather,  the  strong  line  up  of  bands  and

 the  many  posters  that  were  plastered

 throughout  Manhattan  in  the  week
 preceeding:  the  event.

 “Racism  is  a  thing,’  said  Cheetah,  ‘but
 we  mean  it  in  the  broadest  sense.  Racism  is

 a  sense.  of  intolerance  towards  other

 people’s  dignity.  But  racism  is  nothing

 without  the  people  wqho  practice  it  and
 those  are  the  morons  that  we’re  rocking

 against.”  :
 Cheetah  is  the  newest  member  of  the  Stilet-

 tos,  one  of  the  many  local  bands  to  take

 part  in  the  May  5,  Rock  Against  Racism

 concert,  thé  first  outdoor  new  waye

 festival  to  take  place  in  the  city.

 By  the  time  Cheetah,  Elda  and  the  rest

 of  the  Stilettos  took  the  stage  the  bandshell

 area  was  packed  with  over  10,000  people

 who  were  attracted  by  the  beautiful

 weather,  the  strong  line  up  of  bands  and

 the  many  posters  that  were  plastered

 throughout  Manhattan  in  the  week
 preceeding  the  event.

 “Racism  is  a  thing,’  Said  Cheetah,  ‘‘but
 we  mean  it  in  the  broadest  sense.  Racism  is

 a  sense  of  intolerance  towards  other

 people’s  dignity.  But  racism  is  nothing
 without  the  people  wqho  practice  it  and

 those  are  the  morons  that  we're  rocking

 against.”

 Appearing  at  the  new  wave  Woodstock,
 New  York’s  answer  to  the  phoney  baloney

 Woodstock  II,  were  most  of  the  city’s  best

 bands  including  Joy  Ryder  and  Avis  Davis,

 the  Invaders,  the  Lenny  Kaye  Band,(the

 Patti  Smith  group  without  Patti),  the

 Specedies,  the  Heat,  the  Senders,  Moja

 Nya,  Panic  Squad,  Startoon  and  the
 Scruffs.

 Judging  by  audience  reaction  highlights

 of  the  eight  hour  concert  were  sizzling  sets

 by  voluptous  Joy  Ryder  and  her  cohort
 Avis  “Guitar”  Davis  whose  independent

 single  No  More  Nukes  (on  Mòonongo),
 released  on  the  heels  of  the  3  Mile  Island

 affair,  was  a  fitting  finale  to  the  show.  The

 song  almost  didn’t  get  sung  because  New

 York  City  Police  Red  Squad  czar  John

 “Slip  Me  a  Fin”  Finnegan  and  his
 plainclothes  goons  wanted  to  pull  the  plug
 on  the  sound.  Finnegan’s  tactics  of  petty

 harrassment  were  typical  of  the  decidedly

 cool  reception  the  city  gave  the  event.

 R.A.R.  was  originally  conceived  of  as  two

 days  of  music  on  the  Great  Lawn  but  the

 Parks  Department  would  only  give  the

 concert’s  organizers  8  hours  at  the  band-
 shell.  That  all  the  bands  were  able  to  make

 it  onstage  was  no  small  miracle.

 Other  show-stoppers  included  the  Lenny

 Kayce  Band’s  cover  of  the  Who  classic,  77e

 Kids  Are  All  Right,  the  Invaders  happy

 feet  version  of  Let’s  Twist  Again,  reggae

 from  Moja  Nya  and  the  Speedies,  who

 were  almost  drowned  in  a  barrage  of

 breakfast  cereal  flung  at  them  by  ap-

 preciative  popniks.  ;

 Waving  Lenny  Kaye,

 ah  rome.

 Michael  Viten  `
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 Many  in  the  crowd  were  lured  by  the

 rolling  rock  of  the  Panic.  Squad  who

 blasted  out  their  message  from  a  flatbed

 truck  that  travelled  up  Sixth  Avenue  at  the
 head  of  a  contingent  of  joint  wielding  Yip-

 pies  who  were  parading  up  from  the  an-

 nual  Spring  Smoke-In.

 The  money  for  the  concert  came  from  a

 series  of  benefits  run  by  the  Yippies  at  their
 Studio  10  rock  club.  The  anti-disco
 cabaret,  located  at  10  Bleecker  street,  is  a
 new  wave  showcase  where  all  the  RAR

 bands  had  previously  played  and  were

 brought  into  New  York’s  punk  limelight:

 During  the  bands  set  up  time  the  crowd

 was  entertained  by  such  Manhattan
 politicos  as  lawyer  Bill  Kunstler,  who  said,

 “we’ve  come  full  circle  from  the  early  days

 of  sixties  radicalism,’  and  black  womens

 activist  Flo  “Day  Glo’  Kennedy,  who  was

 dressed  in  her  usual  cowboy  chic  and  look-

 ed  like  she  had  just  stepped  off  the  set  of

 Blazing  Saddles.  ‘‘Black  women  are  united

 against  bullshit,”  said  Flo  to  the  cheering

 multitudes.  ‘‘There’s  only  one  way  to  stop

 racism:  grab  them  by  the  balls  and  their
 hearts  and  minds  will  follow.”  Other

 speakers  included  Yippie  spokesperson

 Dana  Beal  and  Shay  D.  Addams  of  CAMP

 (Coalition  for  the  Abolition  of  Marijuana

 Prohibition),  M  antin  Sostra.
 At  the  concerts  finale  manyin  the  crowd

 boarded  buses  for  the  next  day’s  No  Nuke

 protest  in  Washington,  D.C.  And  concert

 organizers  say  that  the  phenomenal  success

 of  this  years  concert  could  lead  to  RAR

 becoming  an  annual  tradition.

 N

 ambii  gasens  imis

 (left  to  right  )Bi|  Kunstler,  Elda  Stiletto,  Ma  a  Nya  and  Martin  Sostre.
 photo  by  Ebet  Roberts
 r  ug  SEH  v  ”  .  y  .  a  a  Pa  ui  $
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 A

 by  Jon  Kalish

 Abbie  Hoffman  surfaced  from  the
 underground  at  the  no-nuke  demonstra-

 tion  in  Washington  last  weck.  The  fugutive

 Yippie,  on  the  lam  since  jumping  bail  after

 a  cocaine  bust  six  years  ago,  seemed  reluc-

 tant  when  I  walked  up  to  him  and  asked  if

 he  would  tape  an  interview  for  radio  sta-

 tion  WBAI.  He  agreed  after  checking  out

 my  press  card.

 The  interview  done,  Abbie  asked  me  to

 wait  an  hour  and  a  half  before  putting  it  on

 the  air—presumably  to  give  him  time  to

 flee.  I  saw  him  again,  thouth,  a  little  while

 later.  He  was  staring  at  a  friend  from  the

 old  days  who  had  recognized  him  despite

 his  disguise.  Then  Abbie  put  two  fingers

 over  his  head,  wiggled  them  like  a  rabbit’s

 ears  and  walked  away.

 What  follows  are  excerpts  from  the  in-

 What  do  you  think  about  this  day  and

 Capitol?

 I  think  it’s  time  for  the  people  to  start
 taking  the  power  into  their  own  hands  and

 It’s  very  exciting  for  my  wife  and  me

 because  we’ve  been  fighting  a  proposed

 nuclear  plant  in  our  local  area  out  there  in

 Pheto  by  Erag  Silve
 HEL

 the  heartland  for  about  18  months  now.

 Not  that  many  people  were  listening,
 especially  in  the  cities,  until  Three  Mile

 Island.  I’m  really  excited  to  be  here,  ex-

 cited  not  being  caught  and  everything,
 Do  you  think  civil  disobedience  will  play

 a  big  role  in  the  anti-nuclear  movement?

 I  think  a  movement,  and  particularly  an
 American  movement,  is  like  water  and  it

 seeks  its  own  level  of  tactics.  We  don’t

 come  from  a  tradition  of  great  political

 sophistication  in  this  country.  I  think

 righteous  indignation  is  kind  of  the

 underlying  driving  force.  When  you  have

 that  you  sort  of  make  things  up  as  you  go
 along.  I  think  civil  disobedience  in  the

 American  tradition.  In  the  last  year  and  a

 half  I’ve  been  rethinking  that  the  war  in

 Vietnam,  the  genocidal  wars  against  the  In-

 dians,  all  wars  in  fact,  are  ecology  wars.
 They’re  attempts  to  take  the  land  and

 natural  resources  that  belong  to  all  the
 people  of  the  planet  and  concentrate  them

 for  the  energy  and  the  consumption  and
 the  greed  óf  the  few.  The  war  in  Vietnam

 was  an  ecology  battle.  We  just  didn’t  know
 the  term  then.

 You  say  that  you’ve  been  doing  anti-

 nuclear  organizing?

 I  live  in  a  small  town  of  600  people.  We
 have  one  street  and  no  radio  station.  The

 by  Dino  Sorbello
 Dino  Sorbello  is  a  resident  of  Har-

 risburg,  Pennsylvania.
 Before  it  all  happened  I  used  to  look  at

 the  cooling  towers  on  Three  Mile  Island

 with  only  a  mild  resentment.  I  used  to  go

 to  Penn  States’  Capitol  Campus  in  Mid-

 dletown,  so  every  morning  on  my  way  in
 they  would  loom  directly  ahead  of  me  at

 the  end  of  the  highway  like  the  Magical  Ci-
 ty  of  Oz  or  something,  and  I  would  have
 plenty  of  time  to  see  and  think  about  them.

 I  had  read  about  some  of  the  possible

 dangers  involved  with  nuclear  energy  and  I

 had  also  attended  a  meeting  or  two  so  I

 suppose  my  stance  could  technically  have
 been  called  “‘“anti-nuclear’”’.  But  there

 never  seemed  to  be  any  real  threat  of

 danger,  even  when  you  thought  about

 things  like  an  international  airport
 (Olmstead)  and  a  university  both  Being
 within  a  mile  of  the  plant  (remarkable
 planning).  Now  things  around  here  are

 very  different,  even  though  some  still

 choose  to  keep  their  heads  in  the  ground,
 or  elsewhere.

 On  that  Wednesday  afternoon  when  I

 had  first  heard  that  there  had  been  an  acci-

 dent  I  immediately  became  sort  of  numb  to

 the  news.  It  didn’t  really  sink  in  until  late

 the  next  afternoon  when  I  was  out  sitting
 on  my  roof.  It  suddenly  seemed  to  me  that

 people  that  are  opposed  to  this  plant  are

 not  represented  at  this  rally.  They’re

 farmers.  They’re  much  more  middle  class.
 The  chairwoman  of  our  committee  is  a

 55-year-old  Republican.  Their  politics  are

 just  for  the  moment.  The  people  at  this  ral-

 ly  are  the  infantry,  these  are  troops.  I  just

 hope  the  politics  of  the  anti-nuke  move-

 ment  doesn’t  turn  into  an  anti-city  move-

 ment.  I  hope  to  emphasize  things  like

 lowering  utility  rates  and  relating  better  to

 the  minority  groups  and  their  problems.

 What  do  you  think  of  Jerry  E.l?

 Brown,  grey,  red,  white,  black,  blue.  I

 don’t  know.  The  guy’s  got  more  colors

 than  a  Panamanian  patio  at  sunset.  I  don’t

 trust  him.  It  might  be  a  regional
 preference.  I’m  from  Massachusetts  and

 when  you  talk  about  mainline  politics  I

 think  I  favor  Teddy.  I  think  Carter  has  got

 to  go  but  I  think  more  important  is  return-

 ing  power  to  the  people.  You  build  a  move-

 ment  like  this  and  you  try  not  to  see  it
 becomes  reformist.  As  soon  as  this  is  won

 all  the  energy  disappears  like  it  did  after
 the  Vietnam  war.  With  each  movement  as

 soon  as  you  get  a  minimum  amount  of  gain

 and  it  falls  out  of  fashion,  everybody  goes  `
 on  to  the  next  thing,  whatever  it  is.  The  in-

 ternal  trip  of  this  or  that.  They’re  all  con-

 nected.  It’s  the  same  people.  The  same

 LIVING
 there  was  a  strange  feel  to  the  air,  barely
 percievable,  like  the  way  it  feels  before  a

 thunderstorm,  only  stiller.  The  news  was

 full  of  bullshit  stories  but  none  gave  me  the

 message  better  than  that  feeling.  I  noticed

 that  there  didn’t  seem  to  be  any  birds

 around,  but  I  could  definately  remember

 them  making  a  lot  of  noise  the  night
 before...

 My  pal  Turk  and  I  were  figuring  out

 ways  to  get  involved  in  some  sort  of  protest

 that  night  when  we  got  a  call  from  my

 mother,  who  was  working  in  Maryland,
 telling  us  that  we  should  pack  up  and  get
 down  there.  Up  to  that  point  we  hadn’t

 thought  at  all  about  evacuation,  it  was  so

 hard  to  believe  what  was  happening,  but

 then  it  suddenly  seemed  like  a  good  idea.

 So  later  that  night,  after  handing  out  some

 leaflets  for  an  upcoming  anti-nuke  rally, we  left.  :
 The  next  five  or  six  days  really  put  my

 head  through  the  changes.  Friday  night
 was  the  worst.  We  were  at  the  theatre

 where  my  mother  was  working  and  we  met

 a  friend  of  hers  who  showed  us  a  news

 bulletin  he  had  gotten  from  a  teletype

 machine  somewhere.  I  remember  getting  a

 sick  feeling  the  second  he  pulled  that  piece
 Of  paper  out  of  his  pocket,  it  was  an  of-

 ficial  statement  or  quote  saying  that  there

 was  a  definate  possibility  of  a  meltdown,
 and  after  he  read  it  to  us  it  all  seemed  too

 real.  A  girl  walked  up  to  me  and  said  “You

 people  that  are  making  you  anxious  are  the

 same  people  who  waere  responsible  for

 Vietnam  and  Cambodia  and  the  same  peo-

 ple  who  are  responsible  for  the  slums  in

 our  cities.  We  need  a  new  system  of

 government.  It’s  not  a  game  of  musical

 chairs  where  you  can  just  replace  one  cover

 of  People  magazine  with  the  next  cover  of

 Time  magazine.  It’s  not  gonna  work  that

 way.

 nuclear  movement?

 I  thought  I  jùst  saw  the  body-snatchers
 closing  in.  I  think  that  people  who  are  go-

 recognize  that  there’s  no  difference  bet-

 ween  what’s  going  on  inside  themselves,

 their  minds,  their  bodies,  and  what’s  going

 on  outside  in  the  society.  Their  internal

 anxieties  are  connected  to  everything  that

 is  going  on  in  this  world.  And  right  here  is

 -the  proof.  These  are  happy  people  ribt

 now.  They’re  connected.  They’re  not
 isolated,  they’re  not  alienated.  -They’re

 right  here  at  the  steps  of  their  government.

 They  feel  they  are  their  government.

 Do  `you/have  any  messages  for  your

 friends  back  in  New  York  City?

 V  I  want  to  make  it  clear  that  you  saw  my
 slip  was  showing  and  I  didn’t  seek  out  this

 interview  and  I’m  not  giving  any  more  in-
 terviews.

 DEAD
 people  from  Harrisburg,  you  might  as  well
 forget  it  now,  it’s  all  over..  At  that  time  it

 seemed  for  sure  that  it  would  happen.  To-

 day  I’m  very  amazed  and  very  glad  it

 didn’t,  but  after  that  night  I  can’t  figure

 out  how  things  managed  to  right

 there  was  a  fifty-fifty  chance  for
 meltdown,  I  believe  we  came  as  close  to  it

 happening  as  possible,  and  if  it  did,  it

 would  have  been  one  of  the  worst  disasters
 imaginable.

 Being  that  scared  made  it  hard  to  stay  on

 one  level  from  which  to  see  everything
 from.  The  threat  of  disaster  was
 everywhere  and  Overpowering  to  me,  yet
 there  was  also  a  sort  of  detachmet  that

 kept  me  seeing  things  from  an  objective

 point  of  view.  I  could  tell  most  of  the  peo-
 ple  around  me  in  Maryland  weren’t  truly

 aware  of  what  was  happening  just  60  miles
 away,  and  fewer  who  did  know  cared.

 I  wondered  a  long  time  about  everything

 and  everybody  still  back  in  the  danger
 zone.  I  phoned  my  father  after  much  dif-

 ficulty,  the  lines  into  Harrisburg  were  jam-

 med,  and  he  said  he  was  going  to  stay  until

 1t  got  worse.  When  I  called  my  friends,  I

 found  that  most  of  them  had  already  left

 the  area.  I  wondered  why  an  official

 evacuation  wasn’t  called  for,  and  the  peo-

 ple  who  stayed  behind,  who  were  they  kid-
 ding,  or  worse  believing?  Its  times  like

 those-that  make  you  think  about  whose

 t
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 really  in  control  and  where  its  leading  us.
 Knowing  who  is  responsible  for  the
 disaster  and  then  seeing  the  government  sit

 tradictory  statements  makes  a  very  sad,  but

 We  didn’t  return  to  Harrisburg  until

 nine  days  after  the  accident,  and  we  only

 stayed  the  weekend.  That  Sunday  (the  8th)

 was  my  2st  birthday  and  on  that  day  I
 went  with  some  friends  to  a  demonstration

 on  the  Capitol  steps  in  Harrisburg.  It  look-

 ed  like  there  were  about  1200  people  there

 and  I  was  glad  to  see  it.  I  met  some  good

 people  there  and  it  seemed  like  we  were

 growing  into  this  fight  together.  After  be-

 ing  forced  out  of  your  home  and  your  life

 and  actually  facing  the  idea  of  losing

 everything,  you  don’t  forget.  And  you

 become  a  little  more  permanently  angry  at

 the  power  and  greed  mentality  that  thrusts
 these  and  other  nasty  things  upon  you.  I’ve
 been  forced  to  withdraw  from  school  in

 Middletown  because  of  the  threat  of  fur-

 ther  damage  by  radiation.  To  all  intents

 and  purposes  our  Harrisburg-based  rock
 and  roll  band  is  finished  for  a  while,  it

 seems  as  if  our  whole  home  has  been  ruin-

 ed  somehow.  Now  we  are  getting  ourselves

 organized  to  move  out  of  the  area,  and
 who  knows  how  we'll  ever  know  if  it’s  real-

 ly  safe  to  go  back?

 Maybe  the  good  side  to  all  this  is  that

 many  more  people  are  aware  of  the

 penalties  of  having  such  things  as  nuclear

 energy.  Maybe  when  they  come  to  your
 town  to  build  the  next  one  there’ll  be

 enough  outrage  to  prevent  it.  Maybe.  Un-

 fortunately,  some  people  have  a  tendency

 to  forget.  There  will  be  monumental  effort
 on  behalf  of  certain  corporations,  special

 interest  groups,  and  powers-that-be  to

 downplay  and  cover  up  what  has  happen-

 ed,  but  we  can’t  forget.  The  Monster  is

 back.  ‘

 1

 ph

 by  Jim  Buckley
 The  recent  near  disaster  at  Three  Mile

 Island  has  increased  concern  about  Con

 Edison’s  Indian  Point  nuclear  power
 plant,  located  just  25  miles  north  of  New

 York  City.

 Overthrow  reporter  Jim  Buckley  went

 up  to  Westchester  to  ask  Westchester

 People’s  Action  Coalition  co-chairperson

 Charles  Scheiner  everything  you  wanted  to

 know  about  Indian  Point  but  were  afraid

 to  ask.  :

 Facility?

 Yeah,  they  have  three  reactors  at  Indian

 Point.  They  built  all  three  and  at  the  mo-

 ment  only  operate  one  of  them.

 Docs  Con  Ed  have  any  others  either  in  the

 planning  or  under  construction?

 They  don’t  have  any  under  construction.

 They  are  planning  another  one  for  up  the

 Hudson  Valley  somewhere  but  they
 haven’t  specifically  decided  where  to  put  it

 yet.  They  did,  back  in  the  late  sixties,  have

 plans  for  lots  of  them.  Originally,  the  first

 one,  the  one  they  built  at  Indian  Point,
 they  wanted  to  build  at  Ravenswood  in

 Queens.  Right  across  the  Bast  River  from
 Manhattan.

 What  is  the  present  status  of  the  reactors?

 Well,  unit  onec,  at  this  point  doesn’t

 operate,  it  hasn’t  operated  since  1974,
 because  it  doesn’t  have  an  emergency  core

 ‘cooling  system  (ECCS)  and  there  were  new

 safety  standards  adopted  in  1974  that  made

 it  illegal  to  run.  So  that  it’s  costing  them,  I

 mean  they  are  still  paying  off  the  invest-

 ment  and  they’re  not  getting  anything  out
 of  it.  So  there  is  certainly  a  discrepancy

 there.  Unit  two,  they  first  tried  operating

 in  ’71  and  actually  started  in  73,  is  the  on-

 ly  one  that  Con  Ed  still  owns  and  operates.

 Unit  three  they  sold  before  it  was  finished

 to  the  Power  Authority  of  the  State  of  New
 York  in  the  end  of  ’75.  Units  two  and  three

 are  almost  identical  in  design.

 What  is  the  projected  life  span  of  the  In-
 dian  Point  facility?

 The  number  they  use  is  30  years,  so  for
 unit  three  that  would  mean  it  would  run

 until  2003.  .

 Why  so  short  a  life  span?

 Radioactivity  makes  the  metal  decay.  It
 destroys  the  crystal  structure  in  it  and  it
 will  start  to  crack.

 What  becomes  of  the  plant  after  it  must  be
 closed?

 It’s  a  question  a  lot  of  the  people  would

 like  to  know  the  answer  to,  including  Con
 Edison  and  the  Public  Service  Commis-

 sion.  That  was  an  issue  in  the  rate  increase

 hearing.  Con  Ed  petitioned  for  a  10%  rate

 increase  last  winter  and  they  were  granted

 7%.  One  of  the  issues  was  that  they  had

 been  paying  $3.6  million  a  year  into  an

 escrow  fund  that  was  to  pay  for  the  decom-

 missioning  of  Indian  Point  when  it  got

 worn  out,  and  the  P.S.C.  said  that  they

 shouldn’t  pay  that  because  when  they  close

 unit  three,  they’ll  close  the  whole  facility,

 and  at  that  point,  they  shouldn’t  decom-

 mission  it  because  it  will  be  very  radioac-
 tive  and  also,  they  won’t  know  how  to  do  it

 so  they  should  wait  until  2114.  7  don’t

 know  where  they  picked  Aat  date  from.

 'So  the  P.S.C.  figured
 out  the  interest  at  9%  inflation  between

 now  and  2114.  They  decided  they  wouldn’t
 have  to  put  aside  verv  much.

 from  Indian  Point?  .
 All  the  high  level  waste  that’s  produced
 from  units  two  and  three  is  stored  on  the

 site.  They  don’t  have  any  other  place  to

 send  it.  They  store  it  in  pools  of  water  and

 they  kéep  circulating  the  water  through  it

 to  take  the  heat  that  the  radioactive  decay

 generates  out.  As  long  as  it  keeps  working

 it’s  okay,  if  the  water  leaks  out  of  the  pool

 somehow,  then  there’s  going-to  be  a  pro-

 blem.  Right  now,  for  unit  two,  they-  have
 enough  space  to  store  the  spent  fuel  until

 1983.  The  refueling  cycle  is  about  every  six-

 teen  months.  They  take  out  a  third  of  the

 fuel  rods  and  replace  them.

 What  about  the  geological  location  of  the

 plant?  How  closc  it  it  to  the  Ramapo

 Fault,  and  what  severity  of  seismological

 activity  is  it  built  to  withstand?

 Interesting  question.  It’s  about  1000  yards

 from  the  Ramapo  Fault  which  runs  under

 the  Hudson  River  at  that  point.  When  the

 plant  was  originally  built  they  didn’t  con-

 sider  that  at  all.  It  was  built  to  withstand,  I

 think,  a  Mercalli  six.  Mercalli  is  a  scale

 (Modified  Mercalli  Intensity  Scale)  that
 they  use  to  measure  earthquake  damage.

 There  are  some  seismologists  from
 Lamont-Doherty  Labs  which  is  across  the

 river  in  Rockland  Country  and  is  run  by

 Columbia,  who  have  analyzed  the  fault

 and  concluded  that  it  has  had  a  Mercalli

 seven  earthquake,  ånd  could  have  a  Mer-

 calli  eight.  On  Cape  Ann,  Massachusetts,

 which  is  the  same  earthquake  system,  there

 was  a  Mercalli  seven  earthquake  in  the,

 1700’s  and  their  feeling  is  that  the  plant
 isn’t  designed  to  withstand  that  severe  a

 quake  and  should  be  shut  down.

 ige
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 by  Ron  Karten

 Just  after  Christmas  in  1975,  Oscar

 Toro’s  five  year  old  daughter  was  found

 strangled,  stabbed,  and  hanged  in  the  base-

 ment  of  Toro’s  Jackson  Heights  home.  His

 ten  year  old  son  and  a  seventeen  year  old

 babysitter  remained  missing.  Toro  was  a

 Colombban  national,  reputedly  fighting

 for  control  of  the  Colombian  cocaine
 business  in  New  York.  When  his  son  and

 the  babysitter  were  found  nine  days  later,

 they  were  tied  to  poles  in  an  abandoned
 post  office  a  few  miles  from  his  home.  It

 was  January  and  they  were  frozen  solid.

 This  was  the  beginning  here  of  terrorist

 enforcement,  Colombia-style.  It  is  a

 sidelight  of  the  cocaine  pipeline  which  each

 year  brings  tons  of  the  sharp  white  crystal

 to  city  noses.  Cocaine  is  worth  ten  times  its

 weight  in  gold  on  the  streets  of  New  York.

 A  pound  of  pure  cocaine  crystal  in  Bogota,

 a  $7,000  investment,  can  grow  to  $350,000

 here.  Colombians  cook  up  the  coke,

 transport  it,  and  in  the  Jackson  Heights-
 Elmhurst  section  of  Queens,  where  the

 Colombian  community  is  200,000  strong,

 they  distribute  it.  There  has  been  a  string

 of  killings  in  the  process.

 The  streets  in  Jackson  Heights  and

 Elmhurst  are  quiet  until  they  converge  on
 Roosevelt-  Avenue.  The  El  train  runs

 overhead  there,  and  it  keeps  the  street  in
 shadows.  In  these  shadows  are  the
 businesses  which  profit  from  the  coke
 trade.  Here  are  the  Colombian  travel

 agents  and  real  estate  offices  whose
 numbers  have  doubled  in  the  last  five

 years.  Business  is  so  good  for  them  because

 coke  runners  have  to  book  a  lot  of  trips  to
 .  and  from  their  homeland,  (a  Drug  En-

 forcement  Administration  (DEA)  agent

 whom  l'll  call  ‘Max’  said  that  every  day  a
 Colombian  flies  back  home  with  half  a

 case),  and  becoming  dealing  coke  here

 necessitates  that  they  move  three  and  four

 times  a  year.  They  rent  two  or  three  cur-
 rent  residences  as  well.

 If  you  run  into  a  young  Colombian

 woman  (27  years  old)  who  says  that  she  is  a

 Venezuelan  named  Martha  Maria  Restrepo

 Quinones  but  probably  isn’t,  and  she  has

 a  $  a  0  sti
 two  scars  which  seem  to  resemble  bullet

 holes  above  her  right  eye,  you  can  see  why
 elaborate  housing  precautions  are
 necessary.  At  4:50  a.m.  on  October  15th,

 Elmhurst  General  Hospital,  bleeding  from

 those  two  bullet  holes  above  her  right  eye.

 Detective  Bill  Manning  of  the  110th
 Precinct  in  Elmhurst  was  there  when  she

 came  out  of  surgery.  Doctors  tould  get  on-

 ly  one  bullet  out.  To  have  attempted  to  ex-

 tract  the  other  would  have  killed  her.  Man-

 ning  asked  her  if  she  knew  who  did  it.

 give  a  name.  “As  she  started  to  get  back
 her  strength,’  Manning  said,  ‘she  closed

 up.  The  stronger  she  got,  the  less  I  was  able

 to  get  from  her.  She  had  two  visitors  while

 she  was  there.  Both  were  Colombians.

 Both  subsequently  arrested  on  cocaine

 charges.  I  brought  her  pictures  of  them

 and  she  denied  ever  having  seen  them.’

 The  furor  of  the  Vietnam  War  continues

 unabated  for  Robert  Russell  Garwood.

 Marine  Private  First  Class  Garwood,
 recently  repatriated  to  the  United  States

 after  almost  14  years  in  North  Viet  Nam,
 now  faces  military  charges  of  treason  and

 desertion.  The  allegations  were  leveled  at

 Garwood  by  other  ex-P.O.W.’s  who  say

 that  he  was  in  coercion  with  the  enemy
 while  in  North  Vietnamese  P.O.W.  camps.

 When  the  P.O.W.’s  came  home-in  1973

 Garwood  remained  behind.  In  early  1979

 he  passed  a  note  to  a  Finnish  diplomat
 stating  his  desire  to  return  to  the  United

 States.  Within  a  matter  of  weeks  his  release

 was  arranged  by  the  State  Department.  He

 was  brought  to  this  country  and  secured  at

 Great  Lakes  Naval  Training  Center  for  an

 ‘indefinite’  period  of  time  for  examina-

 tions  ‘and  debriefings.  According  to  of-
 ficials  Garwood  was  at  no  time  under  ar-

 rest.  He  was  assigned  to  duty  at  Great

 Lakes.  As  if  to  substantiate  this  statement,
 Garwood  was  given  a  thirty  day  convales-
 cent  leave,  returned  to  his  home  in  Indiana

 and  is  currently  awaiting  further  orders

 before  going  on  to  Camp  Le  Jeune,  N.C.

 Robert  Garwood  joined  the  marines  in

 1963  at  the  age  of  17,  In  1965  he  was  ship-

 ped  to  Viet  Nam  with  the  Third  Marine
 Division.  In  September  of  that  year  he
 disappeared  in  Quang  Tri  Province  near

 Da  Nang  and  was  not  seen  by  Americans

 until  March  of  1968.  It  was  the  years  ’68  to
 73  in  the  P.O.W.  camps  that  Robert  Gar-

 wood  gained  a  Benedict  Arnold  status.

 Little  is  known  of  those  14  years  Gar-

 wood  spent  in  Viet  Nam.  He  has  steadfast-

 ly  denied  P.O.W.  charges  of  complicity

 with  the  enemy.  On  the  advise  of  his
 lawyer,  Garwood  has  declined  to  speak

 further  of  his  experiences.  The  Marine

 The  week  of  October  23rd,  the  ‘chunky,

 dark-haired’  woman  disappeared  from

 Elmhurst  General,  the  one  bullet  still  in  her

 head,  her  assailant  still  on  the  loose.

 Three  days  after  Martha  Maria  Restrepo
 or  whoever  she  was,  was

 dumped  on  the  ramp  of  Elmhurst
 Hospital,  Ramiro  Guerrero,  30,  and  an
 unidentified  ‘Jane  Doe’  were  found  shot

 in  the  face  in  the  same  house  where  Oscar

 Toro  had  lived.  Five  pounds  of  Cocaine

 and  $15,000  were  discovered  hidden  in  a

 ceiling  panel,  but  the  motive  for  this
 shooting  was  not  robbery  because  the  gas
 in  the  house  had  been  turned  on.  This  was

 revenge.  Guerrero  and  Doe  were  dead  on
 arrival  at  Elmhurst  General.

 Enforcers  are  a  big  part  of  each  of  the

 dozens  of  coke  rings  which  originate  on
 vast  estates  in  Colombia.  According  to

 Max  of  the  DEA,  ‘The  houses  look  like

 they  came  out  of  Gone  with  the  Wind.”

 The  trade  begins  high  in  the  Andes  Moun-

 tains  of  Bolivia,  Peru,  and  Ecuador.
 There,  for  every  150  pounds  of  coca  leaves

 the  Colombian  entrepreneurs  procedure,

 they  can  make  a  quick  pound  of  paste.

 That  paste  is  smuggled  past  Colombian

 border  guards  to  coke  kitchens  in  Cali,

 Bogota,  and  Medellin  where  itis  refined

 into  crystal.  If  it  is  still  pure-  coke  by  the

 time  it  gets  out  of  the-kitchens,  the  coke

 will  be  stepped  on  with  procaine  or  a

 pure  when  the  load  is  moved  to  Bogota’s

 Eldorado  Airport  or  to  the  port  cities  of

 Baranquilla,  and  Santa  Marta  for  export

 by  ship.  Grancolombiana  ships  of  the

 are  known  for  transporting  giant  quantities
 of  coke.  The  ‘Sugar  Pier”  in  Brooklyn

 has  been  a  favorite  dock.  Swimmers  go  out

 in  black  wet  suits  in  the  dead  of  night  to  br-

 ing  in  bags  which  are  dropped  to  them
 from  the  ship.  Each  kilo  is  worth  $2,000

 for  delivery  but  at  this  time  of  night,

 ripoffs  are  easy  and  frequent.  And  you
 don’t  just  rip  off  someone  with  cocaine.

 You  rip  them  off  and  kill  them.

 Dealing  cocaine  is  a  dirty  business.

 When  it  arrives  in  Queens,  it  is  stepped  on

 so  many  times  that  it  may  be  no  more  than

 12  percent  pure  when  the  noses  take  over.

 Corps  has  requested  its  naval  superiors  to

 conduct  a  formal  investigation  into  the

 charges.  This  investigation  will  determine

 if  theirs  is  sufficient  evidence  to  warrant  a

 court  martial.  The  charges  under  investiga-
 tion  by  the  tribunal  are  as  follows:

 Soliciting  American  Combat  Forces  to

 Throw  down  their  weapons  and  refuse  to
 fight.

 Desertion  in  time  of  war.

 Conduct  unbecoming  a  prisoner.

 Attempting  to  cause  insubordination,

 disloyalty  and  refusal  of  duty  among
 fellow  P.O.W.’s.

 If  Garwood  is  found  guilty  of  these

 charges  he  faces  the  maximum  penalty  of

 death,  dishonorable  discharge,  forfeiture
 of  all  pay  and  allowances  and  reduction  to

 private  grade  E-I.  If  innocent  he  will  be

 able  to  collect  $150,000  in  back  pay.
 In  light  of  military  considerations  con-

 cerning  the  reinstitution  of  the  draft  the

 Garwood  case  is  ironic.  The  resumption  of

 the  draft  when  combined  with  the  present
 state  of  the  American  economy,  signals  the

 possibility  that  our  “leaders”  are  ready  for

 another  war  involving  the  people  of  this
 country.  Robert  Garwood,  the  “last
 P.O.W.”,  serves  as  a  poignant  reminder  of

 the  shameful  era  of  Viet  Nam.  In  1973  the

 P.O.W.s  came  home  and  forced  conscrip-
 tion  was  ended.  In  1979  Robert  Garwood

 has  returned  and  forced  conscription  will
 resume  shortly  if  the  war  machine  has  its

 way.  The  far-reaching  effects  of  the  Viet-

 nam  War  on  every  level  of  American  life

 are  still  being  felt.  Garwood’s  case  will  no

 doubt  intensify  feelings  and  open  old

 wounds  as  the  question  of  duty  vs.  cons-
 cience  arises.  In  Robert  Garwood  we  see  a

 past  that  may  well  reflect  our  future  if  the

 lessons  of  Viet  Nam  are  forgotten  and

 Robert  Garwood  is  sacrificed  to  the  gods
 of  war,
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 4,000  people  a  month  to  Houston’s
 freeways;  made  Dallas-Ft.  Worth  (com-
 bined)  the  nation’s  fifth-largest  city  and

 most  prosperous;  pumped  the  nation’s

 largest  Latin  American  metropolis,  San

 Antonio,  up  to  nearly  a  million  uncounted

 illegal  (and  hardworking)  immigrants;  and

 fueled  the  boom  whi¢h  keeps  Texas
 unemployment  rates  at  about  3%  (2%  in

 Dallas  and  Houston),  not  counting  all  the

 doodleysquat  jobs  unlisted  with  the  IRS  or

 any  Federal  agency  and  the  usually  im-

 ported,  unpapered  Mexicans  filling  them.

 Not  to  say  that  the  sudden  surge  in  the

 state’s  growth,  where  the  Future  is  Now,

 brings  all  good  tidings,  especially  to

 youngish  people.  Despite  a  noticeable

 liberalization  in  some  things—the
 emergence  of  the  cosmic  cowboy,  even

 blessed  by  the  forthcoming  movie  being

 filmed  in  Houston  starring  John  Travolta

 called  The  Urban  Cowboy;  legal  drinking

 on  the  streets  and—off  and  on—vwinking

 at  marijuana  (it  is  used  totally;  Texas  is  the

 -  total  dope  society);  a  little  integration  here

 and  there  brought  on  by  heart-stoppingly
 beautiful  Chicanas  and  Blacks  seen  in  the

 cities;  some  mellowing  of  the  America-

 firsters  as  even  they  have  to  admit  they

 don’t  know  what  the  hell  is  going  wrong

 with  the  country—despite  fun  and  games

 everywhere  abundant  and  abandoned;

 John  Wayne  is  still  alive,  and  well,  in  Tex-
 as.

 So  some  cowboys  have  long  hair  and

 sóme  cowgirls  have  short—but  if  they  get

 cross-ways  with  the  Law,  then  lookout.

 The  police  here  bump  off  someone  in  the

 state  daily,  and  guns  are  probably  the  most

 popular  household  appliance,  so  citizens

 go  after  homicide  and  mayhem  with  even
 more  reckless  abandon  than  the  boys  in

 blue  and  black.

 Especially  minority  groups  get  rough

 treatment  by  justice:  Joe  Torres,  arrested
 in  a  barroom  brawl  on  Mexican  In-
 dependence  Day  in  Houston  (Cinco  do

 Mayo)  was  found  later  drowned  in  Buffalo

 Bayou.  The  two  cops  he  was  in  the  custody

 of  were  fined  $1  and  given  a  year  suspend-

 Shreveport  was  joyriding  in  a  car  and  shot
 at  and  then  killed  as  he  tried  to  surrender

 and  the  police  planted  a  gun  on  him,  five

 of  them  conspiring  to  cover  the  whole

 thing  up.  Those  are  only  two  recent  in-
 cidents  in  Houston—it  is  said  that  in  Dallas

 and  San  Antonio  such  cases  would  never

 even  have  come  to  trial.  The  only  relief

 from  such  repression  is  that  both  Black

 and  Chicano  neighborhoods  are  growing,

 and  within  these  environs,  some  of  them

 pretty,  pleasant  and  not  so  poor  places,  the

 minorities  groups  are  having  their  share  of

 the  bucks  and  yucks.

 The  heads  and  the  high  timers,  too  have

 their  enclaves:  the  whole  city  of  Austin,

 most  of  Galveston  (too  decayed  to  have

 too  many  police  to  bother  with),
 Houston’s  inner  city  MOntröse  area,

 Dallas’s  east  side  (where  the  amazing  Bois

 d’Arc  Patriots  are  still  lively,  thank  you),

 and  then  a  whole  hell  of  a  lot  of  outlying

 sites  such  as  Lake  Travis’s  Hippy  Hollow

 near  Austin,  the  deserted  rough  beach  east
 of  Beaumont-Port  Arther  and  in  the  wilds

 of  mid-Padre  Island,  certain  farming  areas

 in  the  Piney  Woods  of  East  Texas,  and
 somé  tumbleweed  colonies  of  Santa  Fe,

 New  Mexico  up  in  the  Panhandle.

 Fluidity  and  mobility  key  success  in  the

 Texas  alternate  culture,  and  the  paying  gig

 can  be  anything  from  day  labor  on  con-

 struction,  where  long  hair  can  be  tucked

 into  a  hard  hat,  nitty-gritty  farming,  or

 highly  risky  dope  running,  into  which  the

 professionals  (politicians,  law  enforcement

 personnel  and  Mafioso)  are  moving.  You

 can  live  cheap,  if  you  have  patient  friends
 or  a  habitable  van  (for  no  one  believes  in

 the  gas  crisis  here  yet  and  it  hasn’t  hit,  so
 why  worry),  jobs  are  easy  to  get  (and  low

 paying)  and  people  are  used  to  rolling

 stones  and  getting  stoned  and  rolling.

 Among  the  freak  establishments.  I  have

 personally  seen  Les  Amis  restaurant  in
 Austin,  an  outdoor  place  with  a  Lower
 East  Side  ambience,  and  several  houseboat

 dwellers  places  must  rank  high.  Some  peo-

 ple  go  for  mobile  home  colonies,  like  the

 growing  gay  community  up  in  the  hills  west

 of  Austin;  others  crowd  in  and  pitch  in  on

 a  Houston  house,  even  a  townhouse  and

 cram  it  to  the  rafters  with  rent-splitting  ac-

 quaintances.  The  whole  boom  in  that  city’s

 first  few  corageous  pioneering  capitalists

 among  the  gays  who  figured  that  owner-

 ship,  hated  word,  was  the  only  wày  to

 go—now  Westheimer  Street,  running  from
 downtown  out  to  Neiman-Marcus  and  the

 glittering  Galleria  Shopping  Center,  is.a

 beehive  of  restaurants,  drag  queens,  hip-

 pies,  tourists  and  adventurers  in  neon

 sleaze,  non-stop  acrawl  with  autos:

 Signs  of  the  emerging  looser  lifestyle

 range  from  the  high  availability  of  pot,

 Mexican,  and  locally  flourishing
 mushrooms,  and  the  presence  of  freaks  in

 the  larger  cities  and  college  towns  at  rallies

 Against  Racism  in  Houston  shows  signs  of

 becoming  an  annual  event,  and  Eeyore’s

 Birthday  Party  in  Austin,  though  officially

 killed,  goes  on  by  the  creekside,  replete

 with  a  love-in,  smoke-in,  be-in  participated

 in  by  thousands.
 The  whole  Gulf  beach  area  is  a  freak’s

 hang-out  during  the  warm  months,  for

 people  from  all  over  the  nation  are  down

 there  tanning  and  splashing  and  drinking

 Lone  Star  beer,  and  the  cops  major  and

 usually  only  concern  is  that  no  egregious

 use  of  weapons  occur  during  the  inevitable

 fight  in  Texas—it,  like  Southern  states,  has

 an  elaborate  escalating  code  of  insult  and

 confrontation,  in  any  step  of  which  an  op-

 ponent  can  back  down—but  usually  people

 are  too  high  or  pissed  to  know  what  they

 are  doing  or  it  is  a  freeway  when  no  one

 has  time  to  maneuver  much,  and  someone

 loses  his/her  hide  or  good  piece  thereof.

 The  enjoyment  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,

 like  good  bit  of  the  other  Southwestern

 goodies,  depends  a  lot  on  the  participant:

 you  have  to  use  your  eyes  and  ears  to  spot

 likely  places  and  people,  and  your  con-
 sciousness  to  know  when  a  scene  is  mellow

 or  edging  toward  the  red.  It,  beyond  that,

 is  simplicity:  just  get  on  the  beach,

 drive—you  can  drive  2000  miles  or  more

 siana  line  down  to  Mexico—and  look  to

 congregating.  In  general,  you  will  move

 toward  nicer,  white  sand  beaches,  the

 closer  you  get  to  Mexico,  with  fish  plen-
 tiful  nearly  everywhere  even  around  the

 polluted  toilet  Galveston  Bay.

 Austin  freaks  like  the  Victoria  beach,

 check  with  them  first;  while  the  Houston

 crowds  go  to  Galveston,  turn  left  and  then

 take  the  free  ferry  over  to  Bolivar  Penin-

 sula,  where  watermelons  come  from  and

 the  old  lighthouse,  blackened  by  time,  still

 Pađre  Island  and  risk  getting  their  cars
 stuck  in  the  sand  in  the  island’s  deserted

 middle  section,  and  those  heading  for

 Mexico  (where  they  hate  freaks  at  the

 border)  will  turn  back  up  onto  South
 Padre  Island.

 Again,  it  depends  on  your  abilities  to

 have  a  good  time:  you  can  fish  and  live  for

 almost  nothing  a  day  on  the  shores  of  the

 sand.  People  wòn’t  mess  with  you  if  you
 don’t  mess  with  them,  usually,  and  the  law

 could  care  less,  unless  by  some  chance  they

 actually  have  to  arrest  you.  Back  from  the

 beaches,  many  of  the  nude  aréas  and  vir-

 tually  all  of  them  bare-breast  havens,  you
 can  search  for  the  abundant  mushrooms  in

 the  humid  pastures  of  the  near-Costal

 region,  and  then  range  into  the  hill  and

 cactus  country  for  peyote  cactus  and  other
 exotica,  which  is  just  sitting  there  waiting.

 Aside  from  the  basic  camping/urban

 survival.  skills  you  would  need  in  any

 varied,  hot  environment,  in  Texas  you
 must  relate  to  the  people,  to  the  straight

 people,  a  lot  of  them  as  wiggy  as  anything

 you  will  ever  see  anywhere  but  coming

 from  a  strange  dimension  of  space  and

 likely  to  move  easily  from  objectivity  to  ac-

 tive  hostility,  expecially  in  the  presence  of

 drugs,  booze,  women  and  heat—which  are

 all-  always  present  nearly  everywhere  in

 Texas,  anyway.  A  surface  friendliness  may

 get  you  by,  if  you  are  not  too  freaky-

 looking,  but  if  you  get  involved  in  an

 unplesant  scene,  soft  answers  can  often

 turn  away  wrath  and  are  sttongly  recom-

 mended.  Do  not  mess  with  another’s
 anything,  either,  unless  you  Want  to  start  a

 shooting  war  with  a  whole  passel  of
 rednecks  or  whoever.

 Aside  from  that  Texas  is  yours  to  en-

 joy—gasoline  will  be  plentiful  until  there

 ain’t  no  more  nowhere  and  most  people

 are  still  helpful,  simple,  and  neighborly,

 except  on  the  freeways.  Texas  needs
 freaks,  and  it  almost  realizes  it  needs  them.

 SA
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 TPT  TEREN  N  a,  S  BEININ  BI  SEIRA  IAT  SUT  AA  T  E

 4-A  SL
 3R  -D

 Bandit  calling  is  the  main  focal  point  in  our

 war  against  the  vast  corporate  piggies  (e.g.  Coca

 `  Cola  pushing  the  new  flick,  “The  First  Tengo  in

 China”,  in  the  reimperialization  of  China.)
 So  all  you  telephone  guerillas  should  avail

 yourselves  of  the  New  1979  Bell  Telephone
 Credit  Card  Code  in  the  great  close  encounter
 between  outlaws  and  piggies.  In  essence,  this  is

 just  as  good  a  way  to  launch  an  attack  upon  the

 cheapest  “mother”  of  them  all,  the  American
 Telephone  and  Telegraph.  I  feel  that  paying  for

 a  call  is  the  same  thing  as  donating  money  to  the

 Brain  Police  (e.g.  wiretaps.)
 To  avoid  getting  caught  by  the  Bell  BOys,  you

 should  use  a  coin  phone;  otherwise,  making  a
 CCC  from  a  home  phone  can  get  you  into  a  vat

 of  hot  water.  Pay  phones  and  credit  card
 numbers  should  be  switched  so  as  to  avoid  fall-

 ing  into  traceable  patterns.  Also,  you  should  try

 to  simulate  the  voice  of  a  pig  executive  or  his
 sccretnry  when  you  relate  the  CCN  to  the
 operator.  When  you  make  up  a  number,  you

 7V  9-H
 take  the  phane  number,  for  instance  the  White

 House,  (456-1414)  which  would  be  credit  No.
 456-1414-032-D.  Check  the  charts  to  the  right.

 032  is  the  RAO  for  D.C.,  and  D  matches  the  ‘4°

 in  the  seventh  digit.  Make  up  your  own  new  CC

 Nos.  from  listed  numbers  of  big  corporations!
 To  use  them,  dial  Operator,  followed  by  the
 number  you’re  calling.  An  operator  answers
 and  you  sày,  “Charge  this  to  credit  card
 number...….….  ”  Never  call  anyone  who  would  tell

 who  called.  It’s  not  illegal  to  receive  C.C:  calls
 but  the  recipient  may  be  questioned  later.

 If  Bell  security  approaches  you  about  CCC’s
 tell  them  they  have  no  way  of  proving  you  called

 Tangier  unless  they  come  up  with  a  signed  state-

 ment  from  a  corroborating  witness.

 -  Remember,  Bell  Boys  are  pigs  in  the  same
 vein  as  the  Red  Squad  Agents  photographing

 Well,  the  Yippie-Revolve-A-Charge  Plan  is
 here  for  us  freedom  fighters  in  dealing  with  the

 monsterous  AT&T.  Remember  bandit  calling  is

 the  next  best  thing  to  being  there.

 New  Jersey  091,094  |  Nebraska  237|  Toronto  517  476
 Dist.  of  Columbia  202  032,033  |  Chicago  312  097,098,234  |  Mississipppi  601  0589
 „Hartford  203  020  |Michigan  313  913,096  |  Arizona  602  084,085
 Seattle  206  163|  Detroit  313  083,183]  Vancouver  604  493
 Stockton  209  25418t.  Louis  314  177|  Madison  608  201
 Fresno  209  289  |  Georgia  404  022,063]  Minneapolis  612  126
 New  York  City  212  012,017,  |  Atlanta  404  035|  Ottawa  613  473

 018,021,023,  |  San  Jose  408  293|  Nashville  615  047
 024,072,074  |  Pittsburgh  412  030|  Memphis  615  487

 Los  Angeles  213  048,182,184,  |  Milwaukse  414  0881|  Boston  617  001
 184,187,332  |  San  Fransisco  415  158|  Massachusetts  617  007

 Santa  Monica/Venice  213  537  |  Berkeley  415  187  |  Nevada  `  702  271
 Philly  218  041,043  Toronto  416  476|  Virginia  703  033
 Akron  216  050  |  Arkansas  s01  147  |  Charototte  704  319
 Cleveland  216  082|Kentucky  502  550|  Houston  713  159
 Duluth  218  126  |Oregon  803  131  |  San  Diego  714  184
 Maryland  310  011|Louisana  504  048  |  Utah  801  155,383
 Colorado  303  153/New  Mexico  505  105|  Tampa/St.  Petersburg  813  182
 Miami  305  044  |Spokane  509  128|  Pennsylvania  `  814  208
 Wyoming  307  137  |Dayton  $13  185|  New  York  State  914  141

 Nevada

 *  Susan  McKann  and  Danny
 Carson  City,  Nevada  89701

 167  Leroy  Ave.

 Buffalo,  N.Y.  14212

 *  Peoples  Power  Plant

 Binghamton,  N.Y.
 *N:Y.C:.  YIP
 10  Bleecker  St.

 N.Y.C.,  N.Y.  10012
 `  212-533-5028

 Pennsylvania

 *  Whole  in  the  Universe  Gang

 Box  2011  Towson  State  Univ.

 Towson,  MD.  21204

 June  :
 9

 *  NEW  ORLEANS  SMOKE-IN

 -  City  Park,  raindate  June  10.”
 *  CHICAGO  ROCK  AGAINST

 RACISM  Lincoln  Park,  info:

 Chicago  YIP.  10  t
 1  *  SEATTLE  SMOKE-IN

 Capitol  Hill,  Washington.

 23

 *  CHICAGO  SMOKE-IN

 info:  312-764-1909

 July

 1

 *  EDMONTON,  ALBERTA
 SMOKE-IN,  info:  Prairie  Weed,
 Box  115,  U.  of  Alberta,  Edmon-
 ton,  Alberta,  Canada  T6G  2J7.

 *  Rupert  and  Leatrice  Illinois  `  Wash.  D.C. 4411  Mallet  St.  +  Carbondale  Zoo  *  D.C.  YIP
 Rockville,  MD.  20853  608  E.  Park  St.  2427  18th.  NW

 702-882-6684  Georgia  Carbondale,  Ill.  62901  Wash.  D.C.  20007 Vermont  *  C.A.M.P.  *  Chicago  YIP  Texas *  Laura  Garth  POB  53265  Rock  Against  Racism  *  Chuck  Brame
 Goddard  College  Atlanta,  GA.  30355  POB  82754  1129  Washington
 Plainfield,  Vermont  05667  404-231-WEED  Chicago,  Ill.  60680  Ft.  Worth,  Texas  76111 New  York  Arkansas  312-  764-1909  »*  Ultra
 *  Cold  Springs  Warehouse  *  John  Adams  SUN  YIB  POB  35253 Houston,  Texas  77035

 *  Austin  YIP

 411  E.  45th  St.

 Indiana  Austin,  Texas
 *  Bruce  Anderson  T  YIB  Michigan 38⁄2  S.  Sanousky  ,  *  Michigan  Cannibis  Caucus
 Delaware,  Ohio  Bloomington,  Ind.  47401  '  712  Emmet  St.

 Missouri  Ypsilanti,  Mich.  48197

 Wisconsin

 *  Madison  YIP
 15  S.  Bassett  St. RD  I  *  Columbus  YIP  Iowa  i

 Wholebrook,  PA.  15341  POB  8234  *  lowa  City  YIP  a
 *  Fred  Lee  Columbus,  Ohio  43201  POB  225  c/o  Peoples  Rights 5226  Knox  St.  614-299-2936  Iowa  City,  Iowa  52240  125  N.  Barlay
 Germantown,  PA.  Kentucky  319-337-4895  Eau  Clair,  Wisc
 Maryland  *  Kentucky  Marijuana  Feasability  Study  +  Cedar  Rapids  YIP  :
 +  Alternative  Action  Committee  Gatewood  Galbraith  POB  5201

 3&4
 *  ANNUAL  4th  of  JULY

 SMOKE-IN,  Washington,  DC.  in-  >
 fo:  CAMP  DC.

 7

 *  MARCH  ACROSS  BLACK
 HILLS  Black  Hills  Alliance.

 12

 *  HARVEY  MILK  MEMORIAL
 MARCH

 14

 `  *  NATIONAL  NUDE  DAY

 August

 }6

 *  HIROSHIMA  DAY

 Stop  the  Nukes.

 September

 3

 *  SPRINGFIELD,  ILL.  SMOKE-

 IN  State  Capitol,  info:  217-

 Washington

 *  Mike  Compton
 POB  293

 Yelm,  Wash.

 *  Kevin  Hilbiber

 1431  Minor  St.  Box  609

 Seattle,  Wash.

 California

 *  Fred  Cash

 POB  60274

 Sunnyvale,  CA.

 408-297-2105  è
 +*  Bill  Sassenberger

 1894  W.  9th  Ave.

 Pomona,  CA.  91766
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 is  Francis  Ford  Apocalypola  boasting  “We

 N  had  to  o  the  Phillippines  to  save  the

 almost  as  expensive  and  costly  as  the  war

 itself  was  (and  equally  unjust).  A  viewing
 of  Apocalypse  Now  costs  you  an  airplane
 ticket  to  Cannes  and  a  week  in  a  beachside

 10tel.  The  Deer  Hunter,  with  much

 Valkyrean  fanfare,  was  seen  by  only  a

 andful  of  uptown  Noo  Yawkers  and  Mo-

 tion  Picture  Academy  members  before

 winning  its  ‘Best  Movie’  and  other
 Oscars—has  there  ever  before  been  such  an

 elitist  Oscar-giving,  to  a  movie  that  most  of

 he  nation’s  moviegoers  would  have  to

 wait  for  post-Oscars  reserved-seat  over-

 riced  showings?

 "The  Deer  Hunter  (which  could’ve  been

 called  The  Beer  Hunter  or  The  Queer

 Hunter,  since  all  the  heroes  do  is  drink

 `  beer  and  make  anti-homosexual  innuen-

 `  does)  is  a  film  as  elitist  as  its  Oscar  (not  to

 _  mention  unconscionably  racist,  sexist,
 jingoistic,  pompous,  pretentious  and  júst  a

 _  plain  boring  ass-scratcher).  The  Deer

 Hunter  is  pseudo-intellectual  macho-
 _  mythic  crap,  from  the  Godfather  rip-off

 _  wedding  scene,  to  the  Deliverance  rip-off

 _  male-bonding  deer-hunting  trips,  to  the

 _  Teutonic  overkill  of  De  Niro  stalking  his

 _  latter-day  Bambi  backed  by  Wagnerian

 strains  reminiscent  of  Triumph  of  the  Will,

 to  the  Big  Lie  Vietcong  POW  torture
 scenes  (real-life  Vietnam  vets  claim  the

 Russian  roulette  torture  techniques  are
 .  totally  fabricated;  also,  the  tiger  cages  were

 employed  in  the  real  war  by  the  US,  not  the

 NLF).

 The  only  difference  between  The  Deer

 Hunter  and  any  movie  about  WWII  is  that

 nowadays  the  hero  aims  the  gun  at  his  own

 head  rather  than  the  enemy’s—obviously,

 a  product  of  the  Me  Generation  mentality.

 It’s  no  surprise  that  John  Wayne  was
 chosen  to  bestow  the  Oscar  honors  on  The

 Deer  Hunter,  while  outside  anti-Deer
 Hunter  demonstrators  were  surrounding

 the  awards  banquet  like  Indians  encircling

 a  Wayne-movie  wagon  train.  Strip  away

 The  Deer  Hunter’s  artsy  oh-so-chic  con-

 _  descending  look  at  working-class  Slavic-

 Amerikan  camaraderie,  it’s  no  better  than
 the  Duke’s  own  The  Green  Berets  in

 crude  right-wing  depiction  of  all  Viet-
 _  namese  as  Yellow  Peril  barbarians.

 "The  Deer  Hunter  seems  to  forget  the

 Americans  were  the  aggressors  in  Vietnam,

 and  that  any  harsh  behavior  from  the

 NLF  is  only  justifiable  retaliation  to

 pretecti  their  homeland  from  brazen
 Yank  ransackers.  Who  cares  about  what

 quistadors?  A  better  subject  for
 Hollywood  to  consider  would  be  what  hap-

 "  Pened  to  a  typical  Vietnamese  peasant

 _  family  during  this  whole  mess,  sort  of  a
 Gone  With  the  Wind  Southeast  Asia  style,

 with  the  burning  of  Atlanta  replaced  by  the

 Secret  bombing  of  Cambodia.  The  only

 thing  The  Deer  Hunter  is  good  for  is  to  in-

 sert  the  POW  camp  torture  scenes  as

 flashbacks  in  Taxi  Driver  to  esplain  the  Dè

 Niro  character’s  post-Vietnam  psychosis:
 after  his  war-buddies  either  shot

 themselves  or  got  physically  maimed,  he

 freaked  out,  moved  to  New  York,  changed
 his  name  to  Travis  Bickle  and  started  driv-

 ing  a  cab:

 The  other  Vietnam  movies  that  have
 "Come  out  in  the  last  few  years  include  bat-

 tle  movies,  comingxhome  movies,  and

 movies  about  what’happened  on  the
 Sidelines.  Of  the  battle  movies,  Wayne’s

 |  The  freen  Berets  was  a  slow-moving  dull- Wied  remake  of  every  WWII  movie  the

 Duke  ever  made—it’s  easy  for  the  Duke:

 even  in  Vietnam,  we  were  the  good  gys,

 they  were  the  bad  guys,  so  we  blew  them  to

 :  Smithereeens  and  could  have  wopr..  the  war
 if  we  weren’t  held  back  by  knee-jerk  liberal

 photos  courtesy  JERRY  OHLINGER'S  MOVIE  MATERIAL  STORE,  120  W,  3rd  St.,  NYC  10012

 page  /3

 press  and  wimpy  Senators.  Go  Tell  the

 Spartans  was  a  plotless,  cliche-ridden

 shoot-em-up  starring  a  senile  Burt  Lan-

 caster.  But  The  Boys  in  Company  C  was  a

 good,  no-holds-barred  look  at  the  confus-

 ed  world  of  grunts  on  the  front,  draftees

 finding  themselves  forced  into  the  position

 of  kill  or  be  killed  as  unwelcome  strangers

 in  a  strange  land.  Coppola’s  Apocalypse
 Now  sounds  from  the  advance  word  of

 Cannes-critics  like  the  action  scenes  sizzle

 but  that  it’s  waterlogged  in  murky  morality

 bullshit  that  draws  pseudo-literary  allu-

 sions  to  Joseph  Conrad’s  Heart  of
 Darkness  just  like  The  Deer  Hunter  bor-
 rowed  resonance  from  its  title’s  similarity

 to  James  Fenimore  Cooper’s  naively  im-

 perialistic  novel  The  Deerslayer.

 More  abundant  are  the  coming-home

 movies,  which  is  weird  because  most

 Americans  know  what  was  going  on  at

 home  during  that  time  and  would  probably

 be  more  fascinated  in  what  was  really  hap-

 pening  over  there  after  the  NBC-ABC-CBS
 color-video  crews  helicoptered  home.

 Psycho-sadismo  movies  make  a  stab  at

 social  commentary  by  blaming  the  anti-

 hero’s  bloodletting  on  being  a  wacked-out

 Nam  Vet,  like  in  Paul  Schrader’s  scripts

 for  Taxi  Driver  and  Rolling  Thunder.

 Heroes,  Henry  Winkler’s  fumbling  at-

 tempt  to  break  away  from  Fonzie
 typecasting,  was  about  a  loony  outcast
 who  can  blame  his  Jerry  Lewis  weirdness

 on  occasional  flashbacks  from  his  days  on

 duty  in  Vietnam.  The  movie  charts  his

 crosscountry  bus  trek  to  find  old  buddies,

 accompanied  by  cutesy-sexy  Sally  Fields

 before  she  became  Burt  Reynolds-
 wrapped.  A  better  version  of  a  similar

 plotline  is  Tracks,  starring  Dennis  Hopper,
 the  aging  Easy  Rider  wunderkind,  as  a

 zany  Nam  Vet  çarting  his  black  war  bud-
 dy’s  corpse  on  a  crosscountry  train  trek.

 What  makes  Tracks  superior  to  Herocs  is

 that  Hopper  is  also  hounded  by  CIA

 agents  and  his  own  paranoia,  and  that

 Hopper  is  a  zonked-out  acidhead  in  real

 life,  but  mostly  because  Dennis  the  menace

 is  a  much  better  actor  than  TV  sitcom  king

 Winkler.  Coming  Home,  though  widely

 is  politically  simplistic:  the

 Vietnam  War  was  bad  because  it  crippled

 nice  guys  like  Jon  Voight,  not  because  it

 was  a  wanton  imperialistic  venture.  Com-

 ing  Home  is  amputee  love  accompanied  by
 early-seventies  jukebox  rockers  that  are

 conveniently  nostalgia-provoking  but  that

 the  straight  characters  in  the  movie  would

 never  Mave  listened  to,  opting  instead  for
 saccharine  stuff  like  Sinatra’s  ‘When  I

 Was  Seventeen  it  Was  a  Very  Good  Year’.

 Vietnam  movies  about  what  happened

 on  the  sidelines  are  interesting  sideshow
 allegories  of  the  war  itself.  Karel  Riesz’s

 Who'll  Stop  the  Rain?,  based  on  Robert

 Stone’s  novel  The  Dog  Soldiers,  about  an
 American  Namvet  (Nick  ‘Thick  as  a
 Brick’  Nolte)  who  smuggles  smack  from

 Vietnam  and  who  kidnaps  Tuesday  Weld

 at  gunpoint.  Although-  Nolte’s  character  is

 equally  as  obnoxious  as  the  actor  who

 plays  him,  Tuesday  Weld’s  harrowing

 heroin-addict  performance  is  a  far  cry
 from  her  start  as  a  tart  on  TV’s  Dobie

 Gillis.  Saint  Jack  was  supposed  to  be  Peter

 Bogdanovich’s  great  comeback,  but  in-

 stead  it  just  proves  to  him  he  can’t  blame

 his  cinematic  failings  on  Cybill  Shepherd’s

 cardboard  acting  anymore.  Saint  Jack

 sounds  good  in  print-an  American  ex-

 patriate  who  runs  a  brothel  in  Singapore

 for  American  soldiers  during  the  Vietnam

 war  is  forced  to  show  his  real  integrity

 when  confronted  b  an  immoral  offer from  the  CIA—could  have  been  a  latter-

 day  version  of  director  Michael  Curtiz’s

 Casablanca,  but  alas  Ben  Gazzara  is  no

 Bogie,  and  Bogdanovich  is  no  Michael

 Curtiz.  As  usual,  Bogdanovich  bogs  down

 a  bit—hours  drag  on  as  the  plot  barely
 moves,  and  scene  transitions  become  as  `

 confusing  as  character  motivation.
 Of  all  the  aforementioned  Vietnam

 movies,  only  Wayne’s  The  Green  Berets

 had  the  guts  to  come  out  while  the  war  was

 actually  being  raged,  rather  than  waiting
 for  a  safe  length  of  time  until  the  war  was

 comfortably  misted  in  memory.  Although

 I  despise  Wayne’s  reactionary  politics  even

 as  he  lies  on  his  deathbed  (pre-death  press
 coverage  has  made  him  another  Hubert

 Humphrey  walking-dead),  it  is  better  to

 make  history  than  to  try  to  rewrite  history
 years  later.
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 Thè  following  interview  with  Phillipe
 Markay  of  the  Senders  was  conducted  in

 the  middle  of  a  crowded  dressing  room  ai
 Max’s.

 Phillipe,  what  is  your  philosophy?

 Rock  all  night,  słeep  all  day.  We  had  jobs

 but  we  cannot  keep  them,  we  just  get  fired.
 Then  we  end  up  asking  five  bucks  to  a
 friend.

 Tell  me,  how  did  you  meet  the  band?
 Well,  I  worked  for  the  Heartbreakers  for  a

 while,  helping  with  the  equipment,  and

 through  a  friend  I  met  Stène  Shevlin,  the

 bass  player  and  we  started  playing
 together.  Actually  I  was  playing  drums
 before  I  became  a  lead  singer.  I  also  play

 guitar  and  harmonica.  So  Steve  and  I  went

 through  a  lot  of  people  before  we  got  our

 present  line  up.  Our  drummer,  Tony
 Machine,  was  in  the  Criminals.  Parker

 Sherman,  the  guitar  player  with  whom  I
 write  some  of  our  songs,  I  met  at  the

 Chelsea  Hotel  five  years  ago.  “Wild”  Bill

 Thompson  auditioned  for  us  and  we  were

 knocked  out  by  his  guitar  playing.

 1  understand  you  write  most  of  the

 material.  What  arc  your  songs  about?

 Our  Songs  are  pissed  off,  as  rock’n’roll
 should  be.  “Love  Another  Man”,  “Just

 Don’t”,  “Don’t  Mind  Me”,  and  “No

 More  Fooling”,  are  love/hate  songs.  We

 have  a  single  out,  that  we  produced

 ourselves,  featuring  a  song  called  ‘“7The

 Living  End”,  about  the  intensity  of  living

 at  the  extreme,  the  borderline.  But  we

 refuse  to  be  intellectual.  If  you  take

 play  rock’n’roll.  Get  your  kicks,  get  in  the

 groove,  that  is  where  it’s  at:  A

 So  what  do  you  think  of  rock’n’roll?

 It  has  changed.  Now,  they  call  anything

 rock’n’roll,  even  Peter  Frampton.  I  only
 listen  to  old  records.  In  the  fifties

 something  pure  and  spontanious  came  up
 and  then  during  the  sixties  it  was  taken

 over  by  the  big  business...We  want  to  get

 back  to  the  roots  of  rock’n’roll—plain
 fun.

 duce

 releas
 son  gS: ”—a

 `  wnat  about  the  new  wave?  >
 When  we  started  in  1977  we  had  exactly

 the  same  image  as  now  and  we'werè  really

 off  beat  with  the  punk  movement.  Now,  it
 seems  that  people  are  more  inclined  to  take

 an  interest  in  fifties  music.  We  are  an  R&B

 band.  Our  influences  are  Chuck  Berry,
 Jerry  Lee  Lewis.  We  do  a  ballad  by  him,

 “The  Closest  Thing  To  You”.  Also,  Little Richard.
 We  are`going  to  LA  in  June  where  we

 have  gigs  with  Levi  and  the  Rockats.  Also

 we  are  in  the  process  of  negotiating  with

 some  companies  in  England.  :

 I  noticed  some  of  your  songs  are  telling
 girls  off.  Arc  you  a  male  chauvinist?

 No,  not  by  any  means.  I  just  don’t  want
 to  be  corny.  :

 As  to  their  position  on  the  scene,  Ed

 Tomney  says:  ‘We  identify  with  some  of
 the  music  around  us  but  we  stick  to

 ourselves.  There  is  a  lot  of  debris  on  the

 scene  and  a  pocketful  of  good  bands.  We

 want  to  preserve  our  own  specific  ap-

 proach,  and  avoid  listening  to  too  many

 records.”  They  are  certainly  among  the

 best  New  York  groups  right  now—they  are

 contemporary  in  their  approach,  they
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 Photo  by  EVA

 by  Seth  Flagsberg
 If  you  haven’t  heard  of  the  Invaders,  it’s

 about  time  you  did  because  the  five  New

 York  area  residents  are  currently  making
 the  best  rock  and  roll  in  town.

 And  if  you  haven’t  seen  the  Invaders,

 this  writer  suggests  you  do  it  fast  because

 an  Invaders  concert  is  a  rock  experience,
 not  to  mention  a  lot  of  fun.

 What  makes  the  Invaders  so  great  is  that

 they  are  one  of  those  rare  bands  able  to

 synthesize  the  entire  history  of  rock  music

 and  make  it  come  out  sounding  entirly

 original.  And  there’s  not  a  better  dance
 band  in  all  of  New  York.  When  the  In-

 vaders  swing  into  Beam  Eye  Baby,  No
 Love  Loss,  Packin’  A  Gun  or  Let’s  Twist

 Again  even  a  parapeligic  would  have  a

 tough  time  staying  chaired.

 The  Invaders  were  born  a  year  and  a  half

 ago  from  a  50  cents  war  game  on  Broad-

 way  and  52nd  street  called  The  Invaders.

 Since  then  the  band,  playing  anywhere,

 anytime,  has  done  over  a  hundred  gigs  and

 can  now  boast  a  repertory  of  35  songs,

 almost  all  original.

 Though  pleased  with  their  reputation  as

 a  great  dance  band,  the  Invaders  say

 they’re  more  than  that.  ‘If  you  look  past

 the  good  time  music  and  at  our  lyrics,

 you'll  see  we’re  not  idiots,’  says  guitarist

 Bruce  Lee  Pas.  Bruce,  who’s  been  playing
 one  instrument  or  another  since  he  was  six,

 wrote  With  the  TV  On,  one  of  the  A  sides
 of  the  Invaders  soon-to-be-released  double

 A  side  single.  According  to  Bruce  the  song

 is,  ‘“‘the  true  statement  of  a  contemporary

 teenager”  and  sounds  like  ‘a  cross  bet-

 ween  Freddy  and  the  Dreamers  on  acid  and

 the  Velvet  Underground.’

 „Fast  Girl,  the  single’s  other  A  side  is,  ac-

 cording  to  its  author  guitarist  Gregor  Lara-

 que,  ‘ʻa  hard  driving  dance  number.’  And

 the  lyrics?  ‘People  can  interpret  it  for

 themselves,”  says  Gregor.  ‘All  Ill  say  is

 that  it  is  not  about  any  one  girl  in  par-

 ticular.’  (The  Invaders  double  A  side

 single,  With  the  TV  On  b/w  Fast  Girl  is

 available  on  No  Label  Records.  Send  $2  to

 Invaders,  114-13  Union  Turnpike,  Forest
 Hills,  Queens.)

 Bruce  and  Gregor  write  most  of  the  In-
 vaders  tunes  with  an  assist  from  bassist

 Peter  Collins,  who  picks  up  the  pen  on  óc-

 casion.  And  everybody  in  the  band  sings.

 The  Invaders  wouldn’t  be  the  Invaders

 without  drummer  Fin  Fun  and  saxman

 Jhonny  Ion.  Fin  and  Peter  combine  to  give

 the  Invaders  the  town’s  tightest  rythmn

 section  while  I’ve  heard  Jhonnny  blow
 some  ionized  riffs  that  would  turn
 Clarence  Cleamons  green  with  envy.

 What  does  the  future  hold  for  a  great
 but  -as  yet  undiscovered  rock  band?

 “We’re  going  tọ  get  rich  and  ecome  social

 gurus,”  says  Bruce.  Adds  Fin,  ‘We’ll  just
 stick  by  our  motto,  ‘Fun  for  all  and  all  for

 fun.’  It’s  gottèn  us  this  far  hasn’t  it.”

 The  Invaders  will  be  appearing  at  Max’s

 on  Friday,  June  8.  Be  there.

 om  P  S
 center-  Cari  E.  Rernandez
 others-  Charlie  EricE

 Photo-Charle  Frick
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 pase  i6  =
 by  SEENA  LIFF

 Unless  you’ve  been  living  in  a  sewer  (the
 urban  equivalent  of  a  cave)  for  the  past

 year  or  so,  you  know  about  Studio  54,
 Steve  Rubell,  and  all  the  petty  elitism  that

 goes  on  at  this  ‘chic’  disco.  The  basic  re-

 quirements  for  entry  are  either  that  one  be
 famous,  or  look  stunningly  outrageous,  or
 know  someone  who  knows  someone...

 What  a  bore.  For  those  of  uswho  don’t

 really  care  what  Truman  and  Halston  and  ,
 Bianca  and  Andy  did  last  night,  or  any  |

 night  for  that  matter,  this  is  all  water  under
 the  disco  bridge.  These  people,  like  the
 music  that  anesthetizes  them  night  after

 night,  appear  rather  rediculous  and  a  little

 that  the  posed,  nose-in-the-air  snobbiness

 would  filter  its  way  into  the  rock’n’roll  do-

 a  rancid  odor.  :
 This  odor  is  emanating  from  a  used-to-

 be  a  hole-in-the-wall  joint  off  Canal  Street
 called  the  Mudd  Club.  When  I  first  heard

 about  it  several  months  ago,  I  was  pretty

 excited,  since  there  just  aren’t  that  many

 really  good  rock  dancing  clubs  around,

 the  same  old  haunts.  Anyway,  Mudd’s  was

 said  to  have  good  vibes,  lots  of  fun,  great
 music.  And  from  what  I  heard,  that’s  wha  `y

 Holmstrom,  editor  of  Punk  magazine,  ‘It

 started  out  as  just  a  normal  club.  Punk  had

 a  party  there,  and  they’ve  done  some  really

 diversified  stuff,  from  poetry  readings  to

 heavy  metal  groups  to  Sam  &  Dave.  But  it

 just  got  all  out  of  proportion.’

 Maybe  it’s  the  pseudo-chic

 trendy  Soho  News  was  running  enormous

 “Punk  Fashion’  spreads  taken  at  the

 Mudd  Club,  and  hinting  at  its  exclusivity.

 And  like  a  bat  out  of  disco  hell,  suddenly

 the  Mudd  Club  (just  like  Studio  54)  had

 lines  of  eager  punklambs  doing  anything

 short  of  genuflicting  to  get  in,  along  with

 the  obligatory  dork  doorman  deigning
 who,  from  the  common  flock,  might  be

 granted  entry.  Of  course,  if  a  Rolls  Royce

 pulls  up,  as  I  observed  one  night,  its  0c-
 cupants  are  immediately  allowed  in,  as  are
 those  who  possess  a  ‘magic’  word  or
 name.

 What  all  this  amounts  to  is  a  serious

 issue,  from  several  standpoints.  My  own

 anger  stems  from  the  very  simple  fact  that
 rock’n’roll  —a  music  both  universal  and

 scared,  and  belonging  to  the  people—is  be-

 ing  used  in  a  very  ugly  way  to  create  an  at-

 mosphere  directly  opposite  to  the  music’s

 true  purposes.  Yeah,  we  all  like  to  dress  up
 and  look  kind  of  cool,  and  I’d  be  the  first

 one  to  admit  I  enjoy  doing  it.'But  rock  and

 roll  is  a  release,  it’s  fun,  it’s  dancing,  it’s
 jubilation!  So  don’t  make  the  criterion  for

 entrance  what  somebody  /ooks  like,  or

 who  they  know,  for  God’s  sake.  One

 female  punk  rock  singer  who  will  remain

 nameless,  and  who  has  been  on  the  scene

 “Conflict  is  what  this  band  is  all

 about,”  says  Information  drummer,  Rick
 Brown.  Rock  &  Roll  was  born  out  of  social

 conflict;  first  between  black  and  white,
 later  between  adolescents  and  the
 “establishment.”  But  Information’s  con-

 flict  is  of  a  different  sort.  It  is  a  challenge,
 not  to  society,  but  to  the  audience.

 Every  band  tries  to  hook  the  spectator’s

 attention.  They  want  you  to  forget  the
 grocery  list  and  lose  yourself  in  the  music.

 Information  does  the  opposite.  Instead  of

 enticing  you  into  unconsciousness,  they
 rebuff  you.  Like  it  or  not,  you  are  forced
 to  remain  an  objective  observer.

 Information’s  music  is  avant-garde
 rock.  Try  to  imagine  what  Nick  Lowe

 would  sound  like  turned  inside  out  and

 played  backwards.  No  hooks,  nothing  to

 tap  your  foot  to;  the  sound  is  atonal  and

 jarring.  Musical  anarchy,  anchored  by  a
 beat.  Live,  their  full  set  doesn’t  exceed  a

 half  hour,  most  ‘tunes’  are  less  than  a

 minute.  Numbers  begin  and  end  with  no

 apparent  logic.  Cover  material  is  drawn

 from  unique  sources,  from  Chinese  folk

 music  to  Baroque  religious  melodies.

 (Bach,  no  less.)  Information  is  too  original
 to  be  catagorized,  possibly  they  will  create

 their  own  category.  Or  perhaps  they  will

 suffocate  in  such  a  rarified  atmosphere.
 More  likely  they  will  becomethe  cult  band
 to  end  all  cult  bands.

 for  a  long  time,  mentioned  something  to

 me  about  how  ‘people  in  rock  and  roll

 need  a  place  to  go  where  they  can  hang  out
 and  feel  comfortable,  like  Max’s  in  the  old

 days.’  Well,  all  I  can  say  to  that  is,  let  ’em

 go  rent  a  big  room  somewhere  with  a  bar  in

 it  and  hang  out  ž/ere,  instead  of  wielding

 their  fame  and  notoriety  (which  we

 peasants  helped  create!)  like  some  big
 power  trip.

 Lester  Bangs,  late  of  the  band  Birdland,

 and  rock-writer-about-N.Y.-town,  was  on-

 ly  too  happy  to  relate  his  experiences  at  the

 club  and  disgust  with  the  whole,situation.

 A  driving  beat  sedates  the  intellect,  In-

 Jformation’s  best  slaps  it  awake’  “This  is

 what  I’m  most  interested  in,”  explains

 guitarist  Chris,  “Whether  it’s  irritating  or

 pleasing,  I  want  it  to  be  intellectually

 engaging”.  Thus  the  audience,  many  of
 whom  just  came  to  dance,  tends  to  be

 somewhat  surprised.  Rick  describes  the

 response  at  a  recent  Hurrah  gig,  ‘It  was

 fifty-fifty.  A  large  contingent  was  yelling,

 “You  suck!  You  suck!...’  They  had  a  nice

 chant  going  with  one  of  our  songs.’

 Born  in  1977,  the  original  Information

 included  Chris  Nelson  and  George  Bollweg

 on  guitar,  Phil  Dray  on  keyboard,  and  Jim

 Sclavunos  on  drums.  After  one  gig  at
 Max’s,  George  split  out  of  frustration  and

 Jim  left  for  Teenage  Jesus  and  the  Jerks.

 Chris,  an  NYU  film  graduate,  and  Phil,

 a  writer,  got  involved  in  other  projects.

 During  1978  Phil  penned  an
 autobiographical  novel,  Chris  made  a

 short  film  Fire  Engine,  and  they  col-
 laborated  on  a  New  Wave  fanzine,  No
 Magazine.

 Then  Phil  wrote  to  an  old  friend  who  liv-

 ed  in  San  Francisco  and  asked  him  to  join
 the  group.  Gary  Larson  never  received  that

 letter,  because  he  was  already  on  his  way  to

 New  York.  Also  a  multi-media  artist,

 (painting  and  photography),  Gary  fit  in
 well  with  the  other  two  and  was  added  as

 guitarist  in  July,  1978.

 Rather  than  feeling  like  some  kind  of

 honored  guest,  Bangs  told  me  he  was  really
 kind  of  embarrassed  when  he  went  to

 Mudd’s  after  a  gig,  and  the  ‘waters
 parted’  when  some  member  of  the  band
 mentioned  his  name  and  the  name  of  the

 band.  “I  went  in  there,’  he  said,  ‘And

 found  out  it  was  no  big  deal  anyway.  The

 dumb  assholes  in  ridiculous  costumes...No

 one  seemed  to  be  having  any  fun.’  He  also

 mentioned  that  he  was  given  the  dubious

 distinction  of  visiting  the  club’s  superchic

 “upstairs.’”’  Yet  another

 All  they  needed  was  a  drummer.  Enter

 Rick  Brown,  philosophy  major  at  NYU

 and  21-year-old  swipe  file  prodigy.  They
 met  him  at  a  Heartbreaker’s  concert,

 where  he  bought  a  copy  of  No  Magazine
 from  them  and  introduced  himself  as

 editor  of  his  own  fanzine,  Beat  It!.  At  that

 time  he  played  for  Blinding  Headache,  but

 in  December,  1978  left  them  and  was  given
 the  nod  by  Chris,  Gary  and  Phil.  The

 group  in  its  current  incarnation  was  com-
 plete.

 Fortunately  for  them,  Information  feels

 it  is  just  as  valid  to  annoy  the  crowd  as

 please  them.  “It  seems  irritating  because
 it’s  thought  provoking,’  says  Phil.  “If  so-

 meone  reads  a  book  and  says,  “This  book

 is  boring’,  it’s  not  because  the  book  is  bor-

 ing,  it’s  because  they  don’t  understand  it.”

 to  (probably  depending  on  their
 sunglasses).  Bangs’  remark:  “So  I  saw
 David  Johanssen  and  Stiv  Bators.  Big  deal,

 I  felt  like  I  was  at  the  bar  at  CBGB’s!’”  The

 last  straw  for  Bangs  was  when,  after  shav-

 ing  off  his  moustache,  the  guy  at  the  door
 didn’t  recognize  him,  and  said,  in  bright
 bouncer  fashion,  ‘You  ain’t  Lester  Bangs,

 you’re  Porky  Pig!”  Really  the  height  of
 class  and  subtlety.  Fortunately,  Mr.  Bangs

 was  none  too  subtle  in  telling  the  bouncer

 and  the  management  to  fuck  off,  and  also

 getting  them  to  admit  that  the  place  was

 snobby  and  elitist.  You  see,  even  if  you  are
 a  Famous  Person,  if  they  don’t-know  you

 at  the  door,  you’re  quite  apt  to  be  treated

 like  cow  dung.

 Elitism,  or  selective  snobbery,  have

 and  unfortunately  always  will  be.
 However,  whether  people  choose  to
 cultivate  afd  support  this  type  of  lyfestyle

 is  another  matter.  It  is  dangerous  reflection

 on  the  society  in  general  when  more  and

 more  people  are  adhering  to  (yes,  I’m  go-

 ing  to  drag  out  the  old  warhorses,)  essen-

 tially  facistic  and/or  Nazi-type  behavior.

 It’s  bad  enough  that  we’re  all  walking
 around  kind  of  shell-shocked  because  of

 things  like  nuclear  power,  pollution,  infla-

 tion,  bulletproof  vests...phew!  Need  I  go
 on?  But  if  we  can’t  communicate  on  a

 mass  level;  that  is,  get  together  with  a

 minimum  of  pressure,  it’s  going  to  get

 harder  and  harder  to  relate  on  a  more  per-

 sonal  level.  At  a  place  like  the  Mudd  Club

 or  Stúdio  54,  once  you  are  granted  holy  en-

 trance—then  what?  Does  that  immediately

 confer  coolness  upon  you?  Does  that  in-

 clude  immediate  insurance  that  you’re  go-

 ing  to  have  a  great  time  with  all  the  other

 presumably  great-looking  people?  I  hate  to

 disappoint  a  lot  of  people  out  there,  but

 there  is  no  insurance  that  you’re  going  to

 have  a  great  time  anywhere,  no  matter  who

 you  are  or  how  you  look.  So  it  appears  that

 a  whole  lot  of  energy  is  being  wasted  on

 trying  to  Look  Right  and  Act  Right...only

 there  aren’t  any  Emily  Post  rules  on  Rock

 Etiquette  and  the  steps  to  the  Punk  Hustle
 haven’t  been  formulated,  and  anyway  whò

 wants  to  look  right—/eftf  is  the  way  to

 look:  apos  SES  S
 T  confronted  a  friend  of  mine  who  seems

 pretty  happy  with  the  fact  that  he  has  no
 trouble  getting  into  the  Mudd-  club  with

 here.  I  asked  him  if  he  didn’t  think  there

 was  something  wrong  with  their  admis-

 sions  policy,  even  though  he  was  “lucky”

 enough  to  get  in.  “Well,”  he  says,  “I  like

 the  place.  I  have  a  good  time  there.”  But

 being  an  open-minded  kind  of  guy,  he  had

 to  admit  that  ‘they  are  kind  of  dress-

 consious—they  care  how  you  look.”  I

 wasn’t  satisfied  and  I  finally  got  him  to
 query:  “What  about  all  the  ugly  people?”

 Yeah.  What  about  all  the  un-famous,  ugly,
 fat,  normal,  regular,  short,  tall,  and  deaf-

 in-one-ear  people?  I  don’t  know  abbut

 anybody  else,  but  I’d  rather  stick  with  the

 ‘scum’  than  wallow  in  the  Mudd  any  day.

 Gary  claims  he’s  “almost  happy’  about
 the  hostile  reaction.  “I’d  rather  have  that
 than  no  response  at  all,”

 Granted,  Information  will  never  sell  out,
 Madison  Square  Garden.  In  fact,  they  sup-
 port  themselves  with  day  jobs.  Never-

 theless,  Chris  feels,  “It’s  not  a  particular
 ambition  of  mine  to  support  myself  with

 this.  I  don’t  think  it  is  wise  to  attempt  to
 do  so.  Then  commercial  considerations

 become  more  important.  It  effects  what
 you’re  doing,  limits  your  choices.  On  the

 other  hand,  if  it  did  happen,  I  wouldn’t  be

 upset  about  it.”  So,  do  they  think  they

 have  a  shot  at  cult  success?  Could  they
 become  as  big  as,  say,  Pere  Ubu?  After  a

 pause  Chris  replies,  “Well,  we'd  have  to
 eat  an  awful  lot.
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 3  by  Russ  Little
 Joe  Remiro,  Russ  Little,  Bill  &  Emily

 Harris  remain  prisoners  ofthe  state  as  a

 result  of  the  Symbionese  Liberation  Army

 (SLA)  urban  guerrilla  activity  in  1973-4.
 All  have  been  sentenced  to  long  prisoner

 terms  and  have  been  subjected  to  continu-

 ing  harassment  and  abuse  while  in  custody.

 The  following  is  a  report  from  Russ  on

 the  legal  and  penal  status  of  the  four  and
 centers  on  a  recent  judicial  appeal  of  his

 and  Joe’s  conviction  for  the  1973
 assassination  of  an  Oakland,  California

 school  official.

 About  the  appeal:  Joe  and  I  are  being

 used  as  pawns  in  an  ongoing  struggle  bet-
 ween  ‘liberal’  and  reactionary  politicians

 j rE  PO
 ,

 Dear  Editor;
 I  was  amazed  to  find  the  enclosed  article

 about  imprisoned  Yippie  leader  Jerome

 Washington  in  .an  issue  of  Husiler
 magazine.  It  amazes  me  how  you  can  cam-

 paign  on  behalf  of  Abbie  Hoffman,  who

 has  never  served  even  a  day  in  jail,  yet  not

 say  a  word  about  this  Brother,  who  has

 been  imprisoned  for  six  years  now.  This  is
 an  obvious  case  of  racism  and  callous

 neglect,  and  as  a  Black  political  prisoner

 myself  (with  over  10  years  inside),  I

 vehemently  condemn  you.  Why,  I  had
 never  even  heard  of  the  case,  and  I

 research  and  keep  up  with  all  of  the
 Political  Prisoner’s  cases,  especially
 Blacks.  Your  racism  and  hypocrisy  disgust
 me!

 Komboa

 by  Paul  Krassner
 Jerome  Washington  was  the  first  black

 Yippie  leader.  Five  years  ago  he  was  fram-

 in  California.  Our  appeal  was  heard  bb  'a

 three  judge  panel  in  the  Sacramento  ap-
 pellate  district.  The  presiding  judge  of  that

 district—the  head  pig,  a  Reagan  appointee
 named  Puglia—appointed  himself  and

 another  reactionary  Reagan  appointee  to

 hear  our  case  and  for  some  unexplained

 reason  the  Judicial  Counsel  appointed  a

 third  judge  who  is  a  Brown  appointee  and
 an  alleged  ‘liberal.’

 Although  all  three  judges  confirmed  my

 reversal,  they  (the  two  Reagan  reac-

 tionaries  who  signed  the  opinion)  used  me
 to  attack  the  law  that  “forced”  them  to

 overturn  my  conviction.  They  refused  to

 couldn’t  stand  the  thought  of  both  of  us

 getting  off  and  because  they  want  to  force

 the  Calif.  Supreme  Court  itself  to  overturn

 Joe’s  conviction  and  get  the  blame.

 ed  on  a  murder  rap.  Unlike  Abbie,  he

 decided  to  trust  the  court  system.  He  was

 found  guilty  and  sentenced  to  a  term  of  15

 years  to  life  at  the  maximum-security

 Auburn  Correctional  Facility  in  upstate New  York.  /
 Besides  writing  short  stories  and  plays

 while  behind  bars,  Jerome  founded  the

 Auburn  Collective  newspaper  and  has
 received  several  awards  from  the  American

 Penal  Press  Contest,  the  prison  world’s

 equivalent  of  a  Pulitzer  Prize  for  jour-
 nalism.

 His  editorial  policy  has  been:  ‘If  people

 are  looking  to  us  for  the  truth,  our  facts

 must  be  reliable.  Every  piece  of  informa-

 tion  we  print  must  be  verified  ahead  of

 time  by  two  different  sources.  The  readers

 can  then  form  their  own  opinions  based  on
 these  facts.’

 Jerome’s  case  was  recently  heard  on  ap-

 peal.  However,  the  minutes  of  his  pretrial

 hearing  were  lost,  and  the  district  attorney

 couldn’t  find  the  police  officer’s  notes  that

 Joe’s  situation  is  one  of  waiting  again.

 We  will  know  by  the  beginning  of  May  if

 the  Calif.  Supreme  Court  is  going  to  hear

 his  appeal.  They  should—and  I  think  they

 will—but  who  the  hell  knows!  Then  if  they

 agree  to  hear  his  case,  it  will  probably  be  a

 year  before  they  make  a  decision;  but

 again,  they  should  overturn  his  conviction

 based  on  their  decision  on  that  illegal  in-
 struction.

 Anyways  we  are  trying  to  be  as  op-

 timistic  as  possible  and  I’m  hoping  that  my

 getting  acquitted  will  put  pressure  on  them

 to  give  Joe  another  trial  too.  Joe  is  strong

 and  is  dealing  with  each  day  as  it  comes.

 Being  a  revolutionary  with  a  life  sentence

 and  a  pawn  in  the  struggles  of  rival  politi-

 cians  is  not  a  very  encouraging  situation.
 How'’s  that  for  understatement?!

 NOAN

 had  been  used  to  convict  the  defendant  in

 the  first  place.  Despite  the  lack  of  this

 evidence,  the  appeals  court  denied  his  re-

 quest  for  freedom.

 “I  just  can’t  understand,”  Jerome
 writes,  ‘how  they  could  rule  on  something

 that  they  have  never  seen.  This  has  my

 lawyers  and  everyone  who  went  to  the

 hearing  upset  and  down  as  much  as  it  has

 me.  ;
 “But  I  will  recover.  I  have  to.  No  one

 can  endure  for  me.  Faith  can  be  an  ab-

 solute  trap,  but  I  have  nothing  else  to  cling

 to.  Knowing  Abbie  taught  me  to  survive.’

 A  decade  ago  Abbie  Hoffman  and

 Jerome  Washington  served  as  contem-

 porary  Paul  Reveres,  warning  us  all  about

 the  dangerous  escalation  of  war  in  Vietriam

 and  Chicago  alike.  Now  the  time  has  come

 for  the  authorities  to  drop  the  trumped-up

 charges  against  these  two  men.

 They  ought  to  be  welcomed  home  as

 heros,  not  hidden  as  fugitives.

 Let  us  not  forsake  them.

 Dear  Sir:

 Upon  review  of  your  magazine  by
 Warden  Michael  Beaubouef,  it  has  been

 decided  that  the  magazine,  Overthrow,  is
 detrimental  to  the  rehabilitation  of  Mr.

 Fred  Kennedy.  This  decision  is  based  on

 Departmental  Rules  and  Regulations  of
 Hunt  Correctional  Center.

 Mr.  Kennedy  has  been  notified  of  this

 decision  and  has  been  given  seven  days  in

 which  to  make  an  appeal  which  he  has  not

 done.  :
 Thank  you  for  your  cooperation  in  this

 matter.

 Sincerely,
 J.R.  Mansfield

 Mail  Room  Supervisor
 Hunt  Correctional  Center

 Department  of  Corrections
 P.O.  Box  468

 St.  Gabriel,  Louisiana  70776

 Dear  OT:

 I  would  be  very  deeply  appreciative  if

 you  could  print  my  letter  in  your  paper.
 First  of  all,  I  am  an  inmate  of  the

 Southern  Ohio  Correctional  Facility.  Dur-
 ing  the  period  of  my  incarceration  I  have

 lost  contact  with  my  former  friends  and

 associates.  I  would  very  much  like  to  make

 some  friendš  through  correspondence.  It

 would  make  me  very  happy  to  receive  a  let-
 ter  from  someone.

 Thank  you.

 Sincerely,

 Billy  Banks
 #119099

 PO  Box  45699

 Lucasville,  Ohio
 45699

 PEN  PALS
 Bob  Newberry
 Nevada  State  Prison

 POB  #607

 Carson  City,  Nevada
 89701

 Micheal  Hitter

 #71198

 1515  Gist  St.  CB-3

 Columbia,  S.C.  29202

 Thomas  L.  Simpson
 Latuna  Box  1000  #96134-131

 Anthony,  New  Mex,  Tex.
 88021

 Herbert  A.  Smith

 #148-213

 Box  45699

 Lucasville,  Ohio  45699

 Carl  DeFreeze

 #145-533

 POB  45699

 Lucasville,  Ohio  45699
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 ВЊЈбОЕЙ  ВУ  ЅТОРІО  МОВАЬ  СОрЕ$?

 АОТНІМС

 ЕЛЕЕ  —  Амр  тнЕ
 ЅООМЕК  ҮОЏ  РАҮ,  ТНЕ
 ВЕТТЕК.  АЦ  Моэт
 ЅАСВІЕІСЕ  АМО  СОМРВО-

 ·  МІЅЕ  ҒО  ТНЕ

 СООР  ТНІМ65

 СЕАМЕ  НІМ

 АСОМЕ  гь

 100К!

 СООК  НЕВЕ!
 6ЄНТ  ООТ“10Е  т-д

 ВНЕС  1  1Т  9

 МЕКАС

 А  О  ІКЕ!

 еномён
 ЕМОШН!

 |;  МОМ  ФАТ  ЈОЅТА И“  АКМ  МІМОТЕ!.
 ТЕАВІМС  РОМ  СІЛС2  АТІОМ
 1$  ТЕВРІЕІС  —  ВОТ  МНАТ

 МШ.  ВЕРЬАСЕ  17?

 Мо,  РЬЕАЗ  қо  НІ  ВОК  5
 “е.

 ‘  ЅІЗТЕВ  /  УОШ
 МіоНТ  А$  МЕС

 Г)  АсСЕРТ  Т...

 МЕМ  СО-ОРЕВАТІМЕ

 Ё:  ЕМР  АМ?  РВОҒІТ5  НАТ?

 ЦИ  МЕ  СОШО  ОЅЕ  А
 *  Й  ОТТЕ  РМІТУАВООМО
 '  Ң  НЕВЕ-АМР  17  9$  КІМ?

 ПЛЗ

 7  >>

 »  >

 ЅЄТГЦЕ  РОК  ШЕЕ  АЗ  А  со
 НАМВОВОЕК  НЕЉРЕК
 МЕ  ЋЕ  МАКІМО  А

 МЕМ/  МОВЦ?-АМР

 ФУІМО  іт!  УОО

 УАМҚ  ТНАТ

 РОС  топлу.
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 SHOULD  A  GENTLEMAN
 OFFER  A  LADY  AN

 _  OVERTHROW  ?
 Sri  BATORS

 of  THe  SE

 DERD  Bols

 SRE  ONE  To

 BROOKE

 SHLD
 AnD

 Lonk

 WART

 HRPRNED  J//

 :  Dear  Aron:  Please  don’t  pie  me!  Here’s  $10  for  one  action-packed  year  of  |
 I  Overthrow  (12  issues),  and  all  other  YIP  Information  Service  bulletins  and  ' F  brochures.  : I
 l  Mail  to:  Overthrow  P.O.  Box  392,  Canal  St.  Station,  NYC,  NY,  10013.  :

 E  Name  0  a  e  h  i  e  a E  Address.  N  l Eo  Šlalet  Zippe  $
 e  _  n  E  a  m  E  a  a  a  a  r  a  s  m
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