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Two More Views of the Miami Convent ion
by Thomas Forcade by David Wallcchinsky

[Editor's note: Issue 94 of The Realist included an article by Kuthic 
Street!) titled “What Really Happened On the Streets of Miami Beach." 
Presumably in response to that. Tom Forcade wrote on our mimeo
graphed copy of the Underground Press Syndicate bulletin: "Slick my 
dick, you sexist cunt!" I asked him if he cared to respond to her article any 
further than that, and this article is the result. It came with this note: "En
closed is the article we discussed. On looking it over. I realize that it is per
haps the one article The Realist dare not run. Not only docs it step on a lot 
of toes, the implications of the article arc dangerous to the cherished be
liefs of the ’counter-culture.' So. if you don‘t run it. I will understand. 
However, if you don’t believe this article. I suggest you consider carefully 
where your information has been coming from.” Although some of the 
people Forcade writes about are friends of mine (or were until now'), my 
commitment remains: to trust readers to reach their own conclusions 
about the truth. p.k.

Norman Spinrad. in his underground science fiction classic. 
Agent o f  Chaos, describes a mythical world far in the future where 
a dogmatic “movement” opposes a totalitarian government. Be
cause of its humanitarian goals ol liberation. the movement can 
never be crushed entirely. Instead, the movement, utterly pre
dictable and without imagination, is easily manipulated to the 
purposes of the totalitarian government. (It is worth noting here 
that for 30 years the head of the anti-Czarist terrorists in Russia 
was a Czarist agent.)

Into this stalemate comes an outrageously bold group called 
Chaos, whose ridiculously extravagant random actions seem
ingly make no sense whatsoever. Confusion reigns supreme, pre
dictability is shattered, and both the dogmatic movement and the 
totalitarian government are rendered helplessly bewildered. A so
cial system based on freedom and anarchy sweeps in.

Agent o f  Chaos was a key document influencing the con
troversial Zippies in Miami. The Zippies. at once surrealist, 
existentialist, populist. Maoist, outraged old-line movement 
types. Miami was the movement’s Waterloo, yet the Zippic 
leadership went on to become super activists. How? Why? What 
happened? As Jefferson wrote in the Declaration of Inde
pendence. “A decent respect for the opinions of mankind re
quires that they should declare the causes which impel them to the 
separation . . .

•  *  *

In 1968. Nixon must have been delighted as he watched Hum
phrey’s candidacy destroyed in the violent streets of Chicago by 
the Mobe. the Yippies. and the Chicago police. Nixon very prob
ably attempted to insure it with provocateurs. A man like Nison 
leaves nothing to chance (thus his particular vulnerability to ran
dom chaos). In due course. Nixon was elected.
(continued on Page 5)

It is early Wednesday afternoon in Flamingo Park in Miami 
Beach. In a few hours Richard Nixon will arrive at the Conven
tion Center eight blocks away to accept the Republican Nomina
tion for President. Ten of us are meeting to decide how we can 
work together to make it difficult for Republican Delegates to get 
to the Convention in the evening.

We decide to split into smaller groups and wander over to Site 4 
to scout out the area. We chose Site 4 because it borders on a rich 
neighborhood and because it has been designated a mobile tac
tics area as opposed to a sit-in area. Besides, there is a good health 
food store nearby and we can eat some yogurt and corn chips 
while waiting for the delegate buses to try to pass through our area 
on their way to the Convention.

But when we get to Site 4. the entire area is blocked off by po
lice barricades and by huge junked buses which have been towed 
in by the police. We are surprised because Police Chief Rocky 
Pomerancc had led us to believe that we would be allowed to 
demonstrate at our well-publicized sites in exchange for promis
ing that we would be non-violent.

When we try to walk through the barricades, we arc stopped by 
six cops and told that no demonstrators are allowed to pass. Later 
we learned that forty people swam across a canal to get to Site 4.

We eat some yogurt and talk with people on the streets. Shop
keepers and customers come out on the sidewalk to find out what 
is going on. They are baffled. Police are yelling at motorists and 
ordering them about. We talk with a butcher about Vietnam. He 
doesn’t believe us when we tell him that American soldiers are 
fighting South Vietnamese people as well as North Vietnamese. 
He calls over a young employee who is painting a wall. "He’ll 
know.” says the butcher, "he was in the Army and hejust got back 
from Vietnam.”

“Tell me. who are we fighting, the North Vietnamese, or the 
South Vietnamese?”

"Both.” says the young man. “We’re fighting both of them.” 
The butcher is shocked. For nine years Americans have been at 
war in Vietnam and he never knew who the "enemy" was.

Four of us return to the hotel room we have rented in the sen
ior citizens’ ghetto on the beach. The old Jewish people in the 
hotel and the whole neighborhood have been like grandparents to 
us for three weeks. They tell us stories Iron) their lives, give us ad
vice. tell us we would be so beautiful if only we would cut our hair 
and: or shave our beards and /o r moustaches. And they ask us a 
lot of questions.

Never have I come across a group of people so much more in
terested in listening than talking.

Some senior citizens tell us that it is useless to fight the system 
because the capitalists are so powerful. But mostly they like us a
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lot and support us in doing whatever wc feel we have to do. They 
know why we have come to their town and it is alright with them. 
Many of them tell us their personal experiences of fighting police 
in the streets in the 20*s and 30*s.

In the hotel room wc prepare ourselves for the evening ahead. 
Sandals are taken off and boots put on. Short sleeve tops are re
placed with long sleeves and everyone brings an extra shirt or 
sweater to protect against heavy tear-gassing if it occurs. Wc rip 
up a towel and use the strips as scarves. Also for use against tear 
gas. A first-aid kit is prepared — bandages, gauze, water, alco
hol. an aloe vera leaf, some herbal salve.

I pin my media tag on my shirt and stuff a raw potato in my 
pocket in case I get near the exhaust pipe of a delegate bus or a 
limousine. Last night I was almost run over by a black limousine 
that drove through the crowd and did hit and hospitalize two 
people. Tonight wc want to make it as difficult as possible for the 
delegates to get to the convention.

By five o'clock, most demonstrators havaleft the park. Thwart
ed in our attempts to reach our original target, our group wand
ers around the area of Convention Center. Sometimes we whistle 
“Yankee Doodle” as wc walk and many people, protestors, police, 
and bystanders alike join our tunc instinctively. The entire Cen
ter is ringed by fence, and behind the fence, by police. Most of the 
police seem to be state troopers, taken off the highway, retrained 
and turned into an army.

“Now you stay behind that fence.” wc call at them, “and don’t 
come out until wc tell you to.”

It appears that the police have set up lines which divide Miami 
Beach in two at the Convention Center, with the demonstrators to 
the south and the delegate hotels to the north. But they have left 
an opening on Collins Avenue, the main drag. Our group heads in 
that direction, singing songs and making jokes.

When we get to Collins, traffic is stalled in both directions. Wc 
walk down the middle of the street, yelling at the people in the 
cars.

"Stop blocking traffic, you Commies.” we yell, “why don't you 
hippies get a job.”

Some of the people in the cars arc amused, most of them are 
confused.

Wc spot a truck carrying a load of large, institutional laundry 
bags. A couple of us try to pull the bags into the street, but it re
quires jumping into the back of the truck so wc give up. The young 
black driver leaps out of the driver’s scat and onto the back of the 
truck to protect his cargo. He challenges us to come and get them 
as he locks up the back. Some policemen come running over to 
check out the scene. Wc ask them what happened and they tell us 
to move on and push us south.

A line of about twenty cops runs by on the other side of the 
street. Wc wander down Collins to see what’s going on. Apparent
ly a van has been overturned and it is in the process of being towed 
away.

Wc gather in a circle of eight to decide what wc should do next. 
Should we head up Collins or should we try to drive to Miami and 
return to Miami Beach via Arthur Godfrey Road further north?

Suddenly I am grabbed from behind and slammed against the 
window of Sherman’s Luggage and Camera Shop. 1 am being 
manhandled by Sergeant Goodman, a Florida State Trooper. 
Nine other cops form a semi-circle to separate me from the crowd. 
My sister, Amy. is also thrown against the window, but she is re
leased quickly. Apparently someone has fingered me.

Goodman frisks me roughly and empties my pockets. He dis
covers my potato and a smoke bomb left over from last night’s 
street theater. He grunts with disgust and jerks my left leg off the 
ground to check my boot. Almost falls over. He does the same 
thing with my right foot. He seizes my hair and pulls it off my 
neck. Once he is satisfied that I have no hidden weapons, he turns 
me around.
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I see his face for the first time and I get the feeling that Sgt. 
Goodman would like to tear me to pieces. He sees my press pass 
and rips it off my shirt.

“Where did you get this?”
"It’s mine. And believe me. this should make quite a story."
"You bet it will.” snorts the Sergeant, as he twists my left arm 

behind my back. He twists it real light and sticks his club through 
my arm for leverage.

Wc begin marching north up Collins, me and Goodman in. 
front, followed by the rest of the cops single file, followed by the 
rest of my affinity group. I ask Goodman if I am being arrested.

“You bet you arc!”
“What’s the charge?”
“You’ll find out."
He takes me six blocks up the street to the lawn in front of the 

public library. On the way. our procession receives mixed reac
tions from the people on the street. Some people, mostly Cubans, 
applaud and yell “Good work." “Teach him a lesson!" “You’ll 
get what you deserve."

Most people arc bewildered. Some young people wave and give 
me a clenched fist salute, which I return, earning me an extra twist 
of the arm.

When we arrive at the library' lawn, there is a delegate and his 
family standing between squad cars. He screams at me. “Now he’ll 
probably complain about police brutality!”

1 tell him that I won’t: that I knew what to expect.

The police are in a turmoil. “Delegates in trouble on 22nd.
Ixtrge crowd at 30th Street." I am stuffed into a squad car by a re
markably round cop.

Three delegates and their spouses roll up in a car with four tires 
slashed. They get out and ask. “Will someone accompany us to 
the Convention?"

Two members of our affinity group step forward. "We will.”
The woman who spoke retreats in horror.
In the squad car I look for something to do. In the back scat 

with me is a pipe, some tobacco, an arrest pad and a box dinner. I 
go for the arrest pad. The rotund cop sees me and clears the back 
scat of everything but me. I ask if I can have the apple from his 
box dinner. He says ok and I bite into it. It is tasteless. The fat man 
comes back inside the car. removes the keys from the ignition and 
locks the doors.

Another fellow is thrown into the car. He is a 19-ycar-old pre
law student from Indiana College in Pennsylvania. Some dele
gates and some protestors had started fighting and this guy. Jeff, 
wearing a Practice Non-Violence card around his neck, broke up 
the light. Everyone ran away but him and he got arrested for as
sault and battery. Another guy is dragged into the car. Jeff is 
freaking out about how this will ruin his law career and his par
ents won’t believe that he didn’t really do it and they will hate him.
He keeps calling the cops “sir" and trying to tell them that he isn’t 
guilty. We try to calm him down.

“The kids back at college will never believe this. It’sa small col
lege. you know. 1*11 be a hero." •

They drag us out to take out pictures with the arresting officer 
and to fill out our arrest forms. Goodman is called over to fill out 
my form, but his hands arc too sweaty so someone else has to do 
it. I snuggle up to Goodman for the picture.

“No kissing.” he says.
I give my name as Bernard Breslau, who was a quiet Belgian 

guy who I went to junior high and high school with. One day. 
quiet Bernard was missing from school because he had been ar
rested for kidnapping and attempted rape. Strange case: never 
saw him again. His name just popped into my head. I amcharged 
with disorderly conduct.

“What did \ do?"
“You created a nuisance.”
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Dienhienphu in 72  

Free Martha Mitchell

One side's right 
And one side's left 
Victory to the N LF

Capitalism is Heroin 
Socialism is Methadone 
Anarchism is Freedom

Bernadine is hiding in our hearts

Free Kim Agnew

Go Reds 
Beat State

Don't Change Dicks 
In the Middle o f  a Screw 
Re-Elect Mixon in 72

The three o f us are loaded into a paddy wagon and driven north 
up Collins until we get to 30th Street where a sit-in is being brok
en up. The back of our wagon, which is a cage, is placed facing the 
sit-inners who arc being loaded into rented trucks with closed 
backs and tiny air vents.

We watch as the pigs throw the women into a truck because 
they refuse to go voluntarily. The excess men are loaded into our 
paddy wagon. There is much screaming at the police during this 
episode because they are throwing people around. The guy next to 
me. Bruce, is an orthodox Jew. He goes to temple every night. He 
was driving to pick up his mother when the cops pulled him out of 
his car and arrested him. He is very worried that he won't be let 
out in time for Friday night. It won't be so bad to miss services a 
couple of times, but definitely not on Shabbas. The Rabbi would 
be angry with him.

Another guy, with long hair, a baby face and a Zippie T-shirt, is 
a minor and the cops ain’t figure out if he is a man or a woman.

As the wagon proccecds further north, we sing "Move on over 
or we'll move on over you! 'Cause the movement's moving on."

Almost immediately the wagon stops again because we en
counter the Reverend Harris, a black Holy Ghost minister from 
Ogden, Utah. He is running around with a hand-printed card
board sandwich board which reads "Lord Protect Us A ll in 
Miami" on one side and "There Is Nothing on Earth That Heaven 
Can't Heal" on the other. He is freaking out in the middle of the 
street, yelling at the police that they arc devils because they shut 
the young people in trucks without air. Reluctantly, the police 
bust him and throw him in with us.

As we drive on through an area that has been heavily tear- 
gassed. the Rev. Harris rants and ravesabout how he isagainst us 
when we are wrong and he is against the police when they are 
wrong, and the police arc most definitely wrong today. They are 
devils. He tells us again and again that he is a national minister 
and he will tell of this day everywhere he goes. He warns us that at 
any time he may start talking in tongues and dancing, but we 
shouldn't worry about it. We promise to be cool.

He starts singing and we join him —
"The eves o f  Jesus are upon you.
All the live-long day.
The eyes o f  Jesus are upon you.
You'll never get away."
We sing this every time we see a cop. Bruce is visibly shaken. He 

demands equal time for Alochaim Israel. We sing some Move On 
Over, but we slick to Jesus for our arrival at Dade County Jail.

Two cops come up to our cage.
“Alright, which one of you is the girl?" they ask.
"You'll have to check us all."
Our cage is backed into a garage filled with police. As they 

empty us from the paddy wagon, the Rev. Harris screams at them 
about how people were crammed in airless trucks for 25 minutes. 
The pigs grab Harris and separate him from us. I later learned that 
some people in these trucks fainted from lack of oxygen.

A black cop tells us. “ Don’t worry, we’ll get you out of here as 
soon as possible.” I tell him that we won't fall for that bullshit. 
We’ll stay in as long as we can. Our policy is ALL OR NONE. No
body gets out on bail until everyone can gel out.

Our pockets are emptied and we are frisked again. More gently 
this time. Wearc led upstairstoa large holdingcell. The first thing 
1 notice is a 4-inch long cockroach lying dead, belly up. in the 
gooey yellow of a stopped up urinal. I suggest that this might be 
the prison's idea of a meat dinner cockroach sauteed in urine 
but no one is amused. The walls are covered with slogans:

Nixon-Agnew. you can't hide "Leave the flooding to m e.”
We charge you with genocide — God

Everyone is in good spirits. There arc guards on the other side 
of the bars on the far end of the cell. They arc reading off names. 
As each person is taken away, we cheer them on.

We are led away in groups of nine to be taken to the court
rooms. We pass by a cell of black prisoners who yell at us asking 
for dope. The guard tells us that he calls them his animals.

In the courtroom, everything is quiet. A couple of government 
employees arc silting around waiting to shuffle papers and take 
notes. Two cops watch over us. In the same group of nine with me 
arc Bruce, the orthodox Jew, Jeff, the non-violent pre-law stu
dent. Kim. a member of Concerned Asian Scholars from Stan
ford, and three shirtless young men from Florida. These guys had 
nothing to do with the demonstrations. They were in the middle of 
a camping vacation and someone told them that there was a con
vention going on in Miami Beach, so they could camp for free in 
Flamingo Park. They too had been pulled out of their car and ar
rested .

Our public defender. Bruce Levy, has long frizzy hair. He warns 
us that the judge. Mattie Belle Davis, is notoriously strict. An un
derstatement for sure. The prosecutor looks like young Mafiosa. 
He is anxious to move the cases along as fast as possible, but 
Mattie Belle is mellower. She wants to enjoy every moment of 
power she has over the dirty, lazy, delinquent, anarchist scum 
seated before her.

The court is in possession of our arrest cards and Polaroid 
photos. Every case that comes up. the public defender moves for 
dismissal because the arrest procedures were so sloppy that 90% 
of the cases don’t meet the minimum requirements for a prose
cutable case.

Mattie Belle denies every defense motion. She asks each of us if 
we know anyone in Dade County, what our address is and how 
much money we have. Then she sets bail well above that. Most of 
the judges set SIO bail for disorderly conduct. Mattie Belle, who is 
apparently under the impression that we have spent the evening 
clubbing delegates with lead pipes and fragmentation bombs, sets 
a minimum bail of.SIOO.

When my case comes up. Bruce Levy moves for dismissal be
cause my arrest form contains no narrative, no description of why 
1 had been arrested. My bail is set at S250 because 1 smirk, lean on 
the railing instead of standing straight, and because I give no ad
dress and say that I have no money. 1 also stepped out of line by 
asking her to explain some of the biggest words on the petition of 
insolvency before I signed it.

Several public defenders and volunteers sit in on a couple of 
cases and they arc barely able to control themselves whenever 
Mattie Belle makes a decision or announces a bail. Kimand I con
vince the campers not to give the address of a Dade County resi
dent who can help post their bail.

After our bail hearings, we are led past television cameras and 
bright lights back to the prison. They cram us into a small hold
ing cell and allow us to go out a couple at a time to make phone 
calls. People exchange stories. As new people come in. we get a
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better picture of the street activities. We root for more arrests.
In this cell is Jeff Nyghtbyrd. who the media refers to as “a Yip- 

pic leader." His bail is set at S500. The Miami Police Chief calls 
him out and offers to lower his bail to SIO if he will bail out. Jeff 
refuses. He has been fasting for 29 days. I ask him if he has had a 
colonic irrigation. No. he hasn’t! but Rennie Davis did and tried 
to talk him into trying one. I am reminded of a conversation over
heard at the Miami Conventions Coalition Office. One fellow had 
just messed up the typing of a leaflet.

A friend berated him. “Listen, if you can’t get it together, you’ll 
never be in a press conference with Rennie Davis again.’’

The highest bail in our cell is S1500 for Peter Orlovsky who told 
the judge that not only has he been arrested in demonstrations be
fore. but he came to Miami Beach for the purpose of demonstrat
ing. One guy. in another cell, gives his name as "Typical Ameri
can Youth." His bail is $2500.

Later we hear that Leslie Bacon had bail set at $5000. They sent 
her fingerprints to the FBI who announced that she wasn’t really 
the Leslie Bacon, so her bail was dropped to $5 like the rest of the 
women. One guy was accused of being sassy to the judge because 
he tried to make a political statement. He was sentenced to thirty 
days in jail for contempt of court.

Those of us who have made our phone calls are moved to the 
cell next door. This cell is about 10 feet by 15 feet. They pack over 
forty men into the cell. So many that we can’t all sit down and we 
can’t move. I stand in one spot for about 30 or 45 minutes.

After a long period of discomfort we are released from this cell 
and led through the laundry room where we are allowed to pick 
up some “food." Purple kool-aid and sandwiches of two pieces of 
spongy white bread and a slice of alleged baloney, ham orspam. I 
ignore this attempted poisoning and go straight back to the exer
cise yard. Here we finally have enough room to stretch, walk and 
lie down. Here we wait to be taken away to the Stockade or moved 
to a jail cell with bunks.

Every few minutes a guard barks out eighteen names: George 
Jackson. Carlos Santana. Frederick Engels. John Doe . . . . "  I 
meet a nice guy from Atlanta named Mike. Raised on a farm in 
Georgia. Now he goes to college and works at a Crisis Center. He 
wants to know what Berkeley is like and how food conspiracies 
arc run. The talk makes me feel calm and go «d. When Mike is 
called away. I try to sleep.

By 2:30 a.m. the guards stop calling names and ask for volun
teers. I join a group of eighteen and we are led to the second floor 
where we arc given a clean, newly-painted cell built for nine 
people. It has two toilets. a shower and a table. No towels, but we 
do get blankets and toilet paper.

The worst torture of all comes at this point..lust outside our cell 
is a TV on loud, tuned to an inane all-night talk and variety show.
I am struck by an urge to call for a guard and tell him that I will 
spill the beans if only they will turn off the TV. But I don’t have 
any beans worth spilling, so I grimace through the ordeal until I 
fall asleep.

At 6:30a.m. wcare loudly awakened fora breakfast of a blob of 
yellow, a bowl of wet white and two slices of white with brown trip.
I decide not to cat until wc are let out of jail. I shower and fall 
asleep again on my blanket. Most of us arc up again by eleven. 
The group I am with is mostly young with little political con
sciousness. We talk, but I am feeling bored and bummed out be
cause I was busted so early and I missed all the troublemaking.

I mull over the last few days and realize that I actually received 
quite a bit of satisfaction. Sharing time with senior citizens, set
ting up a People’s Library in Flamingo Park. Wc also had a 
People’s Almanac Table with a notebook in which people could 
write anything they wanted. A lot of different people stopped by 
our tent and many stayed for hours to read, talk and rest.

But the satisfaction that stands out most in my mind is Tues-
Pagc 4

day night’s demonstration — The Street Without Joy. In Viet
nam. Highway I which goes from ^aigon to Hanoi was named the 
Street Without Joy by the French soldiers who fought unsuccess
fully to defeat the Vietnamese in the I950’s. The purpose of our 
demonstration Tuesday was to create a Street Without Joy along 
the route the delegates took to get to the Republican Convention.

I had arrived at Flamingo Park just as the demonstrators were 
leaving fora silent march to Convention Hall. I splashed red paint 
on my face, hair and clothes, grabbed a plastic gun and joined the 
march. Some people were painted red. others white face. Many 
held posters of napalmcd Vietnamese children. Suddenly it be
gan raining very hard and I heard someone say, “God must be on 
our side: she made it rain to give us unity."

I ran into Brian: an old friend from Berkeley. He saw me cov
ered with red and ran off to a nearby house where he borrowed a 
bottle of ketchup from the owner. She gave him the bottle in a 
paper bag. He poured the ketchup on his head and I stuck my 
plastic gun to his temple in the middle of the oozing red and be
came an American soldier pushing him forward.

The march was fantastic. Thousands of people — silent, not 
smiling. The only sounds were simulated bombs dropping with an 
occasional soft moan or sob or a shriek. Wc marched past the po
lice on the other side of the fence surrounding Convention Hall. I 
stared each one in the eyes. Some acknowledged the tableau Brian 
and I had created by smiling or waving. I glared at them. I filled 
my mind with all the horrors that I usually try to ignore.

Inside the Hall was Nelson Rockefeller, guilty of the murder of 
43 men at Attica State Prison. Inside the If all was Ronald Rea
gan. guilty of the murder of James Rector, one mile from my 
home in Berkeley, guilty of the murder of Dennis Moran in Isla 
Vista following the burning of the Bank of America, guilty of the 
murder of George Jackson and countless others.

Inside the Hall was Nixon and all his gangsters. Inside the Hall 
was the electronic battlefield designed to kill and maim yellow 
people without risking the lives of Americans. Inside the Hall was 
special antipersonnel weapons designed to maim instead of kill.
The purpose of this is to demoralize the Vietnamese people by sur
rounding them with living atrocities.

And these cops agreed to be the front line of defense for the 
murderers inside. So when they smile at me. I glare.

Sonic of the visuals moved me to tears. Six women, whitcfacc. 
dressed in black, cradled in their arms are babies with guts piling 
out of their stomachs. A guerrilla theater skit showing American 
bombers destroying a village. Forty people lying On the sidewalk, 
dead.

Engraved in my mind is the image of Republican delegates, 
dressed in their most expensive clothes, walking down the street, 
desperately looking for an entrance to the Hall. They are sur
rounded by protestors who yell at them “Murderers! Children 
are dying because of you." “You don't look like a murderer, why 
arc you voting for oneT The delegates look terrified.

A demonstrator screams in agony and falls to the ground in 
front of the delegates. The delegates step over the body and 
another person dies at their feet. They go around and are forced 
into Brian and me. Brian is on his knees, his head looks hall miss
ing. kjs expression is spiritless. I stand above him. gun at his tem
ple. proud, strong. American, splattered with blood.

For weeks I have tried to find the words to explain why it felt so 
good to confront those delegates with Nixon's crimes and to see 
them terrified, but I can’t.

Back in jail. I am bored again. Some of the men mill around, 
bang on things, and throw wet toilet paper into the hall. We dis
cover that there is another cclllull of demonstrators next to us. So 
we all chant “1,2, 3.4. We Don't Want Your Fucking War. Loud.
2. 4. 6. 8. Organize and Smash the State. We get louder. Half the 
men in our cell start banging on the table and making as much 
noise as we can. In other cells, men are ripping up the bunks.
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Suddenly, about ten pigs charge into our cell yelling and vio
lent. They grab each of us and throw us into the hallway. Pretty vi
cious. “You guys are gonna learn that you're in jail! You're not in 
the fucking streets anymore! We'll teach you!” "Now you’re real
ly gonna get it!” One guy complains that he wasn’t making any 
noise. He is grabbed by his shirt and thrown into the hallway. 
Most of us are wearing only our pants.

The guards prod us down the hall, past a cell of black prison
ers. They gesture to us and I respond with a clenched fist. A guard 
pushes and another yells out. "Single-file, no slogans, no ges
tures."

They lead us downstairs, back to holding Cell A, the very first 
cell we had been in. The one with the cockroach floating in urine. 
The one with 56 morgue-like shelves to sleep on. We arc together 
with two other cells of men.

And who should appear but Skip from my affinity group. We 
embrace and laugh and are happy to be together. He stayed on the 
streets for over five more hours before being arrested at a sit-in in 
front of the Doral Hotel, headquarters for the White House staff. 
He is listed with the police as Peter Kropotkin.

Everyone’s mood is raised now that we arc together in a larger 
group. Although some people bail out. most of us agree to not bail 
out until everyone can. “All or None. All or None." we chant. We 
figure that we can do it if everyone's bail is dropped to SIO maxi
mum.

Some guys say they have to bail out to go to work or whatever 
and they arc assured that they shouldn’t feel guilty.

Others want to leave, but feel guilty. A couple of times young 
men express feeling trapped, helpless and generally bummed out 
about being confined. But most of them stick it out.

Kim has enough money to bail out. He is supposed to fly to 
California for a chest operation tomorrow. Several times he says 
that he really should leave, but he stays with us until the end. 
When I first got back to holding Cell A. I saw one of the guys who 
was in the squad car with me. He was dejected. He said. "I think 
I’ll pay my bail and leave.” He .too. stayed until the end.

For several hours we sit and stand around getting to know one 
another and filling each other in on the events of the previous 
night. Apparently there have been over 1100 arrests. The police 
tactics were notable for tjie huge amount of tear gas used. We 
didn’t think that there would be heavy gassing because there are 
so many old people in Miami Beach. But there was, and some 
demonstrators I know spent the entire evening helping senior citi
zens get back to their homes and teaching them how to protect 
against tear-gas. Splash with water, but don’t rub.

A newspaper finds its way into our cell. It has a picture of dele
gates crying and wheezing from tear-gas. We learn that gas seeped 
into the Convention Hall and the airconditioning had to be 
turned off and first-aid stations set up. That boosts our spirits. 
Nixon couldn’t have helped but get a taste of his own medicine 
when he helicoptered in.

The cell wc arc in is long — two metal tables in front, yellow 
walls. 2 rows of "bunks," one red and one blue. In back are three 
topless toilets, three flooded urinals and three sinks which double 
as drinking fountains. Also a two-person shower. At first wc 
throw all of our garbage into the hall. The white guards call up the 
black turstccs to sweep it up. Wc apologize to the trustees who tell 
us, "No sweat, don’t worry about it." They say it quietly so the 
guards can't hear. Wc request a broom and keep the cell clean, 
putting garbage in bags and passing it out to the hall.

Whereas the last cell had been hot and sticky, this one is cold. 
All metal, with the air-conditioning turned up. We get hungry, 
cold and restless. We haven’t seen food in twelve hours. I don't 
mind, but others arc freaking out. One fellow. Johnson, is from 
Iceland. He calls the Icelandic consulate to tell him that he is in jail 
and that we aren’t being fed.

The assistant director of the jail. Floyd, comes up to talk to us. 
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He gives us a smooth talk with lots of cool words. Tells us they’ll 
get us out as soon as possible, but don’t hitchhike when wc get out. 
or we’ll be arrested again. "You’ll be getting a hot dinner. Just be 
patient."

Eventually, hours later, we are given another round of one-slice 
baloney sandwiches with Frito-Lay (Pepsi-owned) ketchup and 
purple kool-aid.

Restlessness grows. We start in on “1, 2, 3, 4, We don't Want 
Your Fucking War!" We bang on things and make a lot of noise. 
Floyd comes racing up the stairs with several guards. He yells at 
us that we’d better not fuck around anymore or he’ll send up 75 
guards to take care of us and they won’t just push us back with 
their clubs.

"What will they do?"
"You'll see."
Ten minutes earlier this same Floyd had been buddying it up 

with us, telling us. “Don’t be unruly when you bail out because 
you’ll be in the Miami Civic Center where there is construction 
and all that imperialist bullshit.”

Now he threatens us. “If you guys don’t shut up. we’ll take away 
your blankets."

But wc don’t have any blankets. Almost in unison, fifty of us 
point this out to him. Half an hour later some trustees bring us 
blankets.

The Icelandic consul shows up and tries to convince Johnson to 
leave jail and settle this matter in a decent manner. “This business 
has nothing to do with you," he tells Johnson. Johnson stays.

Our lawyers visit us. They tell us that the guards and jail people 
want us out desperately. They don’t want to go through the huge

(Continued in Issue 97-B, Page 8)

(Continued from Cover)

In 1972, Nixon schemed once again to use the movement. 
Nixon’s first move was to assure that McGovern would be his op
ponent. The Canuck letter, a few nasty circulars about Hum
phrey and Jackson, and the timely shooting of Wallace took care 
of that. Nixon then began a carefully concerted campaign to paint 
McGovern as the ultra-radical. CREEP paid kids to wear Mc
Govern buttons to rallies, where they would harass Muskie. 
CREEP paid one long-haired, shabbily dressed kid to sit all sum
mer in front of the White House, wearing a McGovern button. 
There must have been many other scams not yet uncovered in the 
Watergate investigations.

The next step was a classic Nixon sucker play to manipulate the 
movement into supporting McGovern at the polls, rather than 
opposing Nixon in the streets. Nixon could afford no trouble in 
an election year, having been elected on his promise to end crime 
in the streets. After manipulating the Democratic Party into sup
porting McGovern, the movement was child's play. First, an in
formant named Tackwood surfaced briefly in L.A. to spin out a 
wild talc of planned provocateurism. The movement, hysterical
ly paranoid as always, decided that if Nixon wanted trouble, then 
they didn’t. It is very hard to play chess when you can only think 
one move ahead.

Meanwhile, the government kept up considerable legal pres-, 
sure on the movement figureheads left over from the Sixties. Con
versely, broad hints were dropped that if they would become part 
of the good old American electoral process, the government 
would let bygones be bygones. Jerry Rubin. Abbie Hoffman. 
John Sinclair, and a host of others were readily manipulated into 
endorsing McGovern, a key step in painting McGovern as the 
ultra-radical before Middle America. Likewise, in the course of 
1972, a whole battery of charges against these people were quietly 
dropped at the government’s request. Rennie Davis, of course, 
was well on his way to vegetable consciousness. I remember him 
as a smirking zombie in Miami.
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The two largest straight leftist organizations were also bought 
off. somehow. NPAC, a Trotskyist peace group which had re
peatedly sponsored placebo demonstrations in the Sixties to valve 
off dissident pressure, mysteriously opted out of the 1972 season 
entirely. PCPJ, a Communist Party aligned group, opposed 
demonstrations against McGovern and coughed up a minimum 
of funds for a token protest against Nixon. It is no secret that the 
CP in the U.S. slavishly follows the Soviet Union line (unlike 
most other CP's around the world). It is probable that when 
Nixon made his deal with Brezhnev not to be embarrassed inter
nationally during election year, that the deal was extended to in
clude domestic embarrassment.

As summer approached only two organizations of con
sequence threatened trouble in Miami: the Vietnam Vets Against 
the War (VVAW) and the Youth International Party (YIP). The 
VVAW southern section, which had precedence in planning 
Miami, was a bunch of angry shitkickers who hated Nixon. They 
planned to do a major number on Nixon in the form of extensive 
guerrilla theatre, a la Dewey Canyon II. The VVAW’s northern 
leadership, close to PCPJ. opposed this and advocated the low 
profile PCPJ scenario.

Shortly before the Democratic Convention, when it appeared 
the southern leadership would prevail, the entire hierarchy 22 
leaders) of the southern VVAW was summoned before a Gaines
ville grand jury, thus effectively knocking them out of the pic
ture. Subsequently, eight leaders were framed up for supposedly 
planning violence at the Republican Convention. The northern 
leadership’s strategy prevailed.

The other group of troublemakers was YIP. which had been ef
fectively taken over by militant rank and file in 1970, after the de 
facto retirement of Abbic Hoffman and Jerry Rubin. YIP.at their 
National Congress in January. 1972, had planned an ambitious 
program of guerilla theatre in Miami, and had begun organizing 
around it while the straight movement was still concentrating on 
San Diego. The first outside agitators to arrive in Miami, they set 
up their headquarters in a small house in Coconut Grove. Miami’s 
hippie haven.

Then, a few short months before the Democratic Convention. 
Hoffman and Rubin came out of retirement (Hoffman from the 
Virgin Islands), publicly endorsed McGovern, set up an ersatz 
“YIP Central Committee" and established themselves on the top 
floor of the Albion Hotel in Miami Beach, and in a swank office 
nearby.

A bitter power struggle between the two YIP's ensued which 
lasted most of the summer, as a group of young Turks forcefully 
pried the leadership from the reluctant hands of Hoffman and 
Rubin, both in their mid-Thirties. I think it would be fair to say 
that they did not relinquish the power gracefully. In the fall of 
1972; YIP held another National Congress and voted unani
mously to purge Hoffman and Rubin fora variety of offenses, in
cluding calling people police agents, misappropriation of funds, 
and endorsing McGovern.

Aside from Hoffman and Rubin, the Albion Yippics (as they 
came to be called, included Stew Albert, Ed Sanders. Jeff Night- 
byrd (known as Jeff Shero when he was editor of the Rat at the 
time it was taken over by women’s liberation), and several ad
mittedly token women like Kathic Strccm, who said she was writ
ing a book entitled How /  Balled My Way Through the Move
ment. Although they never had more than a dozen followers, they 
had formidable media credibility at the beginning of the summer, 
although by the end it was all to be shattered.

The amalgamation of local YIP chapters called themselves 
“Zippies" in Miami, to distinguish themselves from the Albion 
Yippies. The name Zippie had come from the YIP slogan chosen 
at the January YIP Congress: "Zippie in ’72” Most of their leader
ship were relatively unknown local YIP people, but some who 
bear relevance to this story were: Pat Small, a founder of Mil-
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waukee YIP; Dana Beal, a legendary underground YIP theorist 
and traveling organizer; A J. Weberman. erstwhile Dylanologist 
and garbologist; Anastasia Sirroco. YIPastrologistand founder 
of the extremist Humor Liberation Front; and myself, alleged 
professional troubleshooter and amateur troublemaker.

About two hundred YIP members could be counted on around 
the country to work full-time, and several thousand could be 
counted on during the demonstrations. The staff in Miami varied 
between 25 and 50.

The arrival of the Albion Yippies in Miami signalled the begin
ning of an intricate, clandestine three-way battle among the 
government, the movement, and the Zippies. The movement was 
represented by the Miami Conventions Coalition (MCC), a 
combination of PCPJ, the Albion Yippics. and the Miami 
Women's Coalition (MWC).

The Zippie women members of MWC eventually split from 
MWC and formed Free Women after several memorable scenes 
like the discussion of sisterhood being uninterrupted by the black 
maids arrival to clean up, and later what the women described as 
“extreme machodom" of some of the women, especially Judy 
(Gumbo) Clavir. One of the representatives of MWC to the coali
tion was one Judy Martin, who later turned out to be a cop.

The strategy of MCC in regard to the government was a stra
tegy of near-total cooperation brought on by abject fear. None of 
the leaders .were willing to go to jail, and to them, Miami seemed 
like neither the time or the place for a heavy rumble, and the 
government was careful to reinforce that assessment at every 
opportunity. The MCC strategy toward the Zippies was to dis
credit their bold initiatives as the work of insane police agents, 
and discredit their large membership as being “not serious”.

At one point, the Albion Yippies seriously discussed faking 
documents to “prove" the Zippies were police agents. However, 
this plan was discarded due to the risk of being exposed. The Al
bion Yippies and PCPJ (Rennie Davis, et al) portrayed them
selves as the brand name, responsible (i.c.. safe) leadership.

The government's strategy was to give its belssing to the MCC, 
with whom they felt they could cooperate. Any deals to cool out 
demonstrations (and there were many in the course of the sum
mer) were to their advantage, and any government concessions 
could be cancelled instantaneously if expedient. During the 
Republican Convention, the government did just that, blocking 
MCC assembly areas and gassing indiscriminately, in total con
travention of the carefully planned joint scenario Rennie Davis 
had worked out with the government. The government's strategy 
vis-a-vis the Zippies was to shun them entirely, absolutely re
fusing to negotiate on permits.

The government’s ace-in-the-hole was their infiltration of all 
groups in Miami. The problem in Miami, as shown again and 
again, was not provocateurs but quislings. Thus, the government 
felt self-confidently in control of all predictable factors.

The Zippie strategy was to be that unpredictable, chaotic fac
tor. The Zippies relied heavily on carefully staged outrages which 
left their opponents bewildered and confused as to whether they 
had won or lost.

Infiltration-wise, most groups were extremely vulnerable, since 
most were hastily thrown together. The Zippies were in a little bet
ter shape, since their core leadership was all long-time YIP or
ganizers. But everyone was infiltrated, some disastrously so.

1 met my first police agent one day after arriving in Miami. 
Detective Carl Rojas had a typical cop’s gut. beady eyes, wrap
around sunglasses, and a jive rap. He was posing as VVAW. and I 
suspected he was a cop from the moment I laid eyes on him.

On the other hand. I never would have suspected Detective 
Jerry Rudoff (who used the name Jerry Rubin), whom I also met 
that day. Rudoff spoke softly, had sincere blue eyes, smoked dope 
(“simulated smoking”, he claimed later) and had a pleasant rap 
about astrology and his bitter experiences in Vietnam. He was a

The Realist

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

http://www.ep.tc/realist/97
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Num ber 97-A, A ugust 1973 - P ag e  07 
scans of this entire Issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/reallst/97

leader of VVAW. He was to become a chief witness against the 
Gainesville Eight and myself and Anastasia.

Fortunately, it was not Rudoff but Rojas and his purported 
brother. Detective Doug Stephens, who were assigned to keep 
tabs on us. Feeling almost certain they were cops, we handled 
them with asbestos gloves. The Albion Yippics had spread a care
fully prepared story that we had a "secret plan" for violence, so 
our strategy was to be completely frank about our plans and 
goals, which were non-violent, legal, but outrageous. Our frank
ness threw the government into a total state of confusion. They 
were certain there must be a secret plan. They probed in vain.

The surrealism of the summer unreeled in rapid succession. 
Since no chronology has ever been printed, perhaps the follow
ing will illustrate what I mean by surrealism:

Three weeks before the Democratic Convention, the Albion 
Yippies hold their first protest march of the summer. Miami 
Beach Mayor Chuck Hall leads the demonstration.

Hoffman. Rubin, an,d Sanders secretly sign a deal with Kinney 
Corporation's Paperback Library to write a book entitle Vote!. In 
return, they receive a $33,000 advance.

Two weeks before the Democratic Convention, the Albion Yip
pics call for a camp-in at the golf course, to protest the failure of 
the City Council to provide campsites. At the last moment, the 
government convinces them to cancel the camp-in. The Zippies 
campin anyway, in the face of assurances from the movement and 
the police that they will be arrested. They arc not arrested.

The Albion Yippics go on national television and announce in 
the name of YIP that all street demonstrations at the Democratic 
Convention have been cancelled.

The city council votes to give the golf course to the Army, and 
give the demonstrators a small remote island as a campsite. Pat 
Small of the Zippies clobbers a city councilman with a pie and is 
arrested for assault with a deadly weapon.

Jeff Nightbyrd and Sherri Whitebread of MCC go on national 
television and label Small a police provocateur.

The Zippies arc kicked out ol the movement joint negotiating 
committee at a meeting at which six of those voting against the 
Zippies are later exposed as police agents.

A scries of nightly battles for turf ensue in Flamingo Park: the 
Zippies and street people vs. the cops.

The city council gives the demonstrators Flamingo Park as a 
campsite. (It is hard to imagine a revolution in a place called Fla
mingo Park, obviously their intention.) The Zippies encamp in a 
ragged collection of tents and teepees. The Albion Yippics erect a 
large parachute, but continue to live at the hotel. The Southern 
Christian Leadership Conference (SCLC) set up neat rows of 
about 40 pup tents, all of which are unoccupied. SCLC lives in a 
nearby hotel.

SDS suddenly appears on the scene, in its PL incarnation. SDS 
and the Zippies hold a series of marches to the Doral to protest the 
platform sessions.

The Albion Yippies go on the radio and announce the Third 
Annual YIP National Smoke-In has been cancelled.

The Albion Yippics and the People's Party claim the Yippies 
have encroached six inches into their territory. After a five hour 
stalemate, the Zippies move three inches. The two complainants 
from the People’s Party later turn out to be cops.

The Albion Yippies hold a press conference in Flamingo Park, 
where they deny published reports of high living in the Albion and 
deny failing to bail out a busted Yippie. They oppose the Smoke- 
In and accuse Dana Beal of being a police agent. Beal, who has 
just finished serving a year in jail, laughs in their faces. Two hun
dred dope smoking freeks jeer Hoffman. Rubin, and Albert. The 
media looks aghast.

The day before the Democratic Convention, the Zippies hold 
the YIP Smoke-In. after near punchouts with VVAW. MCC.and 
SCLC. While rock music assaults the crowd. 1500 hits of acid and

thousands of joints are distributed.
SDS holds a series of anti-imperialism, anti-racism, anti- 

sexism marches.
The VVAW holds a scries of dignified, orderly marches and at 

one point, arc even allowed inside the Convention Hall.
SCLC holds a rally in the black ghetto. Only 300 people show 

up. Abernathy cancels out.
The Albion Yippies hold a symbolic wedding with old people, 

officiated by Allen Ginsberg.
The Zippies hold a pro-Wallace march, called "Wheelchairs for 

Wallace." Two hundred Artie Bremer masks are distributed, 
along with buttons that read "Hi! I’m Art!" It’s followed by a “Put 
Ted in the Driver’s Seat" march. A nearby bridge is redcdicatcd 
the “Mary Jo Kopechne Causeway” to the strains of “Bridge 
Over Troubled Waters." Later, a Hubert Humphrey egg-in and a 
Shirley Chisholm yawn-in.

The Zippies spirit a 10-foot high picture of LBJ out of the Con
vention Hall, past security guards. Although later spotted face-up 
on the roof of the Zippie house by a helicopter, it is quickly whisk
ed to Flamingo Park where it leads the Zippies’ “LBJ for Presi
dent" march. The Zippies argue that it was LBJ who did the most 
for the movement, by escalating the Vietnam War. At the 
Hall. Zippies throw LBJ over the fence. Guards throw him back. 
Thereupon, a crazed Zippie named Khalif leads an occupation 
force to the Doral Hotel. SDS shortly follows. McGovern is even
tually forced to come down and debate Marti Riefe of SDS and 
Dana Beal.

Zippies occupy and hold McGovern Youth Headquarters. 
MCC threaten punchout if Zippies stay. Zippies stay. No punch- 
out occurs.

Gays hold a drag show in front of Convention Hall.
MCC buys several tons of sand and has it dumped in front of 

Hall, to symbolize the threatened North Vietnamese dikes. A vigil 
is held.

The Zippies burn LBJ atop the sand dike. An attempt to burn a 
Cadillac limousineaspart oftheir“Eatthc Rich” march is thwart
ed when police confiscate the limousine.

The Humor Liberation Front holds the Jerry Rubin Birthday 
Party in front of the Albion Hotel. Gold watches and retirement 
certificates inscribed “Don’t trust anyone over 30." arc given to 
Hoffman, Rubin, Sanders. Albert and Nightbyrd. Stew Albert 
knocks over A.J. Weberman’s mother in the course of the 
wrangle. Albion Yippics rain down water balloons. One Albion 
Yippie gets Rubin’s cake in her face. Democratic Convention 
ends.

Between conventions, the usual intrigue goes on. The Zippies 
put acid in the punch at an MCC party, and arc thrown out. Al
bion Yippie defectors sit-in at lobby of Albion. Other outrages arc 
perpetrated by Zippies.

A few weeks before the Republican Convention, skirmishes for 
turf begin again in Flamingo Park. MCC attempts to force street 
people to abandon park and go to a nearby church obtained by 
MCC. Street people begin to beat an MCC organizer, who later 
turns out to be a cop. Cops form a mile-long corridor through 
which street people and Zippies are herded to MCC church. 
People smash up church.

Zippies begin twice-daily marches to Fountainblcau Hotel to 
protest Republican platform sessions.

MCC announces cancellation of all demonstrations in front of 
hotels.

City council holds meeting. Zippies hold smoke-in amidst 
meeting. MCC accuses Zippies of attempting to sabotage city 
council vote for campsite. City council votes to give Flamingo 
Park as campsite.

Government demands that land government be established to 
make rules on campsite. Huge imbrolio ensues. MCC argues for 
one organization, one vote. Zippies argue for one person-one
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vote. Zippics win. and Zippies take over land government. MCC 
attempts to outlaw nude swimming. Land government legalizes it. 
MCC attempts to outlaw all sound systems except theirs. Land 
government legalizes all sound systems. MCC and VVAW at
tempt to outlaw rock and roll shows at night. Land government 
legalizes rock and roll at night. MCC attempts to get up VVAW 
security squad to “deal" with hard drug dealers and provo
cateurs. Land government appoints everyone a member of 
security squad.

Mike Drobenaire, liason of MCC to government, threatens to 
have Zippic leaders arrested if they do not sign a government form 
permitting occupation of land. Zippic leaders refuse. MCC de
mands that government arrest Zippic leaders. Zippics go en masse 
to meeting with government, deny being Zippics. Government de
cides to wait three days, after threat of retaliation is gone.

Zippic encampment expands to half the available space. MCC 
appears with huge tents for their offices and for a display of Viet
nam atrocities. Shipping tags on the tents identify them as loaned 
by the Department of Defense.

Zippics hold Second Coming of Jesus. Jesus wears Zippic T- 
shirt. throws joints to crowd, denounces Nixon. Second Coming 
is followed by public piss-in on 83 objects of honkic culture, in
cluding Rolling Stones concert tickets, a Bible, deodorant, in
come tax forms, a TV set. a copy of Greening o f  America, keys, 
cigarettes, money, etc. Piss is thrown on N BC crew filming event.

MCC rents a 5000 watt sound system from rock entrepreneur 
Dave Hadler. Zippics set up a 5500 watt sound system, loaned by 
a rock group, the Gooks. Hadler acknowledges his fee is being 
paid by the Justice Department.

MCC holds a seminar at which Vietnamese students speak.
The night before the Republican Convention begins. Zippics 

put on hard rock opera entitled “Eat the Rich”, played by the 
Gooks in drag. Songs include “Street Fightin’ Women", “Bozo 
Rcbcbo", “The Calley Stomp", “Free Artie Bremer”, and “Cele
bration of Death”. After the performance, Jane Fonda spits in 
lead singer Rick Nemo’s face. Nemo promptly throws up.

Zippics, SDS. VVAW, and MCC hold various marches. On 
Tuesday. SDS trashes several windows and cars. Zippics burn 
American flag bunting in front of Convention Hall. 225 Zippies 
arc arrested.

MCC moves their Street Without Joy demonstration from Col
lins Avenue to Washington Avenue at the request of govern
ment. Black cloaked demonstrators stand in solemn witness as 
Republican delegates go into Hall.

Albion Yippies bring forth Tower of Shame, rented elephant, 
and hold watermelon feast, lit by rented searchlight.

MCC holds a rally in front of Hall, with speakers like Rennie 
Davis. Dave Dellinger, and Bobby Scale. The sound is directed 
away from the Hall. Zippies set up mobile rock opera stage at op
posite end of street, with speakers pointed directly at the Hall, and 
turn up sound all the way. Further down the street, at an SDS 
rally, large numbers of people begin toattack delegates. SDS uses 
Zippie sound system for tactical announcements. MCC refuses 
SDS use of sound system for medical announcements. Several 
people are run over by limousines and taxis.

Albion Yippie Xerox machine is used to print up leaflets, pur
portedly from “Anti-Hard Drug Committee,” identifying me as 
a "heroin dealer” to the VVAW. Photo on leaflet is from a police 
mug shot. Zippies and VVAW confiscate all leaflets from Albion 
Yippies.

On the last day of the convention. MCC sound system leaves 
town. MCC request use of Zippics sound system. Zippics agree.

VVAW breaks camp and splits, not participating in main 
demonstration of summer. A small contingent stays behind and 
follows demonstrators, picking up overturned park benches, scat
tered trash barrels, and knocked over police barricade.

Police block off MCC assembly areas, begin tear gassing early. 
Zippic rock opera truck is nabbed after wild chase by motorcycle
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cops and two helicopters. A Gook equipment man and I arc 
arrested. Zippie rock opera truck continues to Hall, where band 
plays with tear gas masks amidst heavy gassing. Nemo takes 
blood bath onstage. Dellinger uses stage to assemble troops for 
march to Fountainbleau, where they are arrested. Minor trash
ing takes place afterwards. Police gas park and finish off demon
strators.

That night, police raid Zippic house, wielding machine guns. 
Various individuals are punched out. Small and Sirocco arc 
arrested for possession and sale of marijuana. Beal is arrested for 
possession. Sirocco and myself arc additionally charged with 
grand larceny for theft of the LBJ poster.

Nine hundred demonstrators in jail vow to stay there until all 
bails are lowered. MCC lawyers prevent demonstrators from 
knowing about Zippie leaders’ arrests, and Zippic leaders arc kept 
in separate part of jail. The 900 bail themselves out after bails arc 
lowered. Zippic leaders remain. Despite promises of help from 
Dellinger, five Zippies have to bail themselves out: $20,000 bail.

Republican Convention ends. Albion Yippies and MCC dis
solve. Zippies become YIP again. VVAW Gainesville Eight trial 
begin.

*  *  *

Miami had been a bitter, disastrous defeat for the movement.
The heralded 100.000 to 500,000 had not come. At most, perhaps 
10,000 and most of those were hardly strong supporters of the old- 
line movement. A huge poster of Abbie Hoffman reading"Hi! I'm 
Abbie! Flymeto Miami!"and other similar ploys seemed to make 
no impression on the new generation of youth. They were anar
chists, and they totally destroyed the MCCs attempt to set up an 
authoritarian government in Flamingo Park. They mocked the 
old-time leaders. The more the MCC tried to get rid of the Zippie 
plague, the more Zippies there were.

The movement, with its fifth-hand pop Marxism, its Puritan 
ethic, its dependence on liberal money, its media-created leaders, 
and its petrified, unimaginative thinking, had finally reached a 
dead end. and would no more be a great power in America, al
though many progressive attitudes had come to pervade Amer
ica. The media had virtually ignored the movement in Miami. The 
movement which had been salvaged in Chicago when the cops 
beat heads was not salvaged in Miami. There was no Chicago 
Seven trial to drive the point home.

After Miami, the old-time movement fell into malaise. Many 
leaders dropped out. got into yoga, quaaludes. the maiaraj Ji. or 
just nothing. Some tried new careers, unsuccessfully. The dream 
was over for them.

YIP. however, struggled on after the expulsion of Rubin and 
Hoffman. Their new line was anarchist, and their basic issue was 
the same as in Miami — freedom vs. control. A 1984 society vs. 
anarchy. They held demonstration after demonstration, and 
spread chapters into new states. They even founded a party news
paper, called Yipster Times (Box 384. Slatcn Island. NY) which 
quickly grew from a print run of 1000 to 15.000.

Pat Small pled guilty to possession and got a year in jail. Anas
tasia Sirocco got a year of probation. Dana Beal and I beat our 
charges, but then Dana was arrested in Columbus for disturbing 
the peace and convicted. He is now out on appeal.

Six months after Miami. Anastasia and I were arrested by the 
FBI for alleged possession of firebombs the night of our original 
arrest in Miami. We were held on $100,000 bail. After two 
months, we were acquitted. Jerry Rudoff was the chief witness 
against us, as he is the chief witness against the Gainesville Eight.
The Gainesville Eight trial continues, a pathetic attempt, like our 
bust, to come up with some reason why CRP was breaking into 
the Democratic Headquarters.

But the problem in Miami was not police provocateurs. It was 
police quislings. And so the "Revolution” ended, not with a bang, 
but a whimper.
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By Another Hired Stranger

Although many people have had some brief acquaintance with 
Scientology, very few have gotten into the subject far enough to 
find out what it is really all about. It is a subject which doesn’t eas
ily lend itself to study. The courses are many and tend to become 
quite expensive, not only in terms of money, but also in terms of 
time and commitment.

Even though the first course is free, and a $500 Dianeticscoursc 
is offered free to professional ministers and psychologists, the 
main purpose of these courses is to gain converts w ho will invest 
further faith and money in Scientology. The fact that these 
courses are free is often used for publicity purposes to answer the 
frequent criticism that Scientology is attempting to capitalize on 
its claimed monopoly on spiritual freedom. But since a person can 
easily spend over $25,000 on services, it is obvious they are not 
giving much away in proportion to what they expect in return.

The extent of financial investment a person has to make tends 
to make one more and more committed in favor of the subject, 
since the more one invests, the more reason one has not to admit 
that the investments were questionable. The cost becomes an 
important instrument in the person’s conversion, since it involves 
them personally and emotionally with the subject and its claims. 
1'he nature of this involvement is not one which is conducive to 
critical scholarship, but rather one of hope, faith and belief.

For those who do not have the large amounts of money to pay 
for their services outright, one can get these services through 
working for a Scientology organization, but since there is no fi
nancial commitment the personal commitments arc that much 
greater. To get any substantial amount of services, the person 
must contract himself to the organization for 2Vi or 5 years mini
mum. during which time he becomes a virtual serf to the or
ganization. working a minimum 10-hour day, six days a week, for 
between SI5 and S25 per week.

His energy and attention become totally monopolized, and he 
must not only convince himself that his decision is worth it. but 
others as well, since each member shelters and supports the others 
in their beliefs, so any manifestation of doubt is considered sub
version. and treated as such.

No Scientology staff member would dare to complain about 
the working conditions, since he knows full well that to do so 
brings down the official wrath of the organization on him. which 
not only endangers what he believes is his only chance for spiri
tual salvation, but loses him all his friends as well.

Further, he is obliged to report on the “nattering” of others so 
that each person acts as informant on the rest. Since this type of 
group pressure is extended to support other beliefs, such as the 
beneficial results of services, or the competence of Scientology 
management, each person is subtly influenced to pattern his 
thinking and behavior toward conformity with group standards.
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And these, of course, are models of enthusiastic compliance, and 
“duplication" their word for unquestioned acceptance, a par
ticularly esteemed “ability” in study.

The thing which is so disturbing is the completely systematic 
way in which Scientology seeks to estrange its members from all 
standards of judgment except its ow n. Scientology has its own 
system of ethics: anything which advances Scientology or Scien
tologists is good, and anything which impedes them is bad.

A person’s function and identity are defined in terms of his 
“hat” a portfolio listing out the precise way in which that per
son is expected to contribute to Scientology. Each person is given 
a statistic to measure his contribution for which he must feel 
guilty and “make amends" if it is not kept constantly rising.

Sanity and insanity are defined in terms of organizational util
ity, and on and on until the person will not believe anything un
less it is published by founder L. Ron Hubbard.

The dynamics of the group are carefully engineered by policy to 
keep the individuals subordinate to the whole process. The 
process consists of isolating individuals, subjecting them to in
doctrination. and encouraging them to persuade themselves by 
participating in the isolation and indoctrination of others. The 
process is repeated in cycles as the person become progressively 
more isolated from the rest of the world and more and more 
indoctrinated.

The Scientology policy on Public Relations is careful to stress 
that one should pick on people who are already feeling a little 
alienated. The PR officer is cautioned against addressing groups, 
since groups offer solidarity to their members. In the dissemina
tion procedure one is directed to search for another individual’s 
sense of “ruin” and, once found, one is instructed to offer Scien
tology as a definite solution for it. regardless of how extravagant 
and absurd a promise it might seem.

Public lecture personnel are told that their beginning lecture 
should stress the turmoil and horrors of the modern world. It 
should stress the conflict and pain of it all, and offer Scientology 
as “the road to Total Freedom.”

If the person buys a book as a result of any of this, his name is 
entered on the mailing list, and is counted as “one of the many 
people who are joining the world's fastest growing religion.” 
From there he is treated according to a set of well known policies 
until he either shows up at the organization, or moves without 
leaving a forwarding address. In fact, he will be hounded till his 
dying day with high pressure letters and brochures.

The high pressure is intentional and is considered necessary in 
all phases of dealing with the “raw public” or “wogs” as they are 
called, because, as every Scientologist is taught, a persdn without 
the benefit of the wisdom of Scientology is too aberrated to 
choose for himself, and so. must have his choices made for him.

This type of hand ling (called “8C”) is specifically prescribed for 
handling the unconscious and the psychotic, or other cases
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“where reason can not be consulted.” This turns out to be a sort of 
self-fulfilling prophecy on two counts. On one. those who do not 
simply walk away or discard these communications automatic
ally select themselves out as the most curious and unwary: and on 
the other, it serves to validate the low opinion of Scientologists on 
the unenlightened and hostile state of Non-Scientologists in 
general.

Hubbard insists on this policy, going even so far as to warn all 
Scientologists that anyone who suggests that the promo be toned 
down is probably a "Suppressive Person” — a person so de
ranged that he works toward the destruction of Scientology.

The organization’s own statistics show that less than 1% re
spond to these bulk mailings, a percentage so low that the method 
would be discarded by any other advertising firm. But mere 
advertising is not Hubbard’s aim, or else he would not rely on 
these tons of cheaply printed mailers and would advertise in rep
utable magazines. It is a self selection and screening process, 
shrewdly devised.

Once the person does show up at the organization to join o; 
submit himself for training or “processing" he must be examined 
to sec if he is a potential Troublesome Source. The explicit policy 
on this is that a person may not be accepted for processing (ther
apy) if he is doing so just to see if Scientology works, nor if he is a 
reporter, or someone who is attempting to judge Scientology on 
some sort of objective basis, nor if he has close emotional ties with 
someone who is antagonistic to Scientology.

In effect, no one may be accepted unless he already believes that 
Scientology is going to work, and has few social forces acting in 
his environment to convince him otherwise.

Since Scientology works by faith and social engineering, it is 
necessary that these policies exist. By the time the person shows 
up he has already undergone a great deal of menial preparation as 
to what to expect and what is expected of him.

Hubbard’s books, which seem like paraphrases of psychologi
cal and sociological researches of the time they were written, arc 
couched in obscure and esoteric language. This gives the impres
sion t ha t Scientology is off by itself in a field which has never been 
researched, and of which Scientology has exclusive knowledge.

As part of the person's education, of the supposed structure of 
the mind, he also learns what ailments it is supposed to be prone 
to, and consequently what symptoms to manifest. (This is es
pecially chronic among the oldtimers who, every time a new piece 
of technology is issued, start having different symptoms.)

For example, illnesses were fashionable in the summer of 1969. 
being replaced by headaches and feelings of wanting to leave in 
early 1970. Since feelings of wanting to leave are equated with 
psychosis currently, there has been a marked tapering off of that 
particular symptom.

Also, the person is given literature which speaks in a new lan
guage into which he is not initiated. Through exposure to people 
in the organization he becomes aware that he is to some degree an 
outsider. He is shown a chart of levels and statuses and more or 
less sold on the idea that the road to acceptance lies in progress up 
the levels. There is a big show over the announcing, awarding the 
certificates, and applauding each gain in status which becomes 
progressively more elaborate at each step up the line.

Since it is a High Crime in Scientology to invalidate the status 
of "Clear,” everyone is held in check from tcllingor repcatingany- 
thing which might damage the glitter of that status. Consequent
ly. newcomers quickly learn to covet and stand in awe of the stat
uses of which everyone speaks so respectfully.

From testimonials and pictures the person learns that he is sup- 
posed to emerge from his auditing session smiling and “happy.” 
He knows.that he is expected to write a testimonial about how 
much “bigger and cleaner and better” and “how more god damn
ed decent” he feels, because he has carefully been taught, and con
tinues to be taught by requiring him to go through the exact same
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procedure at every minor success.
So, armed with the fact that the person has already been edu

cated into what symptoms he is supposed to have, what is sup
posed to happen to those symptoms, how he is supposed to act 
and feel when he finishes his session, and given that the person 
wants these results not only for relief from his personal condi
tion, but for acceptance into a group, then whatever techniques 
are employed in the auditing session can hardly fail.

But the session has its own persuasive techniques, not the least 
of which is that it costs at least $30 per hour. The person has rather 
strong incentive to reach the required result, and quickly. There 
are other more subtle devices, some of which arc legitimately 
therapeutic, but they are managed in such a way as to validate and 
increase the person's emotional dependence on Scientology.

For example, there is what is known in medicine as the Place
bo Effect. For some reason about 70% of all medical complaints 
are psychosomatic in origin and can experience some degree of re
lief, provided that the patient has faith in the “healer” and the 
“treatment.” There will always be a certain number who will get 
better simply because someone took an interest in them; and a cer
tain number who will get better on their own.

Looking up words in the dictionary can do a lot to clarify one’s 
thinking, and spotting a few fallacies can make one feel positively 
enlightened — fora while. But all these techniques simply serve to 
strengthen the person’s faith and thereby aid the process of 
gathering all the emotional attachments he has made in the past 
and shift them over to Scientology. The procedure is set up in a 
series of grades, each with its own certificate and status value.

Grade 1 as it is advertised is supposed to enable a person to get 
to the root of his problems and make them vanish. However, by 
this time a person has already "solved” a great many of his life’s 
problems by virtue of his joining Scientology. It has already al
tered his relationship to everyone he ever knew, so those prob
lems which he has at this point arc those which affect his mem
bership in Scientology.

They consist of criteria and antagonisms which he has formed 
in the past and which still affect him in his current role. He is ask
ed such questions as. “What would have to happen for you to 
know that Scientology works?” — in order to get him to inspect, 
and hopefully discard, these criteria; “What is the problem?** leads 
him dowm a chain of events to some decision he made in the past 
which is responsible for his major psychological barrier to full 
acceptance of Scientology.

Grade 11 consists of getting the person to confess all the hidden 
past deeds for which he is feeling guilty. As long as a person is feel
ing guilty, he is still judging himself by standards belonging to 
some other group. Once he confesses, he can discharge his guilt, 
and along with it. the value system of the other group which de
mands it.

One is led from this experience to believe that one is finally re
leased from all guilt and anxiety, but in fact one unknowingly 
commits himself to the Scientology value system in such a way 
that one will thereafter feel guilty and anxious for having offend
ed any one of itsgroup values. This susceptibility to guilt is used to 
manipulate the person further, in ways which 1 shall discuss later.

Since what is considered valuable will be sought after, goals 
and values are very connected subject matter. Grade III seeks to 
uncover crisis points in a person’s life when the person ended up 
choosing or siding up with a goal that was to some degree con
trary to Scientology. This gives the person a sensation of greater 
freedom of choice over his own life, which indeed he has. But the 
choices one is given are whether or not to discard goals which arc 
contrary to Scientology, hardly a choice at all considering that the 
person is already committed to choosing in favor of Scientology.

The rest of the levels continue in a similar vein, solidifying 
identification with Scientology so that any slight against it be-
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comes personal, and removing the psychological barriers which 
tend to prevent the person from actingasan unquestioning instru
ment of the group.

The person is promised results which are “beyond his wildest 
dreams!" The literature and tapes refer back to times in the dis
tant past, previous to this lifetime, when we were all masters of the 
universe, and offer Scientology as the “road back.” The person is 
encouraged to fantasize, to imagine himself with extraordinary 
powers, and to feed his hope that the next level will get him sub
stantially closer to his dreams.

The whole of Scientology is justified by the single claim that it 
works. But "working” as used here is a rather vague word, and 
conveniently so. Such advertised results as “The ability to make 
problems vanish" are likewise vague. What does it mean? Can the 
person solve his problems on just a snap inspection, or does he 
merely push them out of his consciousness to “make them van
ish."

It suggests, that once attained, a person could sit down and rid 
himself of all his problems, but it is quite obvious that this is not 
the case. The person still has problems, and if he should complain 
of them, he is directed to more auditing. If the person had the abil
ity to solve problems, why would he need further auditing?

The state of “Clear” was once defined as. “The ability to be at 
cause over mental matter, energy, space and time." but when 
Hubbard came out with the “OT Levels” above Clear it became 
obvious that Clears were not totally in control of their own minds, 
so he added “as pertains to survival of self.”

In short, a Clear is a person who can think about his own sur
vival. So w'ho then, in this world, is not Clear? As it turns out, it is 
only those persons whom Scientology allows to believe that they 
are Clear, who arc so. The concept is vague enough to permit this, 
since most people are to some degree aware that they are “cause 
over” their own minds.

Given the thoroughly vague results that it advertises, the faith 
in the procedure which it deliberately cultivates, the wild hopes 
that it encourages, the group support, the gullible frame of mind 
of the participants, and the fact that they arc financially or mor
ally committed. Scientology could not help but “work.” Chris
tian Science, the miracle of Lourdes, and Voodoo also work in t he 
same way.

In May of 1970, Hubbard came out with a policy called CUTA- 
TIVES in which he complained:

In the period up to 1966 we were plagued by an occasional obscs- 
siveness to ADI) to any process or policy. Additives made things un
workable.

After 1966 when I left the post of Executive Director WW, a new con
dition set in. (  hcckshccts, processes, intensives. grades began to be CUT 
DOWN.

In 1970 a survey I have just completed has shown that this effort was so 
complete that the following had been broadly accomplished:

A. Training no longer included enough Scientology materials to 
make an effective Scientology auditor in many places.

B. (irades had been shortened from 50 hours 0 to IV to 2Vi minutes.
C. The End Phenomena of grades and processes were discarded.
The end result has been:
1. Few skilled auditors.
2. Shrunken and struggling Sen orgs.
3. A field that is disappointed in results — for they think they have 

had grades and haven't.

However, during this five year period people were charged as 
much as before even though they were getting less and less. What 
was commonly happening was that people would buy 25 hours at 
S650 and be brushed off in between 20 minutes and 3 hours. What 
is so interesting is that all these people signed attestations that 
they achieved all the abilities and results pertaining to their grade, 
and wrote glowing testimonials to boot. The reason that “orgs”
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were shrunken and struggling is that these processes can easily be 
stretched over 150 hours and that the organizations were losing a 
potential $3,250 per customer.

At any rate, there were five years worth of people who were 
given only a fraction of what they were paying for. According to 
long standing policy at that time, a person who achieved his re
sult under the amount of time he had purchased could have the 
credit applied to something else. Hubbard, in a briefing tape at 
that period, estimated the undelivered services as totalling in the 
millions of dollars.

But instead of informing the people they had some credit com
ing, Hubbard chose to launch a campaign to sell “Expanded 
Grades.” These “expanded” grades were what people should have 
been receiving all along. People were told that they had received 
“quickie” grades, but that in order to get their Expanded ones, 
they had to sign up (and pay again) for the hours it would take.

In a directive, Hubbard told that those who complained of not 
getting credit for their unused hours should be answered by say
ing, “But you shouldn’t have attested!” laying the entire blame 
on them. Partly these people were to blame for being so status 
hungry and self-deceiving as to readily attest, but they were also 
subject to pressure, and were told, or encouraged to believe, that 
their particular problem would be handled by the next level.

No one was completely honest cither way in this, but regard
less, they were still owed credit, because they were sold “Grades 
Intensives” consisting of 25 hours each, and the hours were only 
partly delivered. The public, not having access to the policies to 
prove their case, were in no position to argue, so they had to pay.

This same pattern was repeated about half a year later when 
“Power Processing” was discovered to have been routinely 
goofed. The remedy, which essentially consisted of running the 
old processes a bit longer to achieve the desired result, was sold as 
a N E W  thing. Power can only be bought in 50 hour packages 
($1,000 per) and it seldom takes longer than 10 hours to com
plete. Instead of letting people use their credit to get the auditing 
that they paid for, they were led to believe that they already got it. 
and had to buy something new. Hubbard states his attitude on 
this:

To claim a pc 'lost time' in auditing because of an error in choosing pro
cesses or having to reflatten one, is highly fallacious.

Sometimes a pc throws us a curve with a rough case, bad between 
session behavior, roughing up auditors . . . It is natural that goofs occur 
on such cases.

We are selling hours of auditing and what that is is for us to judge.
We are selling actual salvage from Death itself.
Rebate. How silly. The person was lucky we were around at all and took 

an interest. We don’t have to do anything for anybody. Remember that. 
We can lose interest in certain people, too, you know.

(HCO PI. 23 May 65)

You see, it’s all the customer's fault, because he is a "rough case" 
(someone who isn’t easily pleased), or because he is “bad” be
tween sessions, whatever that means. And if a person is openly 
critical of his poor handling, it only goes to prove what a rotten 
guy he is for “roughing up” the poor tender feelings of his saviors.

The fact that Hubbard could have been fooled for five  years 
about the results of processing — considering that he routinely 
and thoroughly supervised the auditing in whatever organization 
he was in — is amazing. His claim that “We are selling actual sal
vage from Death itself’ seems quite far fetched, since how would 
he ever know  that people were being saved from death, when he 
couldn’t tell if people were getting their full gains when looking 
right at both the auditing records and the people they belonged to 
in the course of his every day work!

Quite obviously Hubbard’s perceptions arc very much affected 
by money. When the money is rolling in, he secs nothing but 
gains, but when money gets slow, he sees errors everywhere, and 
comes up with something new to buy to remedy it
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The idea that Scientology is God’s gift to mankind is quite com
mon among Scientologists. In the Spring of 1971 a group of of
ficers in the Sea Organization decided to distinguish themselves 
by becoming especially aggressive in getting people to pay money 
in advance for services. Their technique eventually became 
known as “Crush Sell.” It consisted of ruthlessly browbeating po
tential customers into liquidating all their assets and paying the 
cash over to Scientology.

A Scientologist would be assigned to a person who was known 
to have some money. He would stick with him. phoning him four 
or more times a day. and even helping him sell his home, his car or 
stocks, while making him feel that he was committing the worst 
possible crime by clinging to mere possessions when spiritual free
dom was so close at hand.

They raked in several hundred thousand dollars, and it was sug
gested that they teach the local organization personnel how to do 
it. So, one of their number made a tape on which he described the 
proper frame of mind as being absolutely certain that getting the 
person to pay was the only thing that mattered, no matter what 
the means, because the end was the person's salvation.

For an example, he told how he squeezed an old lady’s knuck
les until she signed a check. There were other tapes made, one of 
which described how a young lady was locked in a room with 
three gangsterish looking guys, complete with black shirts and 
white ties, until she parted with $10,000. People would he visited 
late at night, and the visitors would stay and stay till they were 
given a check.

As long as the money was coming in, Hubbard looked the other 
way. 11 is personal aides were skeptical from the very first and ad
vised him of gross irregularities, but he promoted all the major 
personnel involved, and heaped them with honors till no one 
dared say anything against them. After 6 months the area had 
been wrung dry. the income declined and it was then time to take a 
look.

The officers were hauled before a Scientology tribunal and 
found guilty of vast and serious breaches of policy for which they 
were stripped of rank and sent to a remote organization to salvage 
it. But this move was merely to satisfy public rancor against them. 
In hardly a year, their sentence was cancelled andthey arc back in 
good graces, eager to do another service for Hubbard.

The disturbing thing to contemplate is what services thisgroup 
and others like it would be willing to render for the clory of Scien
tology. Would they slop at just extortion? Would they be able to 
justify a murder on the grounds that the person they did not sec 
eye to eye with was a “Suppressive Person" that is. less than' 
human? Who knows?

In Scientology there is what is known as THE FAIR GAME  
LAW.

A Suppressive person becomes “fair game.”
By FAIR GAME is meant, may not be further protected by the codes 

and disciplines of Scientology or the rights of a Scientologist. . . . they 
cannot be granted the rights and bcingness ordinarily accorded rational 
beings and so place themselves beyond any consideration for their fccl- 
ings or well being.

The homes, property, places and abodes of persons who have been ac
tive in attempting to suppress Scientology or Scientologists arc all be
yond any protection of Scientology Ethics.

(HCO PI. 25 Dec 65)

In effect, the person may be lied to, cheated, or destroyed with 
complete impunity as far as Scientology is concerned. One be
comes a Suppressive Person by commiting a Suppressive Act.

Suppressive acts arc defined as actions or omissions undertaken to 
knowingly suppress, reduce or impede Scientology or Scientologists.

Notice that this is conveniently broad and vague enough to in
clude any act, regardless of severity, that may seem to besmirch 
the name of Scientology.
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Such Acts include public disavowal of Scientology or Scien
tologists . . . public statements against Scientology . . . voting for 
legislation directed toward the Suppression of Scientology . . .bringing 
civil suit against any Scientology organization or Scientologist including 
the non-payment of bills . . .demanding the return of any or all fees paid 
for standard training or processing actually received or received in part 
but still available . . . writing anti-Scientology letters to the press or giv
ing anti-Scientology evidence to the press . . . continued membership in 
a divergent group; continued adherence to a person or group pronounced 
a Suppressive Person or G roup. . . sexual or sexually perverted conduct 
contrary to the well being or good state of mind of a Scientologist in 
good standing . . .

Many people are under the impression that this policy was can
celled in 1968, but in fact, only the practice of declaring people 
FAIR GAME was abandoned, because “It causes bad public re
lations." The policy did not cancel any policy on the treatment or 
handling of such persons.

The extent that Scientology intends to prosecute its detractors 
can be borne out by the fact that it has a branch called The Guar
dian’s Office for the express purpose of handling troublesome ele
ments in the environment. It has an Intelligence section which 
sends private investigators into groups which arc cither hostile to 
Scientology, or are potential competitors. The investigators are 
supposed to gather information the group’s individual members 
and sec "that the results get adequate legal action and publicity."

The mechanism employed is very straightforward. We never use the 
data to threaten to expose. We simply collect it and expose.

(HCO PI. 17 Feb 66)

If the person is an ex-Scientologist, or Suppressive Person (the 
two being the same), there is no policy preventing his auditing 
records from being used against him. These folders contain a 
great deal of personal information, some of which can be highly 
embarrassing. It is conceivable that minor crimes, psychiatric his
tories. drug use. or details of the person's sex life could be pre
sented to his employer to discredit him.

Such systematic harassment is generally impractical against the 
rather large number of people that cither drop out. or are kicked 
out of Scientology. Generally such tactics arc reserved for the es
pecially vociferous.or those who attempt to form groups.

The office routinely sues newspapers who print stories that 
make Scientology appear in a bad light. Another concern is the 
suppression of books which might be critical of Scientology, by 
putting pressure on the publisher. Also, they circulate pamphlets 
and conduct letter writing campaigns to members in government 
to incur bad feelings against their rivals.

What is so odd about the Scientology method of defense, and 
much of their public relations policy, is that they never confront 
or answer any charge brought against Scientology, no matter how 
true it is. They simply accuse the person, or attempt to discredit 
him. If the question is. “Is it true that Scientology has 20 million 
dollars in Swiss Francs deposited in Zurich?" it is true — the 
answer is apt to be something like. “Why are you in favor of 
psychiatric Death Camps?”

“Turnabout is fairplay" is a quote from their public relations 
policy. The object is to always attack the “enemy” on his ground, 
never on yours. Anyone who unduly resists conversion, usually 
the parents of a recent convert, or anyone who is simply in the 
way. like a naturally antagonistic TV interviewer, is viewed to 
some extent as an enemy.

Scientology is viewed as man’s last chance for salvation, the on
ly decent and effective movement trying desperately to win free
dom and sanity for mankind. The technology of Scientology is the 
single ultimate solution to all the world’s problems. And anyone 
who says differently, in their opinion, has got to be crazy, so they 
do not listen to anyone but themselves.
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Scientology is fond of touting that it stands for “Total Frec- 
dom.,“ It attacks its enemies on the grounds that since they stand 
for freedom, anyone who opposes them opposes freedom. But 
whatever "Total Freedom" means (Anarchy?), in a somewhat 
lesser known policy letter Hubbard stales that since Scientology 
can bring about “Total Freedom" it also has the right to demand 
"total discipline."

Scientology may very well be working fora world without war 
(what group nowadays says that they are working/or war?), for 
justice and sanity, but Scientology is also working for a world in 
which justice and sanity are defined to suit their own interests. For 
example, in the uppermost organization within Scientology, if a 
person merely says he is unhappy and wants to leave, he must be' 
dismissed as a psychotic, and out the door in 24 hours. As lie 
leaves, a document is published which declares him in a condi
tion of Treason (a Traitor), excommunicates him from Scien
tology. calls him a freeloader, and generally spreads around any 
information handy that might discredit him.

All Scientologists arc thereafter forbidden to talk to him, or he 
to them; and he is charged in full for any services he might have 
taken, the time he spent working for them not being taken into ac
count. Clearly, “sanity" is the measure of how enthusiastically a 
person allows himself to be used for the advancement of Scien
tology. and “justice" has come to mean the squashing down and 
shutting up of anyone who is of no further use to the or
ganization.

The question arises as to what would happen if Scientology 
were to become government subsidized, or political powers dis
integrated to an extent that Scientology could shake off local re
straints and engage in direct violence. To what lengths would they 
go to impose their system on others, and how would they handle 
dissidents? Perhaps, even more importantly, it should be asked 
what arc they doing to bring the point closer to when they arc in 
domination?

T he main focus of this effort is an attempt to attack and dis
credit what they view as their chief competitors, namely, the 
National Association of Mental Health, and Psychiatric or
ganizations. One of their main points of contention is that a per
son can be locked up and deprived of civil rights on simply the 
opinion of two psychiatrists that the person might be a menace to 
himself or to society. They have been digging into cases to find in
stances of abuse, where the psychiatrists were bribed, and a per
son was committed and subsequently brutalized with electro
shock or lobotomy. In this sense they arc doing everyone a real 
service by pointing out the depersonalization that exists in psy
chiatric institutions.

But Scientology is not doing this good deed out of the good
ness of its heart, no matter what their public relations material 
might lead one to believe. The fact is that Psychiatrists are the on
ly ones in this society whose opinion is legally trusted as to 
whether a person is sane or not. Their opinion rests on the belief 
of the public that they arc the experts in this matter. If Scien
tology can dredge up and publish enough information to dis
credit this belief. Scientologists hope that they can gel themselves 
certified as experts in this regard.

Once Scientology is the recognized expert on who is sane or in
sane. they will be able to legally dispose of people that appear to 
be threatening to them. Further they can get themselves appoint
ed to advisory boards in government agencies and have a decisive 
voice in deciding policy. Governments could be gotten to ap
propriate large sums of money for “research" or Scientologists 
could be invited in on some big population control project.

According to one tape, the Guardian's Office in South Africa 
helped the South African government quell the Mau Mau up
risings by advising them to arrest the apparent ring leaders in the 
riots. After arrest these people were strapped to a table and elec
trodes were taped to their feet and connected to a Scientology "E

meter." The E meter is an ohm meter which is one of the com
ponents of a polygraph. The prisoners were interrogated against 
their will when they would not confess freely.

Letters of the alphabet were called out and the meter reactions 
observed until they had the names and addresses of the real ring
leaders of the uprising. These people were arrested and similarly 
interrogated until the true perpetrators were discovered. They, as 
the story goes, by that lime had left the country.

But the interesting thing about this example is that it shows that 
the "Church” of Scientology, which professes in its Creed, “That 
all men of whatever race, colour or creed were created with equal 
rights . . ." is perfectly willing to assist the racist government of 
South Africa in keeping the blacks in an inferior status. So one 
wonders if the Scientologist who gets into power would behave 
any more scrupulously than this.

It is also part of the Creed of the Church “That all men have in
alienable rights to think freely, to talk freely, to Write freely their 
own opinions and to counter or utter or write upon the opinions 
of others." But as I have pointed out, free speech is not advocated 
in cases where it docs not serve the interests of Scientology. 
People are excommunicated, defamed and sued for their state
ments.

This willingness to compromise their ideals leaves them in the 
very dangerous position of becoming the unwitting tool of some 
fascistic government which could easily capitalize on their eager
ness to "get in good” with the local government. No doubt, there 
would be no objection among Scientologists if some government 
suddenly turned over all its mental hospitals to Scientology. And. 
I am sure, they would be glad to certify anyone who opposed the 
local regime as being insane.

But so far there haven’t been any governments so desperate or 
incautious to make such a move. For one thing, they could never 
be sure that Scientology couldn’t withdraw its support if it ap
peared in its interest to do so. For another, it is very difficult to tell 
what Scientology’s real interests arc.

T he inner core of Scientology is The Sea Organization. It has 
roughly 2.000 members, which is about equal to the number of 
members in the other Scientology organizations combined. It is 
called the Sea Org for short, and it is the most militant, secretive 
and arrogant of all the Scientology organizations. It is the or
ganization “three feet behind the head of Scientology." That is, it 
runs the show. It has military ranks corresponding to the Navy, 
and Hubbard is “T he Commodore." the absolute head of the 
whole thing. (He’s supposed to be retired from Scientology and 
living in seclusion.)

In many ways it looks like a James Bond operation without 
the guns. In fact they do look upon themselves as being sort of 
“Man from Uncle" types, fighting against “SMERSH’’astheyarc 
fond of calling the National Association of Mental Health.

The headquarters of the Sea Org, and hence, for all of Scien
tology, is aboard the Yacht Apollo, whose location is supposed to 
remain secret. It is called "Flag.” It can only be reached by Scien
tologists through a secret outpost in Madrid. From there one is di
rected to anyone of the following ports: Agadir, Safi (the sardine 
capital of the world). Casablanca. Tangier (all in Morocco). 
Maderia. in the Canaries, and Lisbon and Setubal. Portugal.

Generally, it only stays in one port for a few weeks at a time and 
then moves on. The Apollo is over 350 feet long and can carry 300 
persons easily, 400 somewhat less easily. It operates under the 
cover name of Operation Transport Corporation. Ltd., of Pan
ama, and tells the port authorities that it is a  traveling manage
ment consultant school.

Very strict precautions arc taken to ensure that no scrap of 
paper is left lying around that might hint that the ship was con
nected with Scientology. Even the garbage is shredded. T he pen
alty for spilling the cover is an immediate assignment of Treason, 
so they tend to watch it rather closely. When shore persons come

The Realist Page 5

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

http://www.ep.tc/realist/97
http://www.ep.tc/realist


T he REALIST Issu e  N um ber 97-B , O c t 1973 - P a g e  06 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/reallst/97

aboard, the whole ship's crew is briefed as to what to say and the 
ship is stripped o f any tokens of Scientology.

The central hub of Flag is the CIC. which is a term borrowed 
from military jargon, which stands for "Command Information 
Center." It is a large room filled with graphs, files, and maps, com
plete with pins and colored arrows. It is from this room that all the 
information from the various Scientology organizations is com
piled and decided upon. When the “clean ship” drill is sounded, all 
these maps can be Hipped over, and the boards against the walls 
can be turned around to make the room look like a very innocent 
looking office space.

The way in which the Sea Org runs the rest of Scientology is 
through a command network which has bases on each of the 
continental areas. Formerly the Continental Liaison Offices over
saw’ part of this management, but currently they only relay infor
mation to and from Flag. When an emergency arises, and this 
channel is too slow. Flag w ill send out a mission, a team of per
sonnel to carry out some task which is usually confidential in na
ture. If they are too short on personnel, they may send the Mis
sion Orders to the Continental Office and have the mission per
sonnel briefed and "fired” from there.

Originally the missions were designed "to get in Ethics.” Some
one would arrive from Flag dressed up like an SS officer, com
plete with German accent, declare a dozen or so people in Trea
son. and keep the entire organization's staff up day and night 
washing walls. He would generally leave everyone in such a state 
of shock, that no one dared so much as breathe, out of terror that 
he might come back. While most of the missions still carry some 
flavor of this "old glory” generally they are much more routine 
and dull tasks. They are still kept strictly confidential as a mea
sure to keep from advertising the failures that necessitate such 
drastic intervention, and also, to preserve an aura of mystique.

A person is lured into the Sea Organization primarily on its 
mystique and elitist reputation, but also heavily on the fact that 
members can get their training and processing there as quickly as 
they can, without charge. All one has to do is sign the following 
contract:

I . _______________ . 1)0 HEREBY AGREE to enter into employment
with the SEA ORGANIZATION and. being of sound mind, do full) real
ize and agree to abide by its purpose . . . and. fully and without reser
vation. subscribe to the discipline, mores and conditions of this group and 
pledge to abide by them.

THEREFORE, I CONTRACT MYSELF TO THE SEA ORGANIZA
TION FOR THE NEXT BILLION YEARS.

(F0232)

Notice that this contract in no way commits them  to anything. 
As long as one respects (or fears) their authority, one is ow ned by 
them body and soul.

No one gets to see the contract until he is already committed to 
sign it and ready to sign, the contract itself being a confidential 
Flag Order. As soon as the contract is signed, the person is not 
given time to think about regretting his choice. He is immediately 
packed off to a remote base, usually on a ship operating off the 
coast of the continental area. I here he is completely cut off from 
the outside world and he is put to work and indoctrinated into be
coming a Sea Org member.

The new recruit w orks seven days a week, up to 12 hours a day, 
including compulsory study time, and may receive 6 to 12 hours 
liberty a week, from there on out. He is paid $ 10 per week, and up 
till recently, he was fed on S8.20 per week.

Housing in the Sea Org has always been chronically substan
dard. partly due to habits of close living acquired on the ships, but 
mostly because the Sea Org will not span! more than about SI5 
per month per member, and no Sea Org member has the right to 
complain about it. In Copenhagen, overcrowding was so bad that
Page 6

the personnel stationed in one organization there had to dis
mantle their beds each day and hide them so they wouldn’t be dis
covered in the event of a surprise inspection by the local housing 
authorities.

The same had to be done in the Los Angeles area, where one of 
the chief sources of complaints was from the public being audited 
in staff quarters which were variously described as “squalid” and 
"filthy."

The atmosphere of the Sea Org is one of furious coping and 
“making do.” Most of this is blamed on the insufficient training of 
the staff, which to a large extent is true, but there arc more basic 
economic reasons which prevent the staff from ever getting train
ed. Their economic policy is very straightforward. It is simply a 
matter of getting the maximum return for the minimum in
vestment.

Rather than buying a typewriter, letters are written by hand.
For lack of a few hundred dollar piece of addressing equipment 
the whole staff has to stay up till 2 a.m. three nights a month to 
prepare a mailing. Rather than renting power tools, a whole ship’s 
company may have to chip paint by hand. And rather than buy
ing a restaurant type stove, meals for 100 have to be prepared on a 
light 4-burner kitchen stove, in pots and pans bought out of the 
food money.

It is quite common for a Sea Org member to have to buy his 
own pens and paper if he has an office job. and such things as 
shoes, clothing, and transportation, all of which are supposed to 
be provided, seldom arc. Consequently, there are continual emer
gencies which result in dismissals and demotions, and a new per
son has to either be recruited or transferred over from some other 
area. In either case, the person is untrained.

Six months is the longest one usually spends on any given post, 
especially in its lower echelons, where personnel are promoted as 
they acquire expertise, or are sent out on missions, or get kicked 
out or leave. No one is left in a position long enough to feel abso
lutely secure in it. and always there is the pervading fear that one 
might be demoted to the deck force, or dismissed for some trivial 
offense. In addition, there are rapid and drastic changes in policy 
which arc cither originated or approved by Hubbard and add sig
nificantly to the turmoil.

In 1969 Hubbard published a Base Order (8) which declared 
that the Pacific branch of the Sea Org had been financially ex
travagant and wasteful and he severely cut back the amount of 
money that they could spend to less than half of what it cost for 
basic necessities such as rent and staff salaries. Further, he or
dered that the area be put totally in order, the staff housed and 
uniformed and pressing debts paid.

As might be expected, none of his orders were carried out and 
the organizations could barely feed themselves and have enough 
left over to pay the electric and postage bills. No one even dared to 
think that it might have been Hubbard's policy that was respon
sible for the disaster. To even suggest it would have been Trea
son. so all sorts of people were blamed, transferred or dismissed 
none of which remedied the situation, but only made it worse.

At least once a year there is a major change in the command set
up, each of which is the ultimate solution to some previous failure.
In addition there are many minor changes. For example, in 1971 
the post of Public Registrar was moved back and forth between 
Division II and VI so many times that most people lost count.

In addition to this there is a constant stream Of projects and 
programs being issued by Hubbard and his Aides. Each one is a 
major affair requiring personnel which don't exist to do a job for 
w hich money will not be allocated.

No excuses of lack of personnel or financial approval arc tol
erated. Anyone who is prone to such complaints is told that he is 
just covering up for his incompetence, and he may be charged for 
"Making seniors wrong" a sort of misdemeanor in Scientology. 
Likewise lack of training is no excuse. "Everyone is expected to be 
able to do any job at any time.”

The Realist

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

http://www.ep.tc/reallst/97
http://www.ep.tc/realist


T he REALIST Issu e  N um ber 97-B , O c t 1973 - P a g e  07
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/reallst/97

If a project fails or a person's statistic declines, it is his fault no 
matter what. If a person's statistic is letters received or letter’s sent 
and there is a postal strike, if he wants to save his neck he might 
have to cough up his own money to send telegrams or make phone 
calls.

Questioning the system is taboo, so one does not even think 
about it. In any Scientology organization, and especially in the 
Sea Org, it will not be out of place to see any number of unusual 
solutions, or personal sacrifices to get the basic necessities done. 
Working till 3 a.m. in the morning is very common, and the loan 
of a car, if one owns one. is expected “to keep the stats up.”

The discipline varies along with this from mild to very severe, 
depending on the mood of the times. During periods of economic 
depression tempers run short and everyone looks pretty treason- 
ish to everyone else. A critical remark can easily be interpreted as 
a mutiny, and there are, of course, witch hunts to find the "sup
pressive person’* who is causing the downfall of the organization.

And there arc purges ordered from time to time. In 1969 there 
was one to get rid of anyone who had ever taken LSD. and an
other one in 1971 to get rid of anyone who had received electric 
shock treatment, or was ever treated by a psychiatrist. This latter- 
criterion was even being stretched to include people who had ever 
talked to a psychiatrist or psychologist. Of course, "psychotics" 
are purged whenever they arc found.

Discipline revolves around what is known as “The Conditions 
Formulae" in the Scientology “justice" system. If a person’s sta
tistic declines too much, or if he does something which impresses 
his senior as showing personal "uselessness." or he doesn’t appear 
to be performing any function for the organization, he may be 
assigned a condition of "Non Existence." Anyone can assign a 
person below him in the organization a condition, provided he 
shows “reason” for it. What passes for “reason," again, depends 
on the mood of the times. Conditions can also be assigned to 
whole organizations or departments.

A person, portion or ship in Non Existence has no rights whatever.
In actual practice any person is allowed some sleep and at least a few 

minutes eating time and drinking water in any condition.
A ship, portion or person in Non Existence is also subject to reduction 

of ration allowance, curtailment of Purchase Orders and withdrawal of 
uniforms.

There arc lower conditions than Non Existence, such as “Lia
bility." In this condition all the above penalties apply, and in ad
dition the person’s pay is suspended and he is fined. He can be re
quired to work at hard labor (usually non stop for about 24 
hours), and after which he must take a petition around asking to 
be let back into the group. He must wear a dirty grey rag tied 
around his arm to signify his condition. A person may be assign
ed Liability for any number of vague changes, such as reporting 
late, or "looking stupid."

Below Liability is the condition of "Doubt” in which all the 
above penalties apply, with the addition that no one may speak to 
him. and that he may be required to work 48 hours before being 
upgraded to Liability. A person may be assigned Doubt if he fails 
to turn in a required report, or if it is discovered that there is an 
error in the one he submitted.

Doubt is just what the name implies, so any time a Scien
tologist waivers from total conviction, the condition is ap
plicable. Naturally, Doubt is only assigned when it is expressed, 
which has at times been in the process of therapeutic counselling 
when the person was not guarding his comments.

"Enemy" is below Doubt, yet above Treason. In 1968 a person 
who was assigned Enemy aboard Flag would be locked in the 
chain locker, a small, damp, uncomfortable compartment which 
is used to store the anchor chain. They would be fed on bread and 
water until they had complied with the Enemy formula, which is, 
"Find out who you really are." The practice was continued and
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spread to other Sea Org bases, where people were locked in rooms 
and basements, or chained to immovable objects.

A written confession was also required of all the harmful acts 
that one had committed in his lifetime, which often had to be re
done again and again, to get the person "to tell all." In one ex
treme case a person was locked up for 27 days. Needless to say. he 
wrote a success story on the experience when he got out.

(For those of you who have not read 1984 by George Orwell, 
there is a scene at the very end where the main character, after go
ing through a long ordeal of interrogations, brainwashing, and 
beatings, becomes reconstituted as a person; all the torture is be
hind him. and as he sits on a desolate park bench, he reflects that 
he loves Big Brother.)

In 1970 the practice of confining people was abolished, but 
hardly a year later the practice was applied to “psychotics” who. 
of course, had to be restrained, and could be "under the medical 
authority of the Captain."

There was also another practice called "Overboards" where for 
some slight goof the person would be thrown over the side of the 
ship and left to paddle around in the waste pouring from the ship 
until he had completed repeating some humiliating statement, or 
singing Ihe Best Things in Life are Tree.

The practice spread to the other bases, but since they did not 
have the ocean nearby they improvised a firing squad, which lined 
offenders up against a garage wall and shot them with a fire hose. 
Of course this became done to excess and finally had to be abol
ished to keep from endangering relations with the community. 
But Overboards were revived for special cases in 1971. and there is 
no guarantee that they will not be used again extensively.

If a single Sea Org member could compile enough information 
to see the whole pattern of affairs in the Sea Org, he would realize 
that he was up against a hopeless situation. The emergency situ
ations continue year in and year out. not because so much in
competence causes them, but that essential money which could 
solve them is diverted instead to a Swiss bank in Zurich.

The hundreds of projects which go uncomplied with arc only 
necessary because the main problem is never handled at its source. 
They arc a screen behind which Hubbard and his Aides can say, 
“Of course you’re having trouble, you  didn’t comply with our 
order to . . ."

The harsh "justice" measures are also screens. They permit an 
opportunity to take out the frustrations one builds up in hand
ling an impossiblcsituation. They allow a group to get their hands 
on someone that is allegedly responsible for their condition. But 
all this confusion and internal friction is. above all. absorbing. It 
keeps a person from effectively thinking about anything else.

When a person’s world is constructed of fear of being named 
the culprit in some disaster (which is only more likely if one is not 
highly involved in his work), and has every occurrence neatly ex
plained for him. i.e.. “ The reason you only got 9c this week is 
because Josic Schwartz is a Suppressive and she used to work in 
Treasury but you needn’t worry about that, because we got rid 
of her. See. she’s in Treason and debarred from Scientology for
ever. Doesn’t that make you feel better?" he is very likely to 
agree simply to keep the finger from coming back and pointing at 
him.

Mainly, however, he is just too busy to demand a better ans
wer. and usually he is so tied to his task that he can not check 
matters out on his own. Since no excuse is admissible the person is 
always open to accusation unless his area is flawless. But under 
the economically deprived circumstances there is hardly anyone 
that has such an area, so no one gets very nosey outside his area, 
except the Ethics Officer, whose job it is to roam around the or
ganization and “catch supressives."

There is a document which mentions the political objectives of 
the Sea Org. It says, the political objective of the Sea Org is to
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“audit out the 4th Dynamic Engram." This is Scientology termi
nology which roughly translates that they want to get mankind 
(the 4th Dynamic) in a position where they arc in sufficient con
trol over it that they can get rid of (audit out) insanity as Scien
tology chooses to define it.

As I mentioned before, this is vague enough to mean anything, 
but the intention is clear that they intend to work toward some 
kind of control over the human race. How much of this is real and 
how much is just put out by Hubbard to con his higher execu
tives, 1 do not know. Perhaps Hubbard sincerely has these am
bitions, but the fact that he chooses to fatten his bank account in
stead of using it on his forces tends to cast doubt on this. But, on 
the other hand, he may just be saving up for the right moment.

Either way, his means are highly questionable. Even though 
Scientology professes religious ideals, they are seriously con
tradicted in practice. Scientology 'is a profit-making organiza
tion. The individuals that work in their organizations have no 
more rights than slaves, especially in the Sea Org. Scientology re
spects no nation, and refers to any established power as “the al
leged government." It is arrogant and high handed beyond belief, 
and its technology works no better than ordinary medicine. The 
fact that it exists at all is a sad testament to the spiritual poverty of 
our age, in which people can become so alienated and starved for 
purpose that they will attach themselves to such a cause.

Despite all that I have mentioned about how harsh Scien
tology is with its critics, it really cannot afford to persecute every
one who disagrees with it. Such treatment is reserved for those 
who seriously threaten to damage business. The attrition rate is so 
high that there arc more declared “suppressives” running around 
than all their staff members combined.

Just as they will not “save" you if you walk into one of their or
ganizations without any money, they will not persecute you un
less you appear to be an impediment to the money flowing in. If 
you’ve been treated badly by them, you have a right to speak your 
opinion. It is an inalienable right according to their own Church 
Creed! And besides, persecutions cost money.

(Continued from Issue 97-A, Page 5)

procedure of booking us. The judgo have dropped all bail to S10 
except for thirteen brothers like Typical American Youth who 
have extremely high bails.

The brothers in the stockade arc tight and they refuse to leave 
on bail until the thirteen arc reduced to $10. "Allor None."The 
women have-enough money inside the jail to bail themselves out. 
but they refuse to go until they are assured that the men can get 
out too.

We decide on "All or None" except eight men who say they 
haveto leave. A couple arc given SIO by other brothers. Guys who 
want to leave, but say they don't need to aren’t given money.

Our lawyers, the public defenders and the director of the jail 
appeal to the judges to hold a night session of court and drop the 
bail of the remaining thirteen. The judges refuse. Wait until 
morning.

At night the trustees bring uscoffcc. Perhaps this is the hot din
ner that Floyd, the Assistant Director, promised us. Some people 
try to sleep, but it is difficult on our slabs. Others gather in a circle 
and sing, mostly terrible songs of the 50's and early 60’s. Others 
wad up the newspaper and improvise a game of soccer. Eventual
ly two guards come in and wake each person to find out the names 
of everybody in the cell. “Kropotkin: K-R-O-P-O-T-K-I-N. 
Peter: P-I-E-T-R.”

Then they call out the names of two or three men whom they 
consider to be “leaders." These guys arc brought downstairs and 
searched to sec if they have $10 to bail out. But the tactic doesn't
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work and the “leaders" arc returned. Men who have money hide it 
in their boots.

In the middle of the night two guards come into the cell and 
wake Johnson. They tell him that he can leave now because the 
Icelandic consul has returned and arranged his bail. Johnson 
raises his head slightly off his slab and says. “I’m staying with my 
brothers." and goes back to sleep.

One guard is confused, shocked, bewildered and frustrated.
The other one tells him. “He wants to stay, let him stay."

The guards come for another man. “You can go now. Your 
family paid your bail."

“All or none." says the brother, and turns his back on the 
guards.

1 feel very good as I fall asleep.
Morning finds us in high spirits.
Breakfast is comparatively reasonable, but I don’t eat stewed 

plums, hard-boiled eggs and white bread. The fact that ITT 
manufactures white bread and that wc are constantly being fed 
white bread docs not escape our attention. When I was in jail in 
San Francisco, the prisoners gambled lor slices of white bread.

We arc told that the thirteen high-bail brothers will have their 
bails reduced this morning and that ours will probably be 
dropped to nothing. Eventually Dave Dellinger and Peter Orlof- 
sky. two of the people with high bail, appear outside our cell. They 
tell us that the thirteen have been released without bail and so are 
all of us. They tell us that the women barricaded themselves in 
their cells rather than leave before they were assured that the men 
were being released. The women had to be dragged out of jail one 
at a time.

We are ecstatic. I am exhilarated by this less.on in solidarity.
The authorities have been forced to kick us out of jail. As wc leave 
jail we sing:

Move on over or we’ll move on over you 
Move on over or we’ll move on over you 
Move on over or we’ll move on over you 

’Cause the movement's moving on.

Outside. Sun for the first time in two days. Stories are 
exchanged like mad. “So-and-so. a Zippie woman, turned out to 
be a police infiltrator." “The inauguration should be great. We 
can throw snowballs. Join us."

I would like to conclude with my view of elections in the Unit
ed States, which is that they arc nothing more than spectacles to 
divert people’s attention from the boredom and alienation of 
daily life. Instead of democracy, we have an auction. McGovern 
bids $30 million, Nixon bids S50 million. Nixon wins.

To think that McGovern would have solved the problems of the 
nation is like giving aspirin to a cancer victim. It would have 
dulled the pain without touching the cause of the disease.

As for those people who voted for Nixon, I put them in the 
same class as the people who buy Ultra-Brite toothpaste. They are 
addicted to being manipulated and. like heroin addicts, they 
should be treated not as criminals, but asgood souls possessed by 
demons.

After talking with diverse people about Nixon and the War, 
and protestors, my impression is that Middle Americans are good 
at heart, but they are pushed around and manipulated by the rich 
businesses and government. They deserve better. They arc a fra id, 
and that is the aspect of their personalities that the ruling class 
takes hold of and manipulates.

Nice, friendly, obedient people killed the Jews in Germany.
They locked up the Japanese-Americans in World War II. They 
are killing people today in Indochina. Nice, friendly, well-mean
ing, hard-working, patriotic, obedient.

Lately I have been having nightmares about detention camps.
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W h a t ' s  B e h i n d  t h e  1 5 - Y e a r - 0 l d  G u r u  M a h a r a j  J i ?

by Cail W inder and C aro l H orow itz

“Who is Guru Maharaj JiT .ask  the posters. The answer to this, 
or any other question, is never given in specific terms. If it were, 
the whole point would be lost, for the message of his cult is that all 
such specific questions are unanswerable, unimportant, only 
more ephemeral trivia in the "dream" or the “game" that we call 
everyday life.

“Solvable Problems Arc Unsolvable” is the title of a major ar
ticle in Divine Light Mission’s extremely well-heeled publica
tion. Reality is all mystery; mystery, the only reality. Knowledge, 
therefore, is the delicate semantic art of professing to know 
nothing. Activism in the real world is a waste; passivity is power. 
Down is up. “ Richard Nixon can have Truth. Knowledge and 
Bliss" Rennie Davis. Berkeley. 1973).

Who is Guru Maharaj Ji? He is an incredibly rich Indian prince, 
the pudgy heir to leadership ol one ol Ins country’s countless 
mystical sects, whose privileged caste has felt none of the sting of a 
.century of colonialism.

Gurus arc a dime a dozen in India, and Maharaj Ji’s cult was in 
death throes when he devised a brilliant scheme: he would diver
sify and expand abroad! His product costs nothing to manufac
ture and there’s a market that will pay any price for it. He’s ex
porting forgiveness to the mother country. To the masses who live 
in “the belly of the beast" he peddles his spiritual Rol-aids:

. "Actually, in America people were saying that this Divine Light 
Mission is like a washing machine. You pul your dirty clothes in
side and they come out very clean. So anybody who is dirty who 
goes inside the mission comes out perfectly clean. But I don’t 
mean clean outside. I mean clean from inside. And this is a real 
thing!" (Shri Bai Bhagwan Ji. the Guru's holy brother)

Yes indeed, folks, just one taste of the Guru’s holy Knowledge 
can soak up 47 times its weight in excess guilt.

What’s frightening is that people devotees do believe it. 
Not because it makes sense, but because we have come to the 
point in our history where the dirt is starting to show, and the 
Guru’s one-stop laundromat is a deep-seated appeal to the "in
stant" mentality that is nurtured and maintained by the Ameri
can experience.

Looking at the cult from this perspective, the picture emerges of 
the sickness feeding on itself: there is a logical symbiosis that sus
tains both the Guru and his followers: Americans want their self- 
respect; the Guru wants to make a buck.

How much'simpler it is to think that our president has within 
him the seeds of divinity than that we have within ourselves the 
seeds of rebellion!

How handy that the system is so evil that its participants volun
tarily oppress themselves in order not to face it and deal with it.

Before it ends, we will doubtless see decadence in many forms, 
but at present the cult of the Guru Maharaj Ji is one of the most 
prominent.

Our first contact with Divine Light Mission was when Rennie 
Davis came to Berkeley and made a disastrous attempt to con
vince our rowdy crowd of non-believers that he had found some
thing better than political activism he had found god. Rennie 
was. of course, referring to the tccnagcd “perfect master," the 
Guru Maharaj Ji.

The cult of the Guru, however, was presented as more than 
simply another mystical cult. No, the child-god has something 
much more to offer the Pepsi generation; a Puritanical alterna
tive to “counter-culture" life-style (celibacy is required), and a 
“peace movement that will save the world.”

Indeed, the devoted followers of the Guru present that night 
certainly did look different from us grubby leftists and hippies 
who were there to check it out well-scrubbed vounu men 
dressed in three-piece suits, whose only telling dillerence Irom 
businessmen was their psychedelic buttons ofthe chubby cherub.

Looking like a cross between Brooks Brothers ads and hired 
thugs, the devotees who were present that night certainly did not 
fit my image of white middle-class drop-outs who get into Eastern 
mysticism.

Rennie told us how he was skeptical when he first encountered 
the adolescent millionaire at the “divine residence" in Prem 
Nagar. India. After all. Guru Maharaj Ji has gotten some had 
publicity, and his media image is not quite what one could call di
vine:

The boy guru, ’the perfect master.- picked up his S50.000 car yesterday, 
along with his 45 strong-arm ’disciples."

As the guru, looking like an overweight schoolboy, inspected (lie Mer
cedes 60t) — with cocktail bar. fridge, intercom and T \ — his guards re
peated ’The prince does not wish to talk about his car . . . (»’o away . . .’

The guru, who came to Britain to spread his word, has three planes, 
based in the I nited States. TV and radio stations, and an IBM computer. 
Ilis tem poran home is a SI 25.000 ’divine residence’ in Highgatc. Lon
don. with his mother and two brothers.

When asked why he doesn’t distribute his money to the poor, he re
plies: ’I have something far more precious to give them then money and 
material things — I give peace.’

—San Francisco Examiner, 7/21/73

In spite of himself, it seems. Rennie was nevertheless con
vinced byaseriesof miracles, or coincidences; that Guru Maharaj 
Ji is indeed god. Rennie’s explanation for the Guru’s penchant lor 
extravagance was that god “came hack as a king this time (rather 
than a carpenter’s son) so nobody could miss him.”

Rennie made it perfectly clear the Divine Light Mission. Inc. is 
an ambitious, growing organization that has a strategy as well as a 
philosophy, lie even gave us a schedule of where and when the 
continents of the world would be “swept by the tide of Guru 
Maharaj J i’s Knowledge" (This year is your chance. America!)

Divine United Organization is part of that strategy, and will 
serve to proselytize more efficiently and professionally, and will 
ultimately, say the faithful, provide the answers to every social 
problem; war. poverty, racism, polution. ad nauseam.
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T he arrogance was astounding. Just leave it to the Guru and his 
merry band of white middle-class American men. and everything 
will b.c taken care of. All it takes is Truth. Knowledge, and Bliss, 
which only the Guru can deliver. We were being offered a CARE 
package for underdeveloped minds.

Our curiosity aroused by this strange blend of Amcrikana and 
mysticism, we went to the San Francisco headquarters (Ashram) 
of Divine Light Mission, where we had our first encounter with 
the Guru’s premies (devotees). A young woman answered our 
knock and told us that we would have to come back for Satsang 

their nightly program about the Guru and the Divine Light 
Mission (D.L.M.) — since everyone who was home was too busy 
to talk.

We said that we couldn’t come back later, and she hemmed and 
hawed until a young man came to the door and said that he could 
spare a few minutes. Removing our shoes, we went inside our first 
Ashram, which was decorated in neo-guru style (his picture 
plastered on every available space). There were quite a few people 
in the house who later got involved in our sometimes heated dis
cussion, including the woman who answered the door and told us 
she was too busy to talk.

We wanted to find out who the financial backers of the organi
zation arc. since it was obvious from the high quality and quantity 
of their propaganda that Divine Light Mission has money to 
spend. We were also very suspicious of the fact that Rennie’s pitch 
was directed at people who have been or arc active in political 
movements. Is D.L.M. funded by the C.I.A.?

However, we soon realized that the extent of the premies’ 
“Knowledge’* of the cult was how to give Satsang (“once you taste 
of this precious Knowledge you will understand why everything 
we need just comes to us — it’s the energy force of Guru Maharaj 
Ji,’’ etc., etc.). If they had any information about the finances of 
the organization, they certainly didn’t let on. although they in
sisted that all of the money D.L.M. has comes from them, the 
premies, donating their salaries. There were also many denials of 
any political motivation in Rennie’s pitch to the Movement.

It was here on our first visit to premie land that we really began 
to realize that the primary focus and thrust of D.L.M. is building 
a powerful organization and promoting their business. There is 
already a nationwide chain of thrift stores, a health clinic in New 
York, a fixit service, and plans for a “divine city” in California to 
be built from start to finish within a year.

The extravaganza scheduled for the Houston Astrodome in 
November will feature the Guru himself, and here it will be an
nounced that god has once again descended to the planet. Their 
plans arc grandiose, to say the least.

Rennie has been assigned the task of raising one million for the 
Houston festival (entitled Soul Rush ’73). Originally, their plans 
included the rental of the Astrohall for displays revealing the 
mysteries of the seven wonders of the world, but which is now 
slated for a pavilion at the next World’s Fair.

The theme of the festival will have a three-pronged approach: 
“Who is Guru Maharaj Ji"; “Guru Maharaj Ji is Here”; “The 
Messiah Has Come.” One of the primary aims of the Houston fes
tival. aside from attracting new converts with the hoopla and free 
food, is to stimulate media coverage of the Guru and Divine Light 
Mission. Premies envision the Guru on nationwide television — 
clearly their idea of the pinnacle of success.

We spent a good part of the interview challenging the ideas and 
attitudes of the premies, and were horrified by the robot-like 
response. We began to wonder if there was some form of hypno
tism or drug “therapy" involved in receiving Knowledge (being 
initiated), since every question asked was answered with another 
question, or an irrelevant passage memorized and quoted ver
batim.

Bored to tears at the parables and anecdotes we were told over 
and over again, we breathed a sigh of relief and put on our shoes 
as we walked out the door, albeit with new insights into what kind
Page 2

of people become followers and some information about their 
plans for the organization.

One of the main themes of Rennie’s abortive Satsang in Pauley 
Ballroom was that many of the devotees of Divine Light Mission 
are former political activists. He really pushed the idea that a large 
percentage of the premie population had tried radical politics and 
“found out that it didn't work.” Rennie would have us believe that 
the premies turned to the Guru out of devotion to changing the 
world, and had switched from politics to D.L.M. because the 
Guru could deliver what the Movement couldn't.

However, our experiences in San Francisco. Denver, and New 
York brought us to a different conclusion.

For one thing, we found very few premies who had actually 
been involved in. or had had much contact with, political move
ments. Most of the people we talked to were disillusioned profes
sionals, frustrated college students, bored bureaucrats, or from a 
heavy drug scene. Many of the premies had been dabbling in other 
mystical religions, rather than politics, before they came to the 
conclusion that the Guru Maharaj Ji is The Rec-al Thing.

Why. then, do Rennie and other speakers selling the Guru push 
the lie that the devotees are all disillusioned political activists? The 
reasons are two-fold. People from the Left arc experienced or
ganizers Rennie being the best example of D.L.M.'s desire to 
use that skill. In addition, skilled speakers, people used to arguing 
to defend their beliefs, arc also the people who have been feeling a 
lot of frustration in trying to bring about changes over the past 
several years.

Divine Light Mission. Inc. is banking literally — on those 
people admitting defeat and looking around for something else to 
believe in. That’s why Rennie chose Berkeley as his first stop on an 
organizing tour for the Guru, and why he made his primary pitch 
to all of his “old friends’* in the Movement.

When we left the San Francisco Ashram, we took three issues 
of And It Is Divine. D.L.M.'s slick monthly magazine, copies of 
which sell for a dollar each (and which were refused to us as free 
copies) T he first issue we leafed through confirmed my suspicion 
that D.L.M. is a wolf in sheep’s clothing — a reactionary force 
disguised as a peace movement.

In the January. 1973 issue, there’s a computerized history of the 
world and war, from 1967 to 1972. The only entry even men
tioning Viet Nam in all four pages of this article is: “January. 
1970. Vietnam: the 40.000lh American died in the longest U S. 
war.”

And here’s what they say about the Chicago Convention in 
1968: "Riots at the Democratic National Convention in Chicago 
by a variety of student political organizations resulted in scores of 
injuries, including 152 injured police" (emphasis added).

Looking further into the Guru’s literature, we were even more 
shocked to come across an article entitled “Genetic Gambling” in 
the April. 1973 issue:

Selective breeding is truly a doublebladcd axe. capable of cutting both 
ways, depending completely on how it is used. One good example of the 
scientific objectivity which may be expected is Dr. .Shockley, a Nobel Prize 
winning physicist whose own personal theory of genetics allows him to 
state that the Negroid race is genetically inferior as proven by I.Q. tests.

Scientific objectivity? William Shockley has long been recog
nized by more legitimate scientists and his students at Stanford as 
a racist whose sickness is only thinly veiled by “scientific" theory.

Other blatant examples of racism are found in D.L.M.’s week
ly newspaper. Divine Times, which is the in-house organ. The fol
lowing manifestations of Guru Maharaj Ji's perfect knowledge 
and love as communicated by three of his dedicated missionaries 
in the Third World were taken from a single issue of Divine 
Times. April 15. 1973:
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Kenya — Here wc encountered the beaut) and love of people who . . . 
are so close to the heart of Guru Maharaj Ji because they are childlike.

Hong Kong — The Chinese . . . comprise 98 percent of the population 
and are simpler and more easy going. They are as a race capable of great 
concentration and of understanding much in a short time.

Japan — . . . this subdued and l.emurian land, where the character of 
the people is so reserved and disciplined . . .  the Japanese heart is not 
open: indeed they must be the most inhibited people of the civilized world 
. . . Japan is as poor in spirit as she is rich in material wealth.

Who says “the white man's burden" is a thing of the past?
That's the way it comes down in print; in conversation it re

veals itself less formally, but with the same intensity. A woman 
premie in the Denver office of Divine Light Mission told us blank- 
faced that virtually all of the Guru's followers (in this country) are 
white and middle-class because “we’ve found our identity. Blacks 
and Chicanos and Asians still haven't found theirs yet — the so
ciety won’t give it to them — so they're unable to move to a higher 
level of consciousness.”

No doubt she was a Shockley fan, too; it all hangs together. Wc 
found out more about how it docs when wc went to Denver, the 
site of D.L.M.’s national headquarters.

Coincidentally enough, the day we arrived in the “mile high 
city," D.L.M. was sponsoring a program at the University of 
Colorado in Boulder. The centerpiece — who never spoke, ex
cept for a dollop of particularly bland Satsang before the movie 
— was one of the Guru's mahatmas (“teachers" — those who can 
act as “extension cords" for the Guru-generator, and transmit his 
Knowledge). It was our first experience with one of D.L.M.’s 
routine recruiting sessions, and the audience was comprised 
mainly of college students (about 200 people).

The program was started by a starry-eyed young woman who 
sang two gushy songs (about Guess Who). As her performance 
was drawing to a close, wc were astounded to observe devotees 
prostrating themselves in the aisle before the ever-present, flower- 
bedecked color glossy of His Holiness.

It was getting hard to keep still; hard to watch people our own 
age and younger pushing their faces into the floor. Were we in a 
medieval convent or a college auditorium? With a few changes in 
decor, the gathering could as easily have been presided over by 
Anton La Vey of the Satanic Church.

The next speaker was s spiffv salesman type, who started his 
spiel with: “You know, the other day I was reading Carl Ogles
by's article about Rennie and it had a picture of Rennie w ith the 
Chicago 7. It reminded me of all the demonstrations and rallies wc 
all went to that didn't change anything, because everything is the 
same now as it was then. But now Rennie and all of us have some
thing much better — something that will really work — we have 
the Guru Maharaji Ji."

You can't fight City Hall, right? So never mind: City Hall’s an 
irrelevant bummer anyway. The only reason things seem so bad is 
that you  haven't blissed in yet.

Wc were told by that same salesman that the Guru was even 
“more exciting than Santa Claus" and that “if there’s something 
wc think wc need, all we have to do is just go out and get it. There’s 
nothing we have to do without." And all this said to a group of 
people who most likely already have everything they ever thought 
they needed. The question kept turning over in our minds: Why 
were these students so alienated from our movement and so 
dedicatedly unconscious, politically?

The problems withing the Left are admittedly serious ones — of 
overcoming elitism, sexism, racism, dealing with sectarian dis
putes. and trying to forge new identities in the midst of a society 
geared to preventing it. The Rennie Davis-style movement or
ganization has been all too common, with top-down exclusively 
male leadership, that has tended towards grandiose visions rather
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than a sense of reality — for example. May Day: “Endthc War in 
May."

The MayDay-type slogans represent the “instant" mentality 
that found its way into movement ideology and activity. The lack 
of understanding of what it means to take part in a revolutionary 
process engendered frustration, discouragement, and ultimately 
defeatism on the Left.

We have made many mistakes and encountered many diffi
culties in trying to bring about change; it’s no easy task to change 
ourselves, and at the same time challenge the status quo. But bc- 
living in the Guru Maharaj Ji is easy in that sense — no more guilt 
about who wc are (we’re saving the world); no more mistakes 
(Guru never makes one); no more anxieties about sexual iden
tities (no sex); and certainly no more risks (capitalism isn’t the 
problem and revolution isn’t the answer).

Later that night in Boulder wc interviewed Sheldon Jaffe. the 
director of Divine Sales (D.L.M.’s chain of 16 thrift stores one 
of their sources of “green energy"). Sheldon was typical of many 
premies wc talked to: overweight, pale and twitchy, he clearly gets 
a lot out of being a "heavy" in the organization. He said he was 
alienated, unsatisfied and unhappy before joining up with the 
forces of Guru Maharaj Ji. Now, he told us, he gets to fly all over 
the country as National Director of Divine Sales, and attend 
Board of Directors meetings.

Indeed, Sheldon’s new-found self-importance was reflected in 
his vision of the organization. When we asked him about the new 
formation. Divine United Organization, he responded bv saying 
its function would be to “clothe, feed and shelter the entire world" 
(DUO is planning to become the next benevolent world power).

Sheldon gave us the names of people to talk to at the national 
headquarters in Denver, and the next day we went to Denver to 
investigate further. Our first stop was the state capitol building, 
where we looked up D.L.M.’s incorporation papers.

Wc discovered that D.L.M. obtains four stories of office space 
rent-free from one Joseph Gould, in exchange for "janitorial ser
vices.” Mr. Gould obviously has a good deal of faith in the Guru’s 
cleansing powers, since a large chunk of the money he gets from 
real estate speculation in Nevada and landlording in Denver is 
destined to finance the "divine city” in California an SII- 
million undertaking.

Our next stop was 511 16th Street in beautiful downtown Den
ver, the national offices of Divine Light Mission, Inc. The na
tional public relations director. Billy White, certainly fit our 
image of what a public relations man should look like from 
Roos-Atkins suit to fashionably long sideburns. Our interview 
with him, however, wasn't even really off the ground when 
Mahatma Ji unexpectedly walked into the office. Billy White re
linquished his scat next to us for the mahatma, and suddenly our 
interview was cut off by the dozen or so office workers who im
mediately gathered around him.

As the devotees settled on the floor, it was as though we were 
watching a rock star paying a surprise visit to his fans. There was 
excitement in the air and everything in the office came toastand- 
still the moment Mahatma Ji entered the room. And there wc 
were, face to face with one of the Holy Men. who was obviously 
enjoying all the attention he was getting.

When Billy White told the honored guest that we were from the 
media, his eyes lit up and he looked as if he wanted us to ask him 
some questions. In the course of our short interview with 
Mahatma Ji, he told us that he had been a follower of Guru 
Maharaj Ji for four years, and that he had been an engineer in In
dia before that.

The conversation got around to politics when wc asked the 
mahatma and the assembled premies what their position was on 
the war in Indochina. His reply was that they did not support 
cither side, since the Guru teaches us that war is wrong and that 
the love of Guru Maharaj Ji is the only way to procure peace.

Page 3

http://www.ep.tc/reallst/97
http://www.ep.tc/realist


T he REALIST Issu e  N um ber 97-C , D ecem b er 1973 - P a g e  04
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/97

We asked if that meant that D.L.M. does not support the right 
of the Indochinese people to self-defense against American ag
gression. The answer was no ( that was an irrelevant question).

Testing how far they were willing to go. we asked. “What if B- 
52’s are above you, dropping bombs on your homes, schools, 
children and everything you know and love is being destroyed, 
what then?" The group smiles (another irrelevant question). 
“Well. then, far out! It doesn’t matter!”

Even though we half expected something like this, we couldn’t 
quite believe what we had just heard, and couldn’t quite control 
the anger and frustration boiling up inside. So that was the end of 
our interview with the mahatma and his admirers.

As we made our exit, two men from the office followed us out 
onto the street. They wanted to give us some more Satsang. and 
couldn’t understand why we were angry and upset. One of the 
men was genuinely confused, and wanted to smooth things out 
and make us feel better. The other stood there mocking us. 
grinning and staring and full of hate.

Suddenly I lost control and started screaming that they were 
robots, incapable of understanding or displaying any human 
emotions or reactions. Smack! Everett (the one with the evil eye) 
hit me in the face with a roll of posters (of the Guru, no doubt) he 
was carrying. “That’s reaction." was his only explanation.

As more and more premies filtered out into the street to see 
what was happening, we confronted them with what had just 
occurred, and waited to sec what their reactions would be. The 
mahatma’s only response to the incident was. “Well, nobody’s 
perfect hejust hasn't meditated on the Knowledge enough yet.”

What hypocrisy. Physical violence is okay when its used by men 
against women who get uppity, who dare to criticize. It was ironic, 
to say the least, that this came from the same person who had just 
told us that it was wrong for the Vitenamcsc to shoot down 
American planes — that any kind of violence was wrong. Some of 
the women we talked to were clearly upset by what had happened: 
perhaps they began to sec some flaws in the perfect Knowledge 
they had accepted without question.

While we were standing out side the national headquarters, we 
ran into a young woman who had another reason to be upset with 
D.L.M. She told us that she had been following Mahatma Ji 
around the country, trying to recievc Knowledge, but had been re
fused again and again. She was running out of money, and would 
have to give up soon if she couldn't find a job in Denver.

She was different from all of the devotees we had met. in the 
sense that she was not college-educated and or from the upper 
middle class. Hence, shedid not haveany skills that D.L.M. could 
find particularly useful or desirable. As we talked to her. it be
came clearer that we were right in presuming that Divine Light 
Mission is interested in recruiting only people with skills into their 
organization — and apparently she wasn’t one of them.

As we systematically went through the literature we were given 
in Denver, another frightening aspect of the D.L.M. philosophy 
surfaced. The authoritarian structure of the organization is really 
no different from any other corporation, and worse in many ways, 
because it extends to every facet of everyday life: from the clothes 
you wear (suits for men. long dresses for women), to your sex life 
(or in this case, the prohibition thereof).

The Guru is daddy, the premies are his children, and all the 
authoritarianism implied in that structure is present, only worse, 
since the daddy is also god and never makes a mistake. Mindless
ness is the goal for premies to strive for. As Rennie put it in an in
terview with Ken Kelley. “I just surrendered my mind completely 
to Guru Maharaj Ji and said’No more from hereon out. you  do
the thinking and I'll do the listening.’ ”

Not only arc the premies seen as children, they are also ma
chines that only the Guru knows how to operate:
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The mind has an automatic acceleration on it and you can’t control it. 
Only one man can control it, the man who built it, who mastered it, who is 
a doctor on it! Only He knows how to find the acceleration screw so he can 
loosen it up and take it out. so that the proportions of the mixture will be 
set properly.

I’ll tell you what is wrong with people's brains today. See in the car
buretor there are two screws . . .

The next stop in our quest for knowledge about Divine Light 
Mission was New York City. We had the usual interview with the 
public relations man. and our first contact with the Divine Or
ganization of Women, which is literally the women's auxiliary of 
D.L.M. We had been hearing about D.O.W. since Rennie’s ap
pearance in Berkeley, and it was touted as the answer to our ques
tions about the sexism of D.L.M.

When we arrived at the New York Ashram for our interview 
with Dan Anthon. N.Y.C. public relations director, we came into 
contact with three women. The first was answering phones, 
typing letters, sending Telex messages; the second woman served 
us ice tea while we were talking to Anthon; and the third was 
vacuuming the carpets and ironing clothes.

When we confronted Anthon about this, his response was that 
he had been a housemother once, and everything ended up in total 
chaos. Also, he said, there wasn’t much time left to save the world, 
and everyone had to do what they best know how. Besides, there 
are three Ashram General Secretaries in Canada who are women!

Almost in the same hreath, he told us that he hadn’t had any ex
perience in public relations before joining D.L.M., but had some
how “fallen into it" and learned the required skills. Danny 
Anthon told us that we should talk to the head of D.O.W. in New 
York, a woman named Elise, to get the real scoop on women and 
D.L.M. from a woman’s perspective.

The following day we went back to the Ashram and inter
viewed Elise and Judy about D.O.S. (which should really be 
D.O.G.. since they consistently referred to grown women as girls), 
They told us that the female head of D.O.W. is the Guru's mother, 
but that D.O.W. is run “supremely” by Guru Maharaj Ji. We 
asked if they didn't consider it a contradiction for a woman's or
ganization to be headed by a man. Of course the answer was no. 
since the Guru is perfect and it’s irrelevant whether he’s a man or a 
woman. It’s also irrelevant because “your body is just a piece of 
meat” n d  the only thing that counts is whether or not you can ac
cept the Guru’s knowledge.

We got the same justification for division of roles along sex 
lines as we did the day before from Anthon. and the same insis
tence that such questions were irrelevant anyway (“It doesn’t 
matter whether you’re a house-mother or a public relations man, 
as long as you're happy doing service for Guru Maharaj Ji.”)

When we suggested that the formation of D.O.W. was simply 
another attempt at co-option of a popular movement, we were 
told that we were, in fact, right; that the Divine Organization of 
Women was not founded in order to heighten women’s cons ious- 
ncss within the organization.

Elise stressed that D.O.W. was there to help women deal with 
husbands who wouldn’t accept Knowledge, for example, and 
other related problems. Sex roles arc encouraged rather than dis
couraged by D.L.M.. and the devotees believe in the “inherent” 
differences bcwccn women and men. We were told that “woman is 
of the earth, man is of the sky.” and that “women have softer 
hearts than men."

Sexism pervades D.L.M. literature as well. The April. 1973 is
sue of A nd  It /s Divine has an article entitled “Women" that is no 
less subtle than the male supremacy we encountered in every 
Ashram. The article asks different women about the Equal Rights 
Amendment and women’s liberation. The first woman they quote 
is Phyllis Schlafly, national chairman of the Committee to Stop
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the Equal Rights Amendment, and authoress of A Choice Sot An 
Echo, a book about Barry Goldwatcr. She says. “Women’s lib is a 
total assault on the role of the American woman as wife and 
mother and on the family as the basic unit of society.”

The same article quites Sharon Keller, a young black devotee 
and head of Shri Hans Education (the D.L.M. media front 
group), who says that the trouble with the United States is that 
“men relate to women as potential wives, whereas in India and the 
high Aryan cultures, they relate to woman as a mother." Great! 
We suppose if you are celibate and like doing the housework, it's 
better to be seen as a mother than a potential wife.

By the time we got to the New York Ashram, the beliefsand at
titudes of the premies no longer shocked us. We fully expected the 
sexism we saw and felt, and the rationalizations for it that were 
spouted repeatedly. We expected the women to be as sexist as the 
men. We even expected to be told that sexism is an irrelevant is
sue. Expecting it is one thing, however: accepting it. quite 
another.

Coming into close contact with the D.L.M. philosophy was a 
traumatic experience. It was difficult to keep it at a distance — to 
bear in mind that it represents only a temporary co-option of the 
people who have been sucked in by it. Of course, we did learn to

make a distinction between the leadership and the premies — 
Rennie being the prime example of the power-monger, oppor
tunist mentality that is characteristic of the elite of Divine Light 
Mission, Inc.

The average premie, on the other hand, seems to be taking his- 
hcr ideologically literal background to its logical conclusion: be
lieving in the Guru combines the "do-gooder" and “God Helps 
those who help themselves” aspects of liberalism in America. 

‘ Accepting the Guru as god not only alleviates white liberal guilt, 
however; it also provides something to believe in and work for, in 
the midst of a crumbling, decaying society.

It was clear to us. meanwhile that Divine Light Mission appeals 
only to the class of people it has had limited success in reaching, 
and that it has nothing to offer the masses of American people. It 
is good to know, also, that large numbers of premies have 
dropped out of the organization, and that D.L.M.’s premiecen- 
sus figures are inflated and exaggerated, since drop-outs arc 
included.

As for the Guru, he is no more nor less than any other smart 
capitalist business man, but hopefully will run out of prospective 
buyers in the very near future.

Bv Teenie Weenie Deanie
into the rented car to make the 350-mile drive to Raymond’s 
place.

I had been anticipating the sweat lodge for quite a few months. 
Dale had asked me sometime in the fall if I wanted to travel with 
him the next time he visited Raymond, a Shoshone medicine man 
who lived somewhere in Wyoming. Sure, I had replied . . .  I 
mean, the way Dale talked about this guy made it sound too good 
to pass up: “Probably a stronger power than don Juan," the now 
famous Mexican sorcerer.

I had read the books about don Juan, had experimented with 
some of the same drugs he used in his rituals, and was familiar 
with much of his symbology, through direct experience. But I had 
never met anyone who had those kinds of powers. I was really eag
er to make the trip.

"Maybe I’ll be changed into a swallow . . .  "A typical cynical 
response. Dale talks about the eagle who appears during the 
sweat. Sure. man. an eagle. But of course I don’t completely doubt 
him. Maybe, who knows. Dale tells me later than I am the first 
friend of his who has accepted his offer to go there. Too much ho
cus pocus for the average john. (I am, of course, a most different 
fellow.)

For the next few months I kept bringing up the subject of the 
sweat lodge to Dale, and he always said that it would happen real 
soon. But I was ready to go every time I asked. I didn’t quite rea
lize just how serious Dale was about this place and this Indian 
man, that he wasn’t up to making the trip until there was some real 
reason to go.

My fantasies were growing larger all the time, the image of this 
terribly hot sweat lodge where one had to give up oneself to the 
heat or cry to be let out. where a great medicine man could read 
my mind and heal my soul. Where the great spirits of the Ameri
can Indians lived and breathed as humans . . . and on and on. 
"Let’s go, man!"

We flew from San Francisco to Salt Lake, where we were going 
to meet Eric Short, a Crce Indian from Canada, who would take 
us to the sweat lodge “under his own pipe." Eric is a young ex
alcoholic working with Indiandrinkingproblcms.and an up-and- 
coming medicine man in his own right. He works with Dale, and 
had set up the trip to Wyoming. Jerry, another co-worker with 
Dale, had decided to come also, so there were four of us climbing

It was obvious to me that there were four different people mak
ing this trip . . . Dale was wound up with his problems, very quiet 
and sort of removed; and Jerry seemed also to be on his very own 
trip. Between the four of us, not much happened on the way there. 
A cold beginning, I kept thinking.

What exactly am I doing here? I really don’t know these people, 
and maybe I made a big mistake coming on their trip. But those 
kinds of thoughts weren’t coming too often to bug me. I was ready 
for whatever, and just hoped it wasn’t going to be more than I 
could handle . . .  I was pretty sure that there wouldn’t be much 
support from my companions if I needed it. we were all too 
strongly on our own trips to be of much help to anyone else.

Very late that night we rented a motel a few miles from the 
place, in one of those western towns were everyone is drunk on the 
streets after 10 p.m. The kids were cruising the main street, flash
ing the “V" sign, and the cops were busy busting a loud tavern full 
of Indians.

Where we arc going is actually*on the Indian reservation, but 
this town is not. and it is here that the white man still puts his 
funny trips on the Indians . . . buy this, drink this, need this.

I was not feeling in the best of spirits when I went to sleep that 
evening, especially after a long talk with Eric. A total com
plete male chauvinist pig; “All I really want is coffee when I get up 
and my shirt to be ironed. If I can’t get that. 1 look for a new 
chick." Wait a minute, 1 said to myself, is this man going to be a 
holy man for his fellow Indians?

He can hardly see anything of just about everything I consider 
to be most holy . . . freedom, individual rights, and an end to the 
“Mr. Clean” era of freshly-ironed minds. "Let’s be natural" is my 
motto . . . and I had always thought that the Indians were the es
sence of Mr. Natural. What is going on here? My cynical para
noia, always passing judgment.

The morning found us all more relaxed, getting excited about 
the coming sweat. We hung around town until early afternoon, 
buying lots of food at the local Safeway for a big feast that even
ing . . .  we bring the vitals and they provide the fixing.

It was clouding up and threatened snow. A very strange town, 
cowboys and Indians, new Ford pickups and Marlboro smokes. 
Real Men. And me. one of those long-hair fairy pinkos from out
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of state. I was really feeling like an uptown hipster by the time we 
left for Raymond's farm. These people were so poor, and lived in 
such terrible houses.

And the drive into the reservation didn't get much better. New 
Fords lor driving down Main Street, and lowly shacks to keep out 
the Winter cold. And it was really getting cold. The road turned 
from blacktop to gravel, and then to dirt and mud. Ahead was a 
small house, two trailers, some funky shacks and a camper that fit 
the back of the pickup . . . this was Raymond’s place . . . and 
there was the brand new Ford pickup.

"Oh boy.” I thought, "arc we in for it."
But no one else seemed to feel my uneasiness, and we walked 

into the house totally unannounced. Through a functional kit
chen and into a small living room with a giant color television 
blaring out some football weirdness to some very funky-looking 
people. A toothless man with one of those gray mechanic hats and 
his very toothless wife. I supposed, sitting together glued to the 
TV. Sure enough. Raymond and his wife.

This was even more than I had hoped lor. Here was Mr. Funky 
and hisfat wife. . . and then the kidsstarted coming though, and I 
had to stand up and shake hands with each one. so formal and 
tense, so unlike 1 had imagined this “don Juan” to be. I really 
wasn’t quite sure what I had imagined, but it wasn’t this . . . and 
his children, so many of them for such a small house. And the pic
tures of the high-school graduations on the walls. 1 somehow felt 
like this man had completely copped out to the forces of his white 
conquerors. But not for long.

Never had I seen a man so gentle with his children, yet so firm. 
And such a warm smile. In fact, he always had on a smile. In fact, 
he was always laughing And so was his wife. She soon became 
one of the warmest people I had ever met. She had 14 children, 
and 11 grandchildren, many adopted, and all from different In
dian nations. She had a child from just about every tribe I had 
heard of. and they quickly accepted me into their company and 
had me outside playing basketball in the snow.

1 was starting to get high, from such open people.
Inside, we had met four o f Raymond’s daughters, very plain

looking women starting to put on weight, all in their teens and 
twenties, full of giggles and very shy. Soon they were out playing 
basketball too. and we were really moving that ball around. 
Everyone was so friendly (the best word I can think of)and really 
into playing.

Raymond came out and walked over to a funny-looking tent af
fair not too far from the house. . . this was the sweat lodge, about 
12 feet in diameter, and about 4 feet high, covered with old tarps 
and tents, very funky, very fitting with the rest of the farm.

Rawnond started chopping wood and building a big fire at one 
end of the lodge. I started taking pictures of everything, and he 
couldn't believe it. that someone would want to take his photo. 
But he told me not to take any of the lodge: it wasn’t allowed. My 
first hit of a mystical presence.

Pretty soon he piled large pieces of volcanic rock on the fire, 
and more wood on top of them, and we all stood around the fire 
trying to keep warm. I understood why they played such vig
orous basketball, just to keep warm. Looking around the hori
zon, it sure was beautiful, open land for as far as you could see. 
horses turned against the cold wind and snow off in the distance.

I started to realize that this was the traditional homeland for 
these people for centuries. It was their land, always had been. I 
was a visitor from the United States. They were real goddamned 
Indians, and they weren't drunk like most of the ones I had con
tact with before. And they were really honestly friendly, not try
ing to hustle me for a quarter for more wine, and they were hav
ing me as a guest at their very important ritual, the sweat.

The sweat: It is the purifier, the medium which brings the four 
elements of the universe earth, air. fire and water - together so
that we can pray for help from these forces, can pay our respects 
to them all at once. I was really beginning to feel something very 
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large happening here.
Soon some of the tcenaged boys came running through the 

snow in swimming suits, and stood by the fire to keep warm. It 
was almost time for the sweat to begin. On the way to change into 
our suits, we three white men from the West Coast stopped indi
vidually to spend a moment with Raymond, to try and tell him 
why we had come to the sweat, what we wanted from the spirits of 
the sweat.

I told him that I wanted my heart to be opened, for a better 
understanding of my heart and its power with my mind. He no 
longer looked like the ex-alcoholic toothless funny old man.
When I spoke to him I was speaking to an ageless spirit, his eyes 
were so deep and his feeling so real, no joking around, a serious 
moment for both of us.

That finished, w-e hurried to a small cabin to undress and then 
ran through the icy wind and snow back to the fire. And we wait
ed for quite some time, a bunch of almost naked men and boys 
around a fire, laughing and joking and really feeling good. 1 really 
felt good. And I kept saying to myself. “ I am getting high. 
brother.” And Dale and Jerry and 1 were starting to feel closer, to 
share longer moments of eye contact, and a knowing smile that all 
wras so nice.

Soon Raymond came, and we followed him into the lodge; 1 
had to squat down to walk around in it to the spot Raymond 
pointed out for me. around a deep pit in the center. I guessed, for 
the hot rocks. The inside of this place blew my mind. It was beau
tiful, willow branches woven into a frame, beautiful material 
covering it. and various little sacks and pieces of leather hanging 
from the wood.

Soon the men and boys were in. and it was only half filled. The 
young kids were laughing at us, telling us how hot it was going to 
get. "You must be crazy to come to such a hot place." Raymond 
piped in. starting to laugh again. Soon all the women and their 
babies started to come in. and it filled up.

I was sitting across from those daughters, and somehow they 
looked different to me. 1 realized that I w as just being much more 
accepting of them, that I was no longer looking just at the physi
cal. and was beginning to feel the real person inside the body.
They were very real ladies, and it felt good to have them sitting 
with us.

Raymond's wife spoke to us about the sweat, what to do if it got 
too hot. and how to use the stalks of sage we had picked up on the 
way in. Someone brought the rocks in. and I was ready. 1 couldn't 
imagine how hot they were talking about. I had been in many 
saunas before, but 1 wrapped my bare shoulders in a towel just in 
case, to keep off the steam. The Haps were closed, just as she was 
telling us that if it got too hot. start to pray for everyone in the 
lodge.

We were packed in like sardines, the walls of the lodge up 
against our backs, the fire pit about a foot in front. Total dark
ness. very quiet: I could hear some water being thrown on the 
rocks "Hiissss.sss. . . "and soon the heat began. The steam rose 
from the rocks, and flowed across the roof of the lodge and down 
the backs of the participants . . it was hot. but it felt good.

Suddenly there was a high-pitched voice penetrating the dark
ness, one of the sons was singing“ Hey Hey Ych Yeh Hey. . ."and 
soon some of the women were joining in. and pretty soon 1 was 
singing sone Hindu prayer 1 knew. The singing took my mind off 
the heat.

More water, more steam, hard to breathe. Louder singing, such 
sweet sounds. Suck harmony I had never heard before.

And more water, sounded like a whole bucket, and for a mo
ment the heat was too hot to bear. But just at that moment Ray
mond yelled something in his Indian language, and the flaps were 
thrown open, at both ends, and the cool air from the outside rush
ed through the lodge. I was sweating profusely, and so were Jerry 
and Dale, silting to my right. Eric to my left wasjust smiling, and I 
realized that I was too. grinning ear to car.
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Everyone was smiling, and there hadn’t been one sound of dis
pleasure from any of the infants wrapped up in the arms of the 
women. 1 felt incredible, the sweats were supposed to last for four 
minutes, with a four-minute break, for four times. But time 
seemed to stop, it was not important. Soon the flaps were closed 
again.

More water, more heat, and such beautiful singing. I was 
praying for Raymond and his wife, and their beautiful children, 
and my friends, and the shrill whistle that penetrated the air didn’t 
seem unusual with all the singing. This time the final bucket of 
water was so hot that I fell forward to find cooler air to breathe: 
just as I was falling the flaps were again thrown open. Such relief, 
such perfect timing . . . Raymond, you p c  too much.

This time as 1 gazed with a broad smile across at the women. I 
saw such beauty in womanhood sitting in front of me as I had 
never seen before. Here, silting with me, seemed to be the ideal 
image of a woman, full of such peace and countenance, warm 
dark eyes full of earth, and it almost seemed that these ladies were 
growing right out of the earth. I was completely overcome with 
such a love for these people, my body was filled with their spirit.

Raymond prepared a large pipe with tobacco, smoked some 
and then passed it around to each participant. It was a small ri
tual. but it strengthened the bond between all of us; we were all 
sharing the same pipe, the same space. Then darkness, the flaps 
were closed again.

The third sweat was totally timeless. It could have lasted for 
hours. I was so high and praying like I had never prayed before. I 
was laughing and singing, yelling, trying to harmonize with the 
Indian songs, never quite making it. but it didn’t matter. Even the 
heat was singing, and the lodge was filled with the sound of people 
slapping themselves . . . Raymond’s wife had said earlier that if it 
got too hot. just slap where it was hot. I tried it. and the heat 
seemed to get worse. Must be something the Indians know how to 
do that I don't.

I was spinning in joy when the flaps were opened for the third 
time. The women came from the universe, and their children, their 
children were the most beautiful I had ever seen, so light, so joy
ful. Raymond turned to us and said that the spirit had spoken to 
him. and had told him that all of our prayers w'ould definitely be 
answered, if only we would be good. We felt so good, the spirit 
had come, everyone was so happy.

It was only much later that someone told me the spirit had 
entered during the second sweat, and that he had blown his own 
loud whistle upon entering. The whistle . . .  no one in the lodge 
had a whistle, who could have blown it? I know now that it was the 
spirit.

Darkness again, for the last sweat. I started to sing, but soon 
realized that I was being drawn to chant a mantra I had learned 
from the Maharishi Mahesh, one that I had used daily for over six 
years. I was going into deep meditation, transcending the heat and 
the darkness.

There was a strange noise to my left, the sound of a bird flapp
ing its wings, and just then I felt the wing of a large bird rub up 
against my mouth and around my face. “Far out,” I said. "I just 
got rubbed by a bird . . . ” And then it flew on to my right. More 
chanting of my mantra, more heat, more incredible singing, such 
a sound, I could hardly believe it was really human.

Then I thought to myself, wait a minute, what is a b/r</doing in 
this place? How did it get in? It wasn’t possible for anyone to be 
running around inside, there just wasn’t enough room. And be
fore 1 knew it. the flaps were opened for the last time. 1 turned to 
Jerry, who was next to me on my right. He was wiping the weir- 
dest-looking stuff off of his forehead, almost looked like the stuff 
you blow out of your nose. But coming from his forehead. And his 
forehead had a bright red line running across it.

Everyone was so high, hard to believe. Slowly we filed out of 
the lodge, to the left of a mound of dirt at the opening with an ani-
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mal’s skull sitting on top. everyone laughing and oblivious to the 
falling snow. Dale. Jerry. Eric and 1 walked slowly the 200 yards 
to the cabin, the snow melting as it hit our skin.

As we dressed I asked Dale if he fell a bird flying around in the 
lodge, and he laughed at me. “ Man. that was an eagle.” I told him 
how the bird had rubbed up against my mouth. “Maybe he was 
telling you something old buddy.” More laughter by everyone, 
and I said. “Maybe 1 use my mouth too much.” 1 spoke the truth.

Dale said that the eagle had stopped in front of him and had 
blown cool air into his face. And once before the bird had only 
appeared to Raymond’s wife, and he had heard her praying and 
thanking the spirit for visiting her. By the time we were dressed we 
were in that blissful place so desired yet so seldom experienced 
during life, and we all knew it. We marvelled at how high we felt, 
how beautiful everything was. and on and on.

Back inside Raymond's house a giant banquet was waiting for 
us, fried chicken, roast beef and all the goodies we had brought 
from town. What a feast, the whole family sitting together at the 
table. Clyde, the 10-ycar-old. finished first, and sprang up to a 
chalk board behind the table. He wrote “Love is happiness. Some 
bring it by coming and some bring it by leaving.” And then he 
laughed, having put in his two-ccnts-worth.

We literally floated through dinner, agreed that we felt good 
enough to try and make the drive back to Salt Lake, said many 
goodbyes to these warm people, and set off from this Indian 
household late at night, in a driving snowstorm, lor the trip back.

Eric drove us through and over a most incredible snow-covered 
road. In fact, there was no road to see. and the falling snow seem
ed like strobe lights hitting the windshield. We passed over an 8- 
000-foot pass, totally dangerous, without a hitch . . . we all knew 
that nothingcould go wrong. We had the power, whatever it was.

Back to Salt Lake for a lew hours of sleep, and then we caught 
an early morning plane to San Francisco. Into a car and on the 
freeway to our homes in Santa Cruz . . . Man. I had sat with an 
eagle. We had all sal with an eagle, and we knew it. and what docs 
it mean? I hope to sit with an eagle again.

I The Supreme Court Obscenity Decision >
Back in 1962. after compulsory prayer in public schools had 

finally been ruled unconstitutional. I wrote a shitsiepoo which be
gan: "The Realist's editorial position on the Supreme Court’s 
controversial prayer decision is so obvious I’m not even going to 
bother taking it.” Then I printed a statement from the one party 
most involved in that dispute God.

Now I feel the same way about the recent obscenity ruling that 
renders the 1st Amendment unto moldy coleslaw. So. just like the 
New York Daily News occasionally does, here's a couple of guest 
editorials on the subject.

The first is from Cosmopolitan's Love Guide. This excerpt 
from a section titled “ That First Night With a New Man" des
cribes perfectly the guilty Supreme Court Justices’ state of mind: 

“Don’t keep a talking bird near your bed No matter how often 
you’ve seen this erotic touch in 19th Century paintings of adalis- 
ques. it’s so terribly impractical that I can’t believe those painters 
were ever in an adalisque’s bedroom! Parrots and parakeets lend 
to squawk and flap their wings when they sense that the action is 
lively. Let Polly mutter to herself in a distant corner, spew her 
seeds and fruit peels elsewhere."

I he other is from C'arol Doda. a topless dancer whose rise to in
famy was buoyed by her siliconcd titties, and who. in an inter
view by Gabrielle Schang in the Berkeley Barb, has finally put lust 
itself into cosmic perspective with a simple epigram:

“All this fuss over pubic hair you’ve got pubic hairs all over 
your body."
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The Coachings of don Don
by David A. Goldblatt

4 July 1968
1 first mcj.don Don in Cleveland. Ohio at a Red Sox-In- 

dians double-header where he was the mascot for the home 
team. I had box seats just overlooking the teepee that don 
Don would dance around when an Indian player hit a home 
run. Given the Indians, he only came out between games 
and it was then that I asked don Don my first question.

“Tell me don Don.” I said, “is it true what they say, that 
through the use of certain clandestine drugs you arc able to 
turn yourself into a double-play or even into a shoe-string 
catch with two out and the bases loaded?”

“One can make many changes in the lincriip of life,” he 
said.

“But do you really change into these things or do you 
only think you do?” I asked intently.

“Can one not reach base without swinging his bat?” he 
replied reassuringly.
23 July 1968

It was during Indian batting practice that I first actively 
participated in don Don’s cryptically esoteric hallucina
tory religious ceremony, or he called it, his "little pre-game 
show.” I was taking extremely careful notes regarding don 
Don’s concoction:

There were several small pieces of rosin from the 
pitcher’s mound, three one-inch squares of pine tar rag, a 
scratched recording of the Star Spangled Banner sung by 
Eddie Fisher and Mel Ott. two hot dogs with French’s mus
tard (a creamy yellowish substance) and two beers. Don 
Don said that the mustard was not essential but that it did 
help to make the recording more palatable.

I told dorfDon that 1 was terribly afraid, that I had never 
experienced anything like this before and that my mother 
expected me home for dinner after the game. He said not to 
be afraid since the Great Team Spirit would protect me and 
that by the bottom of the fourth we would be well on our 
way to the land of the Grand Slam and the Perfect Game.

So knowing that you don't walk a guy intentionally with 
the bases loaded, we proceeded to ingest a mixture of all the 
ingredients.

“I am pleased that you did not choke in the clutch,” don 
Don said.

As I thanked him I felt a feeling in my stomach like a two 
base error in extra innings with a man on second. All at 
once it appeared to me as if I were second base itself in a 
crucial Indians-Mcts came. I became luminescent, even in 
bright sunlight, floated into the Mets’ dugout and dripped 
into the Mets’ water cooler where was swallowed by Yogi 
Berra while giving a secret sign to his third base coach.

But 1 knew the experience was totally unreal since the 
Mets and Indians are in two different leagues and there
fore would never play each other unless it were spring 
training but it was too warm for that - even too warm for 
St. Petersburg, Florida in April. Of course it could have 
been the World Series but it was too warm for that too un
less it were in Los Angeles in which case it wouldn’t be a 
Cleveland-New York World Series. 1 had to be very care
ful with the fucking old Redskin.

Still not certain however, I said to don Don, “Tell me 
don Don, how does one know whether a thing is real or un
real?"
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“When it is real.” he said, “you know it is real. When it is 
unreal it only appears real but you know it is unreal.”

As I thanked him I was struck on the head by a stray 
fungo ball from batting practice and did not regain con
sciousness until the next day.

24 July 1968
I regained consciousness the next day only to hear don 

Don say that if I ever wanted to be higher than bush league 
I had belter start to follow his directions to the letter. It was 
a night game with the New York Yankees. I was to disguise 
myself as the great Babe Ruth by stuffing pigeon feathers 
held together by chicken fat inside an oversized Yankee 
uniform and by washing my mouth out with some Johnny 
Walker Black Label.

When it came time for the clean-up spot in the Yankee  ̂
line-up I was to go to home plate and announce that I was 
dedicating a reading of Bill Stern’s Greatest Sports Stories 
to the honorable Bowie Kuhn and was to commence to 
read the first story to the anticipated standing room only 
crowd. Although I was somewhat nervous about the task 
(as it was foreign to my own cultural experience) I fol
lowed don Don’s instructions perfectly. I was immediately 
removed from the field by four park guards and after an ex
tensive psychological examination I spent the next ten days 
in jail.
3 August 1968

Upon my release from jail I asked don Don what had 
gone wrong.

I said, “Tell me. don Don. what had gone wrong?"
Don Don grew angry and impatient. “You arc a fool,” he 

said, “to ask such a question. Any child knows you don't try 
a squeeze play with the bases empty. It’s root.root, root for 
the home team and of course there’ll be no joy in Mudvillc.
It was clear to anyone who knows that you are bush league 
material all the way down the line.”

“But how can I learn if you will not coach me?"I said.
Don Don said that there was one test of manhood that I 

could perform to make myself worthy of a major leaguer 
and to gain the respect of every fan in baseball.

“You must kill the umpire," he said. “And you must do it 
in the proper manner. For he who wants to reach the 
batters’ box must first wait in the on deck circle unless of 
course he leads off the inning or is put in as a pinch hitter.”
SAugust 1968

It was don Don's theory that I would know what was the 
"proper way" when the time came because it was the most 
obvious way to go. After two days I hit upon the most ob
vious plan to kill the umpire. By swallowing a potion made 
up of four pounds of leather and two spools of wire I was 
able to expand my consciousness into the chest protector 
worn by home plate umpire Augie Donatelli.

Despite a severe injury to my groin caused by a hot foul 
tip I was able to position myself in an easterly direction 
when the wind blew in from right field. I had no idea why 
that was important but when the umpire opened his mouth 
to yell “You're out!". I secretly slipped him a capsule of 
condensed arroz con polio which magically transformed 
him into the first base foul line and he was spiked to death 
by every player running out a batted ball.
7 August 1968

I said goodbye to don Don after the final game of a Tiger 
series, said that I was sorry it had to end this way and re
turned to my job with the Federal Bureau of Investiga
tion, Narcotics Division.
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