Civil War
in Cairo, 111.:
A Dispatch from the Front
"Give us strength, oh Lord . . . In the name of Jesus Christ,
Malcolm X and Dr. Martin Luther King. Amen."
We judged that three nights more would fetch us to
Cairo, at the bottom of Illinois, where the Ohio River comes
in, and that was what we was after. We would sell the raft
and get on a steamboat and go way up the Ohio amongst
the free states, and then be out of trouble.
—HUCKLEBERRY F I N N

GUN BARREL LOOKED OUT a window of the rusty
pickup truck onto the town's deserted main street.
Saturdays in Cairo, Illinois, are usually tense be^ cause black picketers march past the stores in a
weekly reminder of a boycott against downtown merchants
that has lasted nearly two years. In those two years, the country's most racially violent city has seen more than 150 nights
of shooting and over 50 incidents of arson.
An old man clambered out of the pickup and into a hardware store for a box of shotgun shells, long-range, four-shot.
"Ah'm gonna make Sunday dinner out of some goose or
gander," he chuckled. Horseshoe Lake, where Canadian
geese bed down for the winter, is only a short drive from
Cairo. ""Yessuh, ah do a li'l poachin'," he admitted.
He had a face like the underside of a goose's foot and spit
tobacco in a lazy motion that left spittle on his chin. He was
a sharecropper before technology ruined plow-and-hammer
cotton farming. Now, like 30 per cent of the city, he is a poor
white on welfare.
Good times for Cairo's poor whites belong to another
generation that reaches back to the pre-bellum South when
Cairo was a stop on the underground railroad—going the
other way. One of the hotels outside town still has a basement dungeon with ankle and wrist chains where captured
runaway slaves were held.
"Ah used to do a li'l 'coon' hunting mahself, if yuh know
what ah mean," the old man continued. "But ah nevah was
as bold about it as these UCCA fellas." He motioned toward
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a nervous knot of businessmen cloistered in Carl J. Helt's
camera shop. These men—Cairo's store managers and shop
owners—are the targets of the black boycott. They reportedly meet each Saturday to pool ideas on how to reclaim an
economic empire that is close to collapsing. "See how it is
'round heah," the old man said. "Those fellas are in the white
hats. And the colored folks are in the black hats. They got a
war goin'."
Carl J. Helt and his friends are determined to win this
war. Helt's wife left him a year ago because of the violence.
He got a new wife. His business is in quicksand. But he
makes a profit publishing the Tri-State Informer, a monthly
compendium of Johnny Reb tales financed in part by the
White Citizens Council. Recently he sold his entire stock of
Polaroid cameras at half price and now refuses to carry
them anymore. His reasons: the sale brought in customers,
and it proved his pique at Polaroid Corporation's board of
directors, who indirectly donated $10,000 to the United
Front of Cairo. (See RAMPARTS, March 1971.)
The United Front, which organized the boycott to demand
jobs for blacks, is an indigenous political action group emanating from previous civil rights groups. It is also Helt's
avowed nemesis—"a bunch of damn Communists who are
trying to steal our town."
The Front says the regnis tyrannis in town is Helt's group,
the United Citizens for Community Action (UCCA). A vigilante cadre controlled by the downtown merchants, it includes American Nazis. The UCCA's position is clear. "We
would rather see the town wiped off the map than turn it
over to those revolutionaries from the United Front," a
spokesman proclaims.
Because the UCCA still decides white politics and sets
town policies, no blacks are in positions of power in the city
government, in the police and fire departments, in the merchants association, or even on the council of churches.
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AIRO IS A SOUTHERN CITY IN a Northern state, an
aberration that has attracted national notice.
Magnolia trees stand in front of Victorian mansions and cotton still frosts the back country. It
is called the capital of "Little Egypt" because it sits on the
southern Illinois delta between the Mississippi and Ohio
rivers. Mark Twain wrote about it when it was a port for
riverfront gambling and contraband smuggling. Now even
the politicians stay away. Illinois Senator Charles Percy has
been here only once, and that was eight years ago. Governor
Richard Ogilvie has sent 30 state police and an armored
car instead of coming himself.
Cairo still has six home-grown millionaires. One of them,
Harry Emerson, led the fight against school desegregation
when he was school board president. He is president of one
of the town's two banks. His bank's rigid credit policy serves
in effect to deny loans to Cairo's blacks.
But the city is paying for its brazen refusal to make accommodations for its black population, which is now nearly
half the town. It is reaping the rewards of racism and a deadend economy. It is dying. Many blacks and poor whites live
in tarpaper shacks. The black neighborhood is like a war
zone. Ruins of charred wood clutter almost every block—
not much left of the fire-bombed houses because there wasn't
much to begin with. A church rectory stands riddled by more
than 40 bullet holes. Several downtown storefronts have only
broken windows and boarded-up doors. Eight businesses
folded last year alone. Population is down to 6100—from
9300 in 1960 and 15,500 in 1955.
But Cairo's ills started before its civil rights struggle. The
riverboats deserted first, then the trains stopped coming,
then the farmers went broke and the mill shut down. When
it was a boom town, men made millions. But even then,
those on top refused to share with those on the bottom.
Cairo has always been one of the poorest cities in the
country, with high unemployment, high welfare payments
and a high death rate.
The United Front seems to be the only group concerned
with saving the city. So far it has launched a cooperative
clothing store that gives away clothes when customers can't
pay. And it plans to build several pre-fab houses this summer—as soon as it replaces the construction materials lost in
a firebombing.
But its boycott, which was scoffed at when it began, has
earned it the bitter enmity of nearly everyone who still has
something to lose. Last December the UCCA announced
the boycott's funeral—prematurely. At the UCCA's request,
the city council had just passed an ordinance that banned
picketing within 15 feet of a store. Since Cairo has 12-footwide sidewalks, the law effectively prohibited all picketing.
With Governor Ogilvie's rifle-carrying troopers patrolling
the streets, the UCCA expected the Front to respect the new
ordinance. But the Front quickly condemned it as clearly unconstitutional, and, reluctantly, Ogilvie told his troopers not
to enforce it.
So on Saturday, December 5, 1970, the UCCA took the
law into its own hands. Armed with baseball bats and axe
handles, white-shirted businessmen and coveralled bullies
shoved picketers off the sidewalk into the street. A free-forall started.
Then someone began shooting, apparently from the Ohio
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River levee, three blocks from downtown. Cairo's policemen returned fire toward the shots. UCCA and Front members also began firing. Miraculously only one person—an
auxiliary county deputy—was wounded, but five Front leaders were later arrested for conspiracy to commit murder in
the shooting of the deputy.
But the UCCA's national image also suffered—and Jim
Flannery was demoted from his job with the Associated
Press. Flannery is managing editor of the town newspaper,
the Cairo Evening Citizen. He has criticized the UCCA for
its extremism. Last October he filed an account of an alleged
armed attack by a black gang on the Cairo police station—
a story (later contradicted by the New York Times and other
publications) that the AP circulated nationally—which led
directly to Ogilvie's intervention with the state police.
Then, on December 5, Flannery's reporter, a 26-year-old
Vietnam veteran hired the previous summer, was downtown.
He phoned the AP from the scene, placing most of the
blame on the UCCA for igniting the episode. He also told
the AP that the police chief had confiscated his film of the
beatings and shooting. Flannery fired the reporter the following Monday. Then the AP pulled Flannery off all racial
coverage in Cairo. Since then, the national media have begun probing the city's malaise. The press has irritated and
worried the UCCA, which makes its annoyance plain. "We
have been treated poorly by you people," said James Walder,
a UCCA candidate for city council, as he emerged from the
Saturday morning meeting at the camera shop. "But," he
added, "stick around and there'll be something happening
this afternoon that should tell the true story about the United
Front."
VER ON 14TH STREET, grandmothers with canes,
middle-aged parents with children, and teenagers
with dogs begin massing in St Columba's Catholic Church, home of the United Front. Girls in
a choral group sing "Give Me That Old Time Religion,"
while people clap their hands in accompaniment.
Before the Saturday march downtown, the black community meets for a combination religious service and experiment in participatory democracy. Between the hymns
people ask questions or register complaints. Front leaders
try to respond to them and add a narrative of last week's
events and next week's calendar. The rest of the rally consists of praying, sermonizing and plenty of gossiping.
On this Saturday the crowd was edgy. State policemen
milled in front of the church. Other troopers twirled nightsticks as they circled the block. Even more watched the
church from parked cars.
A crew from Channel 6 television of Paducah, Kentucky,
quarrelled with Front leaders when they were told they
could not set up their cameras inside the church. "We heard
you guys were in for some big trouble," one newsman said
as he left. "Some of your own people are going to kick you
out."
A few minutes later Jim Avery walked into the church.
Avery is a big man, a former amateur heavyweight boxer
who was recruited by the Front to be a city policeman 18
months ago. He quit the city job to work for the state police.
Then last summer he opened a bar in the black neighborhood. He remained on friendly terms with the Front until
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he was accused of selling Lnfornialion he overheard at his
tavern to the police.
The Front labelled him a traitor and the black community blackballed him—the only black businessman hit by
the boycott. He went out of business in December. Since
then he has openly attacked the Front leadership.
Just the night before the rally. Avery walked into a bar in
nearby Mound City, pulled the plug on the jukebox and denounced the Front from a bar table. After he left, Jerry Herrod, a United Front member, crouched to plug in the jukebox. At the same time, a fight broke out between two bar
patrons arguing over Avery's speech. One pulled a gun and
hit Herrod with a stray shot. He died on the tavern floor.
Front leaders blamed Herrod's killing in part on Avery.
But when Avery asked to talk at the Front's Saturday rally,
they voted to let him speak.
Avery wore a blue business suit, a skinny-dip tie and an
epidermal haircut. He mopped his forehead nervously with
a handkerchief, "I know how you feel because you are my
neighbors and my friends," he began. "I used to feel the
same way you do."
One woman stood to shout; "You're not one of us. You're
one of them."
Avery dogged on, his voice turning into a deep shrill as
he listed his charges. "The United Front ain't out for you.
They've just brought us a lot of trouble. They're really out
for themselves." He paused, and people waited for an explanation. "They're in it for the money," he added.
People alternately laughed and booed at that suggestion.
A tiny white-haired woman ran to the rostrum and screamed
at him to leave,
"I'm goin' now," he said, "I'd like those people who support what I'm saying to come with me." No one did. Later
he admitted to newsmen that the black community probably
would not elect him over the Front leaders if there were an
election. "But 1 beheve 90 per cent of the people agree with
me deep down," he said, "If we got rid of the Front, they
would be a whole lot happier."

Pho

A T ONE TIME CAIRO'S BLACKS seemed content with
/%
their lot in Cairo. Their parents and grandparents
/ ' % danced to tunes of jug bands on streetcorners for
-*- - ^ a few coins tossed at their feet. They picked cotton in summer and piled grain bags in winter.
Even today blacks here are generally rural, illiterate and
Southern. They have not studied the politics of exploitation
in classrooms or seminars. But they have lived it. And their
experiential education has given them a political awareness
few textbooks can equal.
The civil rights struggle officially began here in 1946
when blacks agitated for equal pay for black and white
teachers. They won in a court battle.
But from then on they met vigorous and often violent opposition from the city's white fathers. In 1952, crosses
burned when black children tried to attend an all-white
school. Blacks finally opted for another court fight, which
dragged on years beyond the 1954 Brown case.
In 1962 and 1963, SNCC tried to integrate a roller rink
and the city swimming pool. Blacks were clubbed by white
gangs while police watched. When the courts decided for
integration, the rink and the pool were closed down. The
same thing happened in 1965 when integration was ordered
for movie houses and bowling alleys. Only one theater is
left in town.
In 1967 blacks marched again for school integration. Jim
Flannery, then a "liberal," had replaced Harry Emerson as
school board president and pushed desegregation through.
Whites formed their own school, calling it Camelot.
Also in 1967, a white minister beat to death a 70-year-old
black man who allegedly had tried to rape the minister's
wife. And a black GI home on leave was found hanged
under suspicious circumstances in the jail. That's when the
shooting started.
The whites formed a vigilante group and called it the
White Hats. Based on a state statute dating from the Civil
War, and on an article in the Reader's Digest by the late
President Eisenhower calling for a Committee of Ten Mil-
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lion to preserve law and order, the White Hats were deputized and allowed to drill in the streets wearing white construction helmets. Under the leadership of one of their
founders, aging County Prosecutor Peyton Berbling, the
White Hats made and carried out the laws in Cairo for nearly two years. Berbling allowed them to make arrests and to
sit on juries. He permitted them to carry guns and praised
them when they used them.
Eventually the blacks started shooting back. The Front
was organized in 1969 to give the black people a political
movement that could fight. Shortly after, the state law
allowing vigilante groups was repealed, and the White
Hats disbanded and regrouped as the UCCA. Significantly,
though, many poor whites who reveled in the power of a
badge—an unprecedented feeling of importance for them—
quit when they lost their deputy status. The UCCA now
has a strange symbiotic membership of down-in-the-mouth
businessmen and strong-arm toughs. Shootings have occurred at least twice a week since the UCCA was founded.
Last fall, a small coalition of "moderate" whites, headed
by Jim Flannery and Mayor Pete Thomas, tried to call a
cease-fire. They offered 18 clerking jobs to the Front if the
boycott and shootings ended. They said nothing about white
gunmen.
The black community overwhelmingly voted to refuse the
offer and by late October civil war raged in Cairo. First, a
firebomb destroyed the VFW Hall, which blacks believe was
used by snipers to shoot at Pyramid Courts, a World War II
housing project where nearly half the blacks live. One man
was seriously injured in a knife fight as whites and blacks
gathered to watch the hall burn. That night, snipers shot
into Pyramid Courts.
The next day the attacks spread. Bullets smashed through
walls and into furniture at St. Columba's rectory and at the
OEO lawyers' offices. A man walking near the church was
shot in the head.
The trajectory of the bullets showed they were fired from
the crow's nest atop the police station. Police admitted the
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shootings but said it was in response to attacks on them.
The worst such assault allegedly occurred the following
night. Jim Flannery told the AP that 16 red-tammed, fatiguewearing blacks—who belonged to a Chicago street gang,
according to Mayor Thomas—were dropped off in front of
the station and fired into it with automatic weapons.
The story, which Flannery still maintains is accurate, apparently had little basis in fact. To begin with, the limestone
fortress is the tallest building in town and the hardest to attack. No one was wounded. No windows were even broken.
Only 14 pockmarks that could have been chipped by bullets
were found in the limestone walls. Flannery also said that
he heard the street gang was slaughtered in a police ambush
near Pyramid Courts later that night. Police Chief Fred
Theriac, who allegedly started the stories, later said only
three men fired on the station. He said there was no police
ambush. But by that time. Governor Ogilvie had ordered a
full-time command of state troopers to occupy the town—
just as the UCCA wanted.
HE UCCA CONTENDS THAT Cairo's police force is
"too soft on militants." Three police chiefs and the
county sheriff have quit in the last two years, citing
pressure from the UCCA as well as the Front. One
city official told a St. Louis Post-Dispatch reporter: "We
send out the poHce and let them fire on the project to keep
the whites satisfied."
Even Mayor Thomas says, "The police don't use as much
force as they should because they're afraid of being sued
for brutality." He blames the Front for intimidating the
poHce with its "legal-beagle lawyers." The mayor also befieves he was betrayed by the Front when they derided last
fall's job offer as "tokenism."
Thomas, who was appointed mayor in September 1969,
after his predecessor resigned, says he is running for election in April to prevent black and white extremists from
taking over the city council. "I shudder to think about some
of these squirrels from either side getting elected," he ex-
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plains. But if the white extremists do win, he argues, it will
be the Front's fault for backing Cairo's whites into a racial
corner.
Reverend Charles Koen, the Front's executive director,
disagrees. "We are dealing with our own situation to make
black people aware of the bloodsuckers in this town," he explains. "Sure, some whites are also being sucked dry. But the
trouble is they don't have anybody to put it into perspective
for them."
Very few whites support the Front, Koen admits, and the
strict racial dichotomy does worry him. Cairo may die in a
racial bloodbath some day, he says.
Mayor Thomas says he has ordered the police to shoot
to kill in any future racial disturbance—"and when I say
kill "em, I mean kill 'em."
But Reverend Koen maintains Cairo's blacks will no
longer give in to threats. "My ministry is to my people," he
says, and they seem to believe in what he tells them. "We're
living a new religion," he says, "where God is not pie-in-thesky by and by, but freedom here and now."
Koen was born, brutalized and radicalized in Cairo. He
was president of SNCC's local chapter when he was 17, and
he was beaten when he led the drive to integrate the roller
rink and swimming pool. He left Cairo to attend college
and seminary. Then he tried organizing street gangs in St.
Louis and East St. Louis, where four cops gave him a nearfatal clubbing.
He returned to Cairo in 1969 and has built the Front
into a national organization, with chapters in several Northern and Southern cities. Still, Reverend Koen, who is an
associate Baptist minister here, has concentrated his energies on Cairo, which he believes will be a bellwether in the
black liberation struggle across the country.
He is impressive, coming on very strong and sincere.
He spoke to the rally after Avery's abortive challenge to his
leadership. His hands gripped the podium, raising it in the
air as he prayed, "Oh Lord, help us to love our enemies, for
they know not what they do."
He wore a denim jacket and bell-bottom jeans. His voice
was a rich treble, rising out like a covey of quail flushed
from cover that flutters to the ground again. His words were
forceful, a heady tempo of old-time religion and revolutionary thought: "Lead us not into temptation. For it is the
devil who is trying to lead us astray, to make us become like
lost sheep that the capitalist wolves can devour. Give us
strength, oh Lord. Let our boycott remain strong. Help us
remain together. In the name of Jesus Christ, Malcolm X
and Dr. Martin Luther King. Amen."
The Front has adopted Koen's personal symbol: a gun
on top of a Bible, a combination that can be found in many
Cairo homes. Koen criticizes those who use the gun to symbolize Romanticism, Rhetoric and Rapology—"the three
Rs of the pseudo-revolutionary." He prefers three commandments he says he learned from the Bible, his handbook for
the revolution: (1) Self-defense—the individual has the
right to protect himself; (2) Cooperation—the individual
has the duty to work for the betterment of all; and (3)
Spiritualism—the individual has the capacity to do anything and love anybody.
Because of his charisma and dynamism the 25-year-old
Koen seems destined to become a national black leader—if
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he lives long enough. There have already been several threats
on his life.
Cairo's blacks seem to worship him. Small children can
rattle off his address and telephone number. Their parents
applaud him like disciples welcoming a messiah. Everyone,
critic and beUever alike, credits him with keeping the black
movement here together during the past two years of heavy
violence.

C

AIRO'S BLACKS HAVE ALSO been well served by a

white minister and two white priests. Reverend
Mankar Harris, a minister in the United Church
of Christ, came to Cairo in 1969 after working
with Jesse Jackson on "Operation Breadbasket." He is now
the Front's press spokesman and editor of its newspaper.
Fathers Gerald Montroy and Bernard Bodowes came to
Cairo in 1968, at the direction of their bishop, to help integrate the town's two Catholic parishes. They were softspoken, unassuming, apohtical priests, with experience only
in suburban parishes. They asked their black parishioners
to break the racial ice by attending all-white St. Patrick's
Catholic Church. Their parishioners came back with complaints of abuse and ridicule.
Then, according to the Catholic Reporter, the St. Patrick's
priest told the bishop, "I don't want that scum in my church,"
and the bishop reneged on his integration plan. Fathers
Montroy and Bodowes then resurrected St. Columba's for
black Catholics. When the Front needed a headquarters a
year later, they agreed to share the church.
But all has not gone well. Father Montroy. beaten and
threatened several times, left Cairo last fall for law school.
Father Bodowes, who stayed on despite the barrage of bullets into the rectory, was ordered by the archdiocese to evict
the Front from the church and close the parish. He refused.
and now awaits further action by the church to force him out.
This was only the most recent in a course of obstacles
that the Front has had to overcome. While some are the result of internal mismanagement, most are from outside interference and sabotage. For instance, federal funds for a
shopping center have been held up because the city council
will not rezone land so the Front can build; most of the
lumber for the Front's pre-fab construction company was
burned by an arsonist; a $40,000 grant from the state has
yet to come through because the Front has not appointed a
housing director. In addition, all Front leaders have several
charges pending against them from confrontations during
Saturday marches, and over $50,000 is tied up in bail money.
Since the Front (rather than the city police) started policing Pyramid Courts, the Front says it has drummed out
hard drugs and gangsterism. There are some disciplinary
troubles, but the Front is learning to deal with them. A
youth who accidentally shot a woman with a .22 rifle he
bought to hunt rabbits had the gun confiscated by the Front.
He was told that the next time he got into trouble he would
be turned over to the "white man's justice."
Black people, especially in Pyramid Courts, seem mobilized for any emergency. They are armed to defend against
attacks, though they are still sitting-ducks for nighttime
snipers. They built a roadblock of Christmas trees and broken glass when state police threatened to search the housing
project for weapons. Later, state police surprised them and

seized 36 sticks of dynamite and several guns.
A ND so THE STRUGGLE GOES On. Picketcrs continuc to
/%
march, despite the weather and possible violence.
/ % Front leaders stay on a 24-hour-a-day call for any
•*- -^^ crises. The people seem to live on simple goodheartedness—though it cannot last forever. Mrs. Carrie
Jenkins barbecues ribs and bakes beans for the rallies. Those
who have cars drive others to nearby cities to go shopping.
At a recent Saturday rally, an old, weathered black man
smiled gratefully when he received an unmarked can of
soup. "At least that's one more can than I had when I came
here," he said.
It was perhaps appropriate that this old black man looked
a lot like the old white man who had gone goose-poaching
earlier that day. In Cairo, old, poor blacks are kin to poor
whites both culturally and economically. They are country
folk, farmers and farm laborers who have been used up and
discarded by the city's corporate owners. They spend their
time now scratching for a free meal—and singing proud,
compassionate songs that well up from the intensity of their
bitter experience.
"I'm going home. Lord, I'm going home."
They are part of the Old Testament in Cairo; so far,
the New Testament is just beginning. The children and
grandchildren of black laborers now sing protest songs, but
there is no common feeling between them and the progeny
of poor whites.
When he first arrived. Reverend Harris tried to organize
a black-white coalition to oppose the town's old, rich, white
power structure. He gave up because there was too much
hate and insecurity. Others close to the Front have also tried
and failed. A coalition seems even more impossible now.
Frightened, jealous young whites, men with their wives
and pre-school children, dumped garbage on the City Hall
steps when the city offered jobs to blacks last fall. "I can remember when I was six years old and my ma whipped me so
hard she near broke my back 'cause she caught me playing
after school with some colored kids. She told me then you
cain't nevah trust no nigger 'cause they're all no 'counts,"
recalls a 19-year-old white who earns $1.45 an hour as a
clerk. He supports a widowed mother and a younger sister.
"My ma was right. The colored here are out to run this town.
And if they do. I reckon I'll be out of a job. So I cain't afford
to have no truck with them."
Last fall, as the black community turned down the job
offer. Reverend Koen spoke to a crowd of blacks and whites.
He told them the offer was a scheme to manipulate the city's
poor—that they needed a change in leadership and new direction and new cooperation.
The poor people here so far have not shown that they
understand this means working together racially. Ultimately their fight is the same—to win back their humanity. Each
of them, black or white, probably reahzes that. But so many
years of racism and exploitation stand in the way that it
seems they'll all be buried in their graves before that change
comes to Cairo.
Howard Kohn is an investigative reporter for the Detroit
Free Press.
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Oil and
Revolution
in the Persian Gulf

F

OR OVER 20 YEARS the center of conflict in the
Middle East has been the clash between Israel and
the Arabs; yet the major economic and strategic
interests of the West have been elsewhere: in the
oil-rich Persian Gulf. The oil and its profits have continued
to flow, and—screened by an aura of desert sheikhs,
harems and sudden wealth, where oil seems to flow in relentless rivers through the sands—it is a part of the world
that has gone almost completely unknown to the ordinary
outsider.
Now all that has changed. As then future British Prime
Minister Edward Heath remarked in April 1969: "The long
stability which the Gulf has enjoyed is now at risk." There
are two reasons for Heath's ill omens. One is the fact that
after 150 years of colonial domination Britain has decided
to withdraw her forces from the Gulf by the end of 1971;
the other is that in one Gulf state, the Sultanate of Oman, a
revolutionary people's war led by a Marxist-Leninist party
has created, in the words of the Los Angeles Times, "a miniature Vietnam" in the Middle East.
The Persian Gulf is bounded by l4 different states with a
total population of 45 million. Three of these 14—Iran, Iraq
and Saudi Arabia—are independent oil-producing countries which make up over 95 per cent of the area's population. Kuwait, which gained independence from Britain in
1961, has 750,000 people. The other ten states are British
dependencies. Though it is formally independent, the Sultanate of Oman is in fact a British colony. The rest are British
colonies both in fact and in name and have a total population of under 500,000, ranging from Bahrein, with 200,000,
to Umm al-Qaiwain, with 3700.
What makes the Gulf important is that it is the richest
source of oil in the world. It produces 25 per cent of the
capitalist world's oil and contains 50 per cent of known reserves. Europe gets half of its oil from the Gulf. Japan gets
90 per cent and the U.S. war effort in Vietnam relies on it
completely. There are other sources of oil in the world, but
they are far more expensive to produce than Gulf oil. A barrel (42 gallons) of Gulf oil costs as little as ten cents to produce (as compared to three dollars in the case of Alaskan
oil). On the average. Middle Eastern oil is ten times cheaper
to produce than oil from the Western hemisphere.

Uncle Sam himself does not depend on Arab oil to run
his machines; less than three per cent of U.S. oil comes from
the Middle East. For U.S. firms maintain a monopoly restriction on imports of cheaper oil, thereby looting an estimated $6 billion a year from the U.S. consumer. Meanwhile,
U.S. firms own 70 per cent of Gulf production; in 1968
they made $1.3 billion out of Middle Eastern production
(the Gulf plus Libya) for a total reinvestment of only $267
million. At the same time. Middle East states used their
revenues from oil to buy $500 million worth of U.S. goods.
The annual benefit to U.S. business as a whole from Gulf
operations is over $1 billion. British firms derive similar
benefits, and Gulf oil operations net Britain a clear $500
million in profit per annum.
Nor is anything in the near future likely to upset the balance: discoveries in the North Sea (off Britain) and in
Alaska are high-cost sources and will not lessen dependence
on Gulf and Libyan oil. The Gulf will remain the richest
source of oil, and of profits from the colonial world, and the
site of the largest British or U.S. investment outside the
northern hemisphere.
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INCE 1945 THERE HAVE BEEN a number of threats to
imperialist hegemony from within these states and
the Palestinian issue has catalyzed nationalist sentiment—if not organization—in the Gulf area. But
these movements have been systematically suppressed—as
in the spectacular 1953 coup which ousted the Iranian nationalist Prime Minister Mosadeq. Similar strike movements
in Iran, Saudi Arabia and Britain's colonies have been broken by arrests and torture. Iraq's pro-British monarchy was
overthrown in 1958, but was replaced by a series of military
regimes which present no real threat to the oil monopolies
in the rest of the Gulf.
However, since 1965 there has been a people's war in
Dhofar, the southernmost province of the Sultanate of Oman;
this area now forms the focus of the revolutionary struggle.
A state of 82,000 square miles with a population estimated
at 750,000. Oman covers the southeastern bloc of the Arabian peninsula. Since the 1870s it has been a British colony.
From 1932 to 1970 the formal ruler was a tyrant of myth-
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