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JOHN PRINE'S
BLUE COLLAR
BLUES
by William Kloman

J

ohn Prine, a 26-year-old former
mailman and soldier from Maywood, Illinois, is one of the
remaining upholders of the coffeehouse folk tradition that flourished
during the Eisenhower years. Prine's
songwriting is a kind of populist social
realism. He writes songs about conscience-bound veterans, old people
living on yesterday's dreams, and
lonely fat girls like Lydia, a penny
arcade cashier who makes love "from
ten miles away" with an equally lonely
young soldier named Donald. Prine
makes poetry out of street EngUsh and
sings it to melodies that could be mistaken for hymns grandmother played
on the harmonium.
People frequently think they are
listening to old Dylan tracks when
they first hear Prine on the radio. He
has the same raw delivery that marked
Dylan's early songs, but Prine softpedals the Apocalypse. He is more
amused then angered by primitive
patriotism, and dedicates to the Rev.
Carl Maclntire a song with the refrain
Your flag decal won't get you
into heaven anymore.
They 're already overcrowded
from your dirty little war. *
Music business headlines are currently being monopolized by sickles
and uglies, so Prine, with his grownout crewcut, is anything but trendy.
Perverto-rock is the latest produce of
the $5 billion-a-year record industry's
hype machine, and against the backdrop of big-dollar degeneracy, Prine,
who sometimes writes about suicide
and masturbation, comes on like King
of the Healthies. His bittersweet treatment of such themes as loneliness and
old age remind us that on the grassroots level nobody gets paid for being
freaky. Sheer weirdness, after all, is
William Kloman is a free-lance writer living
in New York City. His work appears regularly in the Sunday New York Times.

not an end in itself but a happenstance
by-product of human variability. Most
of the world is irretrievably straight,
and as Prine writes in "Flashback
Blues,"
Tragic magic prayers of passion
Stay the same through changing
fashion.
I saw Prine perform at the Cellar
Door, in the Georgetown section of
Washington, D.C. Down the street,
under kleig lights, Warner Brothers was
filming The Exorcist, and someone
told me the movie people were trying
to cast a crowd of straight-looking college students and couldn't find anybody willing to cut their hair to be in
the film.
From the rear, the club looks like a
bears' convention, with all the longhairs jammed shoulder-to-shoulder in
the semi-darkness. I could feel myself
in the presence of deep innocence.
Such an audience is a fragment of the
counter-nation, an organism that assembles itself to be spoken to, to
learn, to observe its artists at work.
Prine makes his way through the
crowd, and a voice introduces him as
"Chicago's own shit-kicker, little
Johnny Prine." Guitar in hand, Prine
climbs onstage. His boots are at nose
level with the front tables. He looks
behind him at the empty stage, then
faces front, grinning. "Me and the
boys'd like to do some songs for you,"
he says, and starts pumping his message home:
Blow up your TV
Throw away your paper
Go to the country
Build you a home.
Plant a little garden
Eat a lot of peaches
Try artd find Jesus
On your own.
The show is being broadcast live by
WGTB, the Georgetown University
station, and Prine starts talking to the
people out in the black winter night
cruising for burgers in their green
Vegas, or blowing a quarter-tank of
gasoline trying to find the action. People in the club start clinking ice in
* This excerpt, and those following, are
copyrighted by Cotillion Music, Inc.
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their glasses so the people in their cars
can hear where they are. Prine tells
them he knows a lot of them are just
driving around, then suddenly he says,
"Turn right!" The audience cheers.
Prine sings "Illegal Smile," his marijuana song, then introduces "The
Great Compromise," which he says is a
song about America. It tells the story
of a fellow whose girl deserts him at
the drive-in in favor of a guy in a foreign sports car. Now men line up in
the barroom to ball her.
/ used to sleep at the foot
of Old Glory
And awake in the dawn's early light
But much to my surprise,
When I opened my eyes,
I was a victim of the
Great Compromise.
Although reviewers call him a "blue
collar radical," Prine seems more influenced by Roger Miller than Woodie
Guthrie. He grew up listening to
Jimmy Rogers and the Carter Family
on the radio, and began writing his
own songs at 14. He doesn't like the
label "protest singer," but some of his
strongest lyrics deal with social
themes. "Sam Stone" tells of a man
who returns from Vietnam "with a
Purple Heart and a monkey on his
back." Stone dies of an overdose and
trades the
House that he bought on
the G.I. Bill
For a flag draped casket on
a local heroes' hill.
Al Kooper has recorded a version of
the song in which a soul chorus joyfully socks out the refrain
There's a hole in daddy's arm
Where all the money goes.
And Jesus Christ died for nothing
I suppose.
On his second album, Diamonds in
the Rough, there is a song called
"Take the Star Out of the Window,"
about a sailor named Robert who returns from Vietnam with blood on his
high school ring. "And it's hello California," he says.
Hello Dad and Mom
Ship ahoy
Your baby boy
Is home from Vietnam.

Don't you ask me any questions
'Bout the medals on my chest.
Take the star out of the window
And let my conscience take a rest.
The audience joins in as Prine sings
"Sam Stone" in Georgetown. They are
happy to be on the radio spilHng the
truth of things into the airwaves
around the capital. Many of these kids'
parents work for the government, and
the sing-along is in some ways a celebration of the fact that at the very
heart of the beast men's minds and
voices are still free to sing their defiance. Perhaps these are the "happy
sailors dancing on a sinking ship,"
Prine writes about in "Flashback
Blues."
In this particular setting Prine's
down-home vibrato sounds like the
scratchy voice of some better inner
self, coaxing us into an attitude which
will perhaps become as pervasive
among the literate left in the 1970s as
Mort Sahl's was in the 1950s.
pstairs in the Cellar Door office, which Prine is using as his
dressing room, he talks about
going back to Chicago for a rest after
five months on the road. His wife,
Ann, sits on a couch nearby, knitting
winter caps for friends. Singer Bonnie
Raitt and her accompanist are tuning
up behind the manager's desk, and
someone is stoking up a hash pipe in
the corner.
"I used to be able to see the audiences," Prine says, recalling his Old
Town folk-scene days when he stood
down there on the floor level sharing
his magenta gels with the people.
Singing right at them, nailing them
with a grin and a squint and making
them bounce in their chairs with happiness that this kid from the West Side
was up there telling people where
things were at.
"When I was in high school they
didn't call us greasers," he says. "But I
guess that's what I was into. Hanging
around. You'd hang around one place
for a while, then you'd go hang around
someplace else. Remember the headlines? 'Eisenhower Has A Cold,'" In
"Flashback Blues," Prine writes
Spent most of my youth
Out hobo cruising
And all I got for proof
Is rocks in my pockets
And dirt in my shoes.

U

Now people like Kris Kristofferson,
David Bromberg, and Bob Dylan come
hang around places where Prine is appearing. His music has been recorded
by half a dozen major artists including
Baez, Dylan, and Carly Simon. He has
bookings in London and the South of
France.
Bonnie Raitt goes downstairs to do
her set and Prine talks about truth and
honesty in songwriting. "I don't sit
down and say now I'm going to write
an honest song. That's just the way
they come out. If it isn't true and honest, there isn't any point in singing it. I
might as well be doing something
else." Earher in the evening he told the
audience there was a time when he
started writing that he wrote nothing
but songs about death—ten or twelve
of them a day.
Prine's sophisticated poetics are in
sharp contrast with the simple image
of a street-corner cowboy in faded

denim strumming out a few hot licks
on a borrowed guitar. A critic in San
Francisco said he didn't like Prine because he didn't like to hear Dylan
Thomas sung with a twang, but Prine's
audience seems to love him because he
calls out the truth when he sees it, and
he is unmistakably one of their own,
even if his hair is a little short. Maybe, like Dylan, Prine will eventually
be taken away from them to hve in a
secret realm, returning as an icon, and
only on special days, but for now he
can be seen and talked to and touched.
Young men seek him out after shows
to show him their poetry, neatly
typed, or scrawled on envelopes. Girls
come around just to stand and look:
shy ones who perhaps worry that if
they get too close Prine might put
them in a song, pinning them like butterflies on corkboard the way poor fat
Lydia is forever pinned behind her
penny arcade counter making change.
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BREAKFAST
OF CHAMPIONS
(From page 48)
Gloria said she didn't want to man
the nerve center. "1 don't want to man
anything," she said.
But Gloria took over Francine's
desk anyway. "I don't have nerve
enough to commit suicide," she said,
"so I might as well do anything anybody says—in the service of mankind."
Dwayne and Francine headed for
Shepherdstown in separate cars, so as
not to call attention to their love affair. Dwayne was in a demonstrator
again. Francine was in her own red
GTO. GTO stood for Gran Turismo
Omologato. She had a sticker on her
bumper which said this:

VISIT SKM^
MIMCU^C^
It was certainly loyal of her to put
that sticker on her car. She was always
doing loyal things like that, always
rooting for her man, always rooting
for Dwayne.
And Dwayne tried to reciprocate in
little ways. For instance, he had been
reading articles and books on sexual
intercourse recently. There was a sexual revolution going on in the country,
and women were demanding that men
pay more attention to women's pleasure during sexual intercourse, and not
just think of themselves. The key to
their pleasure, they said, and scientists
backed them up, was the cHtoris, a
tiny meat cylinder which was right
above the hole in women where men
were supposed to stick their much
larger cylinders.
Men were supposed to pay more attention to the clitoris, and Dwayne
had been paying a lot more attention
to Francine's, to the point where she
said he was paying too much attention
to it. This did not surprise him. The
things he had read about the clitoris
had said that this was a danger-that a
man could pay too much attention to
it.
So, driving out to the Quahty
Motor Court that day, Dwayne was

hoping that he would pay exactly the
right amount of attention to Francine's clitoris.
Kilgore Trout once wrote a short
novel about the importance of the
clitoris in love-making. This was in
response to a suggestion by his second
wife, Darlene, that he could make a
fortune with a dirty book. She told
him that the hero should understand
women so well that he could seduce
anyone he wanted. So Trout wrote
The Son of Jimmy Valentine.
Jimmy Valentine was a famous
made-up person in another writer's
books, just as Kilgore Trout was a famous made-up person in my books.
Jimmy Valentine in the other writer's
books sandpapered his fingertips, so
they were extrasensitive. He was a
safe-cracker. His sense of feel was so
dehcate that he could open any safe in
the world by feehng the tumblers fall.
Kilgore Trout invented a son for
Jimmy Valentine, named Ralston
Valentine. Ralston Valentine also
sandpapered his fingertips. But he
wasn't a safe-cracker. Ralston was so
good at touching women the way they
wanted to be touched, that tens of
thousands of them became his willing
slaves. They abandoned their husbands
or lovers for him, in Trout's story, and
Ralston Valentine became President of
the United States, thanks to the votes
of women.
Dwayne and Francine made love in
the Quality Motor Hotel. Then they
stayed in bed for a while. It was a
water bed. Francine had a beautiful
body. So did Dwayne. "We never
made love in the afternoon before,"
said Francine.
"I felt so tense," said Dwayne.
"I know," said Francine. "Are you
better now?"
"Yes." He was lying on his back.
His ankles were crossed. His hands
were folded behind his head. His great
wang lay across his thigh like a salami.
It slumbered now.
"I love you so much," said Francine. She corrected herself. "I know I
promised not to say that, but that's a
promise I can't help breaking all the
time." The thing was: Dwayne had
made a pact with her that neither one
of them was ever to mention love.
Since Dwayne's wife had eaten Drano,

Dwayne never wanted to hear about
love ever again. The subject was too
painful.
Dwayne snuffled. It was customary
for him to communicate by means of
snuffles after sexual intercourse. The
snuffles all had meanings which were
bland: "That's all right . . . forget it
. . . who could blame you?" And so
on.
"On Judgment Day," said Francine,
"when they ask me what bad things I
did down here, I'm going to have to
tell them, 'Well-there was a promise I
made to a man I loved, and I broke it
all the time. I promised him never to
say I loved him.' "
This generous, voluptuous woman,
who had only ninety-six dollars and
eleven cents a week in take-home pay,
had lost her husband, Robert Pefko, in
a war in Viet Nam. He was a career
officer in the Army. He had a penis six
and one-half inches long and seveneighths inches in diameter.
He was a graduate of West Point, a
military academy which turned young
men into homicidal maniacs for use in
war.
Francine followed Robert from
West Point to Parachute School at
Fort Bragg, and then to South Korea,
where Robert managed a Post Exchange, which was a department store
for soldiers, and then to the University
of Pennsylvania, where Robert took a
Master's Degree in Anthropology, at
Army expense, and then back to West
Point, where Robert was an Assistant
Professor of Social Sciences for three
years.
After that, Francine followed
Robert to Midland City, where Robert
oversaw the manufacture of a new sort
of booby trap. A booby trap was an
easily hidden explosive device, which
blew up when it was accidentally twiddled in some way. One of the virtues
of the new type of booby trap was
that it could not be smelled by dogs.
Various armies at that time were training dogs to sniff out booby traps.
When Robert and Francine were in
Midland City, there weren't any other
military people around, so they made
their first civilian friends. And Francine took a job with Dwayne Hoover,
in order to augment her husband's salary and fill her days.
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But then Robert was sent to Viet
Nam.
Shortly after that, Dwayne's wife
ate Drano and Robert was shipped
home in a plastic body bag.
"I pity men," said Francine, there
in the Quality Motor Court. She was
sincere. "I wouldn't want to be a
man—they take such chances, they
work so hard." They were on the second floor of the motel. Their shding
glass doors gave them a view of an iron
railing and a concrete terrace outside-and then Route 103, and then
the wall and the rooftops of the Adult
Correctional Institution beyond that.
"1 don't wonder you're tired and
nervous," Francine went on. "If I was
a man, I'd be tired and nervous, too. I
guess God made women so men could
relax and be treated like little babies
from time to time." She was more
than satisfied with this arrangement.
Dwayne snuffled. The air was rich
with the smell of raspberries, which
was the perfume in the disinfectant
and roach-killer the motel used.
Francine mused about the prison,
where the guards were all white and
most of the prisoners were black. "Is it
true," she said, "that nobody ever
escaped from there?"
"It's true," said Dwayne.
"When was the last time they used
the electric chair?" said Francine. She
was asking about a device in the basement of the prison, which looked like
this:

THE WASTED
NATIONS
Report of the
international Commission
of Enquiry into
United States Crimes
in Indochina
Edited by FRANK BROWNING
and DOROTHY FORMAN
Preface by Gunnar Myrdal
Introduction by Richard Falk

GN/278

$3.95

ForacompJele
calaiog.wfile
p„, ^^^^ examination copy
Harper ey Row
marked T B , HR.or CN. please
Fape/back Depi
enclose seveniv-five cents ( S 75)
t o f 53d s;, NewYQ/^ 10022 for postage and hanrjhnq costs
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The purpose of it was to kill people
by jazzing them with more electricity
than their bodies could stand. Dwayne
Hoover had seen it twice—once during
a tour of the prison by members of the
Chamber of Commerce years ago, and
then again when it was actually used
on a black human being he knew.

Dwayne tried to remember when
the last execution took place in Shepherdstown. Execution had become unpopular. There were signs that they
might become popular again. Dwayne
and Francine tried to remember the
most recent electrocution anywhere in
the country which had stuck in their
minds.
They remembered the double execution of a man and wife for treason.
The couple had supposedly given secrets about how to make a hydrogen
bomb to another country.
They remembered the double execution of a man and woman who were
lovers. The man was good-looking and
sexy, and he used to seduce ugly old
women who had money, and then he
and the woman he really loved would
kill the women for their money. The
woman he really loved was young, but
she certainly wasn't pretty in the conventional sense. She weighed two hundred and forty pounds.
Francine wondered out loud why a
thin, good-looking young man would
love a woman that heavy.
"It takes all kinds," said Dwayne.

"You know what I keep thinking?"
said Francine.
Dwayne snuffled.
"This would be a very good location for a Colonel Sanders Kentucky
Fried Chicken franchise."
Dwayne's relaxed body contracted
as though each muscle in it had been
stung by a drop of lemon juice.
Here was the problem: Dwayne
wanted Francine to love him for his
body and soul, not for what his money
could buy. He thought Francine was
hinting that he should buy her a
Colonel Sanders Kentucky Fried
Chicken franchise, which was a scheme
for selling fried chicken.
A chicken was a flightless bird
which looked like this:

A slashing expose of
the hidden dangers in
today's food, toys, drugs
and cosmetics!

The idea was to kill it and pull out
all its feathers, and cut off its head and
feet and scoop out its internal organs—and then chop it into pieces and
fry the pieces, and put the pieces in a
waxed paper bucket with a lid on it, so
it looked like this:

The Creator of the Universe ha
put a rattle on its tail. The Creator ha
also given it front teeth which wer
hypodermic syringes filled with deadl
poison.
Sometimes I wonder about th
Creator of the Universe.
Another animal invented by th
Creator of the Universe was a Mexicaj
beetle which could make a blank
cartridge gun out of its rear end. 1
could detonate its own farts an(
knock over other bugs with shod
waves.
Word of Honor—I read about it ii
an article on strange animals in Diner'
Qub Magazine.

Francine, who had been so proud
of her capacity to make Dwayne relax,
was now ashamed to have made him
tighten up again. He was as rigid as an
ironing board. "Oh my God—" she
said, "what's the matter now?"
"If you're going to ask for presents," said Dwayne, "just do me a
favor—and don't hint around right
after we've made love. Let's keep
love-making and presents separate.
O.K.?"
"I don't even know what you think
1 asked for," said Francine.
Dwayne mimicked her cruelly in a
falsetto voice: " 'I don't even know
what you think I asked you for,' " he
said. He looked about as pleasant and
relaxed as a coiled rattlesnake now. It
was his bad chemicals, of course,
which were compelling him to look
like that. A real rattlesnake looked like
this:

So Francine got off the bed ii
order not to share it with the seeminj
rattlesnake. She was aghast. All sh<
could say over and over again was
"You're my man. You're my man.'
This meant that she was willing tc
agree about anything with Dwayne, tc
do anything for him, no matter how
difficult or disgusting, to think up nic<
things to do for him that he didn'
even notice, to die for him, if neces
sary, and so on.
She honestly tried to live that way
She couldn't imagine anything bettei
to do. So she fell apart when Dwaynt
persisted in his nastiness. He told hei
that every woman was a whore, anc
every whore had her price, and Fran
cine's price was what a Colonel
Sanders Kentucky Fried Chicken
would cost, which would be well over
one hundred thousand dollars by the
time adequate parking and exterior
lighting and all that was taken into

A LOT of "respectable" companies are making a killing
today. The only trouble is
you're the victim. "Using scores
of examples (of which the
chloromycin story may be the
most horrendous) . . . Fuller
shows how every effort is made
by vested interests to thwart
the FDA —all in the name of
maximizing profits
Fuller's
book with its nightmarish documentation picks up the attack
with timely gusto."
— Publishers Weekly
$7.95 at bookstores / PUTNAM

The story Eleanor and
Franklin didn't t e l l . . .

. HIS brilliant interweaving
of biography and history, of
the people and events that
shaped Franklin Delano Roosevelt, the man and the politician, is "a tremendously
impressive contribution, not
only to biography but to the
history of the U.S. . . . Beautifully written." — WlLUAM L.
SHIRER. Index. Bibliog. Notes.
936 pages.
$15.00 at bookstores / PUTNAM
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consideration, and so on.
Francine replied in blubbering gibberish that she had never wanted the
franchise for herself, that she had
wanted it for Dwayne, that everything
she v/aatcd was for Dwayne. Some of
the words came through. "I thought of
all the people who come out here to
visit their relatives in prison, and 1 realized how most of them were black,
and I thought how much black people
liked fried chicken," she said.
"So you want me to open a Nigger
joint?" said Dwayne. And so on. So
Francine now had the distinction of
being the second dose associate of
Dwayne's who discovered how vile he
could be.
"Harry LeSabre was right," said
Francine. She was backed up against
the cement block wall of the motel
room now, with her fingers spread
over her mouth. Harry LeSabre, of
course, was Dwayne's transvestite sales
manager. "He said you'd changed,"
said Francine. She made a cage of fingers around her mouth. "Oh, God,
Dwayne- " she said, "you've changed,
you've changed."
"Maybe it was time!" said Dwayne.
"I never felt better in my life!" And so
on.
Harry LeSabre was at that moment
crying, too. He was at home^in bed.
He had a purple velvet sheet over his
head. He was well-to-do. He had invested in the stock market very intelligently and luckily over the years. He
had bought one hundred shares of
Xero.x, for instance, for eight dollars a
share. With the passage of time, his
shares had become one hundred times
as valuable, simply lying in the total
darkness and silence of a safe-deposit
box.
There was a lot of money magic
like that going on. It was almost as
tliough some blue fairy were flitting
about that part of the dying planet,
waving her magic wand over certain
deeds and bonds and stock certificates.
Harry's wife, Grace, was stretched out
on a chaise lounge at some distance
from the bed. She was smoking a small
cigar in a long holder made from the
legbone of a stork. A stork was a large
European bird, about half the size of a
Bermuda ern. Children who wanted to
know where babies came from were
sometimes told that they were brought

by storks. People who told their children such a thing felt that their children were too young to think intelligently about wide-open beavers and all
that.
And there were actually pictures of
storks delivering babies on birth announcements and in cartoons and so
on, for children to see. A typical one
might look like this:

Dwayne Hoover and
Harry
LeSabre saw pictures like that when
they were very httle boys. They believed them, too.
Grace LeSabre expressed her contempt for the good opinion of Dwayne
Hoover, which her husband felt he had
lost. "Fuck Dwayne Hoover," she said.
"Fuck Midland City. Let's sell the God
damn Xerox stock and buy a condominium on Maui." Maui was one of
the Hawaiian Islands. It was widely beUeved to be a paradise.
"Listen," said Grace, "we're the
only white people in Midland City
with any kind of sex life, as nearly as I
can tell. You're not a freak. Dwayne
Hoover's the freak! How many orgasms do you think he has a month?"
"I don't know," said Harry from
his humid tent.
Dwayne's monthly orgasm rate on
the average over the past ten years,
which included the last years of his
marriage, was two and one-quarter.
Grace's guess was close. "One point
five," she said. Her own monthly average over the same period was eightyseven. Her husband's average was
thirty-six. He had been slowing up in
recent years, which was one of many
reasons he had for feeling panicky.
Grace now spoke loudly and scornfully about Dwayne's marriage. "He
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was so scared of sex," she said, "he
married a woman who had never heard
of the subject, who was guaranteed to
destroy herself, if she ever did hear
about it." And so on. "Which she finally did," she said.
"Can the reindeer hear you?" said
Harry.
"Fuck the reindeer," said Grace.
Then she added, "No, the reindeer
cannot hear." Reindeer was their code
word for the black maid, who was far
away in the kitchen at the time. It was
their code word for black people in
general. It allowed them to speak of
the black problem in the city, which
was a big one, without giving offense
to any black person who might overhear.
"The reindeer's asleep—or reading
the Black Panther Digest" she said.
The reindeer problem was essentially this: Nobody white had much
use for black people anymore—except
for the gangsters who sold the black
people used cars and dope and furniture. Still, the reindeer went on reproducing. There were these useless, big
black animals everywhere, and a lot of
them had very bad dispositions. They
were given small amounts of money
every month, so they wouldn't have to
steal. There was talk of giving them
very cheap dope, too—to keep them
listless and cheerful, and uninterested
in reproduction.
The Midland City Police Department, and the Midland County Sheriffs Department, were composed
mainly of white men. They had racks
and racks of sub-machine guns and
twelve-gauge automatic shotguns for
an open season on reindeer, which was
bound to come.
"Listen—I'm serious," said Grace to
Harry. "This is the asshole of the Universe. Let's split to a condominium on
Maui and live for a change."
So they did.
Dwayne's bad chemicals meanwhile
changed his manner toward Francine
from nastiness to pitiful dependency.
He apologized to her for ever thinking
that she wanted a Colonel Sanders
Kentucky Fried Chicken franchise. He
gave her full credit for unflagging unselfishness. He begged her to just hold
him for a while, which she did.

"I'm so confused," he said.
"We all are," she said. She cradled
his head against her breasts.
"I've got to talk to somebody,"
said Dwayne.
"You can talk to Mommy, if you
want," said Francine. She meant that
she was Mommy.
"Tell me what Hfe is all about,"
Dwayne begged her fragrant bosom.
"Only God knows that," said
Francine.
Dwayne was silent for a while. And
then he told her haltingly about a trip
he had made to the headquarters of
the Pontiac Division of General Motors
at Pontiac, Michigan, only three
months after his wife ate Drano.
"We were given a tour of all the
research facilities," he said. The thing
that impressed him most, he said, was
a series of laboratories and out-of-door
test areas where various parts of automobiles and even entire automobiles
were destroyed. Pontiac scientists set
upholstery on fire, threw gravel at
windshields, snapped crankshafts and
driveshafts, staged head-on collisions,
tore gearshift levers out by the roots,
ran engines at high speeds with almost
no lubrication, opened and closed
glove compartment doors a hundred
times a minute for days, cooled dashboard clocks to within a few degrees
of absolute zero, and so on.
"Everything you're not supposed to
do to a car, they did to a car,"
Dwayne said to Francine. "And I'll
never forget the sign on the front door
of the building where all that torture
went on." Here was the sign Dwayne
described to Francine:
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"I saw that sign," said Dwayne,
"and I couldn't help wondering if that
was what God put me on Earth for—to
find out how much a man could take
without breaking."

"I've lost my way," said Dwayne.
"I need somebody to take me by the
hand and lead me out of the woods."
"You're tired," she said. "Why
wouldn't you be tired? You work so
hard. I feel sorry for men, they work
so hard. You want to sleep for a
while?"
"I can't sleep," said Dwayne, "until
1 get some answers."
"You want to go to a doctor?" said
Francine.
"I don't want to hear the kinds of
things doctors say," said Dwayne. "I
want to talk to somebody brand new.
"Francine," he said, and he dug his
fingers into her soft arm, "I want to
hear new things from new people. I've
heard everything anybody in Midland
City ever said, ever will say. It's got to
be somebody new."
"Like who?" said Francine.
"I don't know," said Dwayne.
"Somebody from Mars, maybe."
"We could go to some other city,"
said Francine.
"They're all like here. They're all
the same," said Dwayne.
Francine had an idea. "What about
all these painters and writers and con>
posers coming to town?" she said.
"You never talked to anybody like
that before. Maybe you should talk to
one of them. They don't think like
other people."
"I've tried everything else," said
Dwayne. He brightened. He nodded.
"You're right! The Festival could give
me a brand new viewpoint on life!" he
said.
"That's what it's for," said Francine. "Use it!"
"I will," said Dwayne.
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The idea of the gadget was to allow
people in a building to load or unload
trucks without loosing cold air in the
summertime or hot air in the wintertime to the out-of-doors.
The man in control of the Galaxie
also sold large spools of wire and cable
and rope. He also sold fire extinguishers. He was a manufacturer's representative, he explained. He was his
own boss, in that he represented products whose manufacturers couldn't af-

BABA RAM DASS
(From page 42)
aharaji sent Ram Dass on a
pilgrimage of temples in
Southern India, and then Ram
Dass arranged to spend the summer
monsoon season in a remote mountain
ashram meditating. "I saw that my
mind was out of control. 1 knew a lot,
I was becoming wise in certain ways,
but I felt that I couldn't go further
until I quieted my mind. So I arranged
for the essence meditation teacher to
come, and I put up money for a new
water system, just to try to make it all
beautiful. I told Maharaji about it,
how I was going to go very deep, and
then I looked at him, hke, aren't I
good? And he said, 'If you desire it.'
That was the first inkHng I had that
my craving for meditation was one of
my ego desires, that there was a power
thing in my meditation, it wasn't pure.
Maharaji didn't say meditation was
bad or good, but he said the way
you're doing it is from ego. He kept
showing me that my path, my dharma,
is one of devotion and service, my
route is the route of the heart."
Ram Dass went to the mountains
anyway, thinking, "at least he's still
gonna let me do it." But a week later
the teacher wrote that he couldn't

M
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ford salesmen of their own.
"I make my own hours, and I pick
the products I sell. The products don't
sell me," he said. His name was Andy
Lieber. He was thirty-two. He was
white. He was a good deal overweight
like so many people in the country. He
was obviously a happy man. He drove
like a maniac. The Galaxie was going
ninety-two miles an hour now. "I'm
one of the few remaining free men in
America," he said.
He had a penis one inch in diameter
and seven and a half inches long.
During the past year, he had averaged
twenty-two orgasms per month. This
was far above the national average. His
income and the value of his hfe insurance policies at maturity were also far
above average.
Trout wrote a novel one time which
he called How You Doin'? and it was

about national averages for this and
that. An advertising agency on another
planet had a successful campaign for
the local equivalent of Earthling peanut butter. The eye-catching part of
each ad was the statement of some
sort of average—the average number of
children, the average size of the male
sex organ on that particular planet—
which was two inches long, with an
inside diameter of three inches and an
outside diameter of four and a quarter
inches—and so on. The ads invited the
readers to discover whether they were
superior or inferior to the majority, in
this respect or that one-whatever the
respect was for that particular ad.
The ad went on to say that superior
and inferior people alike ate such and
such brand of peanut butter. Except
that it wasn't really peanut butter on
that planet. It was Shazzbutter.
And so on.
•

come, and Maharaji sent 30 Americans
to follow Ram Dass. "That ruined it. I
gave up. I figured Maharaji's just
stronger than I am. So I set up a place
for the 30 of us and we had a beautiful
summer." Each person had his own
cell to meditate, they were silent at
meals, and Ram Dass worked with
people individually. On Sundays they
read the Bible, and on Tuesdays they
fasted, worshipped Hanuman and read
the Ramayana, the story of Ram. "Maharaji's presence was very powerful.
When we saw him later he told us
everything that had happened. When I
meditated I felt him so near me, he
was like a shadow that I couldn't see
no matter how fast I spun around.
Then I started to feel this great loneliness, that he had gone away from me.
It took a while to realize that we were
merging ... I was just drunkenly falling
into him through love, and ultimately
there would be only one of us."
In the fall, he attended a nine-day
holy fire ceremony, at the end of
which people took a coconut shell, put
whatever they wanted to get rid of into it and threw it to the fire. Ram Dass
decided to throw sexuality in the fire.
" 'My God, I'm 40 years old, I'll give it
up,' I thought. And right afterwards I
went through the most ferocious anger
I'd ever experienced. One of the things
that freed me to be angry was that I
saw that every relationship I had was

sexually toned. With women and men,
young and old, there was always a
slight, gentle titillation, and the minute I stopped seeing myself and others
as sexual objects, that whole pull to
get that .little rush wasn't there."
Ram Dass and the group were now
back with Maharaji, and Ram Dass resented the fact that he wasn't alone
with the guru as he had been the first
time. Maharaji made him "commander-in-chief of the Westerners,"
told him to love everyone and always
tell the truth. "I figured I've never
really told the truth that much," Ram
Dass said, "and the truth is I hate all
these people. This one's obsequious,
that one's whining and selfish, this
one's too messy, that one's too neat. It
got so that out of 34 people, there
wasn't one I could stand. So I thought
I'll be truthful about it." He stopped
speaking to them all, and for two
weeks wouldn't allow anyone near
him. One day at the Temple, in front
of Maharaji,-a boy brought him a leaf
of consecrated food and Ram Dass
threw it-at him. "Holy prasad, living
grace! And I threw it at him because I
hated his guts." Maharaji called him
over and said, "Something troubling
you?" Ram Dass said, "Yes, I'm angry.
I hate everybody but you." Maharaji
asked why, and Ram Dass said, "because of the impurities which keep us
in the illusion. I can't stand it any-
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more. I can't stand it in anybody including myself. 1 only love you." Then
he broke into racking, screaming sobs.
Maharaji sent for milk, and sat patting
Ram Dass on the head, feeding him,
crying with him, and saying over and
over, "You shouldn't be angry. You
should love everyone." Ram Dass said,
"But you told me to tell the truth and
the truth is I hate everyone." Maharaji
said no. "A saint doesn't get angry.
Tell the truth, and love everyone.
There's only one. Love every one."
He looked at the group and saw
standing between him and them "this
huge mountain—my pride. For me to
give up the anger, I had to give up my
whole rational position, my reasons
for being angry, without sitting down
first and talking it over and winning a
few points for my side."
Maharaji sent him off to eat, and
called the others over and said, "Ram
Dass is a great saint. Go touch his
feet." This made Ram Dass cringe and
feel more furious. "I saw my predicament—I was going to have to do this
all myself." He cut an apple into small
pieces, went to each person and
looked in his eyes "until I found the
place in him I loved. Then I let ail the
rest wash away, silently. I fed them all,
and when I was finished there was no
more anger. Later I got angry again,
but it went through very quickly because I relived that whole moment. I
saw that anger is only because you're
attached to what you were thinking a
moment ago. It's not real, it's only a
mind moment. Yes I was angry then.

OK, now is now, and if you're right
here, everything starts all over again."

I

t was still in the back room in
Boston. Ram Dass had been talking for three hours. I took an
apple from my bag, cut it and we
shared it. He showed no sign of weariness or impatience, so I put a new
casette in the machine, and asked what
he feels are his impurities.
"I'm afraid of my desires. Like you
being here, your desire to interview
me—that comes out of desires I had
which led to the book and the whole
scene when I came back from India.
When I went there, I had used up the
psychedelic thing. I was sort of
remotely known as a partner of Tim
Leary's, and I could very easily have
just disappeared into the background.
But I didn't, because I had desires.
When I saw those hippies in New
Hampshire and said, '1 am not that
kind of connection'—there it was. All I
had to say was, 'Gee no, I don't have
any acid,' get in the car and drive off.
And I still would be that anonymous
being."
Theoretically, if Ram Dass were
pure enough, it would be irrelevant
whether people mobbed or ignored
him. But he is still determining, controlling, how he wants to serve. He refuses to appear on a pubUc stage, but
says he finds it "useful for my own
consciousness to work with individuals." Maharaji instructed him not
to have ashrams or students, and not
to stay in any place longer than five
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days. But when people manage to slip
through the net and find Ram Dass, he
will sit down with them and ask questions designed to unleash the secret
horrors they are keeping chained within. All the while. Ram Dass is looking
in their eyes repeating a mantra to
himself. "Whatever they say gets completely neutralized the minute they
bring it into my consciousness. Because I don't care. 1 know it's not real.
And they feel this tremendous release."
I asked him if one could bypass
neurosis through spiritual work. What
happens to a depressed person the day
after he sees Ram Dass, or the hour
after he does his meditation? Ram
Dass said at the moment "when we're
here together and not caught in any of
that stuff—you can call it high—it's a
very real feeling. Now the next moment you may go back to the old
place, but the experience of the other
moment we had loosens the hold just a
bit. It's new input. A new kind of valid
experience."
He said spiritual work is everything
that happens in your life. "Every neurotic hassle I've had was part of my
awakening, which is why I tell people
not to do anything about neurosis, just
go to God and let neurosis worry
about itself."
Ram Dass said he is at a point
where he welcomes rather than tries to
avoid pain, because he understands
that suffering is purification. "And it's
got to be real, not make-believe suffering, where your faith is gone and
SUBSCRIBER SERVICE

(From page 6)
I'm going now to study law. By the time
I am free, I expect to be ready for the bar,
though 1 liave no hope that the state will
ever admit me to it. I appeal to your
readers: forgive my old bad advice, and heed
my new good counsel. Learn how the system works, master the skills needed to re^
shape this misguided society.
I commend you not to the study of
social science, nor to humanities, for philosophers are not kings nor central committeemen, nor should they be. They are eunuchs
and will always be (that's irreversible
surgery, after all). Learn accounting, learn
law, learn even engineering, for as Eric
Hobsbawn correctly saw it, intellectuals
may lecture and lead the revolutions, but
the bureaucrats always inherit them.
Seize the time, good friends, or time will
surely seize you as it did me.
-Bob Cralchit
Soled ad, Calif.
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you're in despair. Suffering is the fire
that burns away attachments. Despair
is the prerequisite for the next level of
consciousness." He said he has little interest in taking drugs because "when
I'm down it's higher for me than when
I'm up. When I'm up, I'm overriding
the spots I have to work on, and I'm
more interested in doing the work
than in remembering how groovy it is.
I know how groovy it is." He said
drugs take people to one plane while
excluding the others. The state of being happy or high is implicitly defined
by its opposite—being miserable or
down—and a truly conscious person is
beyond all dualities. He is both present
at and absent from all states and levels.
"That's why when Maharaji takes acid,
nothing happens." So if you're charting levels of consciousness, with
heaven, bliss or satori at the top and
hell at the opposite pole, he said,
"you're not finished. You're seeking
experiences, and all experiences are to
be transcended. When you meet a realized being, you see that there's nowhere he isn't, nor is there anywhere
he is."
Ram Dass find himself feeling,
thinking, and experiencing less. "It's
like watching emotions and passions
fall away." Sexual desires still ripple
up, and in London he spent time with
Carohne Winter, the woman he lived
with before the first trip to India. "We
feel like we're already married in
heaven but we can't get it together on
the physical plane, we can't be conscious enough. She's seeing Maharaji
now, and I don't know, maybe we're
going to be 50-year-old married people
with ten kids. I can't write the script
of this, because sex is one of the last
ones you ever get conscious about."
It was late afternoon now. I had
been checking off my question list and
watching the tape recorder to make
sure I was getting it all, and the reporter in me was—no doubt about i t thrilled. But another, subtler voice was
still unsatisfied. I asked Ram Dass if
we could do some personal work, the
kind he had described earlier. He
agreed, but said because he was recuperating from hepatitis, he did not
have the energy at the moment. We
arranged to meet the next morning.
As I left, I turned impulsively to
hug him. He laughed with intense
sweetness and joy, held me and patted
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my hair. Then he said abruptly, "Maharaji told me not to touch people."
unday, ten a.m. Ram Dass was
sitting in front of a window;
because his face was backht by
brilhant sun, the features, were difficult to distinguish and at times dissolved into blackness.
"There is a Sikh saying: 'Once you
know that God knows everything,
you're free,' " Ram Dass said. "We all
have rooms in our head we keep closed
and guarded, as part of our social posture. That guarding is energy, and it
makes the things real. Freedom lies in
realizing that everything you were protecting isn't who you really are."
He said he would look in m.y eyes
as a focal point, "nothing personal
about it. And I just do mantra. And
our base camp, the base from which
we work. And all this verbal... ahlalalalala . . . this is just stuff. That's the
most expressive word I can find to describe what all of our attachments are.
It's beautiful stuff, it's the Divine
Mother, it's illusion. It's all to be enjoyed without attachment." He was silent a while. "As I look in your eyes,
you're direct, you're honest, but the
level of your trust is something else.
There's nothing you can say to me
that makes any difference. So the
simple question I'll ask again and again
is: if there is anything you can bring to
mind that would be difficult, embarrassing or painful to share, share it
with me. When I ask the question, say
whatever comes. Don't judge it, just
let it spill out."
I waited. Nothing came to my head
that felt particularly difficult or embarrassing to say. I began to talk about
falling prey to self pity and self loathing.
Ram Dass: "The other side of that
coin is self love. It's attachment to
good and evil. It's judging, you're judging yourself, are you good or horrible,
admirable or pitiful? You identify
with the judge. You think you are the
judge. But the judge is just more stuff.
Behind that, we are neither good nor
evil. We just are."
He asked the question again, and
two words danced forth bringing tears:
"Long . . . suffering. You said suffering purifies, but I feel I've suffered
enough. I've had enough punishment. I
don't want any more pain. I don't care
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if I stand still for eternity, I don't
want to suffer anymore. It's the whole
self pity thing, nobody else suffers as
much, it's all unfair."
Ram Dass: "Can you hear that? All
right. It's very hard to extricate yourself from your own melodrama. Self
pity's a very powerful attachment. But
evil and self pity are just more stuff.
It's stuff and you're right here. And
there's self pity. There it is."
By now, despite the fact that I was
crying and wringing kleenex, it was as
if I were playing in a soap opera. It
actually didn't feel real at all.
Ram Dass said, "There's nothing to
fear. What is the worst fear-death. If
you die, so there's death. You'll work
through it and start again."
"I don't beheve that."
"You don't have to. Here we are."
The interplay went on for several
hours. I heard a soft bleeping noise,
but dismissed it as probably something
like a telephone off the hook. I kept
talking, until he said, "I think that's
your machine." I looked down. The
wheels had stopped turning, a red light
was flashing, and tape was spewing out
the slits of the casette like spaghetti.
This was, curiously, the first time in
my professional life I had decided not
to worry about whether the machine
was working. "You've got to keep it
all together, not get lost in the
clouds," Ram Dass said. I put in a
fresh casette, and he added, laughing,
"Wait till you hear all the self pity in
there!"
He was focusing on the judge more
and more, calling it "Her Honor." I
would describe something as "incredible" and he'd interrupt: "Incredible is
a judgmental word."
"I feel like there's nothing I can
say. You've stripped me."
"Oh, don't be silly. There's lots
more. We haven't even begun yet."
"But if I'm not to judge, I don't
know how to operate. You've taken
away everything I use."
"You're still using things you can't
even see yet."
If this sounds harsh, it did not feel
that way at all. I sensed his complete,
unconditional acceptance: while he
was smacking my ego, he was in no
way attacking me.
I could read nothing in his eyes,
however. No sympathy, encouragement, discouragement, pressure. I told
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dozen. Pay to: Minnie Sophie Allen, P.O.
Box 1147, Inuvik X06-OTO, N.W.T., Canada.
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MAGAZINES FROM CHINA in Eng. Subscribe now. Airmail: Peking Review $4, China
Reconstructs $3. Seamail: China Pictorial $3,
Chinese Literature $3. Free catalog. CHINA
BOOKS (3 locations): 2929 24 St., San Francisco, CA 94110; 125 Fifth Ave. (New address) N. Y. 10003; 900 W. Armitage, Chicago, IL 60614.
COMMUNISM AND CHRISTIANISM, by
Bishop William Brown, 1925. Scarce collector's item. Paper, 251 pages, $5.00. Charles
Kerr Co., Box 914, Chicago, 111. 60690.
READ THE GUARDIAN—independent radical newsweekly for news and analysis of
movements for national liberation, struggles
in the black community, working class organizing and women's struggles from a Marxist perspective. Special 10 week introductory
trial subscription: $1.00. Guardian, Dept. A,
32 West 22nd St., NYC NY 10010. (Full year
$10; student $5).
WANTED for co-operative volume: Poetry,
prose, artwork, photography. Subject; Loveerotic never pornographic. Query Northwoods Press, Box 24, Big Fork, Minnesota
56628.
EMPLOYMENT & BUSINESS
OPPORTUNITIES
TEACHING POSITIONS IN FOREIGN
COUNTRIES. 1972-73 guide contains current information about private and governmental organizations seeking teachers. General and personal requirements, geographic
areas, addresses for application forms. More
than 100 pages including a survey of foreign
embassies. Over 20,000 copies in print. Guaranteed satisfaction. $2.00. Foreign Countries,
Box 514-R4, Ames, Iowa 50010.
EDUCATIONAL ALTERNATIVES
& OPPORTUNITIES
DOCTORAL PROGRAMS FOR QUALIFIED PROFESSIONALS. Earn Ph.D., Ed.D., and D.B.A. in Psychology, Education,
Ocean and Environmental Affairs and Business. "University Without Walls" program;
independent study alternates with intensive
residence. Compatible with full employment.
Call or write; Dean McNichols; Heed University, Box 311, Hollywood, Florida 33020,
(305) 925-1600.
CLASSIFIED RATES
Per Word (Single Insertion)
15-word Minimum
Per Word 3 Consecutive Times in
One Contract Year
Per Word 6 Consecutive Times in
One Contract Year
Per Word 12 Consecutives Times in
One Contract Year
Payment in Advance
Classified Ads
RAMPARTS
2054 University Ave.
Berkeley, Calif. 94704

55c
50c
45c
40c
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PERSONAL / POLITICAL LIBERATION:
Books, pamphlets, posters. Feminism, Alternate Culture, Third World, Gay Liberation,
Men's Consciousness-raising, Youth Liberation, Prisons, Ecology. Free catalog: TIMES
CHANGE PRESS, Penwell-S Washington,
N.J. 07882.
1973 LIBERATION CALENDAR. Africa.
Middle Cadres: Heart of the Revolution.
Officially commended by MPLA, FRELIMO and PAIGC. Contains significant dates
in the anti-imperialist struggle, drawings,
photos. Proceeds go to Southern African
Liberation Movements. $3.00 (bulk rates).
Liberation Support Movement, Box 338,
Richmond, B.C., Canada.
PRISONERS' COMMUNICATION NETWORK: a group formed by ex-prisoners and
concerned individuals urgently needs financial assistance to help provide men and women prisoners with: Legal assistance, bail
funds. Visits, Commissary needs. Educational
materials, and Clothing. Contributions and/
or requests for information. PRISONERS'
COMMUNICATION NETWORK, c/o Alfred J. Gary, 98 Third Ave., N.Y.C., N.Y.
10003.
MOTHERS: Children's non-sexist coloring
book, $1.25. Rainbow Institute, Box 13907
UCSB, Santa Barbara, California 93017.
PROGRAMS combine extensive work experience with seminars and independent study,
lead to M.Ed, in Elem. Ed., Counseling, Administration and Supervision; M.A.T. in
Secondary Social Studies; M.S.T. in Environmental Education. Financial aid and paid
internships available. ANTIOCH GRADUATE SCHOOL OF EDUCATION, Box 128,
Harrisville, N.H. 03450, (603) 827-3076.
TAPES, CASSETTES, RECORDS, MUSIC
SPERRAKE HARPSICHORDS, CLAVICHORDS. Excellent, dependable, beautiful.
Robert S. Taylor, 8710 Garfield St., Bethesda,
Md. 20034.
EASY TO PLAY AND MAKE quality instruments and kits: Dulcimers ($20 up),
Psalteries, Banjos, Thumb Pianos; books,
records. HERE, Inc., «R, 410 Cedar Ave.,
Minneapohs, Minn. 55404.
Obscure Blues & Underground Records for
Sale. Also; We buy used LP records & tapes.
Send for Catalogues. Rasputin's 2521 Durant
St., Berkeley, California 94704.
LAND
IDEAL 5-ACRE RANCH, Lake Conchas,
New Mexico. $3,475. No down, no interest,
$29/mo. Vacation paradise. Money maker.
Free brochure. Ranchos, Box 2003NR, Alameda, Calif. 94501.
BUMPER STRIPS, POSTERS
BUTTONS & T-SHIRTS
SPASMODIC MILHAUSIC TORTICOLLIS. A finely delineated poster of Nixon's
body designed for acuptuncture. All sensitive
areas shown. Black and yellow on heavy white
stock, 12'yix28 inches. Detailed tongue-incheek text in EngUsh; body illustrated in
Chinese. An incredible poster. $1.50 plus 50c
mailing charges. Write: DNN7, P. O. Box
4313, Berkeley, Calif. 94704. Part of profits
are donated to PAK (Panhellenic Liberation
Movement).

him I couldn't believe he has no feelings, desires or dubious motivations. "I
have the urge to take off my clothes
and rip off yours and say, let's see how
holy you are."
Ram Dass: "When you say something that's powerful like that, I can
see by your face, you're holding on to
it, making it real. Instead of, yeah,
right, that's more stuff, everybody's
got stuff."
"I'm beginning to feel very uncomfortable."
Ram Dass: "It's just another feeling. I'm uncomfortable, that's who I
am, somebody who feels uncomfortable. Then you get all ready to
react to that one. But that's just
another feeling and they come by so
fast. You know that one thought away
is total comfort, too. So how real
could the uncomfort be?"
He was right. I was now perfectly at
ease. I tried to stand up, but had
trouble keeping my balance. He
wrapped the cord around the tape
recorder for me and, somewhat like a
sheep dog, prodded me toward the
door and out. "I can see you tornor-

row morning. We'll wind up the interview."
1 spent the rest of that day in a very
unfamiliar frame of mind. I don't
think I had ever considered the possibility of being neither good nor evil,
or some unstable compound of the
two. So it was, now, as if I were just
barely, tenuously, catching the feel of
what it would be like to be beyond
dualities. Everything 1 saw, heard, and
perceived through my senses was
without affect-without accompanying
emotion. The faces on the street, the
orange sunset over Boston harbor, the
piped music in the elevator, elicited in
me no reactive feeling. It was all just
there, a play of patterns, and the play,
rather than any one pattern, was
breathtaking. When I described this to
Ram Dass, he said, "When you stop
judging and you stop desiring, everything changes. It's like an illuminated
manuscript, and calm always—the sky,
nature, people. It all comes in directly,
and it all just is. Then you hold for a
minute and it turns back into
'reality.' "
I said I did not sense being up or

down now so much as grounded, and
strong. "You'll lose that," he said, and
grinned. "Cheap highs go fast."
everal people close to Ram Dass
had told me his weakest area
is
his
understanding
of
women, sex, and relations between
couples. So when we met Monday, I
opened the subject. He admitted not
being on sure ground. "A number of
couples come to me and say, "We're
really concerned because our sex
brings us down.' I<say that's partly because of your habits about sex. To
achieve oneness, you have to not get
lost in the physical drive but stay
conscious, see your partner as Ram or
the Divine Mother, so that every
touch, every kiss, is an act of devotion
to that sacred being." But this is not
easy, he said, and for him, "genital sex
can only bring me down. I almost feel
I've made it already with everyone I
meet, because there's such an intimate
connection, and you've got to get
caught in separateness to come
together through sex. Maybe when I
understand it clearly, I'll see it dif-
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"An Evening With Richard Nixon" by GoreVidal is a bird's eye view of Nixon's career from the beginning...this is accomplished with the
help of Kennedy, Eisenhower,Washington, Agnew, Humphrey, and the like, acting as advocates pro and con, commenting on the"action"
(so to speak) of Nixon's political aspirations. All that Nixon says, he has said in real life, nothing has been invented, nothing has been
taken out of context. Gore Vidal, in researching this play, carefully footnoted each of Nixon's statements for time, origin, and nature of
the speech. An annotated bibliography is available on request.

remember everything that he said on this record
he has said in real life.
Interesting listening on ODE RECORDS
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ferently, but I'm beginning to think
Ghandi was absolutely right on when
he said if you're in true harmony with
the universe, the only time you have
sex is to reproduce."
On the issue of women, he was
more insistent. "Most women's major
work is to understand why they were
born a woman. It wasn't random. You
take a woman's body because you
have certain work to do, and it's my
understanding that it's not a full incarnation if you don't honor your biological impulses—to reproduce, and
nurture children. The idea is not to
end up more womanly, or restrict
yourself to the house, but to understand what your incarnation is about.
Just as I have to understand my incarnation, why I didn't come out a man
in the full sense."
This view does not preclude sympathy to women's liberation, he said.
"I honor people's efforts to end inequality and relieve suffering, and if
it's your dharma, your path, to be in
women's lib and change things, change
them. But don't get caught in thinking
that's what it's all about."
People involved in pohtical efforts,
he said, tend to confuse external and
internal freedom. "They're not the
same thing. No matter how much
another person suppresses you, even if
he crucifies you, it has nothing to do
with your internal freedom. These are
the hardest things to accept—the relationship of the spirit to the external
world. Political work is a noble way to
spend your time here, so long as you
do it without attachment, and with
the understanding that it's not the
whole game. Because there are people
who have all the freedom, all the
things these movements are designed
to give everyone, and they're not fulfilled as human beings."
He said the highest thing anyone
can do for society is to work on himself, because "every advancement in
man's condition has come about by
someone becoming a little more conscious. War is the result of lack of consciousness. So is hunger. There's
enough food to feed every human being that exists, but the consciousness
of man is such that he says, it's my
food, not yours."
I asked Ram Dass what he does
about money, and what has happened
to the book royalties, which I estimate
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to be more than $100,000. He said the
money is used by Lama Foundation to
subsidize a "mish-mash of spiritual
projects." Lama gives Ram Dass living
expenses, and his father is "always
waiting at the post to give me money
but I rarely take it. I could do lecture
tours, you know, and make $1,000 a
night, but I would like not to be connected with money in any way.
Nothing I have is for sale."
He was starting to rock back and
forth on his heels, and indicate, by
sighs, that the interviewing had gone
on long enough. But before I left, I
wanted to check something out. There
had been contradictions in his
theories, and some of his statements
about India seemed jejune, but what
troubled me was something I had
learned the day before from a group of
New Yorkers who had driven up in the
rain—seven hours over flooded roads—
to see Ram Dass. When they reached
Boston, he said he couldn't see the
group, and there was no reason for
them to have made the whole trip.
Cathy, the exuberant young woman
who organized the caravan, said she
felt disappointed because "nothing
passed between us. He didn't even acknowledge the connection."
This had set off in me a rush of
emotions. Why was he giving me so
much of his time? Why did he say yes
to me and rebuff the others?
When I asked, Ram Dass curled up
like a cat. "Let's see if I can reconstruct this. 1 think the fact that you
were doing an article had something to
do with it, not because of pubUcity
but because it was a collaborative effort that would push me to formulate
things. When Cathy called up all gushing and emotional, I thought, oh, why
do we need this hysterical homecoming scene?
He rested his chin on his hand.
"Cathy's a beautiful being, but there's
a place in me that doesn't like that
kind of woman. When a woman is
overbearing and smothering, I can't
stand it." He made a sour face. "I
want to shove her away. But I have to
wrestle with that—that's where I
haven't finished my work. I can't see
the God in her."
I started gathering my things. Ram
Dass said, "This has really been interesting. I can see from when you probe
certain areas that there are subtle
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places where I'm not pure. I'm not all
done with it."
"You never said you were."
He laughed, and stretched out his
long legs. "Yeah, but I implied it."

S

everal weeks later when I was
back in New York, a friend
called to tell me Ram Dass was
passing through and would be at the
meditation group that night. Within
six hours, word of mouth brought out
more than 250 people.
At about half past seven, a man
wearing a faded yellow polo shirt,
brown pants and orange socks walked
through the door. Heads turned. "Is
that Ram Dass?" He would not take
the seat of honor, but squeezed into
the row facing Hilda. Hilda said, "I'm
not going to ask Ram Dass to speak, so
it's up to you kids. If you have enough
will . . ."
"I give up!" Ram Dass laughed. He
rose on his haunches, and turned
toward the crowd. As the words
began, the figure in faded clothing
became something else—a perfect
showman. He repeated stories he had
told me during the interviews, but now
they were polished little dramas,
complete with sub-plots and comic
relief. "I didn't really want to end up
on the path I'm on," he said at the
start. "I wanted something much more
esoteric and exquisite. I wanted to
know some secrets, and give mysterious initiations, and have powers, and
be able to do things to people, and just
have a little shtick to go along with it.
But all I know is to love my guru, love
everyone, and see God everywhere.
You can't earn a living telling people
that!"
He spoke more than an hour, and
seemed, in the outflow of stories and
ideas, to lose his consciousness of self.
For he sat back, finally, onto the tier
of cushions that had been so carefully
built for him.
"1 know the day will come, and not
too distant, when I'll walk into a room
and nobody will say, 'There's Ram
Dass.' Because it's, 'There's everyone.'
It's all the light. Ultimately you will
feel the light in yourself and you'll see
it in everyone you look at, everyone!
Then you'll realize there's nobody
special. No heroes and no villains. It's
just all of God's children.
"Namaste."
m
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OUR MANAGER
0t
HAS GREAT TASTE IN MUSIC
—he^ got us: Hnmble Pie. And a Harman/Kardon 150+.
Humble Pie with manager Dee Anthony in his New York City apartment.

Humble Pie did not earn their repuAnd because the 150+is Multichantation by making humble music. They nel, you can do more with it than any
make some of the wildest sounds you receiver you've ever heard.
can hear today, and the 150+ makes sure
If you have an extra set of speakers
you hear every one of them.
you can hook them up to the 150+and
The Harman/Kardon 150+Multi- create a separate stereo system in another
channel receiver can get more out of a room and play two different programs.
single note of music in mono, stereo or Each with its own tone controls.
quadraphonic than any other receiver at
Plus you can use it as a quadraphonic
the price.
receiver The 150+has four separate amIt can reproduce Humble Pie the way plifiers to play your records and tapes
they sound in a live performance be- through four separate speakers.
cause its circuitry is based on the same
Put all your speakers in one room
principles as the Harman/Kardon Cita- and you have the most advanced music
tion amplifiers used by rock groups in system available.
live performances.
The 150+ has a unique phasing circuit
Some of the music Humble Pie that takes regular stereo and reproduces
makes will not only blow your mind, it it as "enhanced stereo'.' And when you
will blow you out of the room.
The 150+ is the most powerful receiver we build. (70 RMS watts per channel in the stereo mode; 30 RMS watts per
channel in the Multichannel mode.)
And it can put out that power with
little or no distortion because its ultrawideband power amplifier and preamplifier stages give near-perfect phase
linearity from 1 Hertz to beyond 75kHz.

begin to buy four-channel records, the
150+is ready to play them.
The 150+is also the first receiver with
an FM tuner that can tell the difference
between music and noise.
It has a "quieting"meter (patent pending) that tells you exactly how much
noise is accompanying the music you're
listening to and lets you adjust the tuner
or antenna to the precise point where
noise is at a minimum.
So if you're as fond of Humble Pie
as Humble Pie, you can hear them at
their best on a Harman/Kardon 150+.
And we say that with all humility.

harman/kardon
the music company
55AmesCoun,

Plainview. New York 11803

Distributed m On-idii bv Harm.ir/Kardon of Can.ida, ltd . Cote de L.essf Rd , Montreal 760, Quebec.
Humble Pie records exclu^iuoly for A&M Records Certified Gold AJbums •Periormarce" :md 'Smokir'' Latest release, "Lost and Found!"
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Robert
Redford
as'Jereniiah
Johnson' some say he's dead... some say he never will be.

ROBERT REDFORD m A Sydney Fbiiack Fiim'JEREMiAH JOHNSON A Joe WizanSanford Production-Co Starring WILL GEER • ALLYN ANN McLERlE -STEFAN GIERASCH
CHARLES TYNER • And Introducing DELLE BOLTON • Music by Jotin Rubinstein and Tim Mcintire - Screenplay by John Mihus and Edward Anhalt • Produced by Joe Wizan
Directed by Sydney Fbllack - PanavisiontS - Technicolor® • From Warner Bros, A Warner Communications Company j n r ^ l
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