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ike a comet with a predictable
period, science fiction reap•• pears just when the sides are
darkest. The latest visitation of cosmic
fantasy has been traveling Earthwards
for many months, and seems to be
reaching its perihelion this winter with
the arrival of a real comet, the appearance of an armada of UFOs, recognition of the science of exobiology,
and the publication of heavy Uterary
numbers by two undoubted masters of
sci-fi, Arthur C. Clarke and Robert
Heinlein. Whether or not all this can
brighten the wastes of our benighted
planet, it is certainly good for laughs,
conmierce and a few lessons about the
impossibility of life on Earth as we
know it.
The rules of science fiction and the
dogmas of its behef-systems reject the
relevance of the present and admit
only the importance of the archaic
past or the visionary future. The loss
of Atlantis in the never-was or the arrival of Betelgeusians in the never-willbe are real events, whereas the wars,
love affairs, plagues and disasters of
the here-and-now are irrelevant epiphenomena. It's hardly surprising that
in times such as these, fascination with
the wonders of pre- and post-history
replaces concern for the nonsense of
now.
Although most of the conventional
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sci-fi themes are heard again, once and
future extraterrestrial visitation seems
to be the most popular notion of the
current phase. In the past years,
dozens of pseudo-academic and parascientific studies have appeared between soft covers to chronicle the
visits of spaceships and their passengers in the dim past. Erich Von
Daniken's Chariots of the Gods and its
quickie sequels propound the theory
that Earthly religions and myths derive
from real appearances of interplanetary travelers, murky eons ago.
Arthur C. Clarke, whose greatest
popularity came from his stories of
post-human evolution and transformation (Childhood's End and 2001: A
Space Odyssey) has been bitten by the
deus-ex-machina bug, and devotes his
current novel. Rendezvous with Rama
to the appearance of an enormous
intergalactic spaceship in our own
Solar System. Earthlings intercept the
vehicle—which extends 30 miles from
end to end and contains an entire
planetary environment inside its metallic walls-and puzzle over its mission:
"Our faith has told us to expect
such a visitation," says one of the crew
members who is a latter-day Jesus
Freak, a member of a religion called
Fifth Church of Christ, Cosmonaut.
"We do not know exactly what form it
will take. The Bible gives hints. If this
is not the Second Coming, it may be
the Second Judgment; the story of
Noah describes the first. I believe that
Rama is a cosmic Ark, sent here to
save—those worthy of salvation."
In the end, the mission of Rama remains a mystery, although the possibility that it is a post-industrial rough
beast slouching through the heavens is
not entirely discarded. In the absence
of proof of other purposes, salvation is
the most conforting option.

T

he recurrence of salvation motifs
in science fiction and everyday
science cults must say something
about the particular cultural neurosis
of this generation, just as the
evolutionary-leap theme indicated the
fantasies and fears of the last decade.
Clarke's Childhood's End, a seminal
novel for a great many young rebels
and radicals of the '50s and '60s, was a
visionary allegory of the Aquarian
Age. One by one, and then in logarithmic multiplication, the children of
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quite straight Twentieth Century
liberal parents turn into superfreaks,
marked by glassy stares not unUke
those induced by powerful hallucinogens, and possessed of a competence
in all things unknown in our own
klutzy culture. The evolutionary process accelerates rapidly until the
human form can be dispensed with
entirely and life can be reduced to
pure energy, seen (by whom?) as rings
of heavenly blue light.
The submergence of the Age of
Aquarius seems to have carried with it
the end of the science fiction of
human transformation. The last scene
of the film version of "Space
Odyssey," which once made every
New Age freak's heart leap with expectation of the cataclysmic Evolution,
now is strangely dated, even though
we are 27 years shy of 2001. Tolkien
and H. P. Lovecraft—other centers of
popular Uterary cults of the last science fiction phase—have also declined,
and with them the concern for the
mythic origins of the species and the
wars, quests, and magic of the past.
Only interplanetary or intergalactic
gods, gurus and cosmonauts can save
us now. For one thing, their technology is capable of hurdling the current ecological barriers; Clarke's
cryptic Ramans have conquered both
the Energy Crisis (they use star-fueled
"space drive" instead of thrust
engines) and the Garbage Glut (biorobots recycle everything). For
another, there is no need for inefficient poHtics or superfluous psychology in the perfectly purposed and
ordered world of Rama.
The social sciences lay behind much
of the sci-fi fantasies a few years ago;
now, the poUtical and cultural attack
on sociology, psychology and their
intellectual relations has informed the
fictional world. Instead of the perfection of social science-as in Isaac
Asimov's psychohistorical Foundation
cycle—the obUteration of social
science can be found in the best-selling
paperbacks this year (and Clarke and
Heinlein are now so classy that they're
in hardback). The gods from Out
There not only have to save us from
our technical incompetence. They
must free us from ourselves, from our
destructive intellects, from our
counterproductive attempts to understand our world.

xtraterrestrial fantasies invade
not only the minds of novelists
but those of scientists as well.
Indeed, a whole new field, called exobiology, is opening up for those who
would like to theorize (and, I suppose,
physically examine) living creatures
from outer space. At the moment, the
most prominent exobiologist is Carl
Sagan, an astronomer at Cornell University, who designed the message
inscribed in gold leaf on a plaque on
the Pioneer 10 rocket sent to cruise
leisurely througli trans-Solar space in
hopes of catching the eye of an ahen
spaceperson. The message contained a
lot of binary digits and some circles
and things, and also carried line drawings of a more-or-less Caucasoid
couple, he with genitaha, she without
(you can't push NASA too far). The
rocket was launched almost two years
ago, but as yet no communication
with extraterrestrial creatures has been
confirmed. Sagan thinks it may take
between 80,000 and ten billion years
to get a reply to his message, which
would make the Pioneer 10 system
considerably slower than either the
U.S. Postal Service or Bell Telephone.

million times Q) interstellar space
vehicles are launched per year. Let's
assume that there's only one contact
made per journey. In the steady-state
situation, there are something like
10*Q arrivals somewhere or other per
year. Now, there surely are something
like 10'° interesting places in the
Galaxy to go visit (we have several
times lO" stars) and, therefore, an
average of I/IO'' = 10 "* arrivals at a
given interesting place (let's say a
planet) per year. So if only one UFO is
to visit the Earth each year, we can
calculate what mean launch rate is
required at each of these mOlion
worlds. The number turns out to be
ten thousand launches per year per
civilization, and ten billion launches in
the Galaxy per year. This seems excessive."

In the meantime, Sagan has produced a somewhat McLuhanesque
book-product (as Dream Whip is a
food-product). The Cosmic Connection, which talks all around the subject
of extraterrestriahty but never gets
riglit down to the question of what the
httle monsters are going to look hke.
(Clarke says they have three legs.) He
does, however, calculate that the beUef
in UFOs is probably misplaced. His
calculation goes something hke this:
assume there are a million other stars
in the universe with planets which
have advanced civilizations. The life of
each civilization is ten miUion years.
Even if only one "real" UFO reaches
Earth every year, how many launches
are being made in the universe?
"Let's assume that . . . 10*Q (10

(From page 30)
fertile peaks and valleys of young
womanhood. Nanny stared at her a
long time.
Minnie climbed in bed, and Nanny
started to tell her the stories. Stories
about Marie and how she had showed
Doc John that he wasn't such a big
deal. Minnie- dozed off, smiling. She
began to talk in her sleep. She was
thinking of how better things would
be if her father would just take a walk
and not come back. Nanny shook her
grey head sadly at the mutterings of
this troubled child.
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Indeed. But if Earth is to be saved,
the sky's the limit. If gods or extraterrestrial creatures can make ten bilhon books and book-products every
year or so, they surely can launch ten
billion rockets in the hope that one
will reach us. It's worth the effort.
•

LOUISIANA RED

(The Toulouse, a restaurant on
University Avenue in South Berkeley.
Elder, a medium-sized man wearing
glasses and neatly-groomed hair, is
standing behind the bar. He has the
appearance of being efficient and is
cleanly attired. Above him, on a platform, is a television set. He is watching
a football game. Next to the television
is a poster of a handsome black
woman, holding a spear. Her legs are
spread apart. Across the aisle is a bulletin board announcing jazz and

poetry events. The modest chairs have
a tiger skin decoration in the seats.
Many types of people are seated
about: chicanos, blacks, whites,
yellows, browns—all races as well as all
classes. People are playing chess and
reading about revolution. During the
day the "regulars" come in. At night
it's American Graffiti. George Kingfish
Stevens and Andy Brown are talking
loudly much to the occasional annoyance of their fellow customers. Andy
Brown is a large, heavy man. He is the
consummate Brother Bear of Disney's
film version of Joel Chandler Harris'
Song of the South. He wears a process,
a derby, platform heels, fur cape. He is
the kind of man who would refer to
his automobile as a "hog." George
Kingfish Stevens is short, slight and
wears "hippie pimp" attire, lots of
leather. He wears a "cornrow" hairstyle.)
Kingfish Stevens: Did you see that
Oldsmobile that just went by? Look
like Hitler driving to the Russian
front. Man that Wolf YeUings is quite a
fella, quite a fella.
Brown: Aw, Kingfish, that man is a
square. Is a cube. He ain't in the
Moochers like you and I is. Minnie's
Moochers. Plus I hears the nigger is
running some kind of bizness. Colored
folks ain't cut out for no bizness.
Kingfish: Very well put, Bro. Andy,
very well put. A man like that is dangerous, prespecacous. MMMM. We is
going to have to keep an eye on niggers like that.
Brown: Yeah, He and his Sister is two
different people.
Kingfish: Not to mention Street. Remember the time we use to go up on
Telegraph Avenue and watch the
bitches go in and out of "Robbie's.
Every time the weekend roll around,
people were wondering who Street gon
cut.
Brown: Yeah, Kingfish, we use to go
to the Steppenwolfs and dance all
night. Now they plays dat old funny
white music in there. I goes to sleep.
Kingfish: Buzzart?
Brown: What's that, Kingfish?
Kingfish: Buzzart, that's one of the
men they be playing. Boy, that
Buzzart be chopping and sawing away.
Whew. (Pause)
Kingfish: Bro. Brown, let me borry
some beer outta your pitcher. Share
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and share alike is what we Moochers
say. (Pours himself a drink.)
Brown: Help yo self Kingfish, share
and share ahke as the Moochers say,
but sometime I wonder, Kingfish,
sometime look like I'm doing all the
sharin.
Kingfish: Don't worry, Bro. Brown, I
will buy the next round.
Brown: Why, Fish, you told me you
didn't have no money. Where'd you
get the money? (Kingfish beckons
Brown to lean over, he whispers.)
Kingfish: I collectivized d tip on the
next table, the people left for the bartender. Hows you like that for
Mooching? Pretty clever don't you
think?
Brown: Why Kingfish, you is a genius.
You and me is the only genius to
emerge from the 1950s.
Kingfish: Excuse me. Brother Brown,
let me go up here and get me a pitcher
of beer. (He asks the bartender Elder
for a pitcher of beer. Elder draws a
pitcher and puts it on top of the bar.)
Fish: (frowning, examines the pitcher)
Where's de foam?
Elder: For 99 cents you need all the
beer you can get. (People at the bar
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laugh. Kingfish sneers at Elder, returns
to where Brown is sitting.)
Brown: What was that all about,
Kingfish?
Kingfish: Aw, that nigger is trying to
be cute. Bushwa. Why over at the
Trident in Sausahto they got plenty of
foam.
Brown: Well, you know what 1 always
says, Kingfish.
Kingfish: What's that, Brown?
Brown: Niggers can't do nothing right;
not a damn thing. (Pause)
Kingfish: Yeh, that Street was something. Over there in one of them
African countries, remember that
night he killed that nigger?
Brown: Which nigger. Fish?
Kingfish: That last nigger he kill that
got him into San Quentin.
Brown: 0 yeah, that time. Yeah, that
nigger said something about "excuse
me, isn't that my seat," all bushwa.
Kekup.
Kingfish: (mimicking gesturing) No,
the nigger say, "excuse me, that seat is
reserved for me." Next thing they
know that nigger was on the ground
holding his brains in. Kekup.
Brown: Kekup. Yeah, that was something. Look like chittlins comin out.
Kekup.
Kingfish: (tears of laughter) Street
told the nigger that we don't believes
in no reserved. We Moochers believe
that niggers—all of them is in the same
boat.
Brown: They the same thing. There's
no such thing as privacy as you own
thoughts, we is linked to each other
and can't break the linkage.
Brown: That Street was the real
Royalty of the avenues of despair as
that newspaper man said. Sho wish we
had him as the leader of the Moochers.
Kingfish: What's wrong with Minnie?
Brown: Well, me and some of the boys
been thinkin Kingfish. Since Minnie is
heading it up, them gals be around her
has become bodacious. Them girls talk
to a man anyway they want to talk to
him. Them Dahomeyan Softball Team
that be riding around on them meter
maid scooters. Look like they go out
of the way to ticket us poor colored
men, and Kingfish, the fellas afraid to
go to meetings anymore. That big ol
one.
Kingfish: The one they call Eunice,
the Reichsfuhrer?
Brown: Yeah, that's the one. Well she
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put some kind of Dragon Foo See on
one of the boys.
Kingfish: Dragon Foo See?
Brown: Some kind of new things them
chinaman invented where they woman
go all the way up in the air and come
down choppin away, and what's worse
of all . . .
Kingfish: What's the worse. Brown?
Brown: WeU, why is a grown woman
like that needs to have a Nanny always
chaperoning her. Some of the fellows
are saying that that woman Nanny is
deahng Minnie more than pancakes.
Kingfish: Why . . . you . . . (Kingfish
and Brown stand up and begin to
wrestle. On their feet, as Brown's
derby comes off while Kingfish has
him by the neck. They fall against the
bar causing the pitchers to fall and
break.)
Elder: Hey! What's going on here?
(The bartender comes from behind the
bar and grabs both of them rushing
them to the outside of the bar.)
Elder: Now you can take your disputes of dogma somewhere else.

T

he committee meeting was to be
held at the Gross Christian
Church, San Francisco's truly
avant-garde center of worship. The
first thing you came upon was the entrance over which could be seen a sign
spelling out Groovy, in the manner of
the garish neon signs one saw at the
bottomless topless clubs on Broadway.
Rev. Rookie's church was a reconverted niteclub. Inside he stood behind
one of the long elegant bars which had
been restored to its original furnishings. On the walls were black psychedelic posters of Harry Belafonte, Sammy Davis, Jr. and Quincy Jones.
Whenever "Q" came to the Circle Star
Theatre, Rev. Rookie would be right
there, in the front row, whooping it
up, yelling such colorful expletives as
"Right on," and "Get down," which
he would say twice, "Get down, get
down." Another one of his expressions
was "Can you dig it?", quite effective
when used sparingly which Rev.
Rookie didn't.

Cats were circling the room.
Moochers love cats perhaps because
you have to be crafty and dexterous
and phony-finicky to be a Moocher,
winning your territory inch by inch.

like a Russian general and then slid
onto one of the barstools and continued her knitting; she was always
knitting.
"WELL HOW YOU, SALLY.
WHAT'S
THE NEW THANG?
WHAT'S WITH THE HAPPENINGS."
Big Sally looked at Rev. Rookie as
if to say "poot."
"1 guess I'll get by." Rev. Rookie
knew better than to scream on Big
Sally. She had a habit of screaming on
you back. She'd rank you no matter
where you were; in the middle of the
street, usually, telling all the traffic
your business.
The next Moocher to show up was
curly-haired grey Maxwell Kasavubu.
Trench coat, brown cordovans, icy
look of New York angst. He slowly removed his trench coat and put it on
the rack; he smiled at Big Sally.
"Hi Rev.,'Sally." Rev. Rookie lit all
up; Sally blushed and fluttered her
eyebrows.
Rev. Rookie rushed over to one of
his church's biggest contributors, slob-

Rev. Rookie had a motley congrega- Kasavubu, the Lit. teacher from New
tion and really didn't care about their York; Cinnamon Easteriiood, liilife styles. He had twisted old John yellow editor of the Moodier MonthWesley's philosophy so that he had ly, their official magazine, and Big
forgotten the theology he started out Sally the poverty worker; they were
with. Rev. Rookie was real ecumeni- the principals of the meeting in which
cal. Gushing with it. 1 mean, he ecu- they were going to exclude Minnie for
menicaled ail over himself, but he reasons that would become plain.
The crisis meeting was being held to
wasn't one of these obvious old fashioned preachers. No, when he spoke of see what was to be done with Papa
God, he didn't come right out and LaBas, the interloper from the East.
Big Sally arrived first. Big old thing.
mention his Hebrew name. God, for
him, was always a "force"; or a "prin- Though her SL Mercedes was parked
outside. Big Sally insisted upon her
ciple."
The Christians looked the other "oppression" to all that would hear.
way from their maverick minister in She had a top job in the 1960s version
San Francisco; after all he was packing of the Freedman's Bureau, which was
them in, wasn't he? Why Rev. Rookie somewhat surprising since the poor
would get up in his mojo jumpsuit and had never seen Big Sally. Never heard
just carry on so. He employed of her, and although she was always
SI00,000 worth of audio-visual equip- "addressing myself to the commument with which to "protect" himself, nity," she spent an awful lot of time in
plus a rhumba band; it was the tackiest Sausalito, a millionaire's resort. A
Jesus you'd ever want to see. Rev. Ph.D. in Black English, she saw herself
Rookie wasn't no fool, though. He had as "just one of the people"; "just me,"
won a place for himself in the Mooch- or "plain prole." Big Sally put down
er high command along with Maxwell her maxi coat which made her look
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bering all over the man.
"HEY, BABY WHAT'S GOING
ON?" he said placing a hand on Max's
shoulder. Max stared coldly at his
hand, and meekly, Rev. Rookie removed it.
Sally continued knitting. Rev.
Rookie paced up and down behind the
bar; Max sat for a moment, contemplatively inhaling from his pipe, occasionally winking at Big Sally. Soon
Max rose and went over to read some
of Rev. Rookie's literature which was
lying on the bar top; Ramparts and
The Rolling Stone. Max stared at them
contemptuously for a moment then
slammed them down.
"WOULD YOU BROTHERS AND
SISTERS LIKE TO HEAR SOME
LEON BIBBS?"
Big Sally made a sound like
Spitsch!, lifted her head and, stopping
her knitting, stared evilly and disgustedly at Rev. Rookie for a long
time.
"I don't feel like hearing no music
now," she said.
The door opened and in walked
Cinnamon Easterhood, hi-yellow editor of the Moocher Monthly. He
walked in all tense and hi-strung in his
Nehru suit, clutching a wooden handbag which the men were wearing or
carrying these days. He was so nervous
and slight that he looked like if you
said boo he'd blow away. Accompanying him was Rusty, his dust bowl
woman of euro descent, wearing old
raggedy dirty blue jeans, no bra and no

shoes. She immediately got all up in
Sally's face.
Big Sally showed the whites of her
eyes for a real long time. "Uhmp," she
said. "Uhmp. Uhmp."
"Sally, lord, you sure is a mess,"
Cinnamon Easterhood's wife said,
looking like the history of stale apple
pie diners, confidant to every Big-Rig
on the New York State Freeway.
"HEY PEOPLE. I FEEL GREAT
NOW. ALL MY PEOPLE ARE HERE.
WHY DON'T WE LIGHT THE FIREPLACE AND ROAST SOME MARSHMELLOWS? MY UKULELE AND
PETE SEEGER RECORDS ARE OUT
IN THE VW." Ignored. And here he
was the chairman of the Moochers,
next to only Minnie herself.
Cinnamon was over in the corner
congratulating MaxweU Kasavubu on
his startling thesis, now being circulated in literary and poUtical circlesthat Richard Wright's Bigger Thomas
wasn't executed at all but had been
smuggled out of prison at the 11th
hour and was now gunning for the big
editorial spot on Dissent Magazine.
Cinnamon was doing most of the talking, saying that he thought the idea
was absolutely brilliant; or incredibly
fantastic.
Max examined his watch.
"Well, I guess it's about time we
began the meeting," he said in his obnoxious know-it-all New York accent.
As usual Max talked first.
"I've been thinking about our problem and think I can put some input
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into the discussion. After Ed was
murdered we thought it would take
people's minds off gumbo and renew
the interest in Moochism, but this
hasn't been the case. The community's
infatuation with cults and superstition
should have run its course by now. But
now we have this LaBas. A name that
isn't even French and so you can see
how pretentious he is."
"It's patois." Big Sally, expert on
Black English, put in her input.
"What say, Sally?" Max said smiling, indulgently.
"I said it's patois."
"Well, whatever, the man is presented us with some problems."
"Spitsch!"
"Did you want to say something,
Big Sally?" Max said, mistaking this
sound for comment.
"Nothin, Max. 'cept to say that I
concur with your conclusions things
was moving nicely til this LaBas man
come in here but it seems to me that
we ought not be sitting here talking
bout our problems but bout our conclusions, I mean about our solutions."
"TELL IT SISTER. TELL IT,"
Rev. Rookie hollared all loud.
"Our solutions is an inescapable
part of your problems and they are
one in the part the woof and warf of
what we're going to be about. Now,
are we going to be about our problem.s, or are we going to be about solutions?"
Hi-Yellow, pimply-faced and epicene rose to speak.
"But-"
"I aint through. Now 1 aint
through. Let me finish what I'm saying
and then you can have your turn to
talk cause aint no use of all of us talking at one time and so you just sit
there and let me finish."
Maxwell signals him with a smile to
let her finish and he sits down.
"When it come you time, then you
can have the floor but long as I'm having the floor I think everybody ought
to treat me with the courtesy to hear
out my views cause if you going to
dispute my views you have to hear me
out first—"
"But I was only being practical,"
Easterhood protested.
"Practical? You was only being
practical? If you was only being practical then look like the first practical
thing you would want to do would be

to hush your practical mouth so I can
talk."
Easterhood's wife was just beaming
at all that good old downhome rusticness coming her way. She just leaned
back and said, "Sally, Lawd. Sister,
you sho can come on."
"Takes Sally to just cut through all
the bullshit and get right down to the
nitty gritty," Maxwell said.
"TELL IT LIKE IT T/I/S/MAMA,"
Rev. Rookie said.
"That's mo like it. Now as I was
saying, we don't have to worry about
this LaBas man, and was going on to
say that what we need is somebody to
replace that hi-yellow heffer," Big
Sally said, her eyes rolling about her
head.
Easterhood smiled his good-natured
Moocher smile but secretly wanted to
crawl on his belly out of the room. He
didn't mind all this downhomeness
but, shit, he had an M.A.
"Hi-Yellow Heffer?" Max asked.
"What's with this hi-yellow?"
"THE SISTER IS CALLING
SOMEBODY A COW." Rev. Rookie
explained to Maxwell Kasavubu.
"O, you mean heifer," Maxwell
Kasavubu said.
"Whatever you call that old ugly
thang. Think she cute. Drive up here in
that sport car and when she come start
talking that old simpleass mutherfucking make me sick in my asshole."
"RUN IT DOWN SISTER, RUN IT
DOWN TO THE GROUND," Rev.
Rookie said, jumping up and down.
"But which Sister are you referring
to Big Sally?" Max asked for clarification. He always asked for clarification, not one to be swept away by
emotions as the "minorities" were.
They got fired up real quick but when
you needed someone to pass out leaflets or man a booth, they busy or tired
or so and so's turn to do that.
"Minnie," Big Sally blurted out.
"Minnie?" Cinnamon said jumping
from the couch where his wife Rusty
sat guzzhng beer and eating ritz crackers as if they were the whole meal and
grinning squint-eyed over the colorful
Sally's contribution to the discussion.
"Minnie?" Did I hear you right?"
Cinnamon Easterhood said, grinning.
"You hearrrrrrrrd me!" she said,
cutting a rough glance his way.
"Well you have to admit Minnie is a
bore. Only a handful turned out to the

last rally," said Maxwell.
"That's crazy, we need her. The
sister has a fine mind," Cinnamon protested. "She's writing an article in the
Moocher Monthly magazine on the
morphological, ontological and metaphysical .ramifications in which she
will refute certain long-held contradictory conclusions commonly held by
peripatetics entering menopause. Why
the dialectics of the superannuated
will —"
"Big Sally did you want to say
something," Max said. Noticing Sally's
impatience—impatience being a mild
word. Frowns were proUferating on
her forehead.
"As I was saying before 1 was so
rudely interrupted, we don't need no
ontology, we needs some grits and
Minnie aint bringing no grits. Aint no
ontology gone pay our hght bill. P.G.
and E. fixin to cut off our Oakland
office. Disconnect. We need somebody
who knows how to get down. '
"Who would you suggest, Big
Sally?"
"Street Yellings is the only one the
people in the street want. He the only
man that can put this Moocher back in
business."
"Street," Rusty said. "Street Yellings. Wliy, if you brought him back,
everything would be so outtasite." She
remembered his wanted poster in the
Post Office. The girls would go down
there and get all fired up. Somebody
had painted horns on his head. Street
made them want to say fuck. Say
words like fuck. Made you feel obscene. Even the men. There was a way
he looked at you. And when he made
love she had heard from one of the
women who had named a rape clinic
after him—after he had your clothes
off he would say, "Now Give Me Some
That Booty Bitch!!"
"I don't think he can articulate the
Moocher point of view," Easterhood
said, reading his wife's thoughts.
"We don't need no articulate," Big
Sally said. "Articulate we got too
much of. We need someone to oppose
that LaBas and them niggers over there
in that gumbo business."
"I wish I had your gift, Big Sallyright down to brass tacks."
"Why thank you. Max," Big Sally
said, smiling.
"And as for you Cinnamon. Don't
ever call Street inarticulate. Why if it

CHOMSKY
(From page 39)
FOOTNOTES
1. A n t h o n y McDermott, Middle
East
International,
Sept. 1 9 7 3 . U.S. and Israeli
intelligence insisted that there was virtually
no chance of an Arab attack, according to
Henry Kissinger. Benjamin Welles, Christian
Science Monitor, Oct. 2 9 , 1 9 7 3 .
2. Yedioth Aharonot,
July 26, 1 9 7 3 .
3. John
Cooley,
Christian
Science
Monitor, Oct. 2 7 , 1 9 7 3 .
4. David
Hirst,
Guardian
Weekly,
(Manchester-London), Oct. 2 0 , 1 9 7 3 .
5. Joseph Fitchett, Christian
Science
Monitor, Oct. 1 3 , 1 9 7 3 .
,
6. William Tuohy, L.A.
Times-Boston
Globe, Oct. 26, 1 9 7 3 .
7. John Finney, New York Times, Oct.
17, 1 9 7 3 ; Dana Adams Schmidt, Christian
Science Monitor, Oct. 26, 1 9 7 3 .
8. Dana Adams Schmidt, Christian
Science Monitor, Oct. 2 7 , 1 9 7 3 . "Under questioning, Mr. Schlesinger acknowledged that
the alert of the Soviet airborne forces had
been ordered five or six days ago and was
known by United States officials before yesterday's crisis developed.'* (John Finney,
New York Times, Oct. 27.)
9. Joseph Fitchett, Christian
Science
Monitor, Oct. 1 3 , 1 9 7 3 .
10. Ha-Aretz, July 2 2 , 1 9 7 3 .
1 1 . For quotes and references from the
Israeli press, see Viewpoint,
nos. 1 0 - 1 1 ,
Sept. 1 5 , 1 9 7 3 , POB 9 3 2 1 , Jerusalem.
12. Ha-Aretz, Sept. 26, 1 9 7 3 . Translated
in Israleft, no. 25, Oct. 2, 1 9 7 3 , POB 9 0 1 3 ,
Jerusalem.
1 3 . Joseph Fitchett, Christian
Science
Monitor, Oct. 16, 1 9 7 3 .
1 4 . Warren Young, New Outlook,
Jan.
1970.
15. A recent version appeared in the
London
Times, Feb. 3 , 1 9 7 3 . The text is
produced in IDOC, Controversy
in the
Middle East, Sept. 1 9 7 3 . A possible general
settlement of this sort is outlined b y Michel
Tatu, Le Monde, Oct. 2 3 , 1 9 7 3 .
16. See the c o m m e n t s by Michael
Brecher, Canadian specialist in Israeli foreign policy, in an interview in New
Outlook,
June 1 9 7 3 . He speaks of the "retreat from
reason" and the "growing weight being
given to mystic identities and irredentist
aspirations in government decisions," the
"quasi-religious r o o t s " of the new expansionism and the "revival of identification
with mystic roots of a regenerated Jewish
nation."
17. Drew Middleton, New York
Times,
Oct. 17, 1 9 7 3 .

wasn't for me convincing the Moocher
Board of Directors to back that rag of
yours your verbosely footnoted monstrosity would have folded long ago.
Street knows the poolrooms, the crap
games, the alleys and the bars. He
knows the redemptive suffering and
oppression. We will offer Street Yellings the position. Is there any
dissent?"
"You, Rev. Rookie?"
"WHATEVER YOU SAY IS FINE
FOR ME, MAX," Rev. Rookie said.
"Mrs. Easterhood?"
"Do 1 look like a broomhandle to
you you four-eyed goofy motherfuka," (nasty) Rusty says as Max turns
red as a beet. Big Sally starts to cackle.
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THE POLITICS
OF HEROIN
IN SOUTHEAST
ASIA
Alfred W. McCoy
with Cathleen B. Read &
Leonard P. Adams, II
"A fascinating, often meticulous unraveling of the byzantine complexities of the
Southeast Asian opium and
heroin trade. . . . A pioneering book."—James M. Markham, New York Times Book
Review
CN 328 $2.95
For a complete
catalog, write

Harper &) Row
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10 f 53d SI. New yptlt >0022

"Please dear, you''l upset Mr. Kasavubu," Easterhood said.
"I don't care, I'D spit on that fat
worm."
"Let's not get carried away, Rusty,
we'll remove the licorice sticks you enjoy so much."
"What did you mean by that you
poot butt," Rusty said, leaping from
the sofa.
Easterhood had no control over his
spouse. He looked real simple like a
Bunny Berrigan adaptation of a Jelly
Roll Morton hit.
"I get sick of your pompous insane
cocksucking remarks," Rusty bellowed.
"BROTHERS AND SISTERS. WE
MOOCHERS
DON'T
GET INVOLVED IN PETTY INDIVIDUALISTIC CLASHES. WE ARE TOGETHER FOR ONE CAUSE. WE
MUST LEARN TO SUBMERGE OUR
DIFFERENCES."
Rusty was sobbing, curled up in Big
Sally's apron. Big Sally was comforting
her.
"Just don't ask me up here any
more. I am not a Mrs. Rusty Easterhood, I'm a person. You men think it

always has to be your way. Do your
housework, raise your children. Well
I'm sick of it; 1 want to play tennis,
express myself, visit motels. Big
Sally," she says looking up to her,
"You busy this evening?"
"Look it's hot," said Maxwell Kasavubu, so sensible, so cool at these
times. "We've gone through a difficult
transition from obscure Telegraph
Avenue notion to a movement to be
reckoned with. I'll fly to Africa, pick
up Street tomorrow."
"But what do you make of Street's
criminal record? You remember how
he murdered that brother and escaped
from jail?" Easterhood asked. "The
editorial board of the Moocher Monthly have had a change of viewpoint concerning the effectiveness of the charismatic lumpen."
"That doesn't count. Just another
nigger killing. What's a nigger to the
law."
Sally, Rusty, and even Cinnamon
gave Max a momentary hostile look.
But when he asked, "Did I say something wrong?" they outdid each other
trying to put him at ease. All except
Rusty. She didn't owe him anything.i

Israleft News Service
p. O. BOX 9013
JERUSALEM, ISRAEL
Israleft News Service, published bi-weekly, is
a non-profit project of members of SIACH
(Israeli New Left) in Jerusalem. ISRALEFT
covers that part of the Israeli scene usually
minimized or totally ignored by the establishment media and constitutes a vital counter
source of reliable information on the activities
and thinking of all left-opposition groups and
peace forces in Israel.

SUBSCRIPTIONS
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TPAID POLITICAL ADVERTISEMENT]

T k e r e is only
one t h i n g t i i a t can stop
impecicnnient now*
Y o u r silence.
Richard Nixon has made one thing perfectly clear. He
will function above the law whenever he can get away
with It.
He used illegal wiretaps to spy on newspaper reporters and political opponents until the United State Supreme Court made him stop. He secretly bombed Cambodia until Congress found out and made him stop. He
authorized the "plumbers" to burglarize and spy upon
his political opponents until Watergate made him stop.
He withheld evidence in a criminal case until a federal
court ordered him to stop. And he defied that court
order until Congress and the people threatened to impeach him. Then he further obstructed justice by firing
Archibald Cox, the only independent prosecutor the
people had, and turned the Watergate investigation
back to his own Justice Department.
He is trying to convince members of Congress that he
is "telling all" and that he has not violated our trust.
But we the people are not fooled, we know he will
continue to violate the Constitution and place himself
above the law—unless we make him stop once and
for all.
Impeachment proceedings are already underway. But
many members of the House of Representatives will find
it politically expedient to avoid action. Don't let them
get away with it.
It is time to redeem our integrity. It is time to reassert
our commitment to lawful Constitutional government.
Now each of us must choose the kind of country we
want. And each member of the House of Representatives
must choose between us and Richard Nixon.
If the House of Representatives does not impeach
Richard Nixon and thereby bring him to trial before the
Senate, it will be because not enough of you have made
your voices heard. No vote you have ever cast in any
election is more important than the letter you write to
your Representative today.

WHAT YOU CAN DO
1. Write your Representative in Congress at House
of Representatives, Washington, D.C. 20515. Urge him
or her to support impeachment now. If you have already
written, write again to say that recent events have only
strengthened your conviction. Representatives pay the
most attention to individual letters that express your
own feelings.
2. Get at least 10 friends to do the same.
3. Fill out the coupon and contribute as generously as
you can. A national campaign for impeachment is extremely costly. It will take pressure from people in every
state to get the House of Representatives to act.
4. If you are not yet a member of ACLU please use
the coupon to join. We need your support in this extraordinary campaign for impeachment and in the day-inday-out defense of the Bill of Rights.
Together we will win back our country.
AMERICAN CIVIL LIBERTIES UNION
383 W. Fifth St., Los Angeles, Calif. 90013
• Enclosed is my contribution of $
to help the Impeachment Campaign.
• I am writing to my Representative, and want to
participate in the Impeachment Campaign.
Please contact me.
• I want to join ACLU. Credit my contribution
towards membership:
• $15 Individual
• $25 Joint
n More
• I am a current ACLU member.
RAM
Name
Address
City.
State
Zip
Phone (day)
(evening)
ACLU of So. Calif.:
Marvin Schacter, Pres.i Ramona Ripston, Exec. Director

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

A ChHd's History of America... a great
montage of insights, anecdotes,
polemics and interruptions ...wild,
generous, pained trips...overflowingly
persuasive in their factual actuality."
N.Y. Times
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A CNId's History
of America
Some Ribs and Riffs for the Sixties
by Charles Newman
from your bookseller or

"An extraordinary work..."
Joyce Carol Dates
Book World, Washington Post

The Swallow Press, Inc.
1139 S.Wabash Avenue
Chicago, Illinois 60605
312 pages $8.95
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Maybe it's because we began about five years ago mostly
as a journal of contemporary music.
Maybe it's because practically everybody in the music
business carries the latest issue around.
Maybe because we have a tabloid newsprint format like
an underground newspaper.
Whatever the reason, at least several million prospective
readers—probably including you—have the wrong idea about
ROLLING STONE!

That's why we're making the free sample offer in the
coupon below.
We think it's about time you found ouj that ROLLING
STONE is much much more than just a music magazine and
miles above the underground. It's a bi-weekly trip to the head,
heart, and soul of contemporary America.
We're pioneering in a new kind of journalism, as different
from the establishment press as The Grateful Dead are
from Lawrence Welk. It's intensely personal . . . frankly
biased . . . endlessly curious. . . sensibly paranoid . . . totally
irreverent.

We're printing stuff the uptight hidebound establishment
press is neglecting, overlooking, avoiding, misunderstanding,
or laundering. But it's so first-rate that we're beginning to
attract readers over 30 who don't even own a record player!
Here's a glimpse of what you've been missing . . .
Tom Wolfe's extraordinary Collective Unspoken
monologue of the Astronauts' Remorse.
Andy Warhol's day-long tape recording of a fascinating
conversation with Truman Capote.
The Whole Earth Catalog editor's futuristic account of the
Spacewar games being played after hours by computer
whizkids.
Hunter S. Thompson's series (now an acclaimed book),
Fear and Loathing on the Campaign Trail, an intensely involved, demented view of the 1972 presidential race debacle.
Don't just stand there. Mail the coupon for a sample
copy worth 75c. We'll also put you down for a year's
subscription (26 more issues) at the special introductory saving shown in the coupon. But if the sample copy doesn't turn
you on, you can drop out just by droppmg us a Ime.

Why is
the most misunderstood
magazine in America?
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Good for FREE SAMPLE COPY
and money-saving offer
ROLLING STONE
P.O. Box 2983, B o u l d e r , C o l o r a d o 80302
YES Please send me without cost, obligation or comnnitment my complimentary issue of ROLLING STONE. You
may also bill me-for a year's subscription (26 additional
issues) at the special introductory rate of $7.50—a saving of $12 compared to the single-copy total and $2.50
off tfie regular subscription price. However, if I don't
like the sample copy, I will notify you to cancel my
trial subscription and that will end the matter. In either
case, the complimentary issue is mine to keep.
Name PLEASE PRINT

Address .
City .
State.

Zip-
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STUFF ENVELOPES, $25 hundred. Immediate earnings. Beginner's Kit, $1 (refundable). Lewcard, R392A, Brea, Ca 92621.
EXCITING OVERSEAS JOBS. Travel, Adventure. Directory $1.00. Order today! Research Associates, Box 889-RT, Belmont,
California 94002.

PERSONALS
BIRTH CERTIFICATE, Baptism, Marriage,
Divorce. High School, College Diplomas.
Wills, Driver's License, Power Attorney,
Lease, Building Contract, Karate Expert,
Press Correspondent, Investigator, others.
Any 3-$l, 7-$2. (Catalog 25c, applies next
order.) Legal Forms, Dept. 289, Box 554,
Farmington, MI 48024.
Insurance offered altruistically. Auto, tenants
and all other lines. G. D. "Jack" Martin,
415-632-2211, 6736 MacArthur Blvd., Oakland, Ca. 94605. California residents only.

MEERSCHAUM PIPES. GUARANTEED
Hand Carved from Virgin Block. Save: Conner Imports, Box 9574-R4, San Jose, Calif.
95157.

SLEEP-LEARNING-HYPNOTISM! Books
tapes, equipment. Strange catalog free. Autosuggestion, Box 24-RM, Olympia, Washington 98501.

POCKET PHOTO, FAVORITE SNAPSHOT, PLACED UPON SUPERB MIR$1.50. 3/$3.00. CAMART, Box 1111, Greatneck, N.Y. 11023.

CONTRACEPTIVES FOR MEN—by mail!
Twenty-five top brands—Trojan, Conture,
Jade, and many more. Twelve assorted samples: $3. Deluxe Sampler: $6. Free illustrated
catalogue with every order. Plain package assures privacy. Fast and reliable service. Satisfaction guaranteed or your money refunded in full. POPLAN, Box 2556-RACll,
Chapel Hill, NC 27514.

MIDDLE EAST Research Information Project: literature, speakers, monthly review. Box
48, Cambridge, Ma. 02138.

JAPANESE CORRESPONDENCE,
FRIENDSHIP! Lovely girls' photographs,
details, brochure, $1.00. Inter-Pacific, Box
304-RT, Birmingham, Michigan 48012.
MEET YOUR IDEAL MATE. Computerized Matching, Nationwide, only $15. Free
Questionnaire. Team, 1270 Broadway, NYC
10001.
ACUPUNCTURE TRAINING MANUALS,
books, charts, instruments and supplies catalog! Yuang, Box 219W, Toronto, Canada
M6M 4Z2.
BUMPER STRIPS, POSTERS
BUTTONS & T-SmRTS
IMPEACH NIXON & SENATOR SAM
ERVIN T-SHIRTS, $3.95, 2/$6.95. Sweatshirts, $6.95; 2/$12.95 designed by Pulitzer
Prize-winning political cartoonist Fischetti!
Sizes: small, medium, large, X-large. SHIRTKING: Box 3893-R, Merchandise Mart, Chicago, 60654.
NO AMNESTY FOR NIXON stickers, 18"
X 3". 5/$l, 100/$10, 1000/$50. N.A.F.N.E.,
Box 804, Adelphi, Md.
FUCK HOUSEWORK: illustrated poster,
$1.50 . Roach clip beaded earrings, $1.00.
2' artificial marijuana plant, $2.25. Free catalog. S-T Mailorder, Box 1885, Ann Arbor,
Mich. 48106.
ARCHIBALD COX FOR PRESIDENT
Bumper Stickers 2/$l. G/M, 5525 Raleigh,
Pittsburgh, Pa. 15217.
VIETNAM VETERAN FOR A M N E S T Y VETERAN FOR AMNESTY — SUPPORT
AMNESTY — I SUPPORT AMNESTY —
bumperstickers 35 cents. Quantity Prices
available. VVAW/WSO, 306 W. 39, K.C.,
Mo. 64111.
IMPEACH & ANTI-NIXON BUTTONS 3
Different Samples plus catalogue. $1. IMPEACHMENT
WITH
HONOR,
IMPEACE NIXON Bumperstickers, 3/$l.
BUMPERSTICKER: Box 3893-R, Merchandise Mart, Chicago, 60654.
EMPLOYMENT & BUSINESS
OPPORTUNITIES
RAMPARTS SUMMER INTERNS^Tune
15-Sept. 15, long hours, no/low pay, do investigative work, writing, advertising, promotion, production. Send resume to INTERNS,
Richard Parker, Ramparts, 2054 University
Ave., Berkeley Calif. 94704.
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GUYS! Wanna know HOW TO FADE
YOUR LEVIS to that well-worn, deep-faded
look? Send $1.00 to: Montico, P.O. Box 547,
Littleton, N.H. 03561.

SERVICES

TYPE COMPOSITION on IBM Composer.
Manuscripts, flyers, ads, access catalogs;
printing available. Neat and cheap. Chris
Gundlach; 719 Vine St., fronton, Ohio
45638.
TAPES, CASSETTES, RECORDS, MUSIC
FREE 200-PAGE CATALOGUE. 1,400 New
Stereo Recordings. Renaissance, Baroque,
Classical, Romantic, Modern music. Not sold
in stores. Not listed in Schwann's. Highest
quality! Budget label prices! Available only
by mail! MUSICAL HERITAGE SOCIETY,
Box 932RA, New York, NY 10023.
ALL EASTERN MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS & Accessories. Finest quality, most
unique anywhere. Catalog. Qalandar, Box
172, Glendora, Ca. 91740.
RARE RECORDS! Enghsh Imports & Underground LP's. Write for FREE catalogs,
specifying which you're interested in to:
RARE RECORDS, P.O. Box 214, Carrboro,
N.C. 27510.
EDUCATIONAL ALTERNATIVES
& OPPORTUNITIES
"MENDOCINO a la Franfaise" — Fireside
Classes, French Food, Nature Walks, Cozy
Lodgings, $45/wkend. Box 453, Mendocino,
CA 94560. 707-967-5647.
A 12-month Master's Program emphasing,
international, national and regional social development: planning, research, program design, alternative structures, community development and deinstitutionalization. Admissions Chairwoman, UMD School of Social Work, 2627 E. 7th St., Duluth, Minn.
55812.
NORTH MOUNTAIN COMMUNITY—intentional community of Walden II model.
11 men, 8 women, 2 children striving for an
equalitarian, humane, and ecological lifestyle. Seeking serious people of all ages,
races, and cultures committed to creating a
viable alternative society. Lexington, Virginia 24450 (703) 463-7095.
BOOKS AND PUBLICATIONS
ENGINEERS: Free introductory copy of
SPARK magazine. Write: Committee for Social Responsibility in Engineering, 475 Riverside Drive, NYC 10027.
OUT OF PRINT BOOKS. Send want lists.
Bookdealer, 39 No. Browning Ave., Tenafly,
N.J. 07670. Dept. OP
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BOOKOUT FROM YALE. Huge bargains
on hundreds of books. Act now, sale ends
December 31. For free catalogue write:
BookOut, Yale University Press, Dept. R,
292A no 3 Yale Station, New Haven, Conn.
06520.
U.S. IMPERIALISM, liberation struggle in
Southern Africa, economic and political
news, feature articles. Read SOUTHERN
AFRICA (244 W. 27th St., Dept. E, New
York, N.Y. 10001) monthly magazine of
current news. $5.00/year. Write for sample
copy.
PERSONAL/POLITICAL LIBERATION—
Books, posters—Feminism, counter-culture,
third world, anarchism, marxism, gay liberation, ecology, prisons, youth liberation,
men's consciousness-raising. Free catalog:
Times Change Press, Penwell-F, Washington,
N.J. 07882.
ORGASM ANYONE? tired of the same ol
sexist shit? tired of titshots and macho wet
dreams? lookin fr a hi quality pom rag? well
look no further. ORGASM is here, if youd
like ta get in on the ground floor we need:
porn, drawings, poems, pix, etc. for the first
gala ish. strate gay, bi, sodomy, beastiaUty.
you name it, we'll do it. we also need love
slaves with talent in fotografy, editing, layout, etc. send art and articles to the perverts
at sea slug press, 419 49th st, oinkland ca
94609. obscene calls to (415) 654-0206 if
you have a nice stiff fat long bank roll youd
like to stick into our nice wet warm cash
box u may contact us at the same numbers,
all glories to goddess!!
COMMUNITIES — National magazine
about community movement. Bimonthly,
$6.00/year, $1.00/sample. P. O. Box 426-R,
Louisa, VA 2 3 0 ^ .
GAY? Subscribe to G.P.U. NEWS, "one
of the nation's finest gay publications." $3
per year., c/o Gay Peoples Union, P.O.
Box 90530, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53202.
FREE: Indispensable, illustrated catalog of
unusual items relating to neo-Nazism, Fascism, and the Right-wing. National Information Center, Box 21, Springfield, Mass. 01101.
WATERGATE'S NOT WATER! It's cesspool of CAPITALISM BESPATTERING
US. We need SOCIALIST RECONSTRUCTION! Why? What? How? Send depreciating
$2.00 for 6 issues of "THE SOCIALIST
REPUBLIC," or free sample copy, to Box
825-A, N.Y., N.Y. 10010. Now!
CHINESE ART, ancient and modern: imported books, prints, scrolls, papercuts, posters. FREE CATALOG. CHINA BOOKS &
PERIODICALS (3 locations) 2929 24th St.,
San Francisco, Calif. 94110; 125 5th Ave.,
New York 10003; 900 W. Armitage Ave.,
Chicago, 111. 60614.
BIOFEEDBACK
EEG-EMG-ESP equipment for research and
personal use. Free catalog. Aquarius Electronics, Box 627-V, Mendocino, Calif. 95460

CLASSIFIED RATES

Per Word (Single Insertion)
15-word Minimum
55c
Per Word 3 Consecutive Times in
One Contract Year
50c
Per Word 6 Consecutive Times in
One Contract Year
45c
Per Word 12 Consecutive Times in
One Contract Year
40c
Payment in Advance
Classified Ads
RAMPARTS
2054 University Ave.
Berkeley, Calif. 94704
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PRINTED WITH A 18 x24 IMAGE
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>lrtist Canvas
$4.95
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REGULARLY TO $15. NOW ONLY

271.VAN GOGH.STARHV NIOHT.ln
swirling blues and spiraling yellows
browns and greens Reg SIS Sals 4.95
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261.PICAS80.D0N QUIXOTE
inspiration in black on
pure while.fleg.$7,Sala 4.9S

At Lambert
Studios the
reproduction of
an original work
of art is a patient and laborious operation.
It requires tlie skill and tecfinical ability of
man and mactiine to achieve perfect conformity. To insure that every subtle nuance
of color appears exactly as in the original
trial printings, subsequent corrections,
and re-touching are necessary. The result
is a reproduction in which the work of the
artist, rather than being copied is recreated.
Order directly from the first and largest
publishers of canvas reproductions at sale
prices with a money-back guarantee.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

-CA^:a-

S26.ROU»EAU:MONKEVS
Jungle greens,orange,brown
blue black Reg S14 Sala 4.95
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So that's why I'm here, the bleeding
boat drifted off and I'm stuck here
in the pissing rain with my life flashing before me. Only it isn't flashing,
it's crawling. Slowly. Now it's
just the bare bones of what 1 am.

A tough guy, a helpless dancer.
A romantic, is it me for a moment?
A bloody lunatic, I'll even carry your bags.
A beggar, a hypocrite, love reign over me.
ScW|i|?t3irtriic? i*t»^;Bieeding Quadrophenii

The Who North American Tour 1973
November 20 San Francisco, Calif.
November 22 Los Angeles, Calif.
November 23 Los Angeles, Calif.
November 25 Dallas, Texas
November 27 Atlanta, Ga.
November 28 St. Louis, Mo.
November 29 Chicago, III.
November 30 Detroit, Mich.
December 2 Montreal, Canada
FALLOUT SHELTER December
3 Boston, Mass.
December 4 Philadelphia, Pa.
December 6 Washington, D.C.
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