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"The radio and T.V. ore going 
to keep songs like this from 

getting heard—but ff we give the 
record o boost it will get 

around onywoy. Great song I" 
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b/wSUP£RSAM 
"This is the 

most importont record 
in the U.S. todoy!" 

H. RAP BROWN 

"One of the latest anti-draft 
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words . , . commercial sounding 
rock n' roll background . . . 
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N.Y. TIMES MAGAZINE 
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BROADSIDE MAGAZINE 
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but it ts very much in the air, 
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BEGIN YOUR SUBSCRIPTION NOW! SS.00 FOR 12 ISSUES 

ptKva. t-i'brr-t;, /ebavx ^ A ^ A A * / ^ Address. 
C^rciA L e H A . , /V<//*i«. / H e r - p.. 

SUte 

4 

F i l m s for F u n d r a i s i n g 
GOOD TIMES, WONDERFUL TIMES 

" S A T I R I C T H R U S T , t 
the smugness complacency 
and stupidity of people who 
do not grasp the anguish, 
horror and desolation that 
may be caused by war and 
warmongers." 

CROWTHER, N. Y. TIMES 

" A P R O V O C A T I V E , 
I M P O R T A N T M O V I E to 
stir the conscience. You owe 
i t to yourself to experience 
t h i s sardonic powerfully-
conceived film." wOLfE, CUE 

" I R O N I C A N D S H A T 
T E R I N G . . . i t is difficult 
t o ignore Rogosin's abrasive 
thought-provoking report of 
contemporary s o c i e t y . . the 
film is shattering " 

CARROLL, DAILY NEWS 

THESE ARE THE PEOPLE W H O M W E ARE FIGHTING. 
IT IS H A R D TO SEE T H E M AS ENEMIES. 

- B R E N D E N GILL, New Yorker 

Rogosin Rims presents J a i M S C f t l M r o n ' S 

NOT CENSORED OR E O \ J t D B Y A N Y G O V E R N M E N T IN THE W O R L S " 

E Y E W I T N E S S : N O R T H V I E T N A M 

C O M E B A C K , A F R I C A 
Lionel Rogosin 

R U S H T O J U D G E M E N T 
Emile de Antonio & Mark Lane 

O N T H E B O W E R Y 
Lionel Rogosin 

S O N S A N D D A U G H T E R S 
Jerry StotI 

T R A N S P O R T F R O M P A R A D I S E 
Zbynek Brynych 

S C O R P I O R I S I N G 
Kenneth Anger 

J O S E P H K I L L I A N 
Pavel Juracek & Jan Schmidt 

C H A F E D E L B O W S 
Bob Downey 

All films available in 16mm or 35mm. Further information and rental rates upon request from 
R O G O S I N F I L M S • 1 4 4 B L E E C K E R S T R E E T • N E W Y O R K , N . Y . 1 0 0 1 2 • 2 1 2 6 7 4 - 2 7 6 0 

F i l m s for P E A C E 
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THE F O R E I G N P O L I C Y ASSOCIATION: 

5 0 y e a r s o f s u c c e s s f u l i m p e r i a l i s m 
Work for the demonstration at the New 

Y o r k H i l t o n on November 14th started only 
16 days before. T h i s parrphlet was written 
i n a day and a h a l f to be distributed to 
chapters immediately. The purpose was to 
raise the p o l i t i c a l consciousness o f SDS' 
members about why we were confronting the 
F o r e i g n Policy Association—who those men 
a r e and what they do and how they do i t to 
us—so that there would be a n a n t i - i m 
perialist demonstration rather t h a n one 
more a n t i - w a r demonstration. Dean Rusk was 
speaking and we did not want to focus on 
h i m , with his employers r i g h t there. 

I n 1 9 0 0 everybody knew who owned the 
country. When the P l a z a H o t e l opened i n 
1907, a great crowd l i n e d up to stare at 
V a n d e r b i l t and Gould. Most o f the same 
families own and control move today t h a n 
they did then,but they have made themselves 
invisible. Created celebrities and TV per
sonalities absorb public attention w h i l e 
the corporate dyiyxsties swell i n quCet 
splendor. The F o r e i g n Policy Association 
is one point where the powerful surface, 
and we wanted to mnke them visible that 
night. 

T h i s pamphlet was written for the demon
stration, so that we would know intensely 
and with a greater sense o f reality why we 

were on the afreets that cold Tuesday 
night. I f we knew who we were to confront 
and why, we would create tactics that kept 
those goals i n mind. The pamphlet was a 
try at something new, and i t failed. 

F i r s t , there was simply not enough time. 
Those chapters i n the region that a r e well-
organized were able to use the pamphlet as 
a basis for discussion and perbaps behave 
more as mobile units at the demonstration. 
Most chapters had no time to assimilate the 
i n f o m t a t i o n . We were not able to get our 
own people to understand what we were 
f i g h t i n g , i n the FPA. 

Second, on the spot we got involved i n 
f i g h t i n g the cops or disrupting midtown i n 
Ways that had l i t t l e to do with why we 
had come. From the i n i t i a l idea o f greet
i n g the limousines o f the FPA invitees, we 
turned to stopping random taxis and gars, 
when we could not know who was inside. 

T h i r d , the other groups out there with 
us, l i k e the P a r a d e Cormtittee, were on a n 
a m i - war demonstration to confront D e a n 
Rusk; and, gust as our militancy set the 
tone for the tactics, their leaflets and 
signs set the tone o f the content. The 
mass media reported one more a n t i - w a r dem
onstration, no matter how often or at what 
ball-breaking.length our svokesmen e x p l a i n 
ed the SDS position. 

F o u r t h , discussion started on tactics 
and ended there. We worried so much about 
the "how", that we f a i l e d to make the "why" 
clear, even to our own people. 

The demonstration at the H i l t o n was i m 
portant, however, because i t was a r a d i c a l 
izing experience for a number o f people who 
took part, brought some o f them to SDS, and 
taught us something about street tactics. 

THE FOREIGN POLICY ASSOCIATION 
C E L E B R A T E S 50 YEARS OF 

SUCCESSFUL PROPAGANDA: 

DEAN AND CHARLIE HEAD THE B I L L 
AT THE HILTON 

WHERE THE E L I T E M E E T TO E A T : 

COME HAVE DINNER WITH THE R E A L 
WARMAKERS 

The Foreign Policy Association is giving 
itself a black tie dinner at the New York Hilton 
on the night of November 14th to celebrate Its 
50th year of "leadership and innovation in world 
affairs education," a boast it would be hard to 
deny. Secretary of State Dean Rusk plans to 
make a speech over dinner, introdueedby Charles 
W, Engelhard, a director of the FPA and Chair
man of Engelhard Minerals and Chemicals, 
Englehard Hanovia, the American South Afri 
can Investment Co. , Ltd. and Rand Mines. He 
has a seat on the board of numerous South Afri 
can corporations and also on that council that 
sets black wages in the mines at 70^ a day. His 
wealth is based on platinum, gold, silver, dia
monds and apartheid. Appropriately, he often 
represents the U.S . government in Africa on 
state occasions. He is a big contributor to the 
Democratic Party, and according to F o r b e 3 , t h e 
model for Ian Fleming's Goldfinger. 

Where the carcass is, there w i l l the 
eagles be gathered together... 

The eight hundred names on the committee 
for the dinner represent a gathering of Ameri
can Dynasties. What brings them together? 
The Foreign Policy Association bills itself as 
private, nonprofit, and nonpartisan. It says it is 
devoted to developing, through education, inform
ed, thoughtful and articulate public opinion on 
the major issues of foreign policy facing the 
U.S. Sounds pious and dull. Everyone is in fa
vor of education, no? 

Let us look at a few of those Invited to 
mingle in the Grand Ballroom. 

Ellsworth Bunker: lately active in the Do
minican Republic invasion, presently residing in 
Vietnam. At the time of the Dominican crisis he 
was a leading stockholder and a director for 38 
years of the second largest East Coast c ane 
sugar refinery. National Sugar Refining Corpor
ation. As special ambassador to the OAS and 
special emissary to the Dominican Repubtic.his 
sugar interests doubtless helped him to an ob
jective view. 

J . M. Kaplan: had a monopoly on Dominican 
molasses sales during the late years of the 
Trujillo era of terror. A big contributor to the 
Democrats and ADA, a trustee of the New School, 
Kaplan's fund is aCiApass-through, more parti
cularly for the N.S.A. It has received money 
from at least eight identified CIA conduits and 
was important from 196 0-64 as a CIA conduit for 
projects in Latin America to train social demo
cratic leaders, 

James Rogers: was formerly the deputy 
director of the OSS (predecessor of the CIA), 
past president of the Foreign Bond Holders Pro
tector Council, and chairs the board of Operation 
Crossroads Africa, a paternalistic group that 
trains America's future leaders by sending 
them to Africa to do good. 

Harold Linder: is a big donor to the Demo
cratic Party and a former associate of Carl M, 
Loeb, Rhoades and Co. and American Investors. 
Active in the State Department in the fifties, he 
is now chairman of the Export-Import bank 
which loans money to Latin American countries. 

Roswell Gilpatric: is a partner in the big
gest U. S. law firm specializing in representing 
military contractors. He was under-secretary 
of the Air Force and worked on the Rockefeller 
Brothers Special Study Project, which invented 
the missile gap in the late 50's. He chaired the 
board of the Aerospace Corporation. While 
Deputy Secretary of Defense in 1961-63, he was 
Involved in the critical decision to give a 7. 5 
billion T F X contract to General Eiynamics—Triiom 
his law firm represents. Gilpatric was a mem
ber of the Special Group, heart of the invisible 
government of intelligence operations. He has 
served on a special presidential committee to 
counter opposition to the Vietnamese War. 

Grayson Kirk: is president of Columbia 
University and a director of Con Edison, the 
Greenwich Savings Bank, IBM, and Socony-
Mobil. Columbia is a member of the Institute 
for Defense Analysis, does research on Chemi
cal warfare and accepts contracts from the 
CIA. 

7 



Stanley Sfarcus: of Neiman-Marcus, super
store for Texas oil millionaires, is an impor
tant member of the Dallas Citizen's Council, 
the secret corporate junta that runs Dallas. 

George R. Drown: of Brown and Root is a 
close business associate of L . B . J , and recipi -
ent of juicy contracts to build airbases in Viet
nam and Thailand. 

Nelson Aldrich: Rockefeller by marriage, 
of Chase Manhattan Bank. Chase Manhattan's 
involvement in . South iUrioa has been heavy 
since 1959, including loans to the South African 
government and credit to the Industrial Develop
ment Corporation, and the $40 million floating 
credit arrangement made with ten U.S . banks, 

John Richardson, J r . :is president of Radio 
Free Europe, In 1950 the National Committee 
for a Free Europe launched a "Crusade for 
Freedom" fund to raise money for Radio Free 
Europe, \diich works with Eastern European 
exile groups "engaged In the struggle for eventu
al freedom of their countries" and its directors 
have Included Allen Dulles of the CIA, C D . 
Jackson, Elsenhower's advisor on psycholcfgical 
warfare, and A, A. Berle, J r . , ideologist of the 
corporate liberalism, Kennedy contact man 
during the Bay of Pigs invasion, and long-time 
s i^ar executive. 

Valdemar L . Nielsen; is president of the 
Afro-American Institute, which promotes cul
tural exchange and has been funded by a num
ber of known CIA conduits. ^ 

More briefly, what brings together people 
like those above, besides an opportunity to 
sample Hilton cuisine? The duPonts of high ex
plosive munitions fame and heavy Republican 
donors; Amory Houghton of the Coming Glass 
Works, the Institute for fiitemational Education 
and Collaborator with the CIA in controlling the 
National Student Association; Christian Herter 
of Mobil Oil (successor to Dulles as Secretary 
of State); J , Paul Austin of Coca-Cola; Henry 
Ford n, Thomas E , Sunderland of United Fruit; 
Orin Lehman. John D. Harper of Alcoa; Gilbert 
E . Jones of IBM; H . I . Romnes of AT&T; Juan 
Trippe of Pan American Airways; all corporate 
elite, with represeBtatives of the communica
tions elite: Frederick Beebe of Newsweek, 
William Benton of the Encyclopedia Britannica, 
Randolph A, Hearst, Arthur Ochs Sulzberger of 
the New York Tiroes, Edward Weeks of the 
Atlantic Monthly, Sypros P. Skouras of 20th 
Century Fox, Henry Luce I E of Time, William 
Paley of CBS. Throw In some government types: 
Ralph Bunche; Allen W. Dulles, former director 

of the CIA; Angier Diddle Duke, U.S. Ambassa
dor to Franco's Spain, where he took a swim to 
prove that lost H-bombs are harmless; Arthur 
Goldberg. Add union brass: I . W. Abel of the 
Steelworkers, Walter Ruether, Joseph Beime 
of the Communications Workers, T,ouis Stulberg, 
of the ILGWU. Cross with Worthies from the 
universities and the foundations: John Bowers 
of the Josiah Macy Foundation, Dean Courtney 
Brown of Columbia's Graduate School of Busi
ness, Edward Cushman of Wayne State Univer
sity, S idn^ Rabb of Boston, whose Rabb Chari
table Foundation is another CIA conduit, Maur
ice Mitchell of the University of Denver, Joseph 
Johnson of the Carnegie Endowment for Inter
national Peace, R. Richard Rubottom of South-
era Methodist in Dallas, 

Add a good percentage of members from 
the local power structures across the nation 
like Arthur Ballantine of the B u r a n g o H e r a l d i n 
Colorado, or Roger Anderson of Continental 
Illinois Bank. Say the head of a brewery in St. 
Louis, a rabbi in Washington, some presidents 
of some smaller corporations and local banks, 
judges, professors, principals. What goes gn 
here? Who's doing what to whom, and why? 

The EBtablishment has very nearly 
unchallenged power i n deciding 
what is and what is not respect
able opinion i n this coimtry. 

Richard Rovere, The A m e r i c a n 
Establishment, 1962, p, 9. 

What the busineea liberals repre
sent is the outlook and the i n 
terests o f the newer propertied 
class as a whole. They a r e 'so
phisticated' because they a r e 
more f l e x i b le i n adgus ting to 
such p o l i t i c a l facts o f l i f e as 
The New D e a l and big labor, be
cause they have taken over and 
used the dominant l i b e r a l r h e 
toric for their own purposes, 
and because they have, i n gener
al, attempted to get on top of, 
or even slightly ahead of, the 
trend o f these developments, 
rather t h a n to f i g h t i t as prac
t i c a l conservatives a r e wont to 
do. 

C. Wright Mills, 27ie Power 
E l i t e , 1956, p. 122. 

The business liberals, who usual
ly come f r o m the most i n t e r n a 
tionally minded companies, speak 
through such organizations. as the 
C o u n c i l on F o r e i g n Relations, ( a n 
organization interlocked with FPA) 

F . William Domhoff, Rules 
A m e r i c a p. 28, 
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Let us look at a typical man from the top of 
FPA, Emile Soubry, past chairman and now 
heading their 50th Anniversary Committee. He 
is a director of Standard OH of New Jersey. 
The Rockefeller Foundation, of course, serves 
as a holding company for stock in Standard Oil 
and also has helped fund the FPA. Has Standard 
Oil a forelgTT policy? 

While two thirds of Standard Oil of New 
Jersey's assets were located in North America, 
only one third of its profits were made at home 
by 1960, By now profit on its foreign invest
ments are four times the domestic rate. In 1963 
Standard Oil sold products in over 100 countries 
and owned 50% or more stock in 275 subsidi
aries in 52 countries. (All facts from Monopoly 
C a p i t a l , Paul A, Baran and Paul B. Sweezy, 
1966). 

I n industry after industry, U. S. 
companies f o u n d that their over
seas earnings were soaring, and 
that their r e t u r n on investment 
abroad was frequently much higher 
t h a n ' i n the V. S. 

Business Week, April 20, 1963. 

Indeed, American corporations today have 
five times the foreign Investments that they had 
at the end of World War U. The higher the level 
of technology in an industry, the higherthe fixed 
cost and therefore the harder they must push to 
expand markets. Thoi^h we consume enorm
ously, we cannot consume enough. 

"Wider still and wider 
may thy hounds he pressed: 
God who made them mighty 
make thee mightier yet!" 

as we used to sing in grade school. We must 
export capital, but the existing economic struc
tures of other countries must be altered to per
mit investment and development in the style and 
with the profit margin our corporations are ac
customed to having. 

The Foreign Policy Association is heavily 
interlocked with the Council on Foreign Rela
tions. Both have tax exempt status as educa
tional groups and are financed in part by the 
same tax exempt Foundations, especially Ford, 
Rockefeller and Carnegie. Corporations con
tribute heavily. The Council is an elite-oriented 
organization which serves as an unofficial arm 
of the State Department. The FPA beams its 
wisdom downwards. 

F P A is the parent of numerous World 
Affairs Councils in an increasing number of 

cities. They include representatives of the local 
power structure and prestige mills. "Hiey a r 
range public discussion groups, businessmen's 
foreign policy luncheons, seminars in local 
schools and colleges, radio and television pro
grams and lecture series. They distribute a 
lot of expensive educational material at little 
or no cost—material proclaimed as 'objective,' 
'nonpartisan.' They bring experts to the lay 
people, but they also have the full set of liberal 
attitudes about citizen participation In carefully 
shaped decision-making. 

To quote from an F P A brochure: 
' G r e a t Decisions' is a discussion 

program increasingly used by 
schools and adult groups i n every 
section o f the country. Requir
i n g no f o r m a l leadership, inex
pensive for the participant, and 
enriched by newspaper, radio and 
television support, the program 
occupies a unique place as a n 
educational instrument. 

Opinion formation on foreign policy Is car
ried out by small discussion groups who meet 
once a week for eight weeks to discuss that 
year's 'Great Decisions.' "The only material 
required is the nonpartisan Fact Sheet Kit. " 
Discussion is supplemented by eight weekly half-
hour TV shows on National Educational TV, Ac-
cordingto Richard Elman in the N a t i o n (March 
1, 1965), the president of NET is chiefly re
sponsible to the Ford Foundation which subsi
dized and created NET, chooses the president, 
and reserves the right to inspect every NET 
program produced with Ford money. 

We believe that the NET may he 
described as one o f the many 
lines o f o o r r m m i a a t i o n between 
l i b e r a l menhers o f the upper 
class and the intelligentsia o f 
the upper-middle class. 

G. William Domhoff, Who Rules 
America? p. 66. 

Invitations to participate in the Great De
cisions Program are sent out by universities, 
by civic and religious groups, hi the annual re 
port for 1965-1966, F P A stresses the effort 
they are pouring into reaching high school stu
dents because "for about half of our population 
the secondary school is the last formal educa
tional opportunity to develop an understanding of 
the basic concepts that govern this country's re 
lationship with the rest of the world. " Both high 
school photographs show black kids In c lass-
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rooms making 'Great Decisions.' Teachers are 
not neglected butoffered conferences, meetings, 
a magazine and teacher training programs. 

' G r e a t Decisions'.,, lends i t s e l f to 
active student p a r t i c i p a t i o n , and 
emphasizes the development o f de
cision-making skills. I n the past 
year over 1 5 0 , 0 0 0 students partici
pated. The pros and cons o f each 
alternative ore stated so that the 
teacher can guide students i n a 
discussion o f the issue. The stu
dent is encouraged to a r r i v e at 
his own decision and defend i t to 
his peers. * 

'Great Decislone' are like 'Great Books': pre
packaged fragments to be studied in a vacuum 
and consumed. At the end of each discussion 
everyone fills out a multiple choice question -
naire called an 'Opinion Ballot.' These are 
a choice means of monitoring the effectiveness 
of the propaganda. Results of adult balloting 
are fowarded to the State Department or mem
bers of Congress 

The issues are defined, indeed. For in
stance, one 'Great Decision' of 1966, S U B -
SAHARAN AFRICA: CAN STABILITY B E A -
CHIEVED? is a real winner: who wants sta
bility in Africa, and why? What does stability 
mean in a colonial situation? Perhaps some 
notion of the assumptions and tone of F P A out
put can be gotten from a quote out of their 1967 
'Great Decision' on THE NEW D E A L IN C H I L E : 

From its viewpoint, Washington, too, 
favors the principle o f self-deter- , 
m i n a t i o n , and the Johnson Adminis
t r a t i o n considers that its inter
vention i n the D o m i n i c a n Republic 
Was designed to guarantee just that. 
I f the Communists had seized control 
o f the D o m i n i c a n revolution,the U.S. 

. argues, self - determination might 
never have been possible for the D o 
m i n i c a n people a g a i n , . . . But, with 
Cuba serving as a n example, Washing
ton also doubts the ability o f some 
L a t i n A m e r i c a n nations to deal ef
fectively with Communist subversion. 
Thus U.S. officials have suggested 
strengthening the peacekeeping m a 
chinery o f the OAS through the cre
ation o f a n i n t e r - A m e r i c a n force, 
made up of- mi l i tary contingents 
f r o m each merrber state, which could 
act i n f u t u r e Dominican-type emer
gencies. 

In much the same way, doubtless, as we 
have tried to get other nations to commit troops 

to Vietnam. The F P A are great explainers. 

The F P A are so wondrously busy it is hard 
to give a notion of all the pies they are fingering 
at the moment. They are active in NBC's White 
Paper programs on foreign policy, Theyhold 
Intensive sessions to brief newspapermen. They 
are going more and more into church groups. 
They run a corporate service program for exec
utives, tailored to the needs of each corpor
ation. They are starting American Leadership 
seminars to engage "small groups of opinion 
leaders from business, labor, the profes
sions. . . " Their Community Leaders Program 
brings opinion leaders from around the country 
to FPA for briefings and discussion of US poli
cies in the UN, working with the US Mission. 
They are building a staff of school service ex
perts to work with administrators and teachers. 

The mentality that prepares their documen
tation "to encourage informed, responsible and 
articulate discussion" would choke on this arti
cle which attacks the men and vdio they are and 
interprets the FPA output in terms of what they 
run and what they grow richer and richer on. 
You learn in school to discuss "issues", to in
terpret "objectively", to avoid dirty economic 
interpretation and ad hominem attack. You 
learn to "discuss the Text" and raise no ex
traneous issues. You make one Great Decision 
after another, fill out your multiple choice ques
tionnaire and depart, having sharpened your 
decision-making skills—presumably to make a 
wiser choice between toothpastes and candidates 
and whether you will buy your facts from Time 
or Newsweek. 

Indeed, those men meeting at the Hilton for 
cocktails at 6:30 and dinner at 7:30 on Novem
ber I4thin the Grand Ballroom with Dean Rusk 
and Charlie Englehard are "responsible lead
ers ." They are responsible for the plastic 
bread you eat and the filthy air you breathe, 
they own the buildings that line your streets 
and the means of production and the means of 
distribution and they rot your mind with wanting 
what they have to sell . They own your bodies 
to fight their wars. They sell you their brand of 
Playboy sex and their brand of nursery school 
and they run their rails throi^h your brain and 
lay track all through the education mill. They 
are responsible and you should be articulate. 
Come to the Hilton on November 14th and meet 
the elite that are eating you. Come early, stjck 
around and see if we can make their 50th anni
versary dinner a gala celebration of 50 years of 
Imperialist Action and Liberal Rhetoric. 

THE FOREIGN POLICY ASSOCIATION: 50 YEARS OF SUCCESSFUL IMPERIALISM 
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T h e L i M e r G e r m a n y : 1 9 4 3 
In the days when the great pow

ers were not yet fighting Hitler 
and not a few voices fromabroad 
—some not sil^t even today-
gave him encouragement, the 
world well knew that he was be
ing fought from within and his 
enemies were called: the other Ger
many. Refiigees, many of them 
known ttiroughout tiie world, and 
foreign correspondents on fur
lough, reported that this other 
Germany really existed. At no 
"time were even half the votes cast 
for̂ the Hlfler regime andtheexlst-
ence of the most frightful instru
ments of oppression and the most 
firightful police force which the 
world has ever known, proved 
that the opponents of the regime 
were qot mactiva Hitler ravaged 
his own country before he rav
aged other countries; and the 
plight of Poland, Greece, or Nor
way is ecarddy worse than that 
of Germatiy» He made prlscmers 

Bertolt Brecht 

of war in his own country; he 
kept whole armies in concentra
tion camps. In 1939 these armies 
numbered 200,000 — more Ger
mans than the Russians took at 
Stalingrad. Tliese 200,000 donot 
conqirise the whole of the other 
.Gennai^. They are only one de-
tadiment of its forces. 

The otlier Germsmy could not 
stop Hitier, and in-ihe present war 
which has brought the great pow
ers into conflict with him, the other 
Germany h£i8 filmost l>een forgot-
tra. Many doutited if it really 
ecisted or at least denied that It 
had any significance. One Rictor 
was that the fighting democracies 
had to combat illrisions about the 
striking-power of Hitler's anjiiiefl. 
And there were powerful groups 
that regaled the .<4|i9r 0 6 0 ^ 0 0 

with mistrust; they feared it was 
soriallst But there was alsoaaus-
pidon that confused the friends of 
the oihsx Germany, even some 
who themselves belonged to the 
o&er Germany. 

The terrible question was: had 
the war put an end to the dvil 
war which smouldered In Ger
many all ftirough Gie first six 
years of Nazi nde? It is well 
known, after all, that wars engen
der fie^ nationalism and bind 
the peoples more secure^ to their 
rulers. 

The exile's: trade is: hoping. It 
afio^ds no gilt-edged securities, 
gmne forecast that fiie Nad re
gime would not be able- to abol
ish' uneizqiloyment; and when it 
was abolished, they forecast that 
it would; .go bianknipL Some 
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placed their hopes upon the 
Relchswehr, on the pride of caste 
of the Prussian Junkers, who 
would not want to go to war un
der the leadership of a corporal; 
or upon the Rhlneland industrial
ists who in general must have 
feared a war. Even when war 
broke out, some said: "the regime 
can keep the war going while it 
remains a Blitzkrieg fought by 
boys of twenty and a mechanized 
army of experts: but no longer. 
The workers remain In the factor
ies and at least thiry SS divisions 
are needed to guard them." The 
conquest of Poland and Norway, 
even the subjection of France 
seemed to be handled by this E U : -
my of experts. But then came the 
Russian campaign, and with it an 
almost universal fear. Especially 
those who hated the Soviet Union 
were afraid. For this was no war 
of experts. The whole people 
would be drawn la The higher 
age-groups "who still recalled with 
a shudder the First World War," 
hundreds of thousands of workers 
who regarded Russia £is their 
fatherland were drafted. The 
workers, precisely that part of the 
people which the regime itself had 
always called Its most unshakable 
enemy, entered the war precisely 
at the moment when it Involvchd 
the country which they had viewed 
with spedal sympathy. 

Even those who had hoped most 
invincibly were sUenced. Did no 
other Germany exist? 

A man sttcks to his trade, and 
the exile's trade is: hoping. Veiy 
soon therefore all sorts of explan
ations were available, aii more or 
less technical The Hitler regime, 
it was said, had had to keep two 
countries in the dark about the 
invasion to the very last minute, 
the Russians and the Germans. 
That proves, does it not, that the 
r^ime wEis embarrassed by the 
whole affair? Investigations of 
Nazi, labor policy during their 
Bve years of preparation for war 
were a more serious matter. Al
ready In the last year of the Wei
mar Republic the situation of the 
working class was catastrophic. 
Rationalisation of industry had 
created unemployment; the world 
crisis, which struck Germany with 
particular force, turned unem
ployment into a national catas
trophe. Competition eunong the 
workers themselves became a very 
war. Tbe German working class 
was already divided Into parties; 
the parties were now divided 
against themselves. ITiis legacy 
was taken over by the great and, 
At BHiny tbipk, togUtang^te^ 

the Weimar B^tdic: the Third 
Reich. Unemployment W E I B done 
away with In short order. Indeed 
the speed and scope of the aboli
tion were so extraordinary that it 
seemed like a revolution. The fac
tories had been taken over by 
force. The Fourth Estate stormed 
the Bastille...only to remain there 
in captivity. At the same time the 
political organisations of the 
working class were dissolved and 
decimated by the police. In this 
manner this class was trans
formed into an amorphous mob 
without will or political aware
ness. From now on the state did 

Act have to deal with organisa
tions, only with individuals. Na
poleon had maintained that one 
need only be stronger at a given 
point at a given time; Hitier put 
this strategy to briUiant use. His 
policies need no longer t>e ap
proved bythe8e"privateperBons." 
But that is not all Peacrful indus
try, which produces commodities, 
does not require that the workers 
take pleasure in their work; mod
em mechanised war, which is 
simply the industry of destruction, 
does not require that the workers 
take pleasure in war. Destruction 
is the- commodity they deal in. 
Such is tiie tecJinical-ecOnomic 
side of a social system which de
grades the common man to the 
status of a tool politically as well 
as economically. 

Such explanations are more il
luminating thab those of philoso
phers of history who in foolish 
and demagogical resortment cry 
tiiat the German people arebyna-
ture bellicose, that ttietr desire to 
conquer is only equalled by their 
willingness to obey—and so forth. 
But these explanations are notthe 
whole truth. They show how the 
working classes came to be slav
ishly dependent upon the ruling 
classes; they do not show how the 
workers have come to be depend-
mt on the success of their rulere 
in war. (Emll) Ludwig and Van-
sittart complain that the German 
pet^le at least-put up with Hit

ler's war. The truth is that they 
had to put up with the war be
cause they put up with a system 
that demands — among other 
things—wars. 

To complain that the German 
people allows its government to 
wage a frightful war of aggres
sion is actually to complain that 
the German people does not make 
a social revolution. Inwhoseinter-
est is the war being fought? Pre
cisely in the Interest of those who 
can only be removed from their 
high positions by a social revolu
tion on a gigantic scale. The in
terests of the industrialists and the 
Junkers may sometimes diverge, 
but both need war. They may 
quarrel about the conduct of the 
war; but they are alike sure that 
it should be conducted. Important 
English journals have described 
how the Junkers in the Ministry 
of War whip up competition be
tween the trusts and how effectual
ly the -trusts fight to get influence 
on the conduct of the war. \ o 
group that owns anything is 
against the war. If the war be
comes hopeless the trusts may try 
to get rid of the Hitler gang orcv-
en of the generals for the sake of 
peace; but* they will only make 
peace in order to make war later 
with all possible strength and as 
soon as possible. The important 
tiling for them is naturally to keep 
what they own, namely, economic 
power, without which they could 
never hope to regain the political 
power which they need to make 
war. French ministers have de
scribed, and General de Gaulle 
has confirmed their descriptions, 
how the French industrialists were 
so afraid of their own people that 
th^ could not prostrate them
selves t>efore their German con
querors quickly enough. They 
tiiought the German bayonets ne
cessary to the preservation of their 
property. One day the German 
Industrialists wUi try to find bay
onets (and any bayonets will do) 
in the hope that their loss qf poli
tical power will only be tempor
ary if their economic power can 
be salvaged. Is that clear? 

But how Is it with the rest of the 
German people, the ninety-nine 
per cent? Is the war in their inter
est too? Do they need war? Well-
meaning pecple are too heisty by 
half when they confidently answer: 
No. A comforting reply, buf not 
a true one. The truth is that the 
war IS In their interest so long as 
ttMtyfcannot or will not s)tfi^ gi( 
9i$t08ttfn under which tiiey.Hve. 
iMiijHS IjMler oame.to pdwff. i»e>nen 
iliUiw|Sip9le4,.that isnMAytlMH^ 
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a ttiird of the population, faced 
starvation. The syatem could find 
no work for them, could not even 
keep them on rdief. When work 
taas found for them il was ooty in 
industrial preparatioas for war. 
Meanwbite the so-culled middle-
class was mined and driven wta 
the naniitiong' factories. Hun
dreds of thousands of shops and 
workshops were closed and Hoaed 
for good: the cash regtsters were 
mdted down. The formen also 
were ruined; tiiey pre now mere 
tenants acting under orders. They 
can cultivate their land only with 
the cheapest slave-labor, the labor 
fA prisoners of war. Bvai ' the 
smallest factories are ruined for 
good and (heir owners have to 
look tor adminislrative jobs 
wfiich they can only find if the 
state is victorious and has oocu-
pied territories to dispoae oC So 
they an have a stake in the war. 
AH Is that dear? 

Somewhere there must be a ter
rible miscalculation, that is cknr 
too, and w31 be dearer still as 
the war gefa worse and worse. In 
file bombed citieB men crouch In 
the ceUars of burning houses sha
ken by animal Eear and beggn to 
learn. Ptesumabty the muting 
armies in the south and in the 
east are abo beginning to leam. 
Where is the nuscaknlation? 
Somewhere near Smolensk a Sl-
lesian soldier pcdnts his gun at a 
Russian tank wfakh will crush 
him if it is not stopped. Hiereis 
haxdty lime to realise ttial what 
be is pointing his gun at is unem-
ploymenL And if be does realise, 
bow little has been gained! An en
gineer is bent over an improve
ment in the construction of fast 
figfater-plaiies. He hardly has time 
to consider what he is grfing to 
do In a povcrty-atriekenGemiangr 
that has lost the war. BiM surety 
Something in fiv back of hlsmfiai 
is, howevo- mysfariousty, stlcRd; 
perhaps he half - suspects there 
must be a miscakniation some-
adrece. HandNirg is tnimingand 
a Crowd t4 peofrie Is trying to get 
out erf the town; an SS man beats 
them back home. His parents 
owned a furniture store in Bres-
lau. a is dosed down imw. What 
if Ok war is lost? What if tt 
is won? He continues to dub ttie 
crowd. Three are many parents 
InlC 

Onty the individual can think. 
Otaty the gxcHgi can go to war. It 
js easier for the todivkiual to fol
low the group than to think for 
Umsdt Every individDal in a 
crowd would p***>"p* do one 
fldnfc bm flie crowd jdocs a n o t e 

thing. The [tosnans and flie Amer
icans are further away than fiie 
sergeant; the RAF is further away 
than the poUce. And the war is a 
fad, whereas fidnklngiswcakand 
imp radical, a dreaznya&sir. War 
drenanris everything birf H pro
vides everything too. It provides 
food, shdiec. wodc. Gtae em <fo 
notJang that is not for fiw war/to 
do someflmig good mems 'good 
for file wan' In war aD vices and 
weaknesses are ideased. Bat flie 
war also bctegs out all fiie vir
tues: diligniLe, invcnttvctiea^ pcr-
severenc^ bmveiy. iisiiiiiihsldp 
and even kindwa Andytt ftere 
is an enormous mfacakadaQao 
somewhere. 

Where? 

When the fate of so mncfa and 
so many is uwcrfved. his hard to 
ddnk that ooty the leadres are 
leapoosible far the war. ttis easier 
to a—lime that the leaders are 
onty reeponrihle far flie war'a bo-
fa« lost Now M is very m^fcdy 
that file Nazi reginie, vidbus as 
it is, would go to war tor fim. It 
has not done soi As far as war 
and peace are cxaKoned, the la-
^me probabty had no choice. 
Whoevre rulers are, they role not 
only over bodies but also over 
minds; tb^ command not only 
deeds but thou^ts The regime 
had to ctMxiae war because flbe 
whole people needed war; but the 
people needed a n r only mtda-
this regime attd therefore have to 
look for another may of tife. Uris 
is a crdossal coadnrion. Aodeven 
when file hand on the idns 
becomes timei'tain, Ak road "to 
ttris ronchwion is a long me. For 
It is flie road to sodal revdnlfoa. 

History shows that prophs do 
not Ugfatty •"viwr.w radical 
'^''''P'' to flx economic systoax 
Hie people are not gamMeia. 
They do not speculate. Th^liate 
and fear fiw tfisonlre toUdt ao-
oompanim social dwngî . Onty 
when the order under wliicli ttwy 
have lived turns to animhdiftofale 
and iotolcraUe chsorder do the 
people daze; and even ttiai ner-
vaastyi iHwrelatnty, again and 
again Ai iAhig back m terror, 
to change the sttuatfoo. A wotU 
which tfs petto fiie German people 
to revolt and turn itoetf toto a 
peacefol nntioa iseaqwctingiauch. 
B to expccttog of tie Gentian peo
ple miiiagi, iktu iidnation, and 
new sacrifice. If oarofika' Gcr^ 
many is to win, it will have 
ill liiiiii ImiiMilBii haiisi 

Bidfa« In tUeto, flw Into wm 
fieed flw German people cf flwir 
pottkal fetoert for a ttmn In fim 
j f i i e alhi»gwgrfiwiHiofcpto>-

pie were actively trying to create 
a government for the people and 
by ttie people. Gigantic labor par-
Urn and small bourgeois parties, 
parity under Catholic influence, 
coodermed war and all polkdei 
Oiat lead to war. tt seemed that 
war sKMild be discredited for gen-
eratioas. The arts, musk, paiirf-
ing. Bkrtoure and theatre fiour-
tofaed. 

tt did not fast kng. Thepeofde 
had negifrtfd to occupy the key-
posHtons in the natfonal economy. 
Those who bad been used to giv-
mg the ordres offered their ser
vices as towfalMfa ̂  order and 
their services were accepted. The 
boastod order which they kept was 
the order of attacking battalions; 
the much talked of chaos which 
they avrrided was the occupatkm 
by the people of the key positiom 
in flw economy. And after a year 
or two tn which their eoononuc 
pnsitinns had not been even chat-
knged. they look hack the poli-
tical pasttknB, and the prepara
tion of dw next war began. 

Wm aD fids happen again? 
hi order to answer this ques

tion in the negative one must be 
able to iitormLl favorably the 
very fact which at first aeems to 
make nonaawe of the query, 
namely, the much-reported "un
shakable morale erf Httkr Ger-
many." 

The fad thai fiiere has beoi no 
quick reaction to the privations 
and drfeats of Nazi Germany is 
admittedly irritafing. One must, 
however, be able to see that pre-
deriy ttiis delay itwiirntwf how 
deep and broad the reaction will 
be. Thto time the imperialists have 
DO pariiamente to turn to when 
ttwy want sameooe to end their 
war lor them. Today there are no 
dynasties arfakh can be sacrificed 
as acapegosJs without in the least 
odangering the strutluie of the 
state. On the other band if tlw 
mnsses try to flgtit their way out 
trf the war they will have to con-
froirf hundreds of thousands of 
HitleriteB «da> can onty be 
defaaled in . a tranendous civil 
waur. a civfl war whkh must 
be oondurted srttfa the Improvised 

Commandos of a popular govern-
menf. The people must rise 
against ttwir tortuierv—the tor-
turen of the whole worid—and 
dtfcat thren. 

Oie fldng to oatain. If the Gor
man people cannot throw off their 
rulers, if on the coofrary these rul
ers manage to play a'Frederick-
Ian vwdBtkm," fliat to, tna"age to 
k a ^ foe war gatagj unffldtoagree-



ment among the allies presents an 
opportunity for a negotiated 
peace; or, alternatively, if the rul
ers of Germany are beaten mili
tarily but left in power economic
ally, a pacification of Eurojie is 
unthinkable. In the latter case mil
itary occupation by the allies 
would certainly not help. It is 
hard enough to control India in 
these days by violent colonisa
tion; it would be quite impossible 
to control Central Europe. Should 
the allies take up arms not only 
against the harrassed regime but 
also against the whole people. 

they would need immense forces; 
the Nazis needed more than half 
a million SS men, the largest po
Uce force in history, and a fana-
ticsd block-warden in every block 
in every town; they also had to 
hold out a hope of a successful 
wEir of conquest without which 
both the police and the popula
tion would starve. The foreign 
joldier with a gun in one hand 
and a bottle of milk in the other 
would only be regarded as a 
friend worthy of the great demo
cracies that sent him if the milk 
were for the people and the gun 

for use against the regime. 
The idea of forcibly-educating 

a whole people is absurd. What 
the German people have not 
learned when this war is over 
from bloody defeats, bombings, 
impoverishment, and from the 
bestialities of its leaders inside and 
outside Germany, it will never 
learn from history books. 

Peoples can only educate them
selves; and they will establish pop
ular government not when they 
grasp it with their minds but when 
they grasp it with their hands. 

-Bertolt Brecht 

Goon squads who brutalized flew Y o r k D r a f t Resisters a r e not typical o f a l l w o r k i n g long
shoremen as witness West Coast stevedores swinging along under u n i o n banneims and h a l i n g hooks 
at the A p r i l 15th march i n San F r a n c i s c o . At the same time Aussie W h a r f i e s gagged at loading 
V i e t bound bombs and tied up the Wooloomootoo docks. Some man to mem t a l k with the men who 
work on the w a t e r f r o n t may show that idie goons were mostly pie/card hacks and fuzz out o f 
u n i f o r m . 

— A r t Berger 

"Let's say I ' m a s h e r i f f looking for a murderer," said Hershey slap
ping his knee. "I come along and deputize you my posse comltatus. You rnW^-
say ' I ' m not a-goin.' I ' m entitled to due process. ' You go for your ^ 
g u n . W h y , I may have to shoot youlWhat's become o f our f r o n t i e r values?" 

C^^' <^ îk/ 

C a w ! 

C a w ! 
C a w ! C a w ! C a w ! 

C a w ! 

Cq^-^ f (^^'^sral Hershey 

Caw f 
Cawr Caw J 

^ a * ' C a w / 

C a w ! 

Caw 
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C O N T R I B U T O R S 

WALTER LOWENFEIB has been w r i t i n g poetry and acting i n the struggle for human 
l i b e r a t i o n for h a l f a century 

KONSTAISTINOS LAREl^ is a poet and a Greek A m e r i c a n . 

ED BOTTS is a poet raised i n the Midwest who now lives i n New York. He is one o f the 
growing n u n h e r o f young poets who identify themselves with the Movement. 

MARGE PIERCY, a menber o f SDS and the N o r t h A m e r i c a n Congress on L a t i n A m e r i c a , has 
a hook o f poem Breaking Camp coming out i n F e b r u a r y f r o m Wesleyan University Press. 

LEON GOLUB, a prime originator o f the Chicago Monster School, has been very active i n 
Artists and W r i t e r s Against the War i n V i e t n a m . 

JERIANN HILDEELY founded the Sculptors' Theater and has worked with the Pageant Players. 
She writes songs and is starting a n SDS street theater gimyup. 

DAVID HENDERSON, a black poet l i v i n g i n New York, edits i ^ r a . A prophecy o f the 
coming A m e r i c a n black revolution f r o m the pen o f L e r o i Jones is a h i g h l i g h t i n 
Umbra, recp>pearing after a lapse o f several years. Since the p r i n t i n g presses t u r n much 
slower for the young black W r i t e r s , they have had to struggle to keep this shcwcase alive. 

MARGARET RANDALL lives i n M e x i c o City and edits e l corno eittplumado. She writes and 
translates poetry. She recently visited C u b a , 

ROBERT HEAD is a n SDS organizer and poet who lives f n New O r l e a n s . He is active i n 
G u e r i l l a thAater. 

CLARENCE MAJOR is a black writer whose Work has appeared i n the Vil lage Voice and 
New Left Notes. Re was director o f the H a r l e m W r i t e r s ' Workshop. 

CLAYTON ESHELMAN is a poet l i v i n g i n New York. He has been active i n Angry Arts and 
edits the magazine, Catepi l lar , H i s translations o f Cesar V a l l e j o a r e coming out i n 
the spring f r o m Grove Press. 

I n d i v i d u a l i s m is the first to disappear. The native i n t e l l e c t u a l 
had l e a r n t f r o m his misters that the i n d i v i d u a l ought to express h i m -
self f u l l y . The colonialist bourgeoisie hamnered into the native's 
m i n d the idea o f a society o f individuals where each person shuts h i m 
self up i n his own subjectivity, and whose only wealth is i n d i v i d u a l 
thought. Now the native who has the opportunity to r e t u r n to the 
people d u r i n g the struggle for freedom w i l l dCsaover the falseness o f 
this theory. The very forms o f organization o f the struggle w i l l 
suggest to h i m a d i f f e r e n t voodbulary. Brother, sister, f r i e n d — 
these a r e words outlcowed by the colonialist hourgoisie, because for 
them my brother is my purse, my f r i e n d is part o f my scheme for get
ting on. 

F r a n t z Fanon, The Wretched of the Earth 

IS 



A booh for e v e r y student t o study! 

B Y C O N R A l ) J . L Y N F ' 

C o n r a d L y n n is one of the most experienced draft lawyers 
i n the U n i t e d States. H e has specialized i n draft cases since 
W o r l d War I L 

His book is based upon two beliefs: 
• That it is every young man's patriotic duty to stay 

out of the army, in order to help save America 
from the greatest shame in its history. 

• That every young man should have access to the 
same information used by the ri<ih —who spend 
thousands of dollars on legal advice to get 
deferments and exemption. 

In this book, he puts his knowledge and experience at 
the service of the young men of America who refuse 
to cooperate in the crime of Vietnam. 

m 
A n P R E S S b o o k . 
$1.25 at y o u r b o o k s t o r e . 

D i s t r i b u t e d for 
M o n t h l y R e v i e w P r e s s 

b y G r o v e P r e s s , I n c . 
315 H u d s o n St . , N . Y . C . 
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P R E S S New Books for the R a d i c a l StadeaUs L i b r a r y 

REMINISCENCES OF T H E 
CUBAN REVOLUTIONARY WAR 

by Che Guevara 
Not only the most complete h is tory of the g u e r r i l l a movement in C u b a but a 
fasc inat ing h u m a n document as wel l . T h e f i r s t complete collection, it consi.sts 
of a prologue and 32 chapters , supplemented w i t h Castro*s funera l eulogy to 
C h e , a biography of Che's ear l i er y e a r s , endpaper maps, battle d iagrams , a pic
ture section, a n d 26 e x t r a o r d i n a r y l e t ters w r i t t e n by Che after the conquest 
of power. $6.95 

T H E ECONOMIC TRANSFORMATION OF CUBA 
by Edward Boorstein 

A n A m e r i c a n economist who worked for three a n d a h a l f y e a r s in the top 
planning agencies of Cuba's Revo lu t ionary Government tells a' direct and 
dramat i c s tory of the takeover, the operat ion, a n d the problems of a nascent 
social ist economy. $7.95 

T H E P I L L A G E OF T H E THIRD WORLD 
by Pierre Jalee 

T h e burden of t h i s economic s tudy i s tha t imper ia l i sm has been not so 
m u c h a form of political domination t h a t can be ended by a new political 
regime, as a deeply traced pat tern of economic relat ions w h i c h require a social 
revolution to a l ter them. $6.00 

WAR CRIMES IN VIETNAM 
by Bertrand Russell 

" A powerful and angry statement by one of the eminent men of our century ." 
— T h e Nat ion. paper 95(*; cloth $4.00 

ADEN, ARABIE 
by Paul Nizan; Intro, by Jean-Paul Sartre 

" Y o u n g and violent, s t r u c k down by violent death , N i z a n can step forward 
a n d speak to young people about y o u t h . . . . H e can say a n y t h i n g to them 
because he i s a y o u n g monster, a beaut i fu l y o u n g monster l ike themselves , 
who s h a r e s t h e i r t error of dy ing a n d the i r ha tred of l iv ing in the world 
we have made for t h e m . " — J . P . S a r t r e - " T h e author 's unt imely death in W o r l d 
W a r 1 1 deprived F r a n c e of one who might well have been the equal of C a m u s . " 
— H e n r i Peyre , Y a l e U n i v e r s i t y . 
Avai lable in A p r i l $6.00 

Order directly from 
MONTHLY REVIEW PRESS, 116 West 14th Street, New York, N. Y. 10011 
If you enclose a copy of this ad with your order, you may deduct from list price. 
Please enclose payment. Ask for a copy of our catalog to get a full list of MR Press titles. 
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B L A C K P O W E R 
The Politics of Liberation 
in America 
by Stokeiy Carmichael & Charles 
V. Hamilton. V-33. $1.95 

R E B E L L I O N I N 
N E W A R K : 
Official Violence and 
Ghetto Response 
bylomHayden. V-427. $1.65 

T H E N E W 
R A D I C A L S 
Edited by Paul Jacobs & 
Saul Landau. V-332. $1.95 

T H E G R E A T 
S O C I E T Y 
R E A D E R : 
The Failure of American 
Liberalism 
Edited by Marvin E. 
Gettleman 
& David Mermeistein. 
V-406. $1.95 

T H E C H I N A 
R E A D E R 
Edited by Franz Schurmann 
&Orvil!eSchell 
I: IMPERIAL CHINA. 

V-375. $1.95 
II: REPUBLICAN CHINA. 

V-376. $1.95 
III; C O M M U N I S T CHINA. 

V-377. $2.45 

T H E V I E T - N A M 
R E A D E R 
Edited by Marcus Raskin & 
Bernard B. Fall. V-309 $2.95 

P E O P L E O R P E R S O N N E L 
a n d 
L I K E A C O N Q U E R E D 
P R O V I N C E 
by Paul Goodman. 
V-417. $1.95 

G U E R I L L A 
W A R F A R E 
by Che Guevara. V-430. $1.65 

B o o k s 
t o s h a p e 
a n d 
c h a n g e 
A m e r i c a 

Vintage Book 
paperbacks 

T H E P O L I T I C A L 
E C O N O M Y 

O F S L A V E R Y : 
studies in the Economy and 
Society of the Slave South 
by Eugene D. Genovese. 

V-400, $1.95 

E R O S A N D 
C I V I L I Z A T I O N 
by Herbert Marcuse. 

V-209. $1.25 

T H E P R O P H E T 
A R M E D 

Trotsky: 1879-1921. 
by Isaac Deutscher 

V-746. $2.45 

T H E P R O P H E T 
U N A R M E D 

Trotsky: 1921-1929. 
by Isaac Deutscher 

V-727. $2.45 

T H E P R O P H E T 
O U T C A S T 

Trotsky: 1929-1940. 
by Isaac Deutscher 

V-748. $2.45 

V I E T N A M : 
B E T W E E N 

T W O T R U C E S 
by Jean Lacouture. 

V-327. $1.95 

C O M I N G O F A G E 
I N A M E R I C A 

by Edgar Z. Friedenberg. 
V-368. $1.95 

P R O T E S T : P A C I F I S M 
A N D P O L I T I C S 

by James Finn. V-423. $2.45 

V i n t a g e B o o k s 
a r e p u b l i s h e d b y 

A L F R E D • A • K N O P F 
a n d R A N D O M H O U S E 

N o w a t y o u r b o o k s t o r e 

T H E P O E M A N D R E V O L U T I O N 

The raw mater ia l of poems can be found incubating today in the Campus Rebel l ion 
and the Negro Revolution. It Is not droppi i^ out for an act ivist to take up his pen. Dante 
was exiled for his pol i t ics , and Heine, another exi le , sa id: " L a y a sword on my bier for I 
have been a good soldier in the w a r s human l iberat ion ." 

What about today? 

A poem in our time creates out of the situation not as It i s but as it i s becoming. 

Who sees the rainbow? Who detects the joiKluil? 

We have a right to demand that our poets sha l l be prophets and that, as i n the old 
days , every pol it ic ian sha l l be a poet and si i^; the glad news to come. 

Once we recognize the great world wide poem, we find the whole a f fa ir—produc
tion, distribution, consumption, birth r e b i r t h — i s one grand song in a performance joined 
by everyone. 

The revolution i s to be human. 

We move toward that action as poem which the poem as action t ranscr ibes . We 
move toward the human flow. There i s a goal where the movement of people and of thirds 
—from the wheat in the fields to the grain in the m i l l and the bread we eat—al l this gigan
tic producing the d i s tr ibut i i^ erf things takes place in a rhjrthm of action and belief inciden
tal to the green of the world . T h i s i s the womb (A. things which the poem acts to d i sc lose . 
It i s this momentary glimpse of the world as poem that the little poems we actually wri te 
a im to unfold. 

Sometimes I see them in my mind*s eye—the pecqile, a l l the r a c e s , a l l the 
bodies, a l l the people here and through time struggling like a lever to push up through the 
global surface of things, and b e i i ^ pushed down again and again by a l l the hells that hold 
us in . But always we s tart up again—we have to in order to Live. F ina l ly we r i s e through 
a l l the hunger and death we leave behind and reach halfway to the top when suddenly the 
whole globe swings around onto its proper base 
what it has to become for the people to l ive. 

J h ^ W ' * • , 

- . . 
V 

A South V-tetnameae poet wrote to me, " F o r 
ane year now, I ' v e got enough kerosene 
and paper to widte at night, thanks to 
the enlargemnt o f the liberated zone. 
Hojever, morale plays the decisive rote. 
I n the daytime I am busy m a r c h i n g , • 
counter-raiding, t a k i n g shelter f r o m ene
my a i r - r a i d s , or sawing maize seeds and 
grawinc, Cassava. At night I take up my 
pen to write when already exhausted. 
Sometimes, a f i t o f fever has assailed 
me after I ' v e jotted down no more t h a n 
a few lines." 

—Che L a n V i e n , Preface to 
The F i re Blazes 

H a n o i , 1 9 6 5 

. So the world as poem proceeds to be just 

-Wal ter Lowenfels 

B u t let us understand one another. 
You may perform better t h a n he 
Whoee stage is the street. 
S t i l l your achievement w i l l be lese 
I f your theatre is less 
M e a n i n g f u l t h a n his. 
I f i t touches less 
Deeply the lives o f those who took. 
I f its reascms 
A r e less. 
O r its usefulness. 

— Bertolt Brecht 
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E D W A R D B O T T S : 

4 POEMS 

A NEW BEGINNING 

We are human 
We cannot eat the f lesh 
Of the war news 
We are immune to the war news 
We are lovers 
We are learning each other 
We cannot l isten to the war news 
Repeat and repeat 
We are guilty lovers 
We are our father's shudder 
Between our two f lesh 
We are two 
Not unlike the tracks of animals we have not seen yet 
Not unlike our mother who loved forever 
Without her body 
We cannot wake without confess i i^ 
Our distaste 
And want only for ours^lf alone 
We are not c l ever 
We are alone, like selves 
And then we hate 
And sharpen against the whetstone wal l s 
But lovely even the l ice that live on us 
Though you shudder my love 
At the thought x 
We are not above them 
But about at their level , 
We are human 
We are not immune 
T o the war news 
We are loves, just as the Uce are ours 
We are life's insurrect ion against the w a l l 
The winter fl ies against the flowery wallpaper 
We are our l ives lived out in a split second chance 
We are the shadows that have died to find their bodies 
We are the chi ldren that the world chloroforms 
Under the snow rocks we l isten to the spring waters 
That wash us a lready 

20 

WHEN WILL YOU BE MY BROTHER AGAIN? 

When w i l l you be my brother again? 
Things between us were strong if unspoken. 
If life is s imple , If weakness is forgotten, 
Our feet went down in the wet earth, 
And it moved when we walked hardly talking. 
We knelt together to gather snai lshel ls 
F o r your little g i r l . I was full 
Watch i i^ you two, her upon your belly 
Peacefully. When w i l l you be good to yourse l f? 
My heart f i l ls slowly to the b r i m , 
But I have no place to s p i l l it. 
No one to v i s i t those graves with again. 
Somewhere amid s m a l l w a r s famil ies dig their own graves. 
If life were only that s imple , 
If death could be put in the ground and walked upon. 

IF TOMORROW COMES 

Tonight, like a night, like a l l the others 
ever on earth, when we chi ldren ached 
for what we did not know, morning seemed 
only as far away as opening the door, 
of standing quietly on the kitchen floor; 
these things defy our s a y i i ^ , they are dumb 
as our feet, their steps laid before them, 
their fears a whole family gnawing at food 
which is cold and dead before our n o s e s . . . 
I am surpr i sed my blood i s as red as blood. 
If I seem strange to ybu, suddenly, and far away, 
as far away as the country you have loved 
and left, quietly as a s l ip of paper sl ips off a table. 
I stab at what I know, forgive me, and a l l 
of us, and you, the most difficult of a l l 

the w a r m blooded creatures , 
my love, I don't even know how to say it, a l l 
at once those simple things stutter as if 
they had never been before, and my Imagination fails me 
at last; I have no need for it, if tomorrow c o m e s . . . 
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THE SUN SAD THE MINUTE OLD 

The very word defoliate. 
The skin, the f i re . 
The leaves that cover 
The body, the hand. 
The very trembling earth. 
The wound, the constellation, 
The dead. The v e r y dead. 
They are none but mine. 
A s these eyes are not mine 
Burning twice as bright. 
As my body leaps, 
As the terror migrates. 
L ives cannot repeat. 
How many lives can I ? 
C a n I be you, my love 
A r e me? Is the pain 
Increased thereby? 
If you are three 
Short l ives cheated, 
You are s t i l l hurt, 
They are s t i l l dying, 
F u l l of life. Of life 
We talk to death. 
We number the numberless . 
While we talk the pain 
Is full of pain, 
The horror of horror , 
The dead of dead, the 
Peace we talk is of the 
Dead, and tomorrow 

Tomorrow. Where am I ? 
To hold to except 
In dreams we hold to 
And sink with. Where a m I 
Horrendously repeated? 
Myself, my nose, my lips 
My tongue thick in you 
Sweet mouth. Do they not 
C r y out of me, my dead sons 
Flock . How do they f l y ? 
With deathbombs too heavy 
F o r a man to lift. My brow, 
Upon your breast . A child 
At your breast who shal l 
Walk again. A H is not 
[n me. The sun sad, 
The minute old. 
The silent s i lence. 
S t i l l to be born. 
Hands and feet, 
The Achi l les tendon, 
The way I laugh, 
The way you look. 
I take you awkwardly, 
Inwardly. Whole. The 
V e r y trembling earth 
I hold in you, heavy 
Painful earth. 
Where I was born. 
Where I a m living 
Among other men. 

-Edward Botts 

Leon Golub; GIGANTOMACIIY 1965 9 1/2' x 22' 
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Leon Golub; GIGANTOMACHY H 1967 9 1/2 

b y D a v i d H e n d e r s o n 

New Y o r k Ci ty is a death fest ival 
voluminous men death c a r r i a g e s / 
carte l s of internationally disposed people 
dodder with bloat of water and sugar / 
voluminous men 

slow death ferment 

Looking downtown/from Bowery roofs 
the location marks 
the balance of this city 
to which a l l s tructures 
of the city ha l l boys fan 
/ E a s t by North 

the magnificence of the Woolworth Building 
w i l l rece ive splendid disposition 
with the f i r s t wave of holocost — 

overland they w i l l come 
from Atlantic waters 

across queens brooklyn the harlem r i v e r 
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strange men w i l l come 
howling tunes weirder than the Beat les 

by bowery 
the city cast voluminous light ' 
on the caste of men 
who patrol 
upwards & downwards 
their tree- l ined corr idor 
to infinity 

urban renewal 
what wi l l you do? . 
then when you are too la te / 
when your young planted saplings wither 
& your fine printed reports 
flutter in dusty empty c o r r i d o r s 
Si grow yellow 

as the sun 

by Bowery 
bloated men 
voices of the disemboweled 
ye l l ditties to each other 
in endless short jostling games 
that grow dangerous 
by darkness 
& cold light 

jittery limbs 
wine press ing skin 
both ways 
these are the short trunked people 
whose trouser ends sweep the ground 
& by morning light or red sundowi» 
often l imp on barefeet 
pitiful & sober 
faces shrunk by r a c i s t sugar 

of sweet fruit drinks 

bodies bludgeoned by 
the red c r o s s 
holy ghost USA 

• port or amber fluid 
falling 
broken bottle l imbs 
gangrene 

of the cofTidor 
men of epileptic gesture 

& embrace 
where to be knocked down 
i s death in the face 
where blood jumps 
like crack bottle port 35 cent 
Lou's win F i v e Star Rhythm 
North A m e r i c a n Port s h e r r y Si muscatel 

(leading hoUywood s tars testify 
they drink Thunderbird wine d u r i r ^ c a m e r a breaks) 
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n 
I am vis i t ing the family 
of my middle eye 
in cyclop sessions 
the wooden door swings open 
to the sunny kitchen 
where the two cheerful maidens 
open the book in their lap 
flip the pages joyously 
I s c a n the checker formations of the universe 
the ooze of br icks and amoebas 
the ebb of towers 
the construction manual of trees 
the tinkling music thunderous om 
of the cosmos 
under which m e r r y men 
work greatly 
ges tur ir^ wanly by dawn forest 
merging with trees 
in alow motion 
quicksand of the mind 
i am talking to the one 
who a s s i s t s the wonderful fuel 
of sa l iva in my mouth 
running downward 
lubricant to my limbs 
mellow mendicant rod 
the giggl i i^ man 
with the precarious lantern 
anomaly of the persistent hounds 
barking nipping 
my upper door 
— f l a p p i i ^ in the breeze 

and then the terr ible consequences 
my friend has often sa id be careful of where 
and with whom you open up your head 

and by Bowery 
ce l lu lar phenomena of mankind 

mill ions of years old 
i s shown 

ploddii^ men bloody 
paimchy as scarecrows 
soft as sated leeches 

the beginning 
the end of the line A m e r i c a 

the den of beggars and thieves 
it furthers one to have somewhere to go 

m 

by Bowery 
there are the police 
f lorid men 
angry family men 

v i s ionar ies of r a r e steak 
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high powered c a r s patios in queens 
herding their unkempt 
by cab of paddy wagon 
three blue men behind the windshield 
grinning jostling like construction workers 
animal f lesh eaters related by blood/ 
blue veined blonds 

versus people cf/the fields 
Smith SI Wesson fire a r m s 

v e r s u s bamboo shards & marijuana 

we of the c i t ies & towns 
have forgotten our sun 
our trees 

that lie in vacant parks 
& along highways of concrete billboard and express 
we have forgotten our a i r 
now it moves sluggishly 

drugged with soot of Con E d i s o n 
and other industr ia l giants who/ 

to make amends se l l s us a i r conditioners and f i l ters 
during humid heat the city l ies in a haze 
Si by coldness darkness 

the people re treat 
into steam heated spaces Si underground c a r s 

and the sky i s c l ear 
the city hides 

while balding portly men s ick in their groins 
condemns nudity lovemaklng/ condones burlesque prostitution 
balding portly men who govern u s / s e l l us food/ hold our money 
give us books and newspapers to r e a d / 

tel ls us what to do when we get lonely, 
the same men who eat greatly of fruits and f l e s h / 
sugar and alcohol 
take many showers and spray themselves with sweet chemicals 
to be the white western cowboys they are 

the beginning i s the end 
Joyful m^n 
with modern uniform 
creased and steamed 
who d r e s s young bojrs off to war 
In their own image 
sugar refined faces 
maggots of the factory in their blood 
automatic weapons fast of f ire 
that grow hot from too much blood 
too many natives rushing howling 

strange rage 
Vietnam watts santo domingo har lem 

the B r i t i s h of the 18th century 
lined up against the colonials ( 
in platpon order 

to employ maximum firepower 
. . . y^t the f a r m e r s of the fields 

p r e v a i l e d — 
now it i s the 20th century 
natives and f a r m e r s learn knowledge of machine 
if finite 
knowledge of the fields verdure 
absolute 

those who lie low 
by g r a s s 
must come to terms 
with lower orders of life 
if these people are wise and kind 
their friends w i l l aid them 
f lys snakes birds rabbits winds light of moon ra ins of 

monsoon 

that no technology can approximate/ 

I V 
by Bowery 
there are the e lders 
who speed by in their air-conditioned limousines 
from C i t y Ha l l or W a l l Street 
who appear 
quite at odds 
with old age 

su l l en faces c r e a s e d i n frowns 
necks welded to shoulders 

assholes abdomens bell ies 
locked- up 
crude collages 
of toilet training 
Si pant i i^ des ire 
attention stature anti-fornication 
waxen men of destruction 

wan men 
held togethei* by technology 
of machine & drugs 
oldsmoblles Si aspir ins 
20th century plast ics 

there are men who c a l l to god by plast ic 
decayed men who want to live forever 
androids of sc ience-f ict ion 
half men half robots 

bing Crosby 
owns a p las t ic l iver 

and i s considered 
a chic 
old m a n / 

plastic hearts veins glands kidneys dicks 
modern men of A m e r i c a 
dwarfted by r a c i a l sugar 
misshapen like president Johnson 

i s there any mystery that the old men 
who would c a l l down destruction 
do not & cannot live in the w o r l d / 

A B U L L E T I N : 
president Lyndon Baines Johnson has announced plans 
to spend more time in t e x a s . , . 
johiKon would gladly A-bomb the world 
as he shuttles between the plast ic domed plast ic g r a s s bal lpark 
of the houston as tros 
and the L B J lake 

a man who names a lake after himself 

i t i s the plast ic men of technology 
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versus the natives of the land 
the overf i l led/overki l l peoples 
versus peoples who believe in their bodies 
more than anything else 
& who by necessity goes hungry 
the europeans versus the Indiana 
the yankees versus the brooklyn bums 

V 

there are the long-haired young of music 
jazz rhythm n blues folk tunes & jug band 
who dress strangely 
and sing a m e r i c a 
with Chinese accentuations 

they travel the land & beyond 
from detroit to f lorida 
Cambridge to berkeley 
singing fucking fasting / getting high 

There are mi l l ionaires stockpiling L S D 
Diplomats and executives taking hashish 
instead of coffee breaks 
young si lver-spooned maidens 
leaving school 
to live like Indians 
on the Lower E a s t Side of Manhattan/ 

there are boys and g ir l s 
who want to know more about 
their sex organs 
than that they should be 
antiseptic clean 
and u n u s e d — 

there are those 
working to c r a c k the riddle 
of Western white love 
that has college coeds 
brushing their teeth instead 
of talking their minds 
applying maximum safe deodorants 
instead of making love 
smell ing themselves 
instead of others 

these are years of yin 
from Korea to Vietnam 
Y a l t a to Geneva 

V I 

by Bowery 
my dress Is among the bums 
the police cannot tel l us apart 
until I open the door to my loft 
and disappear 

those who make friends 
with those who roam low 
in the streets 
reap reward 

and by Bowery 

among bloated men 
figurines of Western death 
I feel my blood go hot & cold 
as theirs 
from my many windows 
I see them stagger / fa l l 
s tare pop bleary at the sun 
their enemy 

their goddess of love defiled 

I know that feeling 
my blood remembers the wine 
my ce l l s have in their seven years construction 
memory 
of s i r e n d a y s / cartoon events 
signifying a high kind of poison 
a l o g X c a l euthanasia/ 

by Bowery twilight fa l l s 
the caste of men 
who by neoni f luorescence 
are not unlike one another/ 
everyone in A m e r i c a 

v n 
I have raced through Cambridge 
with a black bearded boy Bobby 
Tel l ing Haiward boys & Radcliffe maidens 
we live on the Bowery 
because it i s a joke / and it i s true 

these old loft buildings 
belong to us 
these vacant streets of 
dying men and d a r k n e s s . . . 
for we have been shipped off by society 
(Indians by reservation) 
told to keep moving 
or to lie in vacant p l a c e s / unseen 
and like the Negro 
the culture of the caste 
i s intact & underground/ 
men and women through centuries 
to appear like hoboes gypsies the insane 
to harangue & cause commotion 
in the c iv i l i zed s t ree t s / 
the caste of men 
weird and everlast ing 
perpetual reoccurrence 
from B e r k e l y to Babylon 
Mexico to New Y o r k C i ty 

chi ldren of yin 
through years of yin 

unchangi i^/ 
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O f T h e i s k t ^ r 
A STREET THEATER IN CHINA: 1948 

The f o l l o w i n g passage is a n excerpt f r o m 
W i l l i a m H i n t o n ' s boofe, Fanshen: A Documen
tary of Revolution in a Chinese V i l l a g e , M o n t h l y 
Review Press, N . Y . , 1 9 6 6 , pp. 1 0 - 1 2 , which 
describes a t h e a t r i c a l celebration i n 
C h a n g d h i h City as part o f a mass demon
stration o f support for the Chinese Com
munis t Party, the D r a f t A g r a r i a n Law 
("land-to-the-tiller", abolishment o f l a n d 
ownership rights o f a l l landlords, ances
t r a l shrines, temples, monasteries, schools, 
institutions and organisations) and the 
leadership o f Mao Tse-Tung i n C o r m t u n i e t 
C h i n a , 1 9 4 8 . 

"When the group arrived at a likely spot -
any place where large numbers of people stood 
armmd waiting for something to happen - the 
dancers started to form a big circle doing the 
yangko rock (three steps forward.one step back) 
the bo(ty swaying in time to the music, the arms 
swingii^ gracefully. The girls all carried wide 
scarves of silk that were tied to their waists 
with large red bows. They held the two free 
ends in their hands so that the silk waved and 
fluttered with each movement of the arms. Like 
shimmering butterflies they wove figure eights 
and clover leaves and other intricate patterns 
and finally formed a circle inside of which the 
actors assembledto perform the plays and skits 
which they themselves had written. 

The most popular theme of these many 
plays was land reform. The two points which 
most of them hammered home were the need to 
depend on the poor-and-hi red peasants and the 
Importance of uniting with the middle peasants. 
Many groups portrayed a villainous landlord 
who tried to sabotage all land division, a rich 
peasant who schemed with him, a middle pea
sant who worried lest the new land law be used 
against him, and a village political worker who 
sold out the poor for favors from the rich. But 
a hired laborer with the help of a Communist 
Party member always won the confidence of the 
people in the end. The landlord and his running 

dog cowered in disgrace, the poor peasant danc
ed a merry jig with the middle peasant, while 
the boys and girls of the dancing brigade burst 
into joyous soi^ and began their yangko all over 
again. 

Other skits had to do with the. national and 
international scene. Chiang Kai-shek came in 
for much buffeting about, as did the Soongs, the 
K'ungs and the Ch'ens - China's three other rul 
ing families. These men were represented in 
typical fashion - Soong always with a Western-
style hat, Ch'en in a black landlord's gown, 
Chiang in preposterous military regalia, and 
K'ung, the banker, always clutching a large 
briefcase stuffed with money. 

The streets overflowed with yangko and 
stick dancers, each orchestra trying to play 
louder than the last, each group of dancers 
striving to step out more vlgourously than 
the one in front of it, each actor attempting 
to outdo in gesture and voice the others in the 
cast. Add to this the thousands upon thousands 
of country people milling about; the peddlers 
vending hot njutton soup, candy, peanuts, and 
pears; the hundreds of carts going and coming; 
the red banners and the colored paper spinning 
and twirling in the air. It was a scene of im
mense vigor and public rejoining such as that 
ancient country town had rarely if ever witnes
sed. 

And, as if all this were not enough, the 
three great stages on the three main streets 
presented a continuous succession of plays, 
each to an enormous changing crowd. Farther 
on, at the fairgrounds on the cast side of the 
town, a commercial circus displayed the tal
ents of trained monkeys and trick riders, w4iile, 
from the platform of an abandoned temple, a 
traditional opera troupe sang to an audience of 
thou sands. 

For two days and nights the festivities con
tinued without letup," 

STREET THEATER IN NEW YORK: 1967 
The f o l l o w i n g is a b r i e f excerpt f r o m a 

taped interview with the Pagaent Players, 
June 1 9 6 7 i n which they discuss their de
velopment and role as a r a d i c a l "Street 
T h e a t r e " group d u r i n g the past 2 1/2 years. 

(As applied to their k i n d o f theatre,"Street 
T h e a t r e " is more a descriptive t h a n a l i t 
e r a l title as they perform i n a variety o f 
places and situations: parks, street cor
ners,demonstrations,parties, lofts, marches. 

churches, only occasionally on "stages" 
and, as the discussion below shows, i n 
laundromats.} B r i e f l y , the play performed 
i n laundromats involves 2 actresses fight
i n g over a bag o f laundry being washed; i t 
belonging to one (Vietnamese) and being 
seized upon by the other ( A m e r i c a n ) , who 
tries to convince the first to divide her 
clothes i n h a l f and being refused throws 
clorox i n her face. The realistic event 
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and dialogue a r e "backed up" by cardboard 
representations o f a n A m e r i c a n and NLF 
soldier and song, m a k i n g a j a r r i n g and 
effective event to watch w h i l e doing your 
laundry. N o t everyone watches. The next 
issue o f CAW! w i l l contain the major por
tion o f this tape along with photographs 
o f the Pagaent F l a y e r s i n action. 

Matthew: We were doing the Laundry play in 
Brooklyn and there were kids hang
ing out in front of this laundromat 
and they dug that we were doing 
something. They didn't catch the 
play yet. We all had placards. We 
had the sign of the Vietnamese and 
the American and they went through 
the whole bit of "lleil Hitler, " mar
ching around and like "We're in the 
army now, " and blah, blah, blah. 
I don't know why. I guess they were 
pubic or something. They were try
ing to bug us a little bit and they a l 
so were lapsing into friendliness for 
some reason, I guess they wanted 
to relate. So anyway we said, "O-
kay, we're going to do this play. " I 
guess they were young and it freak
ed them out to do this play in a laun
dromat, and anyway they were inte
rested in drumming and music. We 
took them in the car to the next stop 
andwe hassled around, all crammed 
in the back like four in the back and 
we took them to the next perform
ance. They drummed and Victor 
played and it sounded great. 

Nancy: They drummed on the washing ma
chines. 

Matthew: Yes, and they' sounded terrific, a 
nice rhythm section. It felt real 
cool, like relating to them and 
bringing them into the play. I don't 
know what effect it had on them, 
which way they'll fall, but anyway 
we nearly gotbustedforkidnapping 
later on, which was cool, had noth
ing to do with it. 

Artene: Weil, tell it. 

Matthew: That doesn't interest me. It's just 
the idea of having kids in the . . . . 

Arlene: Oh, that's vdiat we're all waiting 
for—a kidnapping plot. 

Matthew: I'mnot interested in all of that. Vic 
can tell It because he got into the 
police station and he was driving the 
car that day. We had four children 
that day and shit, we were planning 
on fifteen. 

Michael: That's what we do in the Pageant 
Players! 

Eileen: Well, we had these kids in the car 
and when we had finished playing 
at that stop where they drummed on 
the washing machines we got them 
all back in the car again and we 
went back where we had picked them 
up. We were going to do another 
performance in that laundromat. We 
got there and had just pulled up 
when this cop car pulled up behind 
us. Was it one or two? 

Matthew: Three, 

Arlene: It turned out to be a few; they just 
kept coming. 

Eileen: Well, one came and then more came 
and the cops got out on their two 
sides and were really mad saying, 
"Okay, where are those kids, " and 
I don't rememberwhat they said but 
they treated us like kidnappers. The 
kids' mothers and some people on 
the block had seen the kids get into 
the car with us who were suspect 
anyway. So all the mothers were 
alerted and they called the police 
that their children had been taken 
away in a car by some people they 
didn't know.. The cops were waiting 
for us when we got back. They took 
,us to the police station where we 
squared everything away because 
they really had thought we were kid
nappers . 

Michael: How old were the kids? 

Eileen: They were boys about 12. 

Shelly: 25, 30 . . . 

Eileen: It seemed so astounding because 
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o f t h e a t e r 

here we were. Wc just took the 
kids and it seemed a natural thing 
to do. 

Michael: We'll be smoother next time, 

Matthew: The cops were just as innocent. 

Shelly: Draft them, 

Matthew: We said, "We didn't even ask any 
money from them, man." What 
are you trying to give us such a 
hard time for?" And the cop said, 
"Well, maybe you wanted something 
mere important. " 

Liz: Perverts! 

Arlene: He said people kidnap kids for other 
reasons. They have "ulterior 
motives. " 

Matthew: We took his mind out and had it rai 
the windshield. 

Michael; His mind? 

Matthew: Yes. 

Arlene: Brainwash them to Communism. 
Matthew: Well, we did as a matter of fact, 

Cross that off the record. 
Michael: It's a little late. 

Shelly: What did the kids say. I wasn't 
there. 

U z : "Viva social ist ic . . , " 

Matthew: The kid was eating an ice-cream 
ccme. O b , by the way, P. S. 

Shelley: They didn't tell the cops they should 
eat shit? 

Matthew: At the end, right ? We sec this kid 
telling the cop. They find this one 
kid, probably one kid. There were 
three or four others already split 
with the mommies. The other cops 
don't know. Something like Oswald 
and the CIA, animated too, and any-* 
way a cop said to the kid, "Where 
are your brothers?" Very seriously 
and the kid is very relaxed eating 
his ice cream cone and lookii^ at 
the ground. And lookii^ at the cop, 
1 don't know, sort of lackadaisically 
and Looking up, chocolate ice cream 
sugar cone and saying, "Oh, yah, 
they're all r i ^ t . We just went into 
the car a n d , . . . " 

Arlene: The cop asked him wdiy they went 
with us. 

Matthew: It was a great finale. The kid was 
licking his cone and looking at the 
cop without any affectation in the 
world. So I think that we cleansed 
the system of all it's carbon diox
ide. Yesterday—not today. 

WORKING TOWARD A DEFINITION OF THEATER 

Ron Davis of the San Francisco Mime Troop 
began to tell us about doing "Guerrilla" Theatre 
(opposed to dull-big-money-big-aets-big-lights-
big-deal-actors memorizing somebody else's 
words theatre) some years back, a process 
which involves inventing your own kind of 
theatre, serving your own particular needs and 
purposes, a radical theatre bent on a very con -
scious operation of creating change in those 
with whom it makes contact. 

AN INSTRUMENT FOR CHANGE, reestab
lishing basic human needs and values, reaffirm
ing life, a process which involves necessarily a 
great deal of destruction, the stripping away of 
everything that gets in the way of real contact 

am! joining; the inside to the outside, the possi
ble to the necessary, the individual to the world 
RIGHT NOW. Food for the hungry. AN IN
STRUMENT FOR THE DESTRUCTION OF NON-
L I F E , We do not want to be the severed appen
dages, yes-men, of a social structure that ab -
hors life itself. BUT, to do radical theatre is 
not yet killing the man who will not let you live; 
it is not what Che was doing in the Bolivian 
hills. We have not yet occupied that stage where 
to perform the truth is to be met with an on-
slau^t of bullets aimed at the actors' hearts. 
Guitars; no guns. 

I . PREMISE: R e a l i r m o v a H o n s attack the 
roots. - Brefdit 
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EXTENSION O F PREMISE: Any theatre 
wtiiichdarestoincorporate the terms g u e r r i t t a , 
revolutionary or the like, must act upon this. 
By changing a form already established within 
the society, we question and attack the necessity 
and function of the old form. New forms work 
toward a new society. This doesn't mean you 
can't leam or even adopt an older theatrical 
form (Mime Troop), but its purpose has to 
serve now, working with eyes open, 
n . PREMISE: Everything depends upon you 
and yourworking relationship with other people. 
What can you do best and how can you most ef
fectively be part of a meaningful operation 
(play)? 

EXTENSION O F PREMISE: Develop and 
trainthroughimprovisation exercises and work
shops. Consider how you, the actors, can also 
"create" the set, objects and places, sound ef
fects, masks, aUowing greater flexibility and 
maneuverability in your attacks (plays). Allow 
the same materials to serve for many purposes, 
creating a variety of seta and costumes from 
the same props. Boxes for actors' podiums 
can also carry your musical instruments and 
masks. PAGEANT PLAYERS. A rug can be quick
ly rolled down, the magic carpet stage, and 
rolled up before the police come. QUESTION: 
Do you need a stage at all if you have the pres
ence born from purpose? The voice can create 
many sounds (noises as of grass, tones as of 
scKig). The face of one actor can be molded into 
an expression fcy another, making a mask. 
Leam to work within limitations to force a var
iety of possible actions and reactions (to heck
lers at a demonstration, to children shooting 
beebees into the mouth of the War Monster 
— Pageant Players—to people who always want 
Shakespeare in the park). Let your play flow 
out from the stage into the audience for discus
sion, argument, fights, change... Don't wait. 
Use vhaX. you have. If only 2 people want to 
make a theatre, embrace and begin. Eleven 
people started a revolution. Soon others join. 
Each actor can be a "cast of thousands" under 
different masks. And sometimes one gesture 
tells a Trfiole story, so be efficient. (Judas' 
kiss, Che's betrayal). Know the other actors. 
Know the audience. Who are they? How are you 
going to deal with them in particular? Are they 
the ones you should play to? What is their 
need? What is their hunger? Do they only want 
entertainment or do they need reinforcement 
and revitalizing for the struggle ahead. 

Work with your own ideas and leam by your 
ownRiilures. F o r a revolutionary, f a i l u r e 

is a spHngboard. As a source o f theory 
i t is richer t h a n victory: i t accumulates 
experience and knowledge. - Debray. The 
whole process of creating a play should revo
lutionize YOU. If you're not changed, who will 
be? Go beyondthe limits of yesterday and you 
will begin to realize how we are much more than 
we had thought possible. Throw away yester
day's images for the new ones you will create. 
HI. PREMISE: The processes and rhythms of 
l i fe should beget the processes and rhythms of 
theatre. 

EXTENSION OF I'REMISE:How does man's 
progressive motion around a center, let us say 
simply the beating of his own heart, relate to 
the basic phenomena of the earth's revolution 
on its own axis and around the sun ? Rhythms of 
life, growth, change, becoming. Creation. 
And how do suppressions, dominations, racisms 
(tolerances), capitalisms (money, power) indi-
viduallsms,goodnesses based on guilts, dreams 
esteemed more than the man in front of you, 
specializations, ignorances, lies, alter, afflict 
and negate these rhythms—specifically as re -
vealed in the movements of our own bodies. 
Have you seen the rhythms of fear, hate, hun
ger, pain, loss? 

Every action has a movement, a rhythm by 
which we understand it, A man walks toward 
me on the street. He takes 2 steps forward and 
3 back. He never looks at me and his hand 
waits in his pocket. Another man comes. He 
seems to be with me before he arrives. He 
smiles and listens when I speak, Wc learn 
from each other. He listens as well to his own 
voice and I listen to mine so that when we 
speak, we have something to say. 

T E S T OF PREMISE: Begin with a breathing 
exercise. Actors lie down on the floor, their 
heads touching at the center of the sphere they 
make. "Listen" with your hands to the breath
ing of the two beside you. All together you make a 
circle; if one leaves, the connection is broken. 
We are all connected as life is connected to life 
a i r over the world and to life of the past, pres
ent, and future. Now slowly begin to move in 
rhythm to the breathing you feel with your hands 
and body, a process not limited to minutes, 
hours, even years. Slowly, we begin to create 
a world based on our own movements and im
pulses. Yes , we are looking at each other and 
we are moving, changing and slowly creating a 
new man bom from the breathing of our own 
bodies. It is even possible that we are begin
ning to love. 

—Jeriann Hildertey 
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B y P A U L J A C O B S 
Los Angeles is pinpointed 
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L e r o i Jones, Marvin Jackmon and I did 
three, by now, 'famous' essays on the role 
of the black poet in A m e r i c a , as contribu
ting editors to Joe Goncalves' The J o u r n a l 
o f B l a o k Poetry. Ro i said: " I rea l i ze that 
the Black Poet ou^.it also try to provide a 
'post amer ican form' , even as simple v i 
s ion, for his people." And: "We must, in 
the p.e&er.t, be miss ionar ies of B lackness , 
of consciousnec-:, actual ly ." And Marvin 
Jackmon (or X ) sa id: " T H E B L A C K R E V O 
L U T I O N A R Y P O E T MUST L I S T E N T O T H E 
MUSIC AND L A N G U A G E O F HIS P E O P L E . " 
I sa id: "The black poet confronted with 
western culture and civil ization must i so 
late and define himself in as bold a rel ief 
as he can. He must chop away at the white 
cr i t er ion and destroy its hold on his black 
mind because seeing the world through 
white eyes from a black soul causes 
death. The black poet must not attempt to 
create from a depth of black death. The 
true energy of black art must be brought 
fully into the possession of the black c r e 
ator. The black poet must stretch his 
consciousness not only in the direction 
(rf other non-western people acros s the 
earth , but in terms of pure reason and ex
pand the mind areas to the far reaches of 
creat iv i ty 's endlessness to find new ways 
of s e e i i ^ the world the black poet of the 
west i s caught up in . 

"If we black poets see ourselves and 
our relationships with the deeper elements 
of life and with a l l mankind perhaps we can 
a l s o b r e a k t h r u the tangled ugly white ener
gy of western fear and c r i m e . 

'We are in a position to know at f i r s t 
hand the soc ia l and polit ical machinery that 
i s threatening to destroy the earth and we 
can use a creative and intellectual black 
c r i t e r i a on it. " But now I wonder at this 
statement. 

Anyway: " I believe the art i s t does owe 
somethi i^ to the society in which he i s in 
volved; he should be involved fully. T h i s 
i s the measure of the poet, and the black 

poet in his—from a white point of v i ew- -
invis ibi l i ty must hammer away at his own 
world cA creative c r i t i c i s m of this soc ie
ty. " 

Creat ive c r i t i c i s m of this society ? 
Y e s . Th i s summer I conducted a w r i t e r ' s 
workshop for the Harlem Education P r o 
gram in Har lem. I was lucky to have had 
many dedicated students. One was espe
c ia l ly noteworthy- - seventeen year old 
Lloyd Corbin , who, near the end of the 
summer came into the workshop while we 
were putting together the anthology of 
works done throughout the sess ion and an
nounced: "My new name i s Djangatolum." 
That is black art . An Afr ican had given 
him the name he was so proud of, and his 
supplement of poems to the anthology ap
peared under that name. How w i l l the 
powers that be in Washington respond to 
Djangatolum this F a l l when they flip 
through the pages of the anthology to see 
what we did with the anti-poverty money? 
But that's besides the point. An example 
of Corbin's energy: 

B L A C K B L A C K 

1 want to be black 
And not c r e a m my beauty away 
In a day, not from that jar 
Nor from an Ice C r e a m bar 
B L A C K B L A C K 
I 'm gonna stay black 
Not c r e a m myself away 
Not fa l l in that jar or 
Die in a bar 

That is creative c r i t i c i s m o /h imse l f , cm.d 
he is the society. Djangatolum asks: 

What are riots ? 
Why do we r i o t ? 

Because r a c i s m is a tool of capita l i sm. 
Many adults have said to me after reading 
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this young man's poetry: "God! it's fright
ening and sad to think that a kid that young 
is so bi t ter!" But Lloyd knows where he is 
at. He is with the shit . 

"A work of a r t , " I wrote in 'A Black 
C r i t e r i a ' , "a poem, can be a complete 
'thing'; it can be alone, not preaching, not 
t r y i i ^ to change men, and though it might 
change them, if the men are ready for it, 
the poem is not reduced in its ar t i s t i c 
status. I mean we black poets can write 
poems of pure creative black energy right 
here in the white west and make them works 
of a r t without fall ing into the cheap market 
place of bullshit and propaganda. But it i s 
a thin Une to stand on. " Recently an ' im
portant' poet, who was a judge on a panel 
to a poetry contest 1 entered wrote to me 
after someone else had won, and said , in 
effect, that he felt that I should have won, 
and that perhaps the reason operating a-
gainst me was that I sometimes wrote for 
black people only. T h i s , he felt, was prop
aganda. When black eyes see from black 
eyes , white sensibil ity seems to become 
terr ib ly jammed up. Roi said: "As a 
people we have no control of 20th century 
communications media among ourse lves , 
to by and for each other. " It becomes the 
responsibil i ty of sensible white men to dig 
without reservat ion the black image in 
A m e r i c a . White A m e r i c a ' s real i ty depends 
on the success of this. 

F o r four years now I have been work-
i i ^ with the idea of black ar t oe communi
cation. When I wrote the Malcolm X a r t i 
cle for Negro Digest I was talking not so 
much about white politics as about black 
art . I mean simply that I am not talking 
about hatred but about something very pos
itive, Uke Marcus Garvey said, man: 
"There i s no sense in hate. " But a c r e a 
tive attack on the r i tual and passion, the 
curse , the dark ages of this death, the 
original s in's impact on a people and their 
unjust projection of it upon us black people 

I said to the black poets: 'We must 
shake up not only our own black brothers 
but the superfic ial and shoddy people stum
bling in the brabrlessness of the western 
dec l ine ." Thi s i s almost like sayj.ig: B e 
come responsible where whitey isu t, lead 
him out of his wUderness- -but not quite. 
A r t Is a basic responsibil ity of s imple hu-
mamty;one cannot help but be responsible. 

That i s a l l I am saying. B l a c k a r t i s there
fore black life and black life i s , though it 
seems strange to many whites, A m e r i c a n 
life. 

B l a c k ar t has been in every sense of 
the phrase the black power of mus ic , blues 
and its grandchild, j azz . A. B . Spellman 
and L e r o i Jones in their books on black 
music are talking about this, and nothing 
e lse . T h i s black energy in white A m e r i c a 
and what's happening to it, where it's go
ing, where it came from. R o i said in a 
book he's working on now: the black ar t i s t 
must give "his life to communicat ing . . . the 
precise c ircumstance of contemporary uni
v e r s a l consc iousnes s . . . And this i s the 
shaping of the future (BUILDINGS L I K E 
JOHN C O L T R A N E SOLOS) the t a s k . . . " 
The black music ian is talking about cu l 
tural revolution in A m e r i c a when he blows 
his horn, when he plays his piano, or beats 
his drums; and if anybody doubts it ask 
Max Roach. 

On the cover of one issue of The Jour
n a l o f B l a c k Poetry is a photo of a Little 

black g i r l holdi i^ a sniper. She i s talking 
about change. L ike my students in H a r l e m , 
she knows the score already. She knew it 
almost from the time she could walk, and 
her energy i s the same energy C h a r l i e 
P a r k e r emoted. When 1 say black con
sciousness it should be c l e a r l y understood 
that 1 am talking about something very uni
v e r s a l . Again, the Utile g i r l with the s n i 
per means something posit ive, she does 
not mean liatred. 

When James Baldwin and John A . 
Wi lUams use the Eng l i sh language they 
are express ing creative discontentment 
with the same energy, black energy of 
summertime guer i l las . Nothing I can 
think of i s better for the s ickness of the 
culture. 

To come to terms with black culture 
i s to know something very basic about a l l 
humanity. T h i s should be assignment 1 for 
mainstream A m e r i c a . W h y ? Because the 
whites have the problem erf r a c e , black 
people know they are not problems. But 
today a r t may seem futile while we are 
confronted with the growing possibil ity of 
a race w a r , right here , and concentration 
camps, the surplus unemployable poor . 
But it i s not: it may be our main Unk, our 
undercurrent of hope. Because it i s a s i 
lent r i v e r in human life. 

—Clarence Major 
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3 POEMS 

R E S T I N G I N H A R L E M 

God is not dead 
but rest ing in Harlem 
He has not left man but man 
has left him 
So God went to Har lem 
W h y ? Because God made man 
in the Likeness of himself 
Why go to H a r l e m ? 
'Cause God was black 
But he thought or you thought 
he was white 
That's why God came to Har lem 

A U 
Is our prince 
Rega l and B l a c k 
A glass that could f a l l 
but never break 
A flower without r a i n 
that never could die 
A U 
I s our prince 

S T R E E T S '65-'66 

The horse, the horse 
The ev i l white horse 
Whose contents comes in grains 
White sand of which I 'm about to blow 
To blow, to blow 
To blow in my nose then into my veins 
To unlatch my sub-conscious 
T o wash my convolutions bare 
T o rob my soul of the fiber 
That was once there 
Enslaving me to anger and despair 
Free ing me of hope, happiness and 
love's tender K i s s 
F o r a l l it i s to you, me, anyone 
it i s too much for one soul to bear 
F o r a l l it i s 
F o r a l l it i s to do 
F o r a l l it i s that I shal l never do 
F o r a l l it Is to blow the white horse 
That enters through my nose 
And down my veins 
T o close my consciousness 
T o make cold the breast 
that once warmed the res t —Djangatolum 
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Who are you and 
Who are you 
Silent figures, 
Faces of melody, 
Muted inside of me 
F a c e s I 'm leaving now? 

You pass me and 
You pass me. 
What i s the word 
Liv ing inside of you 
Yearning inside of you 
Boldly from day to day? 

Chorus: 
1 know the each of you, 
E a c h step that brings 

me c loser to, 
B lack light that burns 

inside of you, 
Gone is the dream. 

1 love you and 
1 love you 
Whoever you are . 
Though you are blind to me 
You die inside of me 
E r a s i n g a l l that seemed. 

Good by now and 
Good by now 
The sun is low. 
A voice is calling me 
To times recal l ing a l l 
The terribleness 

of your l ives . 

Repeat Chorus : 

SB 

These songs of the G r e e k s are songs of war , of ex i le , and of love; and they are 
mourning songs from Mani, and from those other provinces of Greece whose women know 
no joys, but only s i r ^ of sorrow. They are a l l songs of the folk: of the T u r k i s h C . cupalion, 
of the ubiquity of w a r , and of that further usurpation,—death; our own, which is of utmost 
holiness to us; and of the hope of an attainment o£ a purer consciousness which battles, not 
for our meager se lves alone, but for the brighter welfare cf our sons, and for those m y r i 
ad sons of a l l the sons of earth , devotedly, devoutly. 

We love these works for what they were , for what they've meant to shepherds and 
to s a i l o r s , — f o r what they have become within the larger voyagings of those poets, who, 
writ ing now, remember always that they themselves have sprung from such beginnings, 
f rom such people that can sing such songs. 

F r o m this tradition of the folk, a w a r r i o r rose to be a father to the poets of our 
t imes. His name was Yiannis Makriyiannis (John Long-John) a guerr i l l a fighter r i s e n to 
the rank of 'general' in the Revolutionary W a r of 1821. He was an i l l i terate; and learned 
to write , phonetically, after the w a r s were finished, that he might record the struggles of 
his determination to be free . And showed himself to be a brother to the greatest of the 
G r e e k s . 

His battles with the T u r k s completed, he waged f ierce struggles with Otto, the B a 
v a r i a n P r i n c e , brought down to rule the newly independent, "savage" Greeks , and fought his 
fellow Greeks that a constitution might be established for their rule , and fought his 
brothers who rev i led and taunted his belief in freedom and in truth, because they hunger
ed: after wealth, and for position, and for continuation of the status quo, which, in so short 
a time, had managed to produce the privileged ones within the newly founded kingdom, who 
rage yet throughout Greece . 

Makriyiannis fought on the steps of the acropol is , and in the parthenon itself, and 
there was wounded grievously, as were the monumental g lor ies , a lso , smithereened apart , 
and fought throughout southern G r e e c e ; and once, at Myloi, at an undefensible position, a 
F r e n c h adviser had admonished h im, "What kind ot war w i l l you wage against Ibrahim from 
h e r e ? " 

And he had answered, "The positions are weak, and so are we. But the god who 
protects us is strong, and so our fate wi l l be revealed through these weak positions. And 
if we are few before the might of Ibrahim,we are consoled by one thought,—that we Greeks 
have always been a few, that from the beginning to the end, from olden times unto the 
present, _ a l l the wild beasts have fought to eat us, —and they have fai led. They eat of us, 
but always, there i s something left. And those few even (the remaining ones) make up 
their minds to die. And when they thus decide, sometimes, they lose, but most often, they 
win. So is our position here , today. And here, we' l l meet our (ate, —we weak ones , 
ranged against the mighty. " 

What we have learned from Makriyiannis , his essence and his courage, \Vbat we 
have learned from the folk songs, beyond the linguistic debts that are acknowledged by a l l 
the poets who have written in the tongue of the modern G r e e k s , i s : a str iving towards 
freedom, and a determination to retain that status in our se lves , and to be free forever. 

As there has never been, there is no roya l , nor, no certain road to poetry, so 
there can never be a surety to freedom; it is forever an upstruggling up from chaos and 
from death. But here , where dreams are nourished, where begins salvation from corrup
tion and from death, we sing 

Joy to the mountains 
to the fragrant plains 
to coolness of the clefted rocks 
and to the moon-struck nights; 
to you, my brave guerr i l las 
who know no strident t error 
as you leap, l ionlike, to war . 

These songs have greatness in them because they are a truth, a haunting after a 
t error that i s done now, but that upreaches once again in 1967, as it had stunned a l l Europe 
in F a s c i s t Occupation from 1939 to 1945, the Greeks in C i v i l Strife from 1945 to 1949, as 
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it r e a r s up its head in Vietnam, in glories now far greater than what the Greeks endured 
against the T u r k s , the P e r s i a n s or Themse lves , and are p r e c u r s o r s to those songs now 
being born, which one day, when the carnage sha l l be done, we ' l l s ing as gleanings a n d r e -
membrances of love. 

One of our present fathers, and rel igiously, with fervor, has dared to say that 
what A m e r i c a is doing in Vietnam is what the Greeks had done at Salamis and at 
Thermopylae ,—that she is holding to contain a barbarous horde. I s h a l l not make such 
pieties, or point to say that what a paradox i s here, and that, but s imply, we A m e r i c a n s a r e , 
and sha l l forever be, the hordes, for we have come into a gentle land and utterly destroy
ed. I s imply sha l l abide by what a conquered people sang, in Greece , a handred fifty years 
ago, and further, — a n d what they told of struggles and of dreamings to be free; and won
der what the women and the babes and men of Vietnam are singing now beyond their indivi
dual dyings, or their nation's death. 

Just as these songs can tel l us how Achil les mourned his fallen fr iend, Patroc lus , 
how Hecuba and P r i a m wept for their sons and daughters in great T r o y , — s o do they need 
no further pointings here , except to te l l us that we must look not only, or exclusively , to 
the Greek soul (the world i s grown too s m a l l for that, too great), but to the stunning, s ta l 
wart soul of Man: that w a r , these battles which were waged yesterday, and are waged now, 
are a sacred battle of the people whether they were yesterday: G r e e k s , Spaniards, F r e n c h 
men, A m e r i c a n s , R u s s i a n s , Chinese , or are today: the Greeks again, the Cubans, Guate
malans, the Bol ivians, or those holiest of men and women, chi ldren, who die in Vietnam 
and have been dying now, not for a decade, or for decades, but for the longest of unending 
generations, and yes , for a lways , yes , and of the people. 

—Konstantinos Lardas 

In the embittered mourner's courtyard no sun s t r ikes 
only a clouded darkness re igns , only tumultuous s t o r m . 
The bitter rue springs up, that the embittered ones might eat: 
the mothers of the tender tips, the s i s t e r s of the branches; 
that wives of goodly men might tear it , — drag it down. 

Unjust it i s , most s h a m e f u l , — 
for such a youth to fa l l into the grave. 
How could such a youth, such flower, 
descend and fa l l to H e l l ? 
How could he up from bed 
to fa l l into a coffin? 
How could these feedi i^ worms , 
how could these pebbles, l i c k ? 
Darksome and lampless now, 
how could he f a l l to H e l l ? 
Without mattress , without sheets, 
how could he fa l l to e a r t h ? 

That apple, that from the branches r i c h l y hangs, , 
rots not, — nor w i l l the birds eat it. 
Deer touch it and fa l l dead, bears taste it and are tamed, 
black sheep that eat it, quick-forget their young. 
Would that my mother had eaten of it too! 
Would that she'd never given life to me! 
And since she bore me, to what purpose go, — 
and since she has me now, what does she want of m e ? 
I walk in foreign lands; I eat, I drink in exi le . 
Strange women are my trusted s i s t e r s , my companions, — 
strange women bring me bread, strange women wash my clothes. 
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My s leepless , exiled bird, my bird of far away, 
the exiled world i s shining in your presence, and I have only woe., 
What can I send you, stranger, what can I give you f i r s t ? 
I send an apple and it rots; a quince, — it withers on the way; 
and if I send the sweetest of the grapes, they come.a shrivel led m a s s ; 
and if I send a tear, wrapped in a golden kerchief , 
that tear is burning, and it burns the s i lk . 

It's proper that the earth rejoice 
that she be f i l led with pride, 
it's proper that we plant her with 
bright shoots of pear l 
and rake her with gold rakes , — 
for she has eaten of our eagles, 
our virgins and their jewels; 
and she has eaten of the babes of mothers, 
oiu" brothers and their brothers; 
and eats the well- loved husband 
and the wife. 

Who was "it set f ire to the orchard and burned 
enclosure erf the vineyard, enclosure of the orchard 
and burned those trees that stood together, joined? 
The one tree burned and fe l l , the other burned and stood. 
The one which burned and fe l l , has gone beyond a l l wants; 
the one which burned and stands, has much yet to endure: 
north winds sha l l whip it, south winds sha l l lash, 
the coldest s torms s h a l l blast it, and s h a l l burn its heart. 

I heard the a r k of Noah has departed, — 
that held the golden jug, that held the manna, too. 

Why are the mountains b l a c k ? Why stand they f i l led with tears ? 
Fights now the wind with them? Strikes them, the r a i n ? 
Neither does the wind fight, nor lashes out, the r a i n ; 
but Charon passes by, in columns, with his dead. 
Young men he prods before h im; the old, he drags behind; 
the tender ones, the chi ldren, arrayed on saddles , come. 
Old men implore, the young men kneel before h im: 
O Charon , hasten to the vi l lage, hurry to the fountain 
that we, the old, might drink; that we, the young, might stone it; 
that these, your babes, might pluck, might eat the f lowers. 
Neither to village nor to fountain sha l l I go; 
for come the mothers to the water, and recognize their brood, — 
and come the couples, too, and never can be severed. 
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V E R S E S : 

You charred my flesh 
Pocked as the blackcrow 
C a w s , caws, caws in my heart. 

Chorus: O where are the children who ran 
The children who sat by ray side ? 

You burnt my eyes 
You burnt my love 
You burnt the wonder of life. 

O where are the chi ldren who hid 
The children who laughed in my hear t? 

And now I can k i l l 
I can k i l l , I can k i l l . 
I can k i l l without uttering a sigh. 

O where are the children who cared 
The children who cr ied in the d a r k ? 

A child is dying 
Is bleeding and dying, 
The child deep in my heart. 

O where are the children I knew 
The children who caught a l l the s t a r s ? 

The child neither sits nor stands 
The child waits to be led 
Til? child waits to be led to its grave. 

O where are the voices of chi?.dr' :i 
The voices who sang of their loves ? 
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READY TO FACE THE GUILLOTINE - L e van Luong 

When nineteen I was a worker in Nha Be and 
one of the leaders of the workers' strike there. 
At that time, the strikers beat a foreman to 
death, seriously injured a cook and seized sev
eral guns from the troops who were rushed in to 
suppress the strike. I was arrested and arraign
ed at "The Trial of the Indochlnese Communist 
Party". 

Because of my refusal to plead guilty to any
thing, I was confined in a pitch dark basement 
for twenty-one days. I could not make out any
thing inside. On the fifth day of my confinement, 
however, I realized that at each meal two mess-
tins of rice and other food were thrown in for 
me. Previously I thought that there was only 
one. 

The court declared as "political prisoners" 
those who organized and edited revolutionary 
newspapers. As for those involved in strikes, 
seizures of paddy, beatings of soldiers 
they were indiscriminately accused of "banditry 
and offences against public security", instead of 
political offences. We were not allowed to plead. 
I had only time to say, before being taken away, 
"You behead people who are allowed to say only 
'Yes' or 'No'. Isn't that strange justice?" 

Hung was able to finish his sentence, say
ing, "This is strange justice. I have one head 
which has been sentenced to be chopped off my 
shoulders,and now you pronounce a second death 
sentence against me. I don't know where you will 
find the other head. " 
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Tu was even more stubborn in his statement. 
"You have slandered our Party. Therefore, I 
must be allowed to defend it first. As far as I 
am concerned, I will answer you later. " And he 
persisted in his demand to defend his Party. 

During the trial , the International Relief 
Association and the French Communist Party 
asked progressive barristers in Saigon to act as 
our defence counsels. A barrister said, " I ask 
the court to consider my client's youth and lack 
of mature thinking... " 

One of the comrades stood up and interven
ed, "No, this is a faulty defence. I don't agree 
with it. Although we are young, we think over 
what we do. To free the nation and to free the 
working class how can people dare to call this a 
lack of mature thinking?" 

Finally, the court pronounced the verdicts. 
On "political offenders", sentences of deporta
tion for life, imprisonment ranging from fifteen 

to twenty years, and confinement in Poulo Con-
dore were imposed. On "offenders charged with 
murder and rebellion", like Le Quang Sung, six 
other persons and I , death sentences were im
posed. For comrade Hung, in addition to the 
previous death penalty, a 20 years' sentence of 
hard labour was imposed on him. 

* * 

One day, Sung and I entered the Saigon Cen
tral prison. 

Upon arrival at the section for prisoners 
sentenced to death, 1 heard a very familiar voice 
calling, "Luong, Luong, here is your mate; we 
will share this ceil together. " The person cal l 
ing me was Hung. He was enjoying sitting close 
to the door of the cell . At that period, prisoners 
in this section demanded that the door of the cell 
be opened a few times a day to let the light in 
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and to enable them to enjoy a look outside. 
Thanh and Ro also greeted us, "Come here, 

the cell is rather narrow to hold all of us, but it 
doesn't matter." 

We were in all seven souls living in one cell. 
Hung jokingly said, "We will order a banquet for 
tomorrow, and have a drink together. " 

In our prison, if we wanted to have drinks on 
Sundays, we would send for the orderly and say 
to him, "We have a bad cold, is there anything to 
drink ?" The orderly would understand what we 
meant, and would bring in spirits from the dis
pensary. 

Some days later, the French chief guard 
came in. He told Hung, "The appeal court a-
grees with the verdict of death passed against 
you, but as there has been a more recent trial, 
the decision from Paris has not yet arrived. I 
am telling you this because I know you are not a-
fraid of death. I have bought some rum and c i 
gars, one glass of rum and one cigar for each 
of you.'' 

We had been told that the French gave rum 
and cigars to prisoners sentenced to death just 
before the execution to cheer them up. 

Hung asked, "Why don't we have them now? 
The execution might happen at any time." 

The chief guard brought us some rum and 
three cigars. Hung then asked, "We are seven 
people here and there are provisions for three 
only. It is not enough. " 

The additional shares were brought in. We 
all smoked our cigars and soon the cell was 
filled with smoke. 

For some days. Hung appeared in court and 
was absent from "home". Thanh and Ro In the 
meantime resumed their old habit of cursing and 
beating the guards. The latter came to us and 
complained about this. After inquiry, we learnt 
that the guards were rude to them. 

Nevertheless, that was not the root cause. 
Since Mot Dam had been executed, Thanh's and 
Ro's concern had increased. They guessed that 
their execution day was approaching and yielded 
to their violent tempers. We sought to appease 
them by our advice. We exposed the evils of 
society which had led them to crime. Thanh and 
Ro spoke of the days they had spent in Poulo Con
done and of the bad treatment by the chief guard 
and other jailers there. In Poulo Condore the 
regime was extremely harsh. Many detainees 
committed suicide. Some of them, when a 
murder occurred, ' claimed to be the author in 
order to finish up with a "death sentence". I 
proceeded to explain, bit by bit each day and in 
a mild manner, until Thanh and Ro finally under
stood. 

• 
* * 

After a time, the prison guards asked us, 
"Do you want to lodge an appeal ? " 

"Yes, "we replied, "all the more so, as'we 
have committed no offence and death sentences 
have been imposed on us. " 

We subsequently signed applications for ap
peal. 

Barrister Cancelleri, who had been sent by 
the International Relief Association to act as our 
defence counsel, often visited us. We were told 
that he had been a member of the French Comm
unist Party and had left it. However, he remain
ed a Party sympathizer. He came each time 
with gifts of food and cigars. One day, he hand
ed us some money. We refused it, 

"We have everything we need. You have 
been kind to us and have defended us. " 

"The money has been sent to you by the In
ternational Relief Association, " Cancelleri re 
plied, 

"Has it? We will accept then. Please con
vey our thanks to the International Relief Associ
ation. " 

Cancelleri told us that the French Com
munist Party was waging a campaign demanding 
a reversal of the death sentences imposed on us. 
We had vaguely heard this information before, 
when we read French newspapers. 

How had the French papers reached us? 
When we asked to borrow some to read, the 
chief guard dared not lend us Saigon papers, but 
he handed us copies of L ' I n t r a n s i g e a n t , the 
M a r s e i l l a i s and Paris Soir. 

"These are the papers I have and as a spec
ial favour I will lend them to you, " he said. 

From then on, we read newspapers every 
day. We were particularly interested in the 
Leipzig trial of comrade Dimitrov by the Hitler
ite fascists. The trial, which echoed through
out the world,was reported with abundant details 
by bourgeois papers. In our cell , we closely 
followed its development, even more closety 
than those living outside the prison. We read 
comrade Dimitrov's defence statements and 
learnt the way he based himself on existing re
actionary legislation to defend his Party and to 
accuse imperialism. We learned many things, 
from the spirit and the attitude of the communist 
militant who defendedthe Communist Internation
al and the Bulgarian Communist Party and nation, 
who pointed a finger at the face of the Goerings 
and the Hitlers to accuse them, to the experience 
of struggle in court. French bourgeois papers 
described him as "Dimitrov, the brave man. " 

We took interest in reading these reports 
and felt very proud, and our maturity increased. 

"Had we gained this experience before, " we 
said among ourselves, "in court the other day 
we would have given the French the kind of an
swers they deserved." 

During that period, we succeeded in estab
lishing communication with political prisoners 
in the front prison building. We borrowed books 
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from the prison library and wrote invisibly in 
them using boiled rice liquid. We informed the 
comrades in the other building of the titles of 
the books concerned. They then borrowed them 
and painted on a page, previously agreed be
tween us, with a solution of tincture of iodine to 
make the letters appear. By this mctliod, wc 
were informed of the situation outside. As we 
were awaiting the csfeeution day, we did not give 
any information on cur personal situation. 

Behind our cell was a row of papaws. Spar
rows often came there and cheered us with their 
twittering. One day, petty-offence prisoners 
came with long stick.s and poles to chase them a-
way. 'iJiey said they had received the order from 
the chief guard to protect the papaws and to keep 
the ripe fruit for us. Wc invited them to come in, 
and told them, "If you chase the birds away we 
shall lose the pleasure of listening to their twit
tering. This doesn't matter, but you should 
keep the ripe papaws for the children in the wo
men's cell . They are innocent yet are confined 
there." 

One day, the jailers brought us a large 
quantity of good food. We did not know whore 
the food came from. Later, we realized that 
they had taken it away from the parents and 
wives of petty-offence prisoners who had brought 
these gifts to their sons and husbands in prison. 
Wc then said to the jai lers , "Those people are 
leading a harder life than we. We forbid you to 
take anything away from them. " 

The jailers admired us more ;ind more with 
each passing day. Some of them were moved to 
the point of telling us of their repentance and 
apologizing. 

We told them, "We are fighting the French 
and the imperialists, wc feel no enmity towards 
you. " 

Their admiration for us grew. 
Whole days were spent in entertainment and 

fun, playing games, singing songs and perform
ing operas. When the cell door was open and 
people walked past, we always found something 
pleasant or funny to say to them. 

At night when we heard street-vendors shout
ing their wares we jokingly repeated their calls. 
"\\'ho will buy coconut juice with sugar?" We 
then felt as if we were actually walking along the 
pavement. Noises coming from outside revived 
memories of street and factory activities and we 
felt an unbearable nostalgia for them. 

* 

One day, Thanh and Ro fell i l l , although not 
seriously. The prison warders came and told 
them to go to the prison hospital. This was a 
pretext to take the men to their execution. Be
fore leaving, they spoke to us, "You said earlier 
that before we die we should keep our awareness 

and shout slogans. Now tell us some of these. " 
They had guessed what would happen to them. 

We, too, shared their apprehension. If they had 
lived, they would have become honest men. 
ing,wG heard slogans echoing fromthe distance— 
faint, but quite perceptible: "Down with French 
imperialism! " "Long live the Indochlnese Com
munist Party! " The slogans were shouted calm
ly. We all heard them, arid knew that Thanh and 
Ro were going to their death. Silently we glanced 
at each other. 

The chief guard came in. 
"Your friends have bid you farewell. Did you 

hear them?" he asked. 
"Yes. 
"There are two cigars left,. .will you smoke 

them?" 
We took the two remaining cigars from the 

packet which had been given to Thanh and Ro 
that morning, held them in our fingers a long 
time, then lit them. 

The chief guard broke the silence: "The two 
men are not of your group, why then did they 
shout slogans?" 

"There is nothing strange in this. They have 
realized where good sense lies. Every thinking 
person will condemn you. Are you aware of that?" 

With an uneasy smile he went away. For 
people Uke him it takes time to understand many 
things. 

Six months elapsed. For thirteen months 
Hung had been in the condemned cell. It was my 
sixth month in prison. We discussed plans for 
everything—how to walk to the guillotine and how 
to face it, so that when death came, we should 
die in a fitting manner. We asked the guards for 
a description of the guillotine. They provided us 
with every detail, and asked me why we wanted 
to know, 

" I want to know thoroughly, " I said, "so that 
the execution can go through as smoothly as pos
sible. " 

We asked them about the proceedings and the 
way they take prisoners to the execution. 'I'hey 
explained everything. 

Usually this question is put to the victim, "Do 
you have the last r i tes?" (A Catholic priest was 
present at executions). 

Our answer would be: "Wliat should T want 
them for?" 

"Is there anything you want to say?", the 
French would ask, because they presumed that 
when the prisoner faced death, he might lose his 
self-control and confess, hoping that this confes
sion would save his soul. The French were very 
shrewd indeed, but they should not have expected 
us to confess anything. They would ask this 
question, "Do you want to leave a message for 
your family?" Well, a question like this was 
welcome. According to imperialist regulations, 
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I M P O R T A N T N E W I N T E R N A T I O N A L P A P E R B A C K S 

S E L E C T E D W O R K S OF V . I. LENIN.The first paperback edition, in three 
volumes, of representative selections from the entire range of the writings of 
the founder of the Soviet State and the outstanding Marxist of the 20th cen
tury. Included in full are such major works as Imperialism, What I s To B e 
D o n e ? State a n d R e v o l u t i o n , and others. Fully annotated, biographical 
sketches. 2,700 pp. Boxed Set $9.95 

EPISODES O F T H E R E V O L U T I O N A R Y W A R by Che Guevara. Che des
cribes the life and activities of the rebel forces from the first moments of 
the guerrilla insurrection In the Sierra Maestra. With additional articles pub
lished posthumously, photos, map. $1,65 

T H E M O D E R N PRINCE A N D O T H E R W R I T I N G S by Ante .. Gramsci. 
Selections from the famous Italian Marxist philosopher and r olutionary, 
on politics, culture and power. $1.85 

I N T R O D U C T I O N TO N E O - C O L O N I A L I S M by Jack Woddis. A n examina
tion of the workings and central concepts of contemporary imperialism in 
Africa, Asia and- Latin America. $1.25 

T H E N A T U R E OF D E M O C R A C Y , F R E E D O M A N D R E V O L U T I O N by 
Herbert Aptheker. A survey of Marxist and bourgeois thought on democratic 
rights and the role of revolution. $1.25 

K A R L M A R X : T H E E V O L U T I O N OF HIS T H O U G H T by Roger Garaudy. 
The leading French Marxist theoretician reexamines Marx's theories in the 
light of history, showing the evolution of his thought in philosophy, political 
economy and political action. $1.95 

CAPITAL by Karl Marx. The best scientific translation now available of the 
three-volume work, complete and unabridged. This is the definitive edition 
of one of the greatest classics of world thought. 

1. The Process of Capitalist Production, 820 pp. $3.25 
2. The Process of Circulation of Capital, 558 pp. $2.85 
3. The Process of Capitalist Production as a Whole, 960 pp. $3.85 

The Set, Boxed $9.95 

^ At your bookshop or from 

INTERNATIONAL PUBLISHERS 
381 Park Avenue South, New York, N.Y. 10016 
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IF EVER A FILM COULD STOP 
THIS WAR ....THIS IS IT! 

Felix Greene's dramatic film "Inside North Vietnam" is now 
available on a rental basis in 1 6 m m . 
It should be shown on every campus in the c o u n t r y . 

7 7 7 1 
V I E T N A M 

F E L I X 
G R E E N E ' S 

feature-length 
film in 

spectacular 
color 

A f t e r its opening at the Carnegie Hall Cinema in New York — 
this is w h a t they said about i t : 

"THE M O S T JOLTING FILM IN T O W N for anyone who gives a damn about what is 

being done in his name. This is a film about an atrocity. Scenes fill one with shame. 

The film's over-all power comes from detailing, often exquisitely, ttie heroism of a 

beautiful, courageous people. Thanks to Felix Greene we can never say we did not 

know what our country was doing." -c u e magazine 

"Felix Greene wanted to open America's eyes to the people we are fighting ... he 

aims his camera at the heart of North Vietnam-peasants, children, hospitals and 

schools A beautifully photographed movie ... will create a stir." -da/ ly news 

"A great service to the anti-war m o v e m e n t . The Film will 
deeply disturb those who can still not make u p their minds 
about this w a r . One leaves not only with a sense of horror 
but with a greater respect for the heroism of the Vietnamese' 
people." _ Tom Hayden 

•'THE FILM IS SHATTERING. I cried, raged, cheered. The interview with the captured pilot is poignant and 
unforgettable. This film it seen by enough Americans could end the war." 

- JESSICA MITFORD. Author of 'The Ameucan V/ay of Death" 

"A valid and important film with much to o f f e r , A h a r d - h i t t i n g 

d o c u m e n t a r y . Remarkably well p h o t o g r a p h e d . Ve won't learn 

from newspaper reports some of the things shown." 

- Motion Picture Daily 

"Superb c i n e m a t o g r a p h y , and an exact mirror of life in North 
Vietnam t o d a y . It is a h u m a n e x p e r i e n c e . You must see 
"Inside North Vietnam" as Felix Greene has filmed it for 
y o u . . . j u s t as it truly i s . " _ David F . Schoenbrun 

For rental conditions and information on how you can use 
this film to make money for your organization, write to: 
Felix Greene Films 

76 Divisadero S t r e e t , San F r a n c i s c o , California 94117 
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B u t i t i a not only i n the bulge where Brasilians die o f hunger or disease.In Rio's favelas, 
the hillside slums where population runs to 1 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 (out o f Rio's total o f 3 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 } and 
where the only r u n n i n g water is the r a i n that causes occasional landslides and the makeshift 
houses to come t u n b l i n g dawn, a pregnant woman told me: 

"My first two babies died w i t h i n a few months o f their b i r t h . Now I hope only that this 
one w v l l he a hoy and that he w i l l grow up to be strong so he can avenge his dead brother 
and svster. I asked her who she thought was responsible. H e r answer was blunt: 

"You! ...and a l l the others l i k e you who can a f f o r d those shoes and that stdt. I t h i n k 
.just the money you paid for that pen could have saved one o f my c h i l d r e n . " 

—John Gerassi,The G r e a t Fear In Lat in America 

And there was to be trouble. I t was already brewing. M i g u e l Ydigoras Fuentes, who later 
became Guatemala's President, was i n exile i n E l Salvador early i n 1 9 5 4 . I n his recent book, 
Ydigoras wrote: 

"A former executive o f the"United F r u i t Company, now retired, M r . W a l t e r T u m b u l l , came 
to see me with two gentlemen whom he introduced as agents o f the CIA. They said that I was 
a papular f i g u r e i n G u a t e m a l a and that they wanted to lend their assistance to overthrow 
Arbens. When I asked their conditions for the assistance I f o u n d them unacceptable. Among 
other things, I was to promise to favor the U n i t e d F r u i t Company and the I n t e r n a t i o n a l R a i l 
ways o f C e n t r a l A m e r i c a ; to destroy the r a i l r o a d workers labor u n i o n ; . . .to establish a 
strong-arm government, on the style o f U b i c o . F u r t h e r , I was to pay back every cent that 
Was invested i n the undertaking." 

By late 1 9 5 3 Eisenhower had reached his decision: Arbens must go. To i r ^ l e m e n t this de
cision, he turned to the CIA and A l l e n D u l l e s . A p l a n was evolved. 

The Invis ib le Government by D a v i d Wise and Thomas Rose 

I n June, 1 9 5 4 , a CIA coup overthrew the elected G u a t e m a l a n government o f Jacob Arbens 
which had nationalised some property holdings o f the U n i t e d F r u i t Company. A minor o f f i c i a l 
i n the Arbens government, the young A r g e n t i n i a n , Ernesto G u e v a r a , was forced to take exile 
i n M e x i c o where he subsequently met F i d e t Castro and joined the revolutionary movermnt to 
I t b e r a t e C u b a . 

. . ^ . T h e solidarity o f the progressive world for the Vietnamese people has something o f the 
bitter irony faced by the gladiator i n the Roman circus when they won the applause o f the 
plebians. To wish the victims success is not enough, the t h i n g is to share their fate,to 
j o i n them,in death or victory. - * 

— Che G u e v a r a 

However hopeless i t may seem, we have no other choice: we must go 
back to the beginning; i t must a l l be done over; everything that is 
must be destroyed. 

W i l l i a m Carlos W i l l i a m s , f r o m I n The American Grain 
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C H E G U E V A R A : F A R E W E L L L E T T E R T O HIS 
P A R E N T S 

Dear F o l k s - -

Once again I feel the r ibs of Rocinante between 
my heels; once more I hit the road with ray shield 
upon my a r m . 

Almost ten years ago today I wrote you another 
letter of farewel l . A s I r e m e m l » e r , I lamented not 
being a better soldier and a better doctor. The 
latter no longer interests me; I 'm not such a bad 
soldier. 

Nothing has changed essential ly, except that I am 
much more aware, my M a r x i s m has taken root and 
become purified. I believe in armed struggle as the 
only solution for those peoples who fight to free them
se lves and I am consistent with my beliefs. Many w i l l 
c a l l me an adventurer, and that I am--only , one of a 
different sort: one who r i s k s his sk in to prove his 
platitudes. 

It's possible that this may be the f inish. I don't 
seek it, but it is within the r e a l m of logical probabil i 
ties. K it should be so, I send you a last embrace . 

I have loved you very much, only I haven't known 
how to express my fondness. I am extremely rigid in 
my actions and I think sometimes you didn't understand 
me. It hasn't been easy to understand me. Never
theless, just have faith in me today. 

Now a w i l l which I have polished with delight i s 
going to sustain some shaky legs and some weary lungs. 
I w i l l do it. 

Give a thought once in a while to this little 20th 
Century soldier-of-fortune. A kiss to C e U a , to Roberto, 
Juan Martin and Pototin, to Beatr ice , to everybody. 

An abrazo you from your obstinate and prodigal 
son. 

E r n e s t o 

W r i t t e n apparently i n m i d - 1 9 6 5 Translated by Lee Lockwood 



O D E T O T H E A I R -

Along a road 
I came upon the a i r , 
greeted him and said 
respectfully: 
"It pleases me 
that for once 
you leave off your transparency; 
now we can talk. " 
T i r e l e s s , 
he danced, rustled the leaves, 
with his laughter 
shook the dust off my feet, 
and hoisting up 
his blue masts and s p a r s , 
his c r y s t a l skeleton, 
his a i r y eyel ids , 
he stood motiordess as a mast 
l i s ten i i^ to me. 
I k i s sed his c icak 
fit for a heaven.'y king 
wrapped myself .'n his banner 
of ce les t ia l s i lk 
and said to h im: 
"Monarch or comrade, 
thread, coro l la , or b ird , 
I know not what you be, yet 
one thing I implore: 
Don't s e l l yourself. 
Water sold herself 
and pipelines 
in the desert 
have I seen 

run dry , 
and poor folk, common people 
reel ing along the sand 
enduring their thirst . 
I saw the rationed light 
of night, 
resplendent in the houses 
of the r i c h . 
A l l is radiance in the 
new hanging gardens, 
a l l i s gloom 
in the terrible 
darkness of the a l ley . 
Thence , the night, 
mother-stepmother, 
i s sues forth, 
a blade between 
her owl-eyes; 
and a c r y , a c r i m e 
r i r ^ out and die 
swallowed by darkness . 

No, a i r , 
don't s e l l yourself, 
don't let them channel you, 
don't let them pipe you, 
don't let them box you in . 
B e not rolled into tablets, 
or imprisoned in bottles. 
B e w a r e ! 
If you need me, 
c a l l me. 

S4 

I am the poet son 
of common folk; father, uncle, 
cousin, blood-brother 
and brother- in- law 
of the poor, of a l l , 
of my country and a l l other countries , 
of the poor who dwel l at the r i v e r ' s edge, 
and those who in the v e r t i c a l 
heights 
hew rock, 
nai l boards, 
mend clothes, 
chop wood, 
c r u s h earth, 
and therefore, 
I want them to breathe; 
you are their sole possess ion, 
you are transparent 
that they may see 
what tomorrow w i l l bring. 
F o r this reason you a r e , 
a i r ; 
let yourself be breathed, 
don't chain yourself . 
T r u s t no one 
who comes in an automobile 
to examine you; 
shun them, laugh at them, 
blow off their hats, 
don't l isten to 
their deals. 

L e t us go off together 
dancing through the world, 
blowing blossoms off 
apple trees , 
entering windows, 
whistling together, 
whistling 
melodies 
of yesterday and tomorrow. 
The day w i l l come 
when we w i l l free 
light and water, 
earth and man, 
and a l l for a l l 
w i l l be, even as you are . 
F o r this reason , 
beware! 
And come with me, 
we have s t i l l to do 
much dancing and singing; 
let's go 
along the breadth of the s e a 
and the height of the h i l l s ; 
let's go 
wherever the new Spring 
blooms and, in a gust of wind 
and song, 
let's distribute f lowers , 
fragrance , frui ts , 
the a i r 
of tomorrow. 

p a b l o n e r u d o 
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FIDEL CASTRO: ON INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY 

The f o l l o w i n g i a a n excerpt f r o m H d e l 
Castro's May Day 196? speech -to the 
scholarship students o f the G u a n e - M a n t u a 
region o f C u b a . I n this address F i d e l 
errphaeized that the basis o f the social
ist conception of work is cooperation, as 
opposed to i n d i v i d u a l competition and 
g a i n i n aapitaltst society. As part o f 
the policy of cooperation, F i d e l set f o r t h 
his government's attitude toward copy
r i g h t laws. 

Radio, tele
vision, movies, the press, magazines, appar
ently we do not know how to use them as effi
ciently as we could, just as we previously didn't 
know how to utilize practically anything else as 
efficiently as we could. 

But, fortunately, we have been learning in 
these years, and therefore we are beginning to 
understand how to do things better. And we a l 
so hope that in the area of providing information 
to the people we are also learning and are going 
to improve. 

So many things! Speaking of any one of 
these deficiencies recalls something we were 
able to prove in the mountains of Oriente not 
long ago. That was that with all the publishing 
houses we havl' In this country, with all the 
workers v/ho, work in these publishing houses, 
with all the paper that they use, not one single 
book had been published in this country for the 
farmers. And you went into a store in the 
mountains and found books on philosophy. This 
does not in any way mean that philosophy Is 
something to be underestimated, but those 

farmers were not about to study matters of deep 
philosophy. They were interested in books on 
agriculture, books on mechanization, books on 
a vfiole series of subjects. One day I asked a 
man in charge of a store what kind of books he 
had and which ones were sold. The answer was: 
"Well, we have a lot of books by Marx and 
Angel." "Marx and Angel? Ah, I see, Marx 
and Engels." 

So there were books on political philosophy, 
books of every kind, and we asked ourselves: 
"What are these books doing here?" And the 
problem was simply that no books were printed 
in this country for our farmers. Nor for our 
students either, for that matter. 

Fortunately, this is now practically a thing 
of the past and for quite some time now all the 
books our students needed have been printed and 
a Book Institute has been organized that is doing 
a great deal of printing, taking full advantage of 
the abundant human resources and machinery 
we have at hand in the printing field. And per
haps we shall also learn to make better use of 
our paper. 

At times, millions of copies of certain 
works were printed only to be submitted—as 
Marx would say—to the devastating criticism 
of moths and mice—since there was no demand 
for them and they were simply stored. 

Should it surprise us then that many of the 
things accomplished by our people today are not 
publicized, when not even many of the great ac
complishments of humanity were publicized, 
when even elementary matters of agricultural 
technology were not made available to our agri
cultural workers and farmers and technical 
matters were not brought before our students 
nor did our students have text books ? 

Of course, the solution was not an easy one. 
It became necessary to make a decision that we 
considered revolutionary. There exists a thing 
known as "intellectual property. " In these mat
ters of property we are increasingly less ex
perienced, hi the past, everythingwas "prop
erty, property and more property. " No other 
concept was better known, more publicized or 
more sacred than that of private property. 
Everything was private. Possibly the ground 

5 6 

on which you are now sitting was once very 
"private",The houses, the land, the mountains, 
the sky, the sea, everything was private—even 
the sea, the seas surrounding Cuba, because 
every vessel that crossed those seas was a pri 
vate vessel. 

Well, these are all becoming things of the 
past. Our entire new generation is becoming 
more and more familiar with a different con
cept of property and is beginning to look upon 
all those things as goods of general use and as 
goods that belong to the whole of society. The 
air, it is true, could not be said to be private, 
for the simple reason that there was no way to 
get hold of all of it and enclose it in a carafe. 
Had it been feasible, the air would have been 
taken over in the same way that the landgrab-
bers took over the land. But better the air in 
their control than food. Air was available to 
everyone, because it could not be bottled up, 
but food was not available to all because the 
land that produced it was not in the hands of the 
people. 

Among all of the other things that were ap
propriated, there was one, very "sui generis, " 
called intellectual property. You will say: but 
that is abstract property. Yes, it is abstract 
property. And strangely enough, air could not 
be bottled up, yet, nevertheless, something as 
abstract as intellectual property could be shut 
up in a kind of bottle. 

What do we mean by intellectual property ? 
It is well enough understood. But, in case any
one is not familiar with it, it is , simply, the 
property of anything that emanates from the in
telligence of individuals, of a group of indivi
duals—a book, for example; any book of a tech
nical nature or a novel. 

I want to make it quite clear—because I do 
not want to earn the enmity of the intellectuals; 
in the first place, because it would be unjusti
fied enmity—that this should by no means be 
taken as disregard for the merit, the value, 
even the right to survive of those who produce 
this type of spiritual goods. Very well. But, 
what happens ? Those property rights over in
tellectual possessions—following custom, fol
lowing a system that prevailed in the world un
til very recently, following the Influence of the 
whole capitalist concept of society—those in
tellectual possessions were subject to purchase 
and sale. 

And, naturally, some—and, in general, 
many—of the creative intellects were badly 
paid; many have gone hungry. Anyone who 
reads, for example, the biography of Balzac, 
who was one of the great novelists of the last 
century, must be moved by the poverty in which 
that good man lived. In general, many of the 
great creative geniuses have gone hungry be
cause they had no backing. Many products of 

the intellect have been highly valued years after 
the death of their authors. Many men whose 
works have gained fame and immortality later, 
were completely ignored while they lived. 

Persons producing works of Intellect have 
generally lived in poverty, Ibey have lacked 
the support of society and have often had to sell 
their Intellectual productions at any price. 

And in uriiat circumstances, in what condi
tions, did we find ourselves? We were an un
derdeveloped country, completely lacking in 
technical knowledge; a country lacking technol
ogy and technicians; a country that had tobegin 
by taking on the task of teaching one million 
citizens to read and write; a country that had 
to begin establishing technical schools, techno
logical institutes, schools of all kinds from 
primary to university level; a country that had 
to undertake the training of tens of thousands, 
of hundreds of thousands of skilled workers and 
technicians in order to emerge from poverty 
and underdevelopment; a country that had to 
make up the centuries of backwardness that 
burdened us. When a country like ours sets it
self the task of recovering all that lost time, 
when it proposes to create better living condi
tions for the people, when it proposes to over
come poverty and underdevelopment, it must 
then invest every cent, a large part of its l imi
ted resources, in construction, in purchasing 
means of production, factories, equipment. At 
the same time that we had to make countless in
vestments, we were faced with difficulties in 
educating the people. 

Why? Because as our citizens learned to 
read and write, as all children began to attend 
school, as the number of sixth grade graduates 
topped the 50,000 mark and reached 60,000, 
70,000 and 80,000, as more students entered 
the technological institutes and the imiversities, 
and as we aspired to defeat underdevelopment 
and ignorance, we needed an ever-increasing 
number of books. And books were—and'tire— 
very costly. 

Because of the existing copyright concepts, 
we found that, in order to satisfy the demand 
for books, we hadto spend tens of milliona of 
pesos on their purchase, often paying for them 
most dearly. But in practice it is very difficult 
to determine exactly what is copyright; coFy-
right belonged no longer to the authors but to 
those who had paid hard cash on the market for 
these products of the intellect, at any price, 
generally a low one. Those who exercised a 
monopoly over books had the right to sell them 
at the price they deemed suitable. We had to 
arrive at a decision, a defiant one, indeed, but 
a fair one. Our country, in fact, decidedto 
disallow copyrights. 

What does this mean? We feel that techni-
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cal knowledge ought to be the patrimony of all 
mankind. To our way of thinking, whatever is 
created by man's intelligence ought to be the 
patrimony of all men. 

Who pays royalties to Cervantes and to 
Shakespeare? Who pays the inventors of the 
alphabet; who pays the inventors of numbers, 
arithmetic, mathematics? In one way or an
other, all of mankind has benefited from, and 
made use of, those creations of the intellect 
that man has forged throughout history. When 
the first primitive man took a stick in his hands 
to knock down a piece of fruit from a tree, man
kind began to benefit from a creation of the in
telligence: when the first human being emitted 
a giomt that was the precursor of a future 
language, mankind began to make use of that 
product of man's Intelligence, 

That ia, all, or rather the vast majority of 
man's creations have been amassed throughout 
thousands of years. And all mankind feels en
titled to enjoy those creations of the intellect; 
everyone feels entitled to enjoy all that past 
generations have produced in other periods of 
history. How is it possible today to deny man, 
hundreds of thousands of human beings—no, not 
hundreds of thousands, but hundreds of millions 
and thousands of millions of human beings, who 
live in poverty, in underdevelopment, to deny 
the access to technology to those thousands of 
millions of human beings who need it for some
thing as elemental as feeding themselves, some
thing as elemental as living? 

Naturally, to adopt such a decision general
ly involves incurring the enmity of those whose 
interests are affected. Often copyrights are ig
nored, and it is done secretly, surreptitiously, 
without admitting it. We are not going to adopt 
that procedure. We state that we consider all 
technical knowledge the heritage of all mankind 
and especially of those peoples that have been 
exploited. Because where is there hunger, un
derdevelopment, ignorance, a lack of technical 
knowledge? Right there, in all those regions of 
the world where men were criminally exploited 
for centuries by colonialism and imperialism. 

Technical books are generally printed in 
developed countries. And then the poor coun
tries, the countries that have been exploited 
for centuries, have virtually no access to that 
technical knowledge, when for centuries they 
have been stripped of many of the resources 
with which, equipped with modern technology, 
they could have been developed. 

In the United States there are many thou
sands of technical books. We have begun by an
nouncing an end to intellectual copyrights on all 
technical books from the United States. And we 
state our unequivocal right to reprint all U. S, 
technical books that we feel will be useful to us. 

It is clear that we don't have to offer any 

excuses to justify this. We feel justified in 
printing U.S . technical books, entitled to this, 
at least in compensation for the harm they have 
tried to do this country. Well, then, we will 
bypass copyright in relation to the United States; 
but we, independent of those circumstances, 
consider as a right of our people—of all the un
derdeveloped peoples—the use of all technical 
knowledge that is available throughout the 
world, and we therefore consider ourselves en-
titledto print any book of a technical nature that 
we need for our development, that we need in 
the training of our technicians. 

And what will we give in exchange ? We feel 
it a duty of society to help, to stimulate. We 
feel it a duty of society to protect all intellectual 
creators. I don't mean protect them; perhaps 
that is not the correct concept. We feel that 
our intellectual creators must take their place 
in society with all the rights of outstanding 
workers. 

Cuba can and is willing to compensate all 
its intellectual creators; but, at the same time, 
it renounces — renounces internationally — a l l 
the copyrights that it is entitled to. 

Not many technical books are published in 
this country, but, for example, we have pro
duced a great deal of music that is enjoyed all 
over the world. 

And in the future, in all intellectual fields, 
our people will produce more and more. As of 
now, we announce our renunciation of all copy
rights relating to our intellectual property and, 
with Cuban intellectual producers protected by 
the Cuban government, our country renounces 
all its copyrights relating to intellectual prop
erty. That is, our books may be reprinted 
freely in any part of the world, while we, on 
the other hand, assume the right to do the same, 
H all countries did the same, humanity would be 
the beneficiary. 

However, this is Utopian, It is impossible 
to -think that a capitalist country would do this. 
But if all countries did exactly the same, in 
exchange for the books that each country crea
ted, for the books published, or rather written 
in a given country, that country,by renouncing 
its copyrights to those books, could acquire the 
rights to the books written in every other coun
try of the world. 

Naturally, we cannot assume that this will 
happen. But, for our part, we can state that 
this will be our stand on the problem of copy
rights. And we believe that it is correct to 
state this frankly, no matter wbo may be dis
comfited. 

We can, naturally, come to mutually con
venient agreements with any country, they send
ing us their books published in large editions, 
and we sending them our books published in 

sa 

large editions. Any type of exchange of already 
published books, any type of agreement of this 
sort, we can do perfectly well, meeting the 
convenience of any country. But this will be the 
policy that we shall follow. We shall do the 
same with what are called "patents. " We, for 
our part, it is true, have not yet invented great 
things or many things, and it is not a matter of 
our planning to become inventors, but any gad
get that we do invent will be at the disposal of 
al l humanity, as well as any success in the tech
nical field, any success in the agricultural 
field. 

And it should be said that we have high 
hopes in these fields. Yes, we expect to have 
considerable success. It will not be long be
fore many jjeople in many parts of the world 
will have to turn their eyes toward what we are 
doing here, to see how this country, situated in 
a tropical zone, solves many of the agricultural 
problems stiil unsolved in other tropical coun
tries of the world. Because, above all , poverty 
has been mainly confined to the tropical coun-
triesjthere are practically no tropical countries 
in the so-called developed areas of the world. 
And we, beyond any possibility of doubt, will be 
in the vanguard of agriculture among the tropi
cal zones of the world and our solutions, our 
techniques, will be available to all who care to 
leam from them. 

K is known, for example, that our Institute 
of Sugar Cane hivestigations is carrying on re
search to obtain new and improved cane varie
ties. Very well: each time that we obtain a new 
variety of cane, we, a cane-producing country, 
will put this knowledge at the disposal of every 
other cane-producing country interested in that 
variety. We shall not stoop to weak and miserly 
egoism. 

No! We shall not concern ourselves with 
questions of competition. 

If in the poultry sector, for example, we 
develop a variety of fowl that lays more eggs 
than another or produces more meat than an
other, this knowledge will be placed at the dis
posal of all other p>eoples. If with the massive 
programs we are carrying out in livestock gen
etics, we obtain superior specimens, new 
breeds of animals or, within existir^ breeds 
varieties with singular characteristics, this 
knowledge will be placed at the disposal of ail 
who need it, and even the means to acquire 
these specimens—by artificial insemination or 
by any other method. This holds true for any 
field of agriculture. We shall not concern our
selves with questions of competition. 

Because the concept of competition belongs 
to a world of hunger, because competition be
longs to an underdeveloped world, because 
competition belongs to a world where hunger 
and poverty have become institutions. Because, 

what is competition, after all; it is that fight 
among producers of one same product for a 
limited market. When competition appears, the 
fight appears, too; it is not the fight to feed 
all the neecfy.but the fight to feed those who are 
able to buy. In our country there were surpluses 
of many products,because production was gear
ed not to needs, but to the, market. People with
out a penny in their pockets didn't count. There 
could be surpluses of coffee, milk, meat and 
citrus fruits: anything,because how were people 
without money going to buy ? 

And in the midst of the job scarcities, in 
the midst of chaos, anarchy and limitations of a 
capitalist economy, there could be surpluses of 
anything; because there was a greater surplus 
of unemployed than of goods, a surplus of those 
without either a penny in their pockets or the 
means to earn one, and who, consequently, 
didn't count. Hundreds of millions of people 
in this world live in poverty and suffer mal
nutrition. 

This idea of competition will have to disap
pear in tomorrow's worid. Because, just as 
our people produce today not for the market 
but for their needs—that is , domestically, we 
attempt to produce what is necessary and not 
what can be sold—in tomorrow's world all na
tions will have to work on that same basis. 

This, of course, can only happen when co
lonialism and imperialism have disappeared 
from the face of the earth. And we know that 
there are needs to be filled in this world, that 
there will always be a need for whatever we 
produce, and that someone will always produce 
the things that we need. Therefore, the advan
tages from our agricultural development; there
fore, our thrust towards mass application of 
technology in the gigantic development of our 
plans for different branches of production, so 
that our production may both fill our needs and 
meet demands abroad. We know that all we 
produce will always be useful to someone else, 
and that other countries can do likewise: pro
duce things that are useful to us. But, begin
ning with the domestic market, we will produce 
everything we need, as much milk as we need, 
and the day that we have more than enough milk 
we will not begin to throw it away. What have 
many capitalist countries been doing in the last 
decades? There is a surplus of coffee, they 
burn coffee; they have a surplus of other pro
ducts and they burn them and throw them away, 
and the restrictions.. . We do not suffer from 
these il ls. If we have a surplus of milk one day 
we will ask ourselves what the average con
sumption is and we will either lower the price 
or we will give the milk away free. 

FIDEL CASTRO: ON INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY 
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W h a t , then, constitutes the a l i e n a t i o n o f labour? F i r s t , the fact 
that I c h o T is e x t e r n a l to the worker, ie., that i t does not belong to 
his essential being; that i n his work, therefore he does not a f f i r m 
h i m s e l f but denies himself, does not feel .content but unhappy, does 
not develop freely his physical and mental energy but mortifies his 
body and ruins his m i n d , , . " I t s a l i e n character emerges clearly i n the 
fact as soon as no physical or other aompulsion exists, labor ie shun
ned l i k e the plague," 

— K a r l Marx 

NAPALMIMENTOR 
DISCOUNTS'GUILT' 

—T. 

Harvard Chemist Would !Do 

It Again' for the Country 

apedfl to Th» New York Tlmsi 
'CAwfeftifJGk, Mass., Dec. 26 

—Dr. Louis Frederick Fieser, 
who led a team of Harvard 
University scientists in the de
velopment of napalm during 
World War II. says he feels 
free of "any guilt." 

Napalm, a jelli&J Msoline 
cmnpound used in anderidlary 
bombs and flamethn>v«r3,'' has 
been denounced in s'bme 'quar-
ters as an immoral weapon that 
has caused suffering among 
civilians in Vietnam. 

'Tou don't know what's com
ing," Dr. Fieser said in tin in
terview. "That wasn't my busi
ness. That is for other people. 
I was working on a technical 
problem , that was considered 
pressing." 
- " I distinguish between dtr 
veloping a munition of some 
kind and using it'" he de
clared. "Vou can't blame the 
outfit that put out the rifle 
tiiat killed the President, I'd do 
it again, if called upon, in de-. 
dense of the country," 

Dr. Fieser (pronounced Fee-
ser), Sheldon Emery Professor 
of Organic Chemistry Emeritus 
of Harvard, retired from his 
teaching duties last June after 
more .ftan 30 years in the 
chemistry department. He still 

maintains to a r ^ l a r work 
scheduFe at his office and ad
joining laboratory in the Uni
versity's Mailinckrodt Labori-
tories on Oxford Street. 

Student Demoiistratloii , 

Last October, a group of Har
vard students Staged a demon
stration in the Mailinckrodt 
building against a recruiter 
from the Dow Chemical Com
pany, which manufactures na
palm for the Government. 

Dr. Fieser said that he was 
"bystander" at the demonstra
tion and that he had declined 
to see a student delegation 
that had come to his office. 

" I don't think they [the Dow 
company] particularly wanted 
to get into this," he said, "but 
if the Government asked Ihem 
to take a contract, and they're 
the best ones in a position to 
do SO, thep,they're obliged to 
do it." 

Dr. Fieser said he felf that 
napalm had become a symbtH 
for persons opposing the war 
in Vietnam. 
' He said that he occasionally 
received letters raising ques
tions about bis involvement 
with napalm and about its use 
in Vietnam. He said some of 
the writers were saying, in ef 
feet,'' We thought you were a 

freat guy. and now you're a 
um," 

Ntt Hy Bugfoua' 
I don't know enough about 

the situation in Vietnam," he 
said. It's not my business to 
deal with the political or moral 
questions. 

"That is a very involved 
thing. Just because I played a 
role in the technological de
velopment of napalm doeant 
mean Dm any more qualified 
to comment on the moral as
pects of it." 

The 66-year-oIi] chemist has 
written eight books, including 
five in collaboration with his 
wife Mary who Is also a chem-

?fmN4§ 

ist. His research has included 
extensive work on the idimtl-
fication of chemical factors, in 
cancer and on the development 
of antimalarial drugs. 

Dr. FiesM said he wais âw 
signed^riginally in World War 
II to wSrk on poison gas, "but 
I found there was a sore need 

'for Incendiary bomb dcvelopr 
ment, and I got into that.'' 

He recalled that he did have 
misgivings about working with 
gas "because gas is used en-
tireiv against personnel." 

"With an incendiary," he 
said, you had the possibility 
of doing a tremendous amount 
of'damage with a modest start. 
Our first concern.W£ts linding 
a way of testing incendiaries 
and to determine which was 
best." 

Harvard Research Team , 
Dr. Fieser and five Harvard 

associates, working under a 
contract with the National De
fense Research Committee, be
gan worit On napalm in the, 
fall of 1941 and completed tM 
maior pact of,. It tnr ipftl-lSA. 

The ngp4W'̂ Wajl̂ fDrilto4,.fiy 
stirring a-pdWdef into 'ftasdlitle 
to form acidliy.'The'ppwdef,' 
an alum inuip. sal tr WW derived: 
from two acidf, one, obtain^ 
from petrpieijm and thê ^ other 
from cocoantit Oi].' Tn? jelly, 
which took Its fiiifhelTont iir-
gredients in the' -tMelkmihg 
agent, was characterized jqr.ig. 
tensive, nrolonged burning 

Dr. Fieser helped dcdiSlip ^. 
number of devices employing 
napalm. These induded a- I S 
layed-action, p(&)^Si^e ipeeiF 
diary for use bî ' fidhothjrs.' a 
device to ignite oil slicks on 
water, an antitank grenade and 
an emergeikiy fire soug^e'CaUod 
a Harvard Candle. 

The Air Force develoned a 
new, formula for napalm in 
196Si incorporating polystyrene; 
B jSUstic itftw' matprialj « » 
Mwdpal ini^^tQest^ _ ' 

h , 

1st Woman: "Tonvrrow I became a n A m e r i c a n C i t i z e n . " 
2nd Woman: "For the first time?" 
1st Woman: "Yes." 
Srd Woman: "Oh, how wonderful!" 
1st W o m n : "Yes, tomorrow I go dawn and sign the papers." 

( H e a r d i n the Ladies Restroom - J. W a l t e r Thompson 
Advertising Agency.) 

JAVIER H E R A U D 

The poet JAVIER HERAUD was a g u e r r i l l a who fought to liberate his native P e r u . He was 
kilted i n battle i n May, 1 9 6 3 , at the age o f 2 1 . The poems which follow were selected 
f r o m his last work. They were translated by M a u r e e n Ahem and first appeared i n the 
Pencoian magazine Haravec, 

T H E A R T O F P O E S Y 

Actual ly , s p e a k i i ^ straight out, 
poetry's a hard job 
that's won or lost 
to the beat of autumn y e a r s . 

(When you're youi^ 
and the f lowers that fa l l aren't picked 
you write and wri te away the nights 
and at t imes you f i l l up hundreds and hundreds 
of use less notebooks. 
You can pra i se yourself and s a y 
" I just write and I don't c o r r e c t at a l l , 
poems drop off my hands 
Like a springtime felled 
by the old c y p r e s s e s on my street"). 
But as time goes along 
and the years are f i l tered through the temples 
poetry s tarts to become 
a potter's job 
c lay baked between the hands, 
c lay molded by quick f i r e s . 

And poetry i s 
a marvelous lightning bolt, 
a r a i n of quiet words, 
a forest of heartbeats and hopes, 
the song of oppressed nations, 
the new song of liberated nations. 

And then poetry i s 
love, death, 
the redemption of man. 
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S U M M E R 

DrumroUed gusts of love 
shake my heart and eyes. 
(It's the light of life and 
days. It's the penalty 
of death and night). 
I reap and sow the seeds 
of l o v e : a 
way between nights 
darkened by 
wine, 
I question the earth 
and the hi l ls , 
I tear up jungles 
of hates and r io ts : 
what are afternoons 
aside of peace, 
what are hi l l s 
aside of dreams, 
what are r i v e r s 
aside of tears , 
what's a smi le , 
a wai l , 
a shudder, 
a 
face, 
a 
hand, 
if day by day 
gras se s 
die 
in the fields, 
if day by day 
the trees 
of love 
and silence 
go crashing down 
in their 
nights ? 

T H E K E Y S O F D E A T H 

Now and forever in my face 
I bear the matchless word, 
the only word that w i l l open the 
untiring doors of life, 
the inexhaustable doors 
of death. 
The only word in my face 
I bear eternally, my 
face which i s nigh 
to noontime, 
which i s susceptible facing 
the e ternal sun, which i s the mus i ca l s core 
of weeping in the presence of death. 
The word alone untiringly 
holds back 
my face. The matchless word 
that i s capable erf openii^ the doors 
of life, that can open 
the doors of death. 
My face and my word are 
fused in the doors 
of life, 
are fused in the dawn 
of death, 
both of them, 
face 
and word, 
like 
one 
key, 
like 
a 
c luster 
of keys , 
like 
keys 
eternal 
of 
death. 
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A G U E R R I L L A ' S W O R D 

Because my ccftintry i s beautiful 
Uke a sword in tt^e a i r , 
and bigger now and even 
s t i l l more beautiful, 
I speak out and defend it 
with my life. 
I don't care what tra i tors 
say 
we've blocked the way 
with thick tears 
of s teel . 
The sky is ours. 
O u r s our daily bread, 
we've sown and harvested 
the wheat and the land, 
CHxrs 
and forever belong 
to us 
the sea , 
the jungles, 
and the birds . 
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A NEW J O U R N E Y 

I must t r a v e l again 
toward 
the white jungles 
that are waiting for me. 

Toward the same winds 
and toward the same orange groves 
must my enormous feet 
eat up the lands 
and my eyes 
c a r e s s the vines 
In the f ields. 

Lone and total journey: 
it's so hard to leave 
every th i i^ behind! 
It 's so hard to live 
between cit ies and cit ies 
a s treet , 
a trolley, 
every th i i^ piles up 
so the 
eternal season 

of disappointment can surv ive . 

2 

You can't s t ro l l 
through the sands 
if there are oppressor snai l s 
and submarine spiders . 
And yet, 
walking a little, ' 
turning to the left, 
you get to the jungles 
and the* r i v e r s . 
It's not that I want 
to get away from life, 
it 's just that I have 
to get c loser to death. 

3 

It's not that I want 
to protect my steps: 
it's just that every little while 
they spring an ambush on us , 
every Uttle while they steal 
our letters, 
every little while 
they snare us . 

4 

It's better: I recommend it: 
T o get away for awhile 
from the uproar 
and get to know 
the unknown j u i ^ l e s . 
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E A R T H P O E M S 

3 

I want two geraniums to 
sprout out of my eyes, 
two white roses from my forehead, 
and from my mouth 

(whence my 
words spring) 
a strong perennial cedar, 
that'll shade me when 
I burn inside and out, 
that'll give me a breeze when the r a i n 
drenches my bones. 
Pour water on me every 
morning, f resh from the 
nearby r i v e r , 
so I ' l l be fer t i l i zer 
for my own vegetables. 

4 

Everything's wood, the condors, 
the masks , the r i v e r s and the 
dark honeysuckles. 
The trees have roots in 
the ground, in the pavement, 
in the sidewalks, in frozen 
bread, and even in the tree 
Itself. 
Cement is a tree, 
gold is tree, 
tree pure i ro . i 
and wood the c r y s t a l s . 
Everything's l . slender root, the 
vine's foundations, 
the neckties' buttons, 
the buckles of my wrinkled 
guts. Everything's wood, the 
dawn of your sleepy eyes, 
the fingers of my clenched 
hands, the sun in Its turbulent 
setting. 

5 

Everything's the color of leaves, 
green, sky-blue, bright 
yellow. 
Everything comes falling down 
to the same rhythm 
of the leaves. 
No! don't look now for 
green among the boots, 
the green of the unreachable pastures 
the green in your tangled eyes. 
Everything w i l l c lear up later on. 
L a t e r on wi l l be the time 
for hanging leaves,* 
for leaves trodden in 
into the ground, 
for leaves in their bud 
and in their burrow. 

6 

The sugar tastes like fresh 
ants, 
like spiders ' webs In the ground, 
like wet flowers between naked r i v e r s 
T h i s is the sugar in my dulcified 
flank, 
ashtrays with burnt cigarettes, 
the a r m s of 
narrow cha ir s . 
You can change the world, 
sugar, 
turn the most salty sweet, 
turn sugar the furnished 
urine, 
turn sugary eyes 
burning in pangs 
of death. 
You can enter the blood, 
weaken the world, 
squash it with its mouth full , 
in its sweet burnt-out bottom. 

- J A V I E R H E R A U D 
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K Artistt and w r H a r s protatt 

Support SPOOK GOODMAN 

OOFFIN FERBER RASKIN 

P R O T E S T / M P R t s o m e N T o r 

L e Roi Jones 

Aft\d.% and w r H a r s protatt 

Sixteen major contemporary artists and eighteen Important 
and influential poets have gotten together and expressed 
their thoughts about the war in Vietnam. 

P O R T F O L I O AVAILABLE T H R O U G H 

THE ANSWER 
I went there and expected to like it, dig it as you know how you'll /eeZsomething, 

what people have sa id , tracings, words dropped by those who have gone and come back, a 
certain evidence. But I didn't go decided as it were , for I went too with a life-load at pre 
conception, learnt images - even at thirty the v e r y good U . S. public school training, its 
residue cannot be entirely gone. And so I went expecting certa in vague almost indefineable 
drawbacks to what otherwise would be a good thing, a great thing, a necessary thing. When 
I got back the shortest thing I could think of to say to people was "everythi i^ you've ever 
heard about Cuba i s a Ue, even the good things!" S e v e r a l friends took offense at that, r e 
sented my thinki i^ they only read the yellow pres s and nothing e l se . Of course I didn't mean 
exactly that; I was including myself in the accusation. But I don't know. I'd s tart to talk, 
look for the words and people who seemed involved at f i r s t would later look away. I myself 
trai led off. I began to find myself unable to f inish phrases , complete any thoughts in de
scription. It was impossible . 

I worked on the poems - they said it better. There I sa id "create / a new language 
for this, we must, the old / i s swollen / foreskin with no place to go" and again "these 
words have gone back / recovered original f o r m / tense / place / the absolute center . " 
That was the only way for it , rea l ly . I stayed with the a r t i c l e s , though, wrote six or eight 
of them feeling impelled to say it to more than could / would read the poems. At one point 
I wrote anything that came to me; experiences, conversations, even s tat is t ics . The for
m a l ar t ic les I sent off to magazines that would have them. Notes, impress ions culled from 
a journal I had kept, those I sent off to friends everywhere, typed endless copies and c a r 
bons. 
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A rabbi in Princeton, New J e r s e y wrote: "to v i s i t . . .Cuba i s not, as you wel l kpow, 
a 'privilege' readily granted those of us confined in this particular 'free world- c o r r a l , so 
we must depend on you to diminish our tragical ly self-binding, self-defeating and s e l f - i m 
posed cu l tura l blockade. " But I hadn't been telling it, I don't think. Not rea l ly . I'd been 
too involved in how to tel l it. 

W e l l , i t 's time to stop this r idiculous posture, attention to the craft , fear of not 
doing it just ice , trying to find new words , etc. We're stuck with the old ones, the old r e a d 
er too and the old wr i t er . This time around I'd like to forget a l l that--and t ry to remember . 
R e a l l y remember . What is w a s / i s l ike. Why I've half a head of grey hair c reep ir^ over the 
dark brown at thirty, blossomed in that death and being born again in Habana. What 
did it mean? Why 1 take refuge now, in Mexico City , in the Cuban embassy for hours of ccffee 
and conversation, closing the doors temporari ly on a world 1 feel 1 wi l l never be able to get 
used to fully again. How to go beneath stat is t ics , admirable journal ism and a l l accepted 
pract ice . T e l l it as it i s . 

So I won't spend time here on the f irs t country in Lat in A m e r i c a freed of i l l i t eracy , 
the excellent medical program for a l l , an educational program in which almost every adult 
on the is land has reached sixth grade, the food situation in face of the blockade (three q u a r 
ters of a pound of meat a week for everyone, a quart of milk a day for every child under 
twelve, a chicken a week for adults and chi ldren al ike, plentiful seafood free of ra t ion i i^ , 
e t c . ) . - the progress in agriculture - the one greatly emphasized f i e l d - , new housing , 
fishing fleet, shipbuilding industry, the incredible cane fields, etc. Nor w i l l I dwell on the 
mater ia l hardships:a raft of 1959 model Amer ican c a r s going to ruin without new parts , the 
lack of attractive merchandise in the shops, ration books, hard work. I ' l l talk instead about 
those things you can't talk about. 

Oh, F ide l , a man who spends twelve hours even now with a s ick cow in the E s c a m -
bray, a man who made the transition from mountain to prime minister 's office and lost 
neither his humility nor his s k i l l in the process . A man who walks among his people un
guarded—and they're a l l armed. A man who has forbidden the cult of his person to include 
statues or street names or institutions, yet the cult of his person is r e a l and deserved and 
healthy; in what other country on earth do the people c a l l their prime minister by his f i r s t 
name—and mean i t ? 

Oh, the ease, the sense of r e a l p leasure , the anguish lost and the full hole that 
leaves—when money ceases to be the goal and the reason for life ! Haydee Santamaria , 
director of the C a s a de l i s A m e r i c a s and one who was with F i d e l from the beginning:"Every 
day money loses its sentimental value a bit more in Cuba. " And Sergio, wa lk i r^ through 
the streets: "For the f irs t time in my life 1 feel good about spending five cents, a peso, ten 
pesos. Knowing the money i s going somewhere, for the good of everyone, not just s toppi i^ 
short in some fat pocket!" And the r e a l absence of the urgency, that mord?ey on the baek of 
even the least of us—how to "make it", keep going, "make ends meet. " It's a simple life 
when it's not hangir^ around your neck. 

Walking around a housing project in the village of Baracoa in Oriente Province . 
The houses were "project" but pleasant, good mater ia l s , good space, individual gardens. 
Talk ing to the workmen and discovering that the humble farmers who would later occupy 
these houses were part of the crew putting in plumbing w i l l know how to use and take c a r e 
man who puts in his own plumbing w i l l know how to use and take care of it. Simple as life. 

Oh, the a i r , hot, wet, sensual in the extreme ! The endless palm trees , the end
less line of sea , the beaches that don't stop. The beaches filled with blacks and whites and 
never rea l l y fi l led, never crowded because they go on and on. And the people, on them to
gether. Oh, the "son", that quick insistent rhythm, that music a l l the time in the hand, in 
the foot, in the face. "Son" even as the soft drink name—taking the place of coca -co la ! 

And companero. C o m p a n e r a , The greeting. Be it cabbie or minister of education. 
The woman sell ing deodorant in the corner drugstore. The director of the ar t school , 
Cubanacan. It's tlie common denominator that connects, that pulls you together, that equa
l izes . The very r e a l salutation that has restored to every Cuban the human dignity with 
which he was born. 

Dignity. That goes for women too. And why not? Don't try to pass that " U . S . 
competition" over on us now; that's no solution. Centuries of Spanish tradition, the v i rg in i 
ty cult in a l l its suffocating horror hasn't been much bettered by the"women in business" 
north of the border. There it's an unnaturally forced solution that evens out the bedroom 
as w e l l as the office. Too often, that great autonational progress has brought with it new 
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problems, not the least being the growing alienation of human beings. But there's always 
the analyst /psychiatr i s t / therapis t /psychologis t /marriage councelor/business a d v i s o r / m i n 
i s t er /pr i e s t or 'divorce lawyer—the men we create to solve the problems we crea te—at 
prices to fit every pocket. Meanwhile, throughout Lat in A m e r i c a (and in most "underde
veloped" countries) women believe in their inferiority from the moment of birth. It 's no job 
to get them to accept as natural the terms of the contract In a l l stages of life. A l l th i s— 
both irrat ional sides of the coin—has disappeared or i s disappearing in Cuba. 

Your companera in the S i e r r a Maestra, the g i r l who held the rebel line next to you 
and used the same gun, took the same r i s k s , held the same belief in the same ultimate t r i 
umph, perhaps died—-she is seen, touched, understood for what she I s . Neither the c r a v 
ing equal- nor the timid inferior. When r e a l l i fe—and death—has been shared, there's not 
much room for an "arranged" woman's place. Women and men work together. E a c h a c 
cording to his or her individual talents, needs, des ires . The strong moral code of the 
Socialist Revolution—natural resul t of opposition to the previous regime of vice as prime 
export—has had its place. But everyone i s young in Cuba. 

In every direction: youth taking over. The average age of the nation's ambassa 
dors: 35. The director of the Minas de F r i o school—where six thousand study to be teach -
ers in an isolated mountain r e t r e a t — i s 23. F i d e l himself is not yet 40. And Cuban youth 
is moving like young people a l l over the world towards stripping contrived social inhibitions 
from the r e a l life energies. Soon Cuba w i l l have come into its "generation": a nation of 
working leaders educated within the revolution. After eight years the profile can be seen. 
The gusanos (those who harve left, who people Miami and New York) share a common trait : 
age. E i ther r e a l or assumed. Is this c l e a r ? A m 1 saying it r ight? C a n you see the nature 
of a l l human drives to capacity, including sex, love, being, man and woman moving In their 
true dimension, neither breaking under the weight of an I B M equalizer nor stagnating under 
the patched up double standard Lat in code of "morality". The "macho": nowhere. O r , to 
put It another way, . you won't get your a s s pinched by a soc ia l coward on the streets of H a 
bana! 

World jargon overcomplicating the facts: in a book called The Irrat ional Man, pop
ular with a friend—poet and profes sor—in the States, Wi l l iam B a r r e t says "Marxist man
uals of philosophy refer to a l l philosophies that deal with the human subject as forms of ' ir-
rat lonal lsm. ' f h e i i - rat ional ism, of course, consists in technical intelligence, in the power 
over things (and over men considered as things); and this exalting of the technical intel l i 
gence over every other human attribute becomes demonical in action " Thi s seems, at 
f irs t , a sane philosophy to "hang on to", certainly many steps above the " K I L L A C O M M I E 
F O R C H R I S T " banners waving along the sidelines at recent l iberal marches . The truth i s , 
it couldn't be further from the truth! Soc ia l i sm (on its way towards Communism)as experi 
enced in the new fronts—Cuba, the growing fight in other parts of Lat in A m e r i c a — e m p h a 
s izes a l l other human attributes: dignity, talent, need, beauty, the rights to eat, sleep, 
learn, keep healthy, in other words, and very sure ly , "the pursuit of happiness!" 

A l l over the world men are fighting in this pursuit of happiness. And they are dy
ing in it: V I E T N A M : "On one occasion, two Viet Cong prisoners Were being questioned a -
board a plane headed for Saigon. When the f irs t refused to answer, he was tossed out of 
the plane. " V E N E Z U E L A : "Another system commonly used to force pr isoners to talk is 
that of pulling out finger nails or cutting off, in the pr i soners ' presence, the f ingers, ears 
or sexual organs of another p r i s o n e r . " G U A T E M A L A : " . . . A s for Victor Manuel Gut ierrez , 
reports say that he died as a resul t of the 'hood' torture, in which the vict im dies of suffo
cation when a cork or rubber hood is placed over his head and tied tightly around his neck." 
C O L O M B I A : "Razed vi l lages, mass executions, indiscriminate bombing ra ids , the rape of 
women and g i r l s , the 'adornment' of fences with heads of men and women who were behead
ed for the cr ime of aspiring to live free of oppression. " V I E T N A M : "In a town in Kientuong 
Province, seven vi l lagers were led to the public square. The troops cut their abdomens 
open, pulled out their l ivers and exhibited them.These victims were women and ch i ldren . 
In another place a dozen mothers were beheaded in front of the other v i l lagers . At another, 
government forces brought pregnant women together in the public square on the pretext of 
honoring them. Once there, they ripped open the women's abdomens and pulled out the un
born infants. " B O L I V I A : "The fact that the Bol iv ian mil i tary goons have not yet yielded to 
the pressure of world public opinion for 45 days, which demands that Regis Debray and his 
companions be brought to t r ia l , indicates that they may have been tortured. " (AU quotes 
from Le Monde of P a r i s , Granma of Habana and The New Y o r k H e r a l d T r i b u n e ) . 
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In Cuba the situation, the "scene, " the truth i s what I have tried to say, magnified 
by a thousand. E l sewhere people are fightir^ for that truth and they are dying for it , and 
their deaths are hard ones. But Cuban poet Fe l ix P i ta Rodriguez says : 

B E C A U S E W E L O V E L I F E 

Because we love life 
we can fight to the death 

We want it to be known 
to be wel l understood, so that no one i s mistaken 
that these ten words circulate in our blood 
and course through our bodies and into our hearts 
where they are repeated day after day 
in voices muffled and profound 

Because we love life 
we can fight to the death 

We want it to be known 
we want everyone on earth to l isten to us careful ly 
and know that every person here c a r r i e s 
these ten words written on his forehead, floating 
in his pupils, sheltered 
in the nests of his clenched fists 

We want it to he known 
that here no one i s blind 
here no one walks with his eyes closed ^ 
nobody stumbles around in the darkness 
or ca l l s himself U l y s s e s ; there are no s i rens 
here we a l l kirow the way 
and the pr ice of the passage 
here we a l l say 

because we love life 
everything we have c a r e s s e d 
that which has existed 
for eternities (the alchemy of dreams) 
and those things which are so close 
so much our own, undiluted 
in our blood, the jubilation 
limited to a certain name 
or a few family names 
the cultivated manners 
which are so mysteriously congruent 
with the pulse erf our own hearts , 
we can fight to the death 

We want it to he known 
to be w e l l understood, so that no one i s mistaken 
that here we can a l l say 

Because we love life 
the l ^ h t of the patio, the sun on the eaves 

, that twisted branch of the orange tree 
beside the wa l l 
the humble stones of a nameless s treet 
so distant that it seems to enter 
into the mythology of the soul , 
we can fight to the death 
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We want it to be known 
We want everyone on earth to l isten 
Here no one i s blind 
Here we a l l know 

We know, yes we know 
that it i s possible to snap 
the slender wire that s tr ings together 
life's s m a l l moments —"unknowing 
and banal, insignificant, a l ien 
belonging to others — here 
in this so l i tary universe 
a nostalgic t err i tory , our own. 
A l l this, in a game 
both fateful and c r u e l , can be 
suddenly exposed and lost 

We know 
here no one walks with h is eyes closed 
here no one i s blind 
here we a l l have our e a r s tuned in 
to the beating of our hearts . 
That i s the voice that orders and directs 
and gives us our sentence 

Because we love life 
because we love 
things that happy hands 
create and build 
without thinking that it i s a l l 
made for those who 
have not yet been born 

T o death we w i l l fight 
to defend life ( t r a n s , by L i o n e l Keams) 

T h i s is an answer. It i s the only answer and it I s a conscious answer . And after a l l this, 
rambling, it's s t i l l only a s m a l l part of what I found in Cuba. —Margaret Randall 
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GRANMA INTERVIEW WITH DR. ALBERT SABIN 

H E A L T H A N D 
E D U C A T I O N IN C U B A 

The f o l l o w i n g interview with D r . A . 
S a b i n , inventor o f the o r a l polio vacaine, 
was printed Deaerber 2 4 , 1967, i n L a 
G r a n m a , t h e Cviban i n t e r n a t i o n a l newsweekly. 
D r . Sabin is presently DtstingirCshed 
Service Professor o f M e d i c i n e at the U n i 
versity o f C i n a i n n a t t i . 

Dr. Sabin, what are your general impressions 
of your visit to Cuba? 

This is my fourth visit to Cuba. I was here be
fore In 1940,1949 and 1951, and now again after 
approximately 17 years. Obviously,', Cuba now 
is different from vdiat it was before, but in the 
short time I've been here I've been most im
pressed hy two things: one, the extraordinary 
efforts that have gone into providing education 
at all levels, beginning from early childhood to 
primary, secondary, pre-university and uni
versity. 

I've been tremendously impressed, as I drove 
through Marianao, to see this former city of 
wealth transformed Into a city of schools. One 
hundred and thirty-four thousand students who 
are now boarding in schools in different parts of 
Cuba Is to me a most impressive achievement, 
and I regard it as a very important investment 
in the future. 

Everyone has been very polite to me, and I have 
been smoking far too many cigars every day. 

Dr. Sabin, what are your impressions of public 
health, medicine, education and technology 
programs in Cuba? 

Well, this covers almost all the fields of my 
special interest and inquiry during this visit. 
F irs t , on public health, 1 would say that the 
most impressive thing that I heard and also 
saw, to a considerable extent, is the provision 
of medical services in the rural areas and in 
areas that are very sparsely inhabited and 
usually difficult to reach. 

•) 

It was interesting to me to find not only the 
large number oi hospitals that have been built, 
particularly in the rural areas,not only the new 
dispensaries and clinics that have been estab
lished throughout the country, but also to find 

, what has been done in providing doctors and 
other medical service people for these new in-
stitiitions. 

I was very curious to know what happened in 
Cuba, particularly in the light of the fact that 
somewhat more than 2000 Cuban physicians 
left the country since 1959. Now, in a country 
that did not have too many physicians, perhaps 
not enough physicians to begin with, the sudden 
loss of almost one third of the total number of 
physicians would represent a challenge and 
almost a catastrophe tu any nation. 

Accordingly, I think it ia extremely interesting 
to find that not only have many doctors been 
trained during the past eight years to make up 
for those who have left the country but also 
many new ones have been created. Specifical
ly, I remember some figures that show that 
vMle in 1958 there were close to 6300 doctors 
in Cuba—and remember that 2000 of those left 
—and there are now close to 6900. 

Just this year almost 500 new ones have been 
graduated. There are many more in training, 
so that it is expected that in the next two years 
perhaps almost 800 to 1000 new doctors will be 
added each year. Now, this is not only a ques
tion of producing more doctors, but how to use 
them. There was always a problem in Havana, 
in Cuba: most of the doctors wanted to stay i 
in Cuba: most of the doctors wanted to stay in 
Havana. That's where the life was better, that's 
where the universities were, that's where the 
possibilities for learning more about the devel
opments of medicine were, and so almost 63 
per cent of all the doctors used to be in Ilavana. 
And the majority of the rest of the pojjulation of 
Cuba had very few doctors, 

Now it seems that the Government of Cuba does 
not force the doctors to leave Havana, and there 
are still a very disproportionate number of doc
tors in Havana; almost 53 percent of all the doc
tors now in Cuba are in the Havana area, but 
the students—medical students who receive 
complete support for their education, not only 
get their education free; they are also giv
en allowances, and they are supported hy the 
people to get their medical education—are re
quired to spend the first two years after they 
have finished their six years of study and train
ing to work in some rural area, and these new 
doctors actually provide a great deal of the im
portant medical service in the rural areas. I 
understand, I don't know if that is correct, I 
haven't double-checked (I find I have to double-
check everything) (laughs) but I was told the 
doctor who spends two years in the rural areas 
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actually fulfills his military service require
ments. Is that generally right? (THEY R E 
P L Y : That will probably be true in the future.) 
That instead of spending two years entirely in 
that service in the rural areas is regarded as 
a service to the people comparable to.Iet's s ^ , 
service in the army; but that isn't too im
portant except in relation to other countries, 
where doctors have to spend two years of their 
life with the armed services. 

Now, this provision of medical services has 
had an Immeasurable impact on the health of 
the nation, and this can be measured in a vari
ety of ways. The rate of mortality has gone 
down; fewer children die from infectious dis
eases in the first one or two years of life; cer
tain diseases have been markedly reduced, and 
some have been eliminated; for example, mal
aria has been almost completely eliminated. 
There were only seven eases reported, of ori 
gin in Cuba, in this past year, and this has been 
confirmed by the Pan American health organi
zations. There has been a marked reduction 
from some thousands that have occurred before. 
There has been a marked reduction in tubercu
losis, which is still a very important disease. 
There has been a marked reduction in diarrheal 
diseases of children. There has been a marked 
reduction in other infectious diseases, and to 
me, of course, of special interest is the almost 
complete elimination of poliomyelitis. I think 
I' l l leave that for the moment and say something 
about the aspect of the development of science 
and technology and scientific research in Cuba. 
I had an opportunity to have some idea of what 
is going on not only by visiting the National 
Institute of Hygiene, but also by visiting the 
very remarkable new Center for Scientific 

Investigation, which is partly already completed 
and partly under construction, and also in my 
discussion with Dr. Nunez Jimenez of the Cuban 
Academy of Soience. 

Now, the future of any country, whether it is 
developing, mostly developed or highly devel
oped, depends very largely on the level of 
scientific and technological development of a 
large portion of its people. Because not only 
agricultural and industrial development cannot 
make proper progress without the new know
ledge from science and technology, but the cre
ation of new industries, the development of new 
jobs, everything that has to go into the creation 
of a high standard of living at the present time, 
must be based on scientific and technological 
manpower. Scientific and technological man
power is an even more important resource of 
a country than minerals, or oil, or other nat
ural resources that may be in the soil. Cuba 
has not had, in the past, a tradition of develop

ing scientific or technological people to any 
great extent, because its industrial and agricul
tural development did not seem to call for that 
very much. In addition' to that, just like a 
large number of doctors who left Cuba, there 
were also teachers, professors and engineers, 
who left the country. I don't know how many. 
I didn't look into that. Cuba was faced with the 
problems of finding teachers at all levels—for 
science and technology—finding teachers not 
only for the universities and institutes but also 
for secondary schools and pre-university 
schools, where you must prepare the students. 
And there's a great shortage of that in Cuba, 
But it is evident that there is now in operation 
a program for developing teachers, first of all, 
who are highly trained in science, and at the 
same time to develop people who can carry on 
research in various scientific and technological 
fields. 

The Institute for Scientific Investigation which I 
visited this morning, that I said was partly com
pleted and partly under construction, has im
pressed me tremendously with, first of all, the 
beauty of the place and the excellent laborator
ies that have already been built and with the 
very large amount of excellent scientific equip
ment. Now, 1 know that equipment like that 
does not grow on trees and isn't made in Cuba. 
We've been told that it takes a lot of sugar to 
buy that kind of equipment. Sugar means "mon
ey" also. Now, this is very important, because 
it means to me that someone had to make a de
cision; whether, for that money, to buy new 
tractors or to buy new machinery to make.let's 
say, more food for the people right away. They 
could've done that, or make more clothing or 
other things, or to invest in the future. This 
was an investment in the future. And I think 
this is a very good investment in the future. 
And just as the Cuban Government has made the 
decision to Invest a great deal of its own energy 
in education, so I think it is very important that 
it has begun and will probably have to do more, 
to invest in scientific equipment, which, of 
course. Is more difficult because that takes 
foreign exchange. That is a very good and im
pressive beginning, and from that Institute one 
can expect within a numberof years to come the 
professors forthe universities and teachers for 
the pre-universities and secondary schools, 
and, above all, the scientists, who will have lo 
work in different fields. 

Scientific research, in a developing country, is 
not just another cultural activity which contri
butes to the richness of human life, like music 
or art or literature, which are all important, 
but it contributes, it has another very important 
function, and that is to study in a scientific way 
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the special problems of importance in the eco
nomic development of the country. Whether in 
agriculture, mining or energy or industry, it is 
necessary to do research, to develop special 
solutions to problems in order to increase the 
production of the country, the general standard 
of living which ultimately should provide a bet
ter life for the people. I would say that many 
people are suffering now. There's not enough 
milk, not enough meat; there has to be ration
ing, and there is not enough to buy certain 
things,but it seems to me that this is the sacri 
fice that has to be made by ail people in order 
first of all to make sui'c that some people don't 
have too much and others have nothing, and, 
secondiy, that there will be an investment in 
the future so that the future life will be better 
for all. Cuba has a long way to go on that, be
cause it started from almost nothing, but I 
think the efforts are promising, and one can 
only hope that the government will realize that 
this is a very wise investment. Just how much 
should be invested is difficult for any outsider 
to say. So these, in general, are my impres
sions on these particular fields, a very long 
answer to a very short question. 

What is your opinion, Dr. Sabin, on the devel
opment of the program of antipollomyelltis in 
Cuba and its results? 

In the first place, I must say that Cuba Is the 
only country that has eliminated poliomyelitis 
in Latin America, and I am very familiar with 
the problems of elimination of polio in many 
countries in the world, but particularly in Latin 
America. Cuba started, in 1962, with amass 
campaign and very quickly diminished the num
ber of cases. I believe that, since 1963—that is, 
1963 and 1964—there was only one case each 
year, in persons who were not vaccinated. And 
since 1965, '66, and '67 there has not been 
a single case. I'm a very critical person, par
ticularly in the field in which I have some com
petency and knowledge, and I wanted to make 
sure that this elimination of polio was not a 
statistical one, on paper, but it was a real one, 
and I (spent a great deal of time discussing and 
looking into the question of the occurrence of 
patientp with diseases that might be similar to 
poliomyelitis. And on the basis of the informa
tion that I have seen,"-one can rest assured that 
there has actually been a complete elimination 
of poliomyelitis in Cuba, which has persisted 
for all .these years. 

( 
The mechanism by which this has been achieved 
is unique and special. Mass vaccination pro
grams of one kind or another have taken place 
in many countries. We had wonderful mass 

vaccination programs in the U . S . , where, in 
about one year, 100 million people were vac
cinated, and there have been a number of very 
good initial mass vaccination programs in 
other Latin American countries. The problem, 
however, has been of maintaining the immuni
zation of the new children that are bom each 
year. Cuba has developed a remarkable sys
tem based on Its well-organized public health 
organization and system. Because there are 
divisions with certain responsibilities in vari
ous provinces and regions and areas of small 
population. 

The people have the responsibility of public 
health in those regions. They have also been 
able to engage the various groups in cities and 
outside cities that are not organized for public 
health. For example, the Committees for the 
Defense of the Revolution have certain respon
sibilities in public health, and one person in 
each Committee has responsibility for a very 
small group of people and helps in carrying out 
the immunization of children. 

And in rural areas, the organizations,of small 
farmers are very well organized. It seems 
that each year, on a special day, there is Polio 
Vaccination Day. And it's organized like clock
work. Because of the tremendous and beauti
ful decentralization of the ultimate activity, 
only one person has responsibility for a very 
small group of children in his immediate neigh
borhood; and because the vaccine is distributed 
very nicely the night before, the whole country 
has the children vaccinatedinavery short time. 
It can even be half an hour to one hour after six 
in the morning rings. 

I couldn't believe how it is possible to achieve 
an immunization of 98 or 99 percent of all the 
children in the nation. Apparently, it is this 
extraordinary organization which works not 
only in a single year as a momentary, transi
tory effort, but is done year after year. And 
I think certainly that it would be worth the ef
fort to work a little while this way to eliminate 
poliomyelitis completely. Poliomyelitis has 
been eliminated completely in many other coun
tries with well-organized health services, but 
in tropical and subtropical areas this had been 
very difficult.. As I said before, Cuba is the 
only country in Latin America in which polio
myelitis has been completely eliminated, and 
I think it is a very remarkable example of an 
extraordinarily efficient public health organiza
tion with the cooperation of the general public. 

* 
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A VISIONARY NOTE ON CESAR VALLEJO 

I n the vrlddte of the tremendous 91st P l a t e 
o f Jerusalem, h a v i n g o v e r t h r o w n everything 
o u t i o a r d i n worship as a d i s t r a c t i o n , f r o m the 
human, B l a k e isolates the f o l l o w i n g l i n e : 

So Los c r i e d at his A n v i l i n the 
h o r r f - b t e darkness weeping. 

T t is a n i m a g e o f t e r r i b l e , paser a n d beau
ty: the artist as smith i n u n w a v e r i n g f i d e l 
ity to his task, h a r m e r i n g f a r m out o f matter 
t h a t is loaded w i t h m i d n i g h t , i n m i d n i g h t , 
w i t h only the sparks a n d the e t e r n a l l y eva
sive promise o f becoming to l i g h t his Way. 
The - 2 0 t h century poet pretty much begins at 
this point or, one m i g h t say, realises this 
point m o r e clearly t h a n those who could, i n 
good f a i t h , believe i n God. Yet to be a.poet 
i n any Way tkat~ the n a m i n g nukes sense is to 
believe i n God; to move other men i n l a n g u a g e 

requires trust i n the moment o f c r e a t i o n — 
w i t h o u t such trust, a n d the sustenance i t 
gives, poetry is a shell, a p a r l o r game, or 
sinply a m a n i f e s t a t i o n o f modem man lost i n 
the streets a n d cities of his desire. T h e r e 
is this P e r u v i a n , C e s a r V a l l e j o , who seems to 
d r a g out o f the Andes a n d pass B l a k e at his 
a n v i l as C h r i s t is being i r r p o r t e d to South 
A r m r i c a ; i n the glances they exchange is the 
s u f f e r i n g o f N e o l i t h i c man a n d the knowledge 
t h a t poetry as a r t is dead. T h e r e is only 
the human to be expressed. B u t V a l l e j o is 
m i r ' e d i n C h r i s t a n d t h e r e is a heaviness 
t h a t seems c o n g e n i t a l t h a t he can only u n 
derstand i n M a r x , or can believe M a r x can 
l i f t . I am saying t h a t a f t e r V a l l e j o , the 
j i g is u p : man must attend to his s u f f e r i n g 
as something p r i o r to any m e a n i n g f u l utter
ance. 

C l c o j t o n E s h e l m m 
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CESAR VALLEJO: 
POEMAS H U M A N O S 

And if after so many words 
the word doesn't survive ! 
If ;ifter the b ird ' s wings 
the bird standing doesn't survive ! 
Much better in fact 
that they eat it a l l up, fuck it! 

T o have been born in order to live off our death! 
To get up from sky towards earth 
through one's own disasters 
& glimpse the moment for putting out one's shadow with one's darkness 
Much better frankly 
that they eat it a l l up, so w h a t ! . . . 

And if after so much history we succumb 
no longer from eternity 
but from those simple things, Uke being 
home or starting to think! 
And then if we find 
a l l at once that we Uve, 
to judge by the height of the s t a r s , 
by the comb & handkerchief s ta ins ! 
Much better i n fact 
that they eat it a l l up, of course ! 

It w i l l be sa id that in one 
of our eyes we have much sorrow 
& likewise in the other, much sorrow 
& in the two, when they look, much s o r r o w . . . 
T h e n ! . . . Of c o u r s e ! . . . T h e n . . . why bother! 

T H E M I L L I O N A I R E W A L K N A K E D 

The milUonaire walk naked, barebacked! 
Disgrace to the one who builds his deathbed with t r e a s u r e s ! 
A world to the one who greets; 
an armcha ir to the one who sows in the sky; 
tears for the one who finishes what he does, keeping the beginnings; 
spur -wearer walk! 
won't last long w a l l on which another w a l l isn't growing; 
give to the miserable a l l his m i s e r y , 
bread to the one who laughs; 
make triumphs lost & doctors die; 
milk be In blood; 
add a candle to the sun. 
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eight hundred to the twenty; 
eternity pass under the bridges I 
Scorn to the one who wears clothes, 
crown the feet with hands, fit them in their s i z e ; 
myself s i t next to me ! 
To weep having fit in that belly, 
blessings for the one who sees a i r in a i r , 
many years of n a i l to the hammer- s t roke ; 
s tr ip the naked, 
d r e s s the cape in pants, 
shine the copper at expense of its leaf, 
royalty to the one who fal ls from clay to universe , 
mouths weep, looks groan, 
stop that s tee l f rom enduring, 
thread to the portable horizons, 
twelve cit ies to the stone path, 
a sphere for the one who plays with his shadow; 
a one hour day for the husband & wife; 
a mother for the plow in pra i se of so i l , 
s e a l the liquids with two s e a l s , 
let the mouthful inspect, 
the descendents be, 
the q i ^ l be, 
the race of the poplar be, the tree be; 
counter to the c i r c l e the s e a conquqr Its son 
& weeping the grey ha ir ; 
re lease the a sps , mis ter men, 
harrow your blaze with the seven logs, 
l ive, 
the height r a i s e , 
the depth lower deeper, 
the wave drive its impulsion w a l k i i ^ , 
the vault's truce succeed! 
Le t ' s die; 
s crub your skeleton each day; 
pay no attention to me, 
a bird grab the despot & his soul; 
a -terrifying stain to the one who goes alone; 
sparrows to the astronomer, to the sparrow, to the aviator! 
r a i n , sun, 
keep an eye on Jupiter , on the thief of your gold idols , 
copy your letter in three notebooks, 
learn from the m a r r i e d folks when they speak, & 
from the lonely, when they're quiet; 
give the sweethearts something to eat, 
give the devi l in your hands something to drink, 
fight for justice with your nape, 
equalize yourse lves , 
let the oait be done, 
let the leopard between two oaks be done, 
let us be, 
let us be here , 
feel how the water s a i l s in the oceans, 
nourish yourse lves , 
conceive the e r r o r , since I ' m weeping, 
accept it while goats & kids s t i l l c lamber about the cl i ffs; 
make God break the habit of being a man, 
grow u p . . . ! 
They 're cal l ing me. I ' l l be back. 
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F A R E W E L L R E M E M B E R I N G A G O O D B Y E 

At the tip, in the end, terminal , 
I turn, returned & finish up & moan to you, giving you 
the key, my hat, this note for everyone. 
At the tip Of the key i s the metal where we should have learned to 
scratch off the gold, & there i s , in the end 
of my hat, this poor badly combed brain, 
&, terminal glass of smoke, on its dramatic role 
this p r a c t i c a l dream of my soul r e s t s . 

Goodbye, brother san pedros, 
heracl i tuses , erasmuses , spinozases! 
Goodbye, sad bolshevik bishops! 
Goodbye, disorderly governers I 
Goodbye, wine that's in the water Uke wine! 
Goodbye, alcohol that's in the r a i n ! 

Goodbye, l ikewise, I say to myself, 
bye bye, formal fUght of m i l l i g r a m s ! 
Likewise goodbye, l ikewise, 
cold of the cold & cold of the heat! 
At the tip, in the end, terminal , the logic, 
the boundaries of the f ire , 
the farewel l remembering that goodbye. 

T H E NINE M O N S T E R S 

And, unfortunately, 
pain grows in the world every moment, 
grows thirty minutes a second, step by step, 
& the nature of the pain is the pain twice 
& the condition of the voracious carnivorous martyrdom 
the pain, twice 
& the function of the very pure g r a s s , the pain 
twice 
Si the good of being, to bend us double. 

Never, human men, 
was there so much pain in the chest, in the lapel, in the wallet, 
in the glass , in the butcher's, in ari thmetic! 
Never'>so much painful tenderness, 
never did what i s far rush so c lose , 
never did the f ire ever 
play better its role of dead cold! 
Never, mis ter minister of health, was health 
more mortal , 
did the migraine extract so much forehead from the forehead! 
did furniture have in its drawer, pain, 
the heart in its drawer, pain, 
the newt in its drawer, pain. 
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The wretchedness grows, man brothers, 
sooner than the machine, than ten machines, & it grows 
with the cattle-head of Rousseau, with our beards; 
e v i l grows for reasons we know not 
& Is a flood with Its own Uquids, 
its own clay, its own soUd cloud! 
Suffering inverts positions, stages shows 
in which the watery humour i s v e r t i c a l 
to the pavement, 
the eye i s seen & this ear heard, 
Si this ear s tr ikes nine times at the hour 
of lightnii^, nine funhouse r o a r s 
at the hour of wheat, nine female sounds 
at the hour of weeping, nine canticles 
at the hour of hunger, nine thunders 
nine whips, minus a cr'y. 

The pain grabs us, man brothers , 
from behind, in profile, 
& drives us c r a z y in the movies, 
nails us up on the gramaphones, 
unnails us in bed, fal ls perpendicularly 
to our tickets, to our letters; 
& it is v e r y ser ious to suffer, one can p r a y . , . 
So because 
of the pain there are some 
who get born, others grow, others die, 
& others that get born & don't die & others 
who without having been born die & others 
who neither get born nor die (The majority) . 
And likewise because 
of the suffering I 'm sad 
to my head & sadder to my ankle 
seeing bread crucif ied, the turnip 
bloodsmeared, 
weeping, the onion, 
c e r e a l , in general , flour, 
salt turned dust, water fleeing, 
wine an E c c e - h o m o , 
the snow so pall id, such a red red sun! 

How, human brothers, 
not to tel l you that I can't stand anymore 6 
I can't stand anymore with so much drawer, 
so much minute, so much 
newt & so 
much inversion, so much far , so much thirst for more thirst ! 
Mister Minister of Health; what to do? 
A h ! unfortunately, human men, 
brothers, there i s much too much to do. 
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A B O N E C A T A L O G U E 

The multitude shouted: 
- - L e t him show both hands at once. 
And this was not possible. 
- - L e t them measure his steps while he weeps. 
And this was not possible. 
- - L e t him think an identical thought in the time 

it takes a zero to lie use less . 
And this was not possible. 
— L e t him do something crazy . 
And this was not possible. 
- - L e t between him & another man s i m i U a r to him 

a crowd of men Uke him intercede. 
And this was not possible. 
- - L e t them compare h im with himself . 
And this was not possible. 
- - L e t them c a l l him at last by his name. 
And this was not possible. 

w h e n p e o p l e 

a r e s i n g i n g . . . 

for love or for fun, for their rights, 
for a decent wage, for h u m a n 
dignity, against needless w a r . . . 

w e h e a r a b o u t i t . 

and furthermore we print 
the songs (with guitar chords) 
and tell you the full story 
in words a n d pictures. 

sing out! 
80 E . I Itb St., NYC 10003 

one year $5.00 two years $8.00 

so 

There .comes over me days a feeling so abundant, polit ical , 
for passion, for k iss ing tenderness on its two faces , 
& comes over me from far away a demonstrative 
passion, other passion to love, wil l ingly or by force , 
whoever hates me, whoever tears up the child's paper, 
the woman who weeps for the man who was weeping, 
the wine king, the water s lave, 
whoever hid in his wrath, 
whoever sweats, whoever walks by, whoever shakes himself in my soul 
And I want, of course , to settle 
the braid for whoever talks to me; the soldier's ha ir ; 
the light of the great; the greatness of the kid. 
I want to iron right off 
a handkerchief for whoever can't weep 
& when I 'm sad or happiness hurts me 
to mend the children & the geniuses. 

I want to help the good man be his Uttle bad 
& 1 need to be seated to 
the right of the lefthanded & respond to the dumb, 
trying to be useful to that man in 
some way, & also 1 want v e r y 
much to wash the cr ipple ' s foot 
& help my one-eyed neighbor sleep. 

A h to love this man, mine, this man, the 
ancient interhuman parochia l wor ld 's ! 
Wel l s up to my hair 
from the foundation, f rom the pubUc groin, 
& coming from far away makes me feel Uke kiss ing 
the s inger's muffler, 
whoever suffers, to k i s s him in his frying-pan, 
the deaf man in his courageous c r a n i a l murmur; 
whoever gives me what 1 forgot in my breast 
in his Dante, In his ChapUn, in his shoulders. 

I want, in order to end, 
when I ' m at violence's celebrated edge 
or my heart swollen s i ze of my chest, I'd like 
to help laugh whoever s m i l e s , 
to put a Uttle bird smack on the bastard's neck, 
to c a r e for the s ick exasperating them, 
to buy from the sa lesman, 
to help the k i l l e r k i l l - - t e r r i b l e th i r^- -
& to have been in everything 
straight with myself. 

TRANSLATED BY CLAYTON ESHELMAN 
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WORDS OF WISDOM 

i 'm not normally given to making 
solemn statements 
but in this case i 'm going to make an exception 

one becoz I've learned sumtbing and i ' m a slow learner 
two becoz it needs s a y i i ^ 

it's such an elementary thot 
you'd think they'd hav 
taught it us 
in elementary school 
but they don't 

you can either l e a r n it 
the hard way 
like eddie the roofer 
rott ir^ at fort polk 
or the easy way 
like me 
by way of draft counseling 

the drafted and those 
about to be 
cum running to me 
at the last minit. 
too late this time a year ago 
you might hav been able to save yourself , 
they are a l l everyone of them suffering f r o m 
a common delusion a chronic disease 
they think that if they forget 
abt the state the state w i l l forget abt them 
wel l it won't ^ 

if you hav / know / see / k i s s / hav 
any 17-year-old 
children 
please 
glv them a message for me 
psst ! Uttle chi ldren 
i hav sumth i i^ to te l l you 
DON'T F O R G E T A B T T H E S T A T E B E C O Z T H E S T A T E W O N ' T F O R G E T A B T Y O U 

—Robert Head 
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2 POEMS BY MARGE PIERCY 

CURSE OF THE EARTH MAGICIAN ON A METAL LAND 

Marching, a dream of wind in our chests, 
a dream of thunder in our legs 
we tied up midtown Manhattan for half an hour, 
the Revolutionary Contingent and Harlem, 
but it did not happen 
because it was not reported in any newspaper. 
The riot squad was waiting at the bottom of 42nd Street 
to disperse us into uncertain memory. 
A buffalo said to me 
I used to crop and ruminate on LaSalle Street in Chicago 
and the grasses were sweet under the black tower of the Board of Trade. 
Now I stand in the zoo next to the yaks. 
Let the ghosts of those recently starved rise 
and like piranhas in ten seconds flat chew down to public bcmes 
the generals and the experts on anti-personnel weapons 
and the senators and the oil men and the lobbyists 
and the sleek smiliT^ sharks who will dance at the Diamond Ball. 
I am the earth magician about to disai^ar into the ground. 
This is butterfly's war song about to disappear into the fire. 
Put the eagle to sleep. 
I see from the aiternoon papers 
that we have bought another country 
and are cutting the natives down to build jet airstrips. 
A common motif in monumental architecture in the United States 
is an eagle with wii^s spread, beak open 
and the globe grasped In his claws. 
Put the eagle to sleep. 
This is butterfly's war song addressed to the Congress of Sharks. 
You are too fat, you eat bunches of small farmers like radishes for breakfast, 
you are rotting our teeth with your sugar 
refined from the skulls of Caribbean children. Thus far 
we have only the power of earth magicians, dream and song and marching, 
to dance the eagle to sleep. 
We are about to disappear into the fire. 
There is only time for a brief curse by a chorus of ghosts 
of Indians murdered with smallpox and repeating rifles on the plains, 
of Indians shot by the Marines in Guatemala, in Santo Domii^o, 
napalmed in the mountains of Bolivia last week. 
There will be no more spring. 
Your corn will sprout in rows and the leaves will lengthen 
but there will be no more spring running like clean water through the bones, 
no soft lime wind full of bees, no long prairie wind bearii^ feathers of geese. 
It will be cold or hot. It will step on your necks. 
A pool of oil will hang over your cities, 
oil slick will scum your lakes and streams killing the trout and the ducklings, 
concrete and plastic will seal the black earth and the red earth, 
your rivers will hum with radioactivity and the salmon float laelly up, 
and your moftntains be hollowed out to hold the files of great Corporations 
and shale oil sucked from under the Rockies tili the continent buckles. 
Look! children of the shark and the eagle 
you have no more spring. You do not mind. 
You turn on the sunlamp and the airconditioning 
and sit at the television watching the soldiers dance. 
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COMMUNITY 

Loving feels lonely in a violent world, 
irrelevant to people burning like last year's weeds 
with bellies distended, with fish throats agape 
and flesh melting down to glue. 
We can no longer shut out the screaming 
that leaks through the ventilaticHi systems, 
the small bits of bone in the processed bread, 
so we are trying to make a community 
warm, loose as hair but shaped like a weapon. 
Caring, we must use each other to death. 
Love is arthritic. Mistrust swells like a prune. 
Perhaps we gather so they may d^ one big cheap grave. 
From the roof of the Pentagon which is our Bastille 
the generals armed Uke Martians watch through binoculars 
the campfires cf draftcards and barricades on the grass. 
All summer the helicopters whine over the ghettoes. 
Casting up jetsam of charred fingers and torn constitutions 
the only world breaks on the door of morning. 
We have to build our city, our camp 
from used razorblades and bumpers and aspirin boxes 
In the shadow of the nuclear plant that kills the fish 
with coke battle lamps f Uckerlng 
on the chemical night. 

Serve Your Country 

Don't Go to Vietnam 
If jrouf Bovemment is waging a criminal war do you serve 
the country best by cooperating? 

Who served Germany best under Hitler? Those W I K I obeyed 
orders and helped kill the Jews? Or the handful of Ger
mans who chose prison arxl even death rather than co
operate? 

Who uptield Russian honor in 1956? Those wtw obeyed 
orders, marched into Hungary, and shot down students 
and workers—or those troops vAio refused to fire? 

Who serves America best today? 

This nation wasn't built on "consensus" or "obedience" to 
ttie State. It was built by heretical Baptists, irresponsible 
Oiakers, headstrong Puritans, freedom-loving slaves, stub-
bom at»titiDnists—by people who believed tliey stioutd 
otiey their conscience rather than the State. 

Serve your country. Reaffirm the power of the individual 
conscience against the State. The war in Vietnam is a 
crime. Do not cooperate. 

Send 10c for njpt^t With the Draftr or $1 for a large 
Peace Packet to: 

W A R R E S I S T E R S L E A G U E 
OaptBA 5 Beekman Street, New York 10038 
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The mob within the heart 
PoUce cannot suppress 

—Emily Dickenson 

!waC !waC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC 
!waC ^ !waC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC 
!waC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC 
!waC Iblac IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC 
!waC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC 
!waC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC 
!waC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC IwaC 
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factory smoke stacks disappear peacefutty 
tike a farmhouse 
disappearing 
each silent stream o f smoke peaceful as the people 
inside their grey houses staring at the f o u r walls 
each night h e a r i n g the trains pass 
each blast o f sound a c h i l l o f l i b e r a t i o n . 
And now the sky is black and clear 
I can see each star 
alone i n the black sky 
shipments o f n a p a l m ease across A m e r i c a 
the young soldier g u a r d i n g i t 
is counting the stars 
clear Nebraska night 

—Jerry Badanes 

B u t i n those places where this miserable peace which 
we endure has not been broken, what should our task be? 
To free ourselves at any price, 

—Che G u e v a r a 




