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CHEYENNE AUTUJVi.N 

My father was friends vd th several 
Cheyenne Indian families who had 
been relegated to the creeks and 
river bottoms (there is irony here 
somewhere in that our land had been 
taken from these same native famil
ies). It was always an exciting 
adventure, breaking up the monotony 
of my dreary confinement to bed, 
when these Cheyenne families would 
stop by our place to see how the 
little patient was getting along. 
They came into our driveway in 
their rickety buckboards, the men 
in the springseat their big black 
hats pulled low over their heads 
and their long black double-braids 
ending in bright red ribbons hang
ing down their chests. The women 
and children crouched under faded 
blankets in the wagon-bed. Their 
inevitable dogs trotted in the 
shade provided by the buckboard, 
their tongues lolling and dripping 
in the summer heat. The Indian 
Chiefs (I assumed at age seven that 
all Indian males were Chiefs) stood 
at my bedside and called upon their 
gods to make me well and healthy 
again. But Ie in my sharp percep
tion , concluded from the half
amused expression on their faces 
that they had about as much faith 
in their gods as my atheist father 
had in a white god. I later learn
ed that one of these Cheyennes 
was a legitimate Chief by the nam~ 
of Chief White Fool. 

Tn the'early autumn as my health 
improved my folks would carry me 
to picnics in a small grove at one 
corner of our farm. It was only a 
scrub thicket of blackjack oaks. 
But to a child freed from the 
yearlong captivity of a sick-bed 
God never made a lovlier tree. Nor 
did grass I even though drying, ever 
smell sweeter. 

many nights had made it possible 
for me to forget my pain and fall 
asleep by snuggling up close to me 
while the rest of the house was dark 
a~d silent. The first thing Midge 
dld upon reaching the blackjack 
gro~e was to nose out a covey of 
quall who took off in a tremendous 
burst of life 

WATONGA, COMES FROM THE ARAPAHO 
INDIAN WORD "WATANGAA" WHICH MEANS 

"COYOTE WHO TELLS LIES" 

When I returned to school in Waton
ga I was considered a precocious 
child. My legs were still weak, and 
I and my brothers were conveyed the 
mile and a half in a rattletrap 
single-seat buggy -- the top long 
since torn away and lost in a rain
storm. The buggy was drawn by our 
trusty pony, Weary Willie, who 
shamelessly lived up to his name. 
My grades were always high and in 
high school I was editor of the 
school paper THE SHOTGUN. As edi
tor I put in a lot of my own poems, 
articles and short stories. I 
attended Southwestern College at 
Weatherford and got a life certifi
cate to teach in the state of Okla
homa. Although this was the home-
town of my now husband, I did not 
meet him until ~4l. I taught public 
school music for four years and was 
proud of the fact that my students 
earned more trophies than all the 
athletic teams put together. 

Music had been in my family ever 
since I can remember. My father was 
an "old time" fidlerJ his excellence 
and skill far surpassed any fiddling 
I have heard since either in personal 
performance or on records. And I have 
heard hundreds. One of the deepest 
disappointments of my life is that my 
father was never recorded. He knew at 
least 500 tunes which he had learned 
by ear and from sheet music and fiddle 

- books (he taught himself to read notes 
On the first of these p~cnics, I 
experienced an incredibly wonder
ful feeling; it was what I, imagine 
a released prisoner must feel upon 

'being turned free after a long and 
torturous incarceration. I was es
pecially happy when our dog Midge 
was allowed to go along. Midge on 

without ever having had a lesson). He 
obstinately refused to teach me the 
fiddle; he held to the old-fashioned 
view that women inherently were not 
equipped to master the fiddle (or 
violin as the instrument is known in 
more sophisticated society). However, 
I did learn to play the piano at my 



grandmother's house in Watonga and 
accompanied my father at the square 
dances all around the countryside 
where he was in great demand. A few 
farmers had pianos but most of them 
had old pump organs. I was too small 
to reach the peddles7 so the hostess' 
kids crouched-on the floor and pumped 
them with their hands while the danc
ers sashayed and promenaded, do-si
doed and alemanded right and left. 

THEY HANGED MY ANCESTOR 
LIKE A CO~MON HORSE THIEF 

The political impact of the 30's 
was so tremendous and multi-faceted 
that it is hard to capsulize this 
period. There was the Great Depres~ 
sion, the Dust Bowl, life-destroy
ing hunger in the Hoovervilles g and 
all the while war clouds loomed 
ominously on all sides. My own 
radicalization continued to grow 
with the unfolding of events. I 
quit teaching and entered Common
wealth College, a radical Labor 
School near Mena Arkansas. I im
mersed myself in Marxism and later 
directed radical music and drama, 
creating much of the material my
self (you can still find some of 
this material in the 42nd Street 
Library in New York City). At. Com
monwealth I learned about the 
Haymarket martyrs, about Federal 
troops breaking strikes with bul
lets and bayonets I lynchings of 
hundreds of Blacks, the Palmer 
Raids, the frame-up deaths of Sacco 
and Vanzetti and other innumerable 
crimes against the American people 
by incipient native fascists. 

Rebellion against injustice in the 
Cunningham family goes all the way 
back to William Wallace, the Scots 
patriot, who was hanged by the Eng
lish over six centuries ago (there 
has always been a William Wallace 
in the Cunningham generations). My 
great grandfather had a station on 
the Underground Railroad~ my grand
father, a Captain in the Union Army, 
fo t in 27 Civil War battles. My 

father, William Wallace Cunningham, 
was a Debs Socialist and remained so 
to the end of his life (on his death
bed in st. Anthony's Hospital at 
Oklahoma City, in his delirium he 
gave long speeches which he had been 
too shy to deliver at Socialist meet
ings). My late brother Bill published 
a novelized version of the Green Corn 
Rebellion wherein the Socialists in 
Southern Oklahoma tried to force the 
U.S. government to withdraw from 
capitalist World War I. (Oklahoma 
was full of Socialists at that time.) 
They issued a formal Declaration Of 
War I raised the Red Flag and began 
a march on Washington, hoping to 
gather forces along the way as was 
done by Coxieis Army. Thousands of 
anti-war Socialists were rounded up 
and herded into stockades, but their 
Declaration of War remains in force 
to this day. They failed in preserv
ing the lives of thousands of Ameri
can boys where Lenin succeeded in 
saving innumerable of his Soviet 
comrades from the insane capitalist 
slaughter pens by withdrawing his 
country from World War I. 

MY POLITICAL EDUCATION CONTINUES 

My real political education during 
the hectic 30's came not from read
ing but through indirect and direct 
participation, principally the latter. 
The story of the Bonus Marchers, 
where President Hoo,ver directed 
Do~glas McArthur and Patton to attack 
the veterans of World War I with tanks 
and machine guns, killing some and 
driving the rest from Washington; was 
told -to me by a veteran who had act
ually been there that desperate 
sun~er of 1932. This ghastly atrocity 
against the men who had put their 
lives on the line for their country 
turned me into an inveterate joiner 
of causes for human justice. buring 
that decade I joined, first of all, 
the Communist Party of the USA and 
its cultural arm, the John Reed Club. 
My father got me to join the Farmers' 
Union with him. I became a member 
of the Veterans of Industry of 
America, the Unemployed Council, the 
Workers' Alliance, League Against 
War and Fascism (inspired by the 
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Spanish Civil War), Southern Tenant 
Farmers Union, NAACP (I sang the 
beautiful Negro National Anthem 
with its stirring opening line, 
"Lift Every Voice And Sing" at many 
a Black meeting), Oklahoma Commit
tee For the Defense of the Scotsboro 
Boys, Milo Reno's Farm Holiday Asso
ciation, UCAPAWA (United Cannery 
Agricultural, Packing & Allied Work
ers of America). As the 30's ended 
I and nine others organized a group 
we called the Red Dust Players. We 
gave musical skits throughout south
ern and eastern Oklahoma to aid in 
the organizing drives of the STFU 
and the CIO Oil Workers. Earlier, 
in '37, I took part in a mass hun
ger march on Washington. 

THE THIRTIES ARE SPELLED 
STARVATION AND BLOOD 

My radicalization was completed by 
the Spanish Civil War (just as a 
generation later young Americans 
were turned radical by Vietnam). It 
was a clearcut case of fascism over
throwing a democratically elected 
republic. Franco invaded Spain with 
his Moorish hordes to establish a 
fascist dictatorship patterned after 
those existing in Nazi Germany .and 
Fascist Italy. Naive Americans were 
horrified by Franco atrocities as 
when thousands of Spanish civilians, 
turned back at the Portuguese bor
der, were herded into the Badajoz 

Bullring and machine-gunned to death 
(shades of the CIA supported Chilean 
Junta slaughtering Allende followers 
in the National Stadium). I and all 
Americans on the left organized many 
rallies in defense of the Spanish 
Republic. Even FDR didn't come away 
with clean hands from the events in 
Spain. All except fascist-minded Am
ericans were shocked when he joined 
Great Britain and France in embargo
ing arms with which the legitimately 
elected Spanish government could 
have protected itself. This embargo 
abandoned Spain to the Franco fas
cists aided by Mussolini's legions 
of ground troops and Adolph Hitler's 
Luftwaffe whose most infamous crime 
was the destruction of Guernica. 

(Picasso imortalized this atrocity 
in his famous painting.) 

Even though we filled Madison 
Square Garden and many other giant 
halls with protesters demanding an 
end to this embargo, FDR refused 
to yield. He had earlier shown 
his genocidal tendencies by turning 
back a shipload of Jewish refugees 
from Nazi Germany and dooming them 
to Hitler's crematoriums. Even 
before that FDR's government join
ed those of Great Britain and 
France in approving the re-arming 
of Nazi Germany by allied munitions 
makers. It was not out of altruism 
but out of their assistance in re
building the German war machine 



that Adolph Hitler awarded Iron 
Crosses to Henry Ford and Charles 
Lindburgh 1 prais them as "My 
best fr in" fu-nerica ... 
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Many wise minds warned correctly 
that the Spanish can ict was the 
rehearsal for World War II. Volun
~eers from various countries went 
to fight on the side of the Republi
can government. I myself recruited 
a few such volunteers for the Eugene 
V. Debs Brigade which merged with 
the American Abraham Lincoln Brigade. 

There is one point growing out of 
my personal experiences that I would 
like to make above all others: that 
is that from its very founding Amer
ica has had its fascist-minded ele
ments. Genocide has always played 
a front role. The Spanish Conquis
tadores massacred millions of 
Indians, all in the name of God. 

The Pilgrims on their way to wo'r
ship carried blunderbuses with 
which to kill Indians. Being from 
the Southwest, we know all about 
the massacre of men, women and 
babies at Sand Creek and General~ 
Custer's annihilation of Black 
Kettle's peaceful Cheyenne village 
on the Little Washita in Western 
Oklahoma. We know all about Wound
ed Knee I not duplicated until My 
Lai in Vietnam. The genocide of 
Blacks in America by the thousands 
was preceded by Hitler's extermina
tion of the Jews. 

SCOUNDREL TIME UNLIMITED 

From all this it is evident that 
the drive toward fascism in this 
country did not begin in the early 
1950's, as some would have us be
lieve I nor was it instigated by 
one lone isolated individual, name
ly demented Senator McCarthy. Our 
reactionary elements are trying 
desperately, turning out reams of 
propaganda and spending millions 
of dollars to create the false pic
ture that McCarthy wa's an aberration, 
a fanatical mutant. They are being 
unwittingly assisted in some cases 
by the veryv~ctims of McCarthyism, 

blaming all their troubles and 
those of their friends on this one 
man (autobiographical books are 
being published encompassing this 
theme, invariably by "big names"-
they can conveniently forget that 
the lives of thousands of little 
people, stagehands, teachers, tech
nicians in every field, even jani
tors and copy boys went down the 
drain. ) 

In the 60's thousands 'of Black 
civil rights demonstrators and 
anti-Vietnam War activists were 
jailed. And only yesterday Andrew 
Young, U.S. ambassador to the Uni
ted Nations, who himself was jailed 
during the clvil rights struggle 7 

pointed out that there are still 
thousands of political prisoners in 
American prisons. In Houston Texas 
mad-dog policemen dressed in blue 
are murdering Blacks and Chicanos 
with impunity. 

There has always been scoundrel 
time in the United States of Amer
ica. An intelligence dossier was 
started on my husband-to-be in 
1940 simply on the basis of a let
ter he had written to an Oklahoma 
City newspaper upholding the Con
stitutional guarantees of freedom 
of speech and press. I myself was 
hunted like a wild animal in the 
badlands of Oklahoma a full ten 
years before Joseph McCarthy ap
peared on the national scene. A 
rabid Hitler-loving Assistant 
County Attorney, John Eberle, raid
ed the Party bookshop and arrested 
eight Co~~unists. Four of them 
were later tried on charges of 
"Criminal Syndicalism," whatever 
that is. The four, Bob and Ina 
Wood, Eli Jaffe and Alan Shaw, 
were quickly found guilty by red
neck juries and sentenced to ten 
years on the hard rock pile at Mc
Alister Pen. The only evidence 
against them was a jail cell cram
med to the ceiling with books. 
Their convictions, due to the skilled 
legalistic maneuvering of two young 
Jewish lawyers from New York City, 
were later overturned by the Appeals 
Court. So much for "criminal syndi
calism" and all hail to freedom of 
the press. 
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HUNTED IN THE BADLANDS 
LIKE A WILD BEAST 

On the night of the day of the 
arrests oyr little troupe returned 
from a rally for the striking oil 
workers in West Tulsa where I had 
sung my "Judge Denton" song to the 
usual vast applause. It was very 
late, in fact almost morning, when 
we got back to Oklahoma City. The 
condition of our director's home 
made us realize we were next on Mr. 
Eberle's list. The apartment was a 
shambles, in complete disarray. The 
papers and books which had not been 
confiscated were strewn over the 
floors and trampled upon. Those of 
our group who had no direct ties to 
Oklahoma left the state immediately 
never to return. I, being a loyal 
Oklahoman apd disinclined to aban
dom my home state I £ound my way to 
friends living in a line shack hid
den in the red hills of western 

AN OIL DERRICK OUT BY WEST TULSA 

By Sis Cunningham 
Music: The Old Apple Tree 

Oh an oil derrick out by West Tulsa 
Lives in my memory 
It reminds me of Judge Denton 
He spent all his time inventin' 
How to cheat every man he did see. 

Now the Judge was a crafty old 
chisler 

With an anti-union policy 
Wel'l the union didn I t like it 
So they up and called a strike at 
The Mid-Continent Refinery. 

Now the Judge started herding the 
scabs in 

His finks and his gangsters were 
there 

He started shelling out the cash 
To rats and thugs and all such trash 
And the Tulsa Tribune got its share. 

Say goodbye, say goodbye 
Say goodbye to the Judge and 

his gang 
When the workers started chasin' 
The Judge he started racin,' 
Cause he ·knew if they caught 

him he would hang. 

, 

Oklahoma. I was back in the black
jack thickets. Rations were meager 
to say the least. Somedays we exis
te~ on a single meal consisting of 
frled water biscuits which had been 
dipped in one beaten egg: this one 
daily egg was divided among the 
seven of us. Meat in the form of 
jackrabbits zigzagging through the 
thickets and chaparral was plenti
ful , but we didn I t even have one 
cartridge for our .22 calibre rifle. 
Many an afternoon I lay hidden in 
the bunch grass on a hillside watch
ing the state troopers beating the 
bushes for me, .38 police specials 
in their hands and "Smokey the Bear" 
hats on their heads. Once Eberle 
had his pound of flesh, charges 
against me were dropped and I re
turned to my "~evolutionary" activ
itie~. 

--AGNES 'SIS: CUNNINGHAM 

So they chased him right out to 
the oil field 

And he shouted as he climbed up 
the rig 

"If you,hang me I will haunt you!" 
They sald "SQrry to disappoint you, 
But we'll bury you face down and 

let you dig." 

ISo the strikers climbed up on the 
crow's nest 

And they captured that crafty old 
bird 

Then they took a rope and strung him 
By the neck and then they hung him 
And now no more scabs doeS he hera. 

Say goodbye, say goodbye 
We've come to the end of our 

lyric 
All those anti-union ginks 
Had better watch their step 

by jinks. ' 
Or they too will hang from 

the derrick. 

-- ©1976 Sis Cunningham 

(This is one of the songs included 
on my LP SUNDOWN, Broadside No.9 
Folkways 5319.) , 



-8-

Words: © 1978 Carol Hanisch FIGHT ON SISTERS Tune: Based on "Roll On Columbia" by Woody Guthrie which was 
based on "Goodnight, Irene" by Huddie Ledbetter 

Our foremotners' visions would not let them rest. 
They fou&ht for their freedom from the east to the 

When we started this movement 'bout west. 

J Of 

They won some hard battles; we must win the rest 
So fight on sisters, fight on. 

that it 

.J 
lied. 

on. on. Our 

it wrong 

po-wer will grow and our dreams will be 

~~~~~~~~~~~1~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~NOW some say the problem is all in our head it J ) 1 \ ) ) J I a J J ': While others proclaim that our movement is dead 
t3 ~ p I j ~ ~ I t Z3 ~ I But we'll rise up again, our anger still red 

'- ~ And we'll fight on sisters, fight on. 
won, If we fight on, sisters, fight 

~*t~~I\ ~J ~A~~' ~11·.uand other songs for liberation 
......-

on - - - - • 
A songbook containing "Fight On Sisters" and nine more songs for women's and G\.JBERTY TREE 
people's liber.ation by Carol Hanisch is in preparation. Tapes will also be 
made available, hopefully in both 8-track and cassette. If you are interested 
in being notified when the songbook and/or tapes are ready, drop a note to 
Carol Hanisch, PO Box 7, New Paltz, NY 12561. 

Songs included are: 

I Gotta Learn to Sing 
Fight On Sisters 
Bedroqm Backlash 
You Better Stop Blaming Women 
Match My Thunder 

Sisters of the Sun 
Not with My Life You Don't 
We'll Find A Way 
Song of the Oppressed 
What We Owe the World 

.BROADSITIE. # /38 

"DON'T TREAD ON ME" 
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T"E BALLAD OF JO£ CAMPOS TORRES 
Words & Music by RON TURNER 
Copyright 1978 by Ron Turner 

Crucano outrage at the Houston Police Department and the state and 
federal courts has been more than brewing. Texas is known as having 
some of the most racist police forces in the country, and Houston has 
often been cited for the worst police brutality in the country. Chicano 
activists have taken to the streets numerous times in the last year to 
protest a series of police murders and judicial wrist-shippings of the 
guilty cops. The events last .week were a reflection of this rage. 

. A particular source of rage was the deliberate drowning of Joe 
I Campos Torres on May 7,1977. Six Houston cops dragged Torres from 

. a local bar. Five of the cops hauled him to a spot near a bayou where 
they severely beat their handcuffed prisoner. 

The cops attempted to place Torres into custody, but the booking 
officer ordered the prisoner to a hospital for his injuries. Instead, the 
cops returned Torres to the bayou and pushed him down a l7-foot 
embankment, where they left him to drown. 

'~Letis see if this wetback can swim," oneofthecops reportedly yelled. 
- - .. ' 

sillg ~ 
Poor .J oe is dead & gone! 

VERSES SPOKEN TO RHYTHM OF INSTRUMENT 

--- Left me here to sing t~s song. 

P & 
People let me tell you a st~y 

ASj) the f\reterans 'c"day flags unfurl 
About a Chicano veteran who died 
For theAracism in this~world 

l' 
When Jo~ Torres returned from 

the Army p., (:[ 
He said,"It's good to be back home." 
But in hisVheart he knew he should 

havebstayed where h& was 
AndAleft well enough alone 

CHO: Poor Joe is dead and gone 
Left me here to sing this song 
Poor Joe is dead and gone 
Left me here to sing this song. 

Joe's father was called "The Apache. II 

Cops had beaten him savagely 
And Joe didn't know how his own end 

would come 
But he knew what the end was gonna 

. be 
So he bid his time as best he could 
Used the GI Bill to go back to school 
And when he sat down with the 

younger ones 
He showed them the Golden Rule 

(Chorus) 

One night six cops found Joe alone 
They cursed him for his dark skin 
And after they'd beaten him 

so he could not stand 
One said: 

They threw him in the Buffalo Bayou 
Off the top of a thirty foot pier 
And because the Chicano's skin was browl 
They said" IiNobody's gonna care." 

(Chorus) 

Joe's body was found floatin' in 
the bayou 

Everyone knows what happened next, 
I'm sure 

And everybody thought nothin' 
could be done 

But one Houston cop stepped forward 
Who' been present when the scene 

went down 
Patrolman Carless Elliot named his 

fellow cops 
. Who i d carried Joe down to drown 

(Chorus ), 

These five cops told the newspapers 
That the "Mexci" jumped into the bayou 

simply out of spite 
And the Judge told the D.A. 
Find me a jury and make damn sure 

"That it's all-white." 

And when the trial was over; these cops 
were fined a dollar a-piece 

And the dead man was found to have 
been at fault 

For hangin' out in the public street 

"Let's see if this wetback can swim!" (Chorus) (Cont. ) 



Some HOllston people think that Joe 
was nothin ' more than a stray dog 

who got killed 
But against them aet murdered this 

brave Chicano vet 

-lO~ 

So reserve your greatest pity 
for those who say 

"Welre shocked, we never knew." 
Then go back to countin' 

their riches 
God's angry hands Like so many barrels of Texas crude 

will never be stilled (Chorus) 

'* '* '* * * '* '* * * * * * * '* * * * * * * * * '* '* * * * * * 

LC}nd 7 
I'l 

© 1978 by RANDY B. HECHT 
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Wno stole the land beneath my feet and threT;I me in this jail? 
live done no wrong to anyone, your explanations fail 
I let you share it with me and you had to take it all 
But 1'11 no longer hide behind this reservation wall 
(CHO) And so I'm telling all of you I don't accept your lies 

You even f01.md a way to steal our clear blue open skies 
The treaties that you gave us you took back with the same hand 
But I won't rest until I find the men who stole the land. 

'·lho poisoned our great rivers where they ran so cool and sweet? 
Your industries are thriving on the people that they cheat 
I didn't keep them clean to have you mur~er them for me 
And when I get my rivers back I'll end your killing spree. (CHO) 
Who stole my name and language in the early morning light 
An1 herded us away from you because we aren't white? 
You cut my hair, you change1 my clothes, it's very well arrange1 
But ITll still be an In~ian no matter what you change. (CHO) 

Chfef Joseph 

Sitting Bull 
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L li: 'l 'l E R S t "Remember me? I am. Luigi Scotolati, the Roman who wrote to you last 
Apr.U while preparing his graduation thesis on Phil Ochs, BROADSIDE, and all the good 
work that the topical songwriters published in your magazine had done in America in 
the ~~"..... As you may recall, I'il3" good friend Alberti Musati, a steward on El Italia, 
came to ~ house and picked up a complete set of Broadsides for me. Using this set~ 
I wrote m;r thesis and was able to graduate with full marks (that is 110/110 and ~). 
The main title of lIlT graduation thesis was PHIL OCHS E LA CANZONE DI PROTESTA NELL' 
AMERICA mm.I.~I '60 (Phil Ochs And American Songwriting) It The whQ1e thesis came to 
about 730 pages. This resulted when I translated almost all the songs in your magazine 
:into Italian (only 5 or 6 had had a previous translation in Italy). I translated from. 
rour _gadne the songs not onlJ' of Phil Ochs but of Mark Spoelstra, Tom Paxton ,Len 
Chandler, Peter La Farge, Butty ste-Marie, Richard ParinB., Les Rice, Julius Lester, 
and JIJ&nT mONo I dedicated lIlT work to 'our magazine' Broadside. Now, an Italian editor 
Savelli, who published the Italian translation ot Woody Guthrie's BOUND FOR GLORY, 
w.nts_~ to pu.blish a book based on my thesis...... I wish I could meet you sane day, 
but as you know I have a tam:Ll.y (Stetanta, my wife, and Filippo - just like Phil ...; who 
will be two years old in June). I am now working mostly as a translator and as musical 
expert tor the Italian National Broadcasting Canpany..... Perhaps you will see me enter 
;your, apartment SOlIe dq saying, 'Hello, friends, I'm Luigi. What's go:ing on in the 
wonder.f'ul. and unique world ot Broadside? I WIGI SCoroU'l'I- ROME, HALl"..... The de
mand for Phil OchIW', LP R.1!:HEARSA.LS Fal RE'l':rR:J!Dol'l, which AId{ Records has withdrawn, 
continues worlcl-vide. A correspondent in Washington DC reports she has been offered a 
dealt a ten dollar deposit, a ,-month wait and a firial payment ot $35 more will get 
her a coW freD a New Jers87 tim. 'fbis is a shame ••••• "Dear Broadside: Thank you 
..,err _ch. tor .the CCIIlplete set ot 70urmagazine which I ordered. Enclosed find a 
check tor .75 to, pq for a .econd sat. 'fbis second set is for 'l'aotsu lagawa, one of 
Japan's leading authors and critics. Sincere17, Yosh Iteru Takenaka, Osaka, Japan~ ... 
Hello Broadside; I read the other dq in Sweclen's biggest nnspaper DAGmfS NDiETER 
on the frant pale, a long story about JOU1" wonclertul'aagazine, BROADSIDE. I am. inter
e.ted in ordering a cCIilplete set J IV interest stema from the tirst time I ever heard 
Tom Paxton and Phil OeM in 1905. HANS BGESltCJG, Sveden\l ••• "Dear Gordon and Sis: Keap 
up the good work. BROADSIDE remains the most interesting dooumentar,r ot the last 16 
yearsl Sincere~, Robert W. Glenn, Associate Professor, Dept. ot Speech and Theatre, 
University of 'lennessee, Knoxrllle, Tenn." ••• !,Dear Gordon and Sis: Thanks tor the 
recent copies ot BROADSIDE which ;you sent. I was especially interested in the song
po_ 'lHl TCB'l"URB GARDEN by Phil Ocbs. I haH alw&y's been a keen admirer of Phil's 
work - what a tragic loss his death has been for all of us. Jett Stevens, Surr87, 
England." •••• "Dear Ms. Cunningham: '!'hank you tor sending me a coW of BROADSIDE #35, 
with it. geat songs by Phil Ochs and Malvina Reynolds. I am looking forward to 
recieving a cClilplete set of BROADSIDE. BROADSIDE is the only one of its type of 
magazine ar6und; in fact, the only radical source of information since radio station 
WBAI has been silenced. Pat Klenke, New Jerseyt' •••• "Dear Folks: I spent many days here 
in the Wisconsin State Historical Society reading your back issues, and have purchased 
three of your albums - BROADSIDE RI!1JNION, INTERVDlltlS WlTH PHIL OCMS, and PHIL OOHS 
SINGS FOR BROADSIDE - in fII3' quest to learn more about Phil. I thank you tor· all t.his 
material, and tor discovering PhU. Robert Allison, Madison, Wisconsin" .... "Dear Sis 
and Gordona It Bob Dylan doesn't stop suppress-inK your, reoore.;s I'll gonna write a song 
against him. SanIDy Walkerll(Warner. Brothers Recording Star') ••• ,"Dear Gordon and Sis: 
I'..,e listened to what must have been a pirated tape of BOB DYLAN VS. A.J .WEBERMAN, and 
think it is a fine, informative discussion. I don't see why Columbia Records is making 
all this fuss about it, unless Colu.mbia's la.ers are trying to justify their retainer 
fees. J .L., Holland".... "Dear Sis and Gordon: I have just recieved the last two issues 
of BROADSIDE (Is 136 and 137). And as usual, they are tabulousl I loved that note on 
the back ,'Of 1136: A Taste ot !roW. "rhis criticism of Dylan is tul.l.y justified, since 
he has pissed ott Phil many times. It bothers me that Phil, lIho had the ,ability to 
analyze the world of folk music from its roots to its modern forms in a very clear 
way, was treated like a piece of garbage by Bob Dylan. I have the teeling that Phil's 
music will finally get the widespread recognition that it really deserves. Jacques 
van Son, The Netherlands" ' 



"I,fcmy people living in 
the West are dissatis
fied with their own 
societY9 They despise 
it.1i 

"After the suffering 
of decades of vio
lence and oppression, 
the American people 
long for things high
er than those offered 
by today's mass liv
ing habits, intro
duced by the revolt
ing invasion of pub
licity, by TV stupor 
and by intolerable 
music. 1I 

--ALEXANDER 
SOLZHENITSYN 

Commencement D~y Ad~
re ss ,_~~:::,:~::~_ une .,~ 

Dear Alex: If you don't 
like it here in "pusil
lanimous" Amerika and 

, canlt stand our "intol
erable!! music, why in 
hell don't you go back 
to Rooshia? 

ALFRED PACKER BUSY I'illNCH
ING A SUCCULENT DEMOCRAT 
HAMROCK. 
(See Ochs l "Ballad Of Al
fred Packer in Broadside 

-12-

MOSCOW (AP) ~ Police in Leningrad 
~ned & crowd of thousands of young 
Soviet~ who refused. to leave the clty'~ 
central square .Jwy 4, anp-y at the 
cancellation of an· liIdvertlood rock con
~rt featuring American 8tm'S, witnessef.! 
i!iu!dd YH!t,eM~y. 

There was no official word on tbe lnci~ 
dent. No violence was reported. but wit
neli8e8 Wei 10 to 100 persons were 
~ted. 

The crowd of M estimated 5000 to 10,-

After severa! hoW's, witnesses said, the 
crowd. WilltS broken up by uniformed pollce 
using streetawashinlii machines and. 
paddy wagons. . 

The concen was to have been In con
Junction with a multimillion-dollar Brit. 
Ish·Soviet fUm set in the Soviet Union, 
but the project was canceled because of 
differences with the movie's Soviet back. 
ers. ~-

000 "'ow'" ...... noWll, who had t!.()mt\ In (Ed Nt· A~ S " hope~ of te~ring Joan Baez. the BelMlh \ . 0 e. .1. LEA T THE UN-
Boyg and Santana. apparently booi\Dle WASHED PROLETA.RIAT" GOT A 
aDpy when It discovered that the cone GOOD BATH ou'r OF THE WHOLE 
cert hu been ceceled, and milled ~illt MT SE RAB-L"R FI A S CO ) 
Lenlnpad'slW!torlc ~e Sq~. . L'LL ~".. 

(BOB: ONCE YOU DID "DON'T LOOK 
BACK." NOW IT MAY BE A GOOD 
IDEA IF YOU LOOKED BACK OVER 
YOUR SHOULDER TO KEEP FROM GET
TING TANGLED UP IN BLUE?) 

G~S . Challenged for Removing I· 

Plaque Honoring 18?i Canni~aII 
By SEm S. KING . - i 

1lIW'l!tl to TM Now York Tim •• 

WASHINGTON, Aug. 9-Bob Berg- ' 
land. the Secretary of, Agriculture, de

= 
THE SONIC BOOl'f 

manded today to know what legal jllsti- Grace Boomer was the favor
fication the General Services Adminis-
tration had for removing the dedication i te at a farting conte st • 
plaque from the department's grill, She won first prize with the 
newly named in honor of Alferd Pack- ] d t f t Tl . th th 
er, who was convicted of killing and . ,.ou es ar. .1en Wl e 
eating five Colorado prospectors in longest series -- 43 in all. 
18~!~retary Bergland announced last As the judge aohed and aahed, 
week that the dining facility Was being she said, "You ain It heard 
named in honor of the early Colorado nothin I yet! II Then she let 
pioneer and mountain guide because , 
his life "exemplifies the spirit and the- I out a definite tune. The 
fare of this Agriculture Department, judge was amazed. "Amazing, 
cafeteria," : - , ' Grace, II he said. Thus a new 

A Bipartisan Gesture 
Mr. Bergland insisted that the deci-

song was born. 
" sion· to name the grill in honor of the 

19th-century pioneer was a bipartisan iT"---------------! 
ge~t~~:~r was convicted of slaying and I 

. devouring the five prospectors, whom 
he was guiding over a high plateau 
in Hinsdale County in southwestern 
Colorado. 
. In sentencing him, Mr. Bergland said, 
the judge declared: "There was only 
six Democrats in all of Hinsdale County 
and you ate five of them., I sentence 
you to hang-as a warning against fur· 
ther reducing the Democratic popula· 
tinn "f thi" r.Olmtv" . 

BROADSIDE, 215 W 98 st. (40) 
N.Y., N.Y. 10025. Co-Editors: 
Agnes Cunningham and Gordon 
Friesen. Complete sets of our 
12 LP Records may be ordered 
from us for $65. \ririte for a 
list of Broadside back issues 
which aresti11 available .. 

......• 


