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Song for Leonard Peltier 
Loan me a minute, let me borrow your ear 

and I'll sing you a song about Leonard Peltier 
he's gone so long in a federal jail 

and there ain't no way that you can pay his bail 

In south Dakota where the fear has grown 
where the presidents watch from a mountain of stone 

where they say all people are free to roam 
there ain't no freedom in the indian home 

(chorus) 
How may have gone before 

and tell me how many more 
must be lost to the indian wars 

The company spoke to the high command 
"we need the deeds to the indian land 

to dig for oil and uranium are 
maybe have to start a little indian war." 

The orders came from way on high 
and it· was a job for the FBI 

"it won't be hard, all we have to do 
is cause a little trouble and follow it thru." 

In Oglala where the spirit did dwell 
it was a time they remember well 

there were women and children gathered there 
when the wind blew a warning thru the whispering air 

And Leonard Peltier was one of those 
who came to the call when the time arose 

when there were dangerous strangers prowling around 
bringing trouble to the reservation ground 

And that was when the agents made their play 
in a gun-shot battle on a deadly day 

and three men died in the hollow sand 
two FBI and an indian man 

(chorus) 

Joe Stuntz was a man that died that day 
but the eyes of the law didn't see it that way 

all they cared about was their own kind 
gonna get somebody for a capital crime 

The charge was set for homicide 
but Leonard got away to the Canada side 

where he li\'ed for at while in the northern town 
till they came up and got him and they brought him back down 
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The Judge and the jury, they both agreed 
two times murder in the first degree 

they pounded the gavel and they rang the bell 
two time life in a federal eel! 

Citations came from Washington 
congratulations on a job well done 

tW(1 :=!£f'nr, ennE' i, ~ rnie-ht:.: rrire 
but if \ au want something bad you golta sacrifice 

Now Leonard Peltier is a captured man 
with both legs taken so he cannot stand 
one more swallowed by the master plan 

to get their hands on the indian land 

(chorus) 

And so its been since the days of old 
when Custer died for a mountain of gold 

but times have changed and passed them by 
they've been replaced by the FBI 

Oh it's all so easy to weep and moan 
for a warfare fought so far from home 

you can preach of peace from a righteous stand 
but there ain't no peace on the indian land 

When Joe Stuntz was lowered down 
the winds did blow with a mighty sound 
and the answer came in the driving rain 

"This man shall no have died in vain" 

For the hollow power of the lock and key 
ain't nothing to the power of the raging sea 

or the lightning strikes in the angry skies 
that puts the power into peoples' eyes 

Oh the weather is buildning to a mighty storm 
and the word in the wind that come to warn 

are once more spoken to your ear 
only this time the name is Leonard Peltier 

(chorus) 

Lyrics & Music: jim page 

~ Whid-Is~e Music (BMI) 

LEONARD PELTIER DEFENSE 
COMMITE Pg: 507150-8 

BAGKGROtWD: In the snri:lg of 1975 two FBI agents opened fire on the Sioux village 
of Oglala, Pine Ridge reservation, ~)ol~th Dakota. There were young men, worn.en and 
children in the ca:np. The young Ben 6rabbed their weapons and began firing back in 
self defense. ~1ore FBls joined L'1 the attack. t,',hen the shootout ended one native 
Anerican, Joe Stuntz, a.nd the two FEIs, Coler and hilliams, lay dead. Four native 
Arnericans were accused of shooting the FBI men -- Jiruny =~agle, Jino Butler, Bob 
Robidan and Leonard Peltier. The first three weee acquitted but Peltier, although 
there was no r:i.ore evidence cl[;'l.inst hi:rn tn::m the others, was declared guilty and sen
tenced to 60 years in prison. fie is now 34 years old. I\ world-wide campaign for his 
rele3se is umierway (Jim ?R.ge f s song has been -:Jut out as a single by a Sv.,redish re

cording corn:CJany). iJhen A.IN-leader J orill Trudell led a dem
onstration outside the SUi)re:-ne Ceurt on Feb. 11 of this 
:re::l.r the very next '-"orning his home :L'1 Nevada was burned 
down qnd his wife, three children ,md nother-in-l,'l.w died 
in "the fire. lJOTliDJG about this atrocity lrIa.S nrinted in 
the A:"',erican press. 7h8 genoc:ide of the ,\.merican Indian 
people b the USA still continues today. The assault on 
Oglala by the FBI Has a delj_berate "8ro'fOcation to cover 
thf~ fact that t;~ie LT3 gmrernm.ent on that very day ille
gally took over one-eighth of the Pine iUcige reservation. 
The "1oti'.[e is plain, f'rjr this aY'ea is rich in uranium. 

FREE 
PtLT1ER Finally; ~ne 3.uthorities r.,'ive done absolutely noth:L.Y1g to 

find out V{nO killed the .:L'"1erican IndLm Joe .'3tuntz. 
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PHIL OCHS: A "Book Review" 
"TELL ME EVERY DETAIL, I'VE GOT TO KNOW IT ALL 

AND DO YOU HAVE A PICTURE OF THE PAIN?" 

CRUCIFIXION by Phil Ochs 

When Phil Ochs first revisited us in the 
mid-summer of '7~ he said,"I've been diag
nosed as a manic-depressive. I am now in my 
manic stage." This illness has been recog
nized as quite common in the stressful 
American society in which we all live now
adays. Statistics show that at least a 
million and a half of us become victims of 
it each year. As the term indicates the 
disease follows a cyclical pattern. The 
manic stage is characterized by frenzied 
ideas, images and impulses racing uncon
trollably through the brain of the sufferer. 
In the second phase the manic "high" sur
renders to deep depression, not infrequently 
culminating in suicide. (On the day Phil 
Ochs died, April 9, 1976, his sister, Sonny 
Tanzman, called to tell us about his death 
adding, "Phil just couldn't take it anymore." 
This was quite understandable.) . 

Phil was a classic textbook example of a manic
depressive. His was a case history such as 
book-writing psychiatrists use in describ
ing various mental illnesses. However, they 
have the decency to protect the privacy of 
their patients by employing fictitious 
names, or at least initials only. Now a 
book has been published by Anchor/Doubleday, 
written by Marc Eliot, describing in lurid 
and sensational detail Phil's final tragic 
months. The book is aptly entitled DEATH 
of Phil Ochs. Apparently the publisher was 
not required to use initials since Phil 
was no longer around to defend himself. 

At this point I would like to go into some 
of my other objections to this book. For 
example, the author's references to Broad
side are full of erroneous conceptions, 
with at least two instances of what appear 
to be deliberate falsifications. Eliot 
claims that when Phil went down south we 
had him selling copies of Broadside and 
"handing over every cent" to us. This is 
a shameless lie. The rumor that we were 
twisting Phil's arm may have got started 
when he, on his own volition, took a hand
ful of Broadsides to sell at a Greenwich 
Village basket coffeehouse called the Third 
Side where he was performing. The manage
ment would not give him permission to sell 
the magazines on its premises. So Phil, af
ter passing the basket amongst the meager 
audience,would loudly announce, "COME OUT
SIDE THE THIRD SIDE AND GET YOUR BROADSIDE!" 
He insisted on turning over the proceeds to 
us but we respectfully declined. We finally 
compromised by splitting the sum 50/50. The 
total take was something like $7.50. So we 
each ended up with $3.25; it was a big joke 
between us for years afterward. So much 
for Mr. Eliot's inference that we are 
penny-pinching slave-drivers. 

Over a period of a year and a half Phil 
came to our place at least twice a week 
hungry and harried. Often his very first 
question was, did we have something for him 
to eat. We fed him many meals; his favor
ite food was fried chicken, mashed potatoes 
and gravy. After a second man-sized helping 
he would dig into his jacket pocket and 
bring out scraps of paper on which he had 
scribbled new songs on the subway ride up 
t~ our place, usually two or three; one 
t~me there were seven. When I asked him 
where he got the ideas for the lyrics he 
would respond, "From Newsweek, of course," 
and hold up a copy of the latest issue. 
Then I asked him where he got his tunes 
and he would reply, half laughing, "From 
Mozart." We published his song "Billie Sol" 
(~bout the Texas swindler Estes) in Broad
s1de #13; "Ballad of Oxford Mississippi" 
was in issue #15. We first rec.orded Phil 
singing his "William Worthy" on our LP album 
Broadside Vol. 1. We got Pete Seeger to sing 
Phil's "Ballad of Lou Marsh" on our 2nd LP. 
~roadside LP Vol.3 was Phil's own original 
~dea; he produced it all by himself: he 
rounded up all the Singers -- Len Chandler 
Buffy Saint7-Marie, Peter La Farge, Pete ' 
See~er, Ern~e Marrs, Eric Andersen, Matt 
McG~nn, Tom Paxton, Gil Turner, others -
Phil sings his "Links On The Chain," he_.de
signed the jacket and wrote the liner notes. 
Phil remained very proud of this record and 
played it over and over every time he visit
ed us in that fall and winter of '75. 

In the early days Phil was also trying des
perately to get a foothold in the commercial 
music world. We started him on the road to
ward this goal -- as he himself later ack
nowledged -- by getting him a chance to 
perform at the 1963 Newport Folk Festival. 
Phil asked us if we could get him on a con
cert at Newport. We contacted Pete Seeger, 
who was on the Newport Festival Board, and 
he explained that both day and night concert 
schedules were completely full. It took . 
several phone calls to overcome Pete's re
sistance to having Phil appear; he, Pete. 
said that after all he was only one member 
of the Newport Board, and to the others 
Phil was an unknown. We finally reached a 
compromise. If we could arrange to get Phil 
to the Festival and have him at the topical 
song workshop where Pete would be in charge, 
he would call Phil up from the audience and 
have him sing a couple of songs. On the day 
before this workshop was to take place Phil 
was so ill and exhausted (from months of 
trying to batter down the doors of uninter
ested and cold-blooded New York song pub
lishers and record companies) that he felt 
he could not stand on his feet. We worked 
it out this way: Phil's brother, Michael, 
who at the time was a factory worker on 



Long Island, would drive Phil to Newport in 
a small compact Mike owned. They left from 
our, place on We'st 104th, Street. Mike, Arlo 
Guthrie--about fifteen at the time-- and 
Michael Asch, son of Folkways' Moses Asch, 
were crammed in the front seat. Phil lay 
curled up on the back seat. At Newport 
Phil collected his strength and_~anaged t~ 
make it to Pete's afternoon workshop where 
he sang some of his Civil Rights songs, 
"Birmingham ,Jam" and another about the 
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Black Mississippi activist Medgar Evars who 
had been recently assassinated -- I had 
suggested the idea to Phil and given him 
the title which he used, "Too Many Martyrs. II 
He got a tumultous standing ovation. 
Later on Phil was to say, "That appearance 
at Newport made me. From then on record 
companies came to me instead of my crawl
ing to their doors on my knees." 
After all this, the author in his book cre
ates the implication that we "exploited" 
Phil Ochs. 

On page 141 of the book the author claims 
we declared Phil a "sellout" and repro
duces what he calls a "scathing review" 
of Phil's LP Pleasures Of The Harbor, 
maintaining it appeared in Broadside.* This 
did not appear in our magazine. We have 
inquired of both the publisher and the 
author as to where this alleged quote 
comes from. As of this writing, neither 
has responded. Earlier, on page 102, the 
book insists that Broadside was "outraged" 
and expressed its "disgust" with Dylan 
when he exchanged his acoustic guitar for 
an electrified one. This was based on a 
letter by a young writer named Paul Wolfe. 
Our letter columns have always been open 
to everyone, pro and can, and do not nec
essarily reflect the views of Broadside 
magazine. The truth of the matter is 
that we remained on friendly terms with 
both Dylan and Phil and followed their 
artistic development. Like Phil, Bob ac
knowledged that Broadside gave him his 
start ({n an interview with the Long Is
land Press). We've continued to publish 
Bob's significant songs, "George Jackson," 
Idiot Wind," "Hurricane," and "Changing 
Of The Guard s ." Our daughter, Aggie, who 
considers herself Phil's number one fan, 
has contributed deeply appreciative arti
cles of Phil's genius in recent issues. 

Returning to the questionable book, the 
dialogue between Sis and Phil on page 
250 is a complete fabrication. We had 
known Sammy Walker for close to a year 
before this "conversation" is supposed to 
have taken place. We had already published 
five of his songs in Broadside. From the 
tapes Sammy had sent us in the fall of '74 
I put together a tape with enough songs for 
an LP and sent it first to the,late Ralph 
Gleason, suggesting Fantasy might want to 
record it. Ralph returned it saying Fantasy 
was not in that bag. I next sent it to 
John Hammond at Columbia who returned it 
saying the young man had great talent but 
wasn't he being too harsh on the Hearst 

*We did publish the song "Pleasures Of The Harbor" 

family ("Sorig For Patty ii- was on the tape). 
Then I submitted it to Clive Davis at Aris
tao His associate returned it stating 
Sammy was very talented but Arista did not 
see a hit single among the songs on it. 
This company had just issued an Eric Ander
sen LP. Eric turned to Arista after getting 
the run-around by Columbia who claimed they 
had lost the tapes Eric had recorded for 
them. Getting a little nasty, I responded 
to Clive Davis by saying I did not see a 
hit single on Eric's record either. 

All this took up a period of about six 
months; we spent a lot of time and energy 
on the project. Only then did I send the 
tape to Bob Fass at WBAI. Fass, immediately 
taken by it, played the tape continually 
week in and week out on his midnight to 5 
A.M. show, over and over again and a listen-' 
er finally brought Phil's attention to ' 
Sammy. We had them to meet each other here 
at our place and we introduced them (Phil, 
incidentally, saw a "hit single" on the 
tape, namely "Catcher In The Rye,"', which he 
got Sammy to sing for him at least three 
times that afternoon). Phil then went to 
Moe Asch at Folkways, to whom we had sent 
sammy's tape several months before without 
response, and negotiated with Moe to put 
out SONG FOR PATTY -- not from the original 
tape but as a studio recording. So, with 
this background, it becomes utterly ridic
ulous when in the author's faked conversa
tion Sis is quoted as saying, "Who?" in 
response to Phil's ·bring up the name of 
Sammy Walker. As though we had never heard 
of Sammy! 

In so far as the depiction of Broadside in 
this book is concerned, it adds up to the 
greatest literary hoax since Clifford Irv
ing's faked "book" of Howard Hughes. 

Since the author's references to Broadside 
are fasically fakery, it leads one to wonder 
about the credibility of the rest of the book. 

Phil was still fairly rational when he first 
visited us in that summer of '75. He re
tained an insight into the nature of his 
illness. He was determined to overcome it. 
He was full of definite plans, constructive 
ones. He was putting together a book about 
his life and we gave him all the stuff we 
had about him (now all we have left in his 
file folders are obituaries.) But more impor
tantly, he planned to go to a place in New 
Jersey for a six-weeks course of treatment to 
"dry out" his alcoholism. "It's a very good 
place," he said. "It's where Sam Peckinpaugh 
dries out every time he completes a film." 
On his return Phil was going to set up a 
place called Barricade House where he planned 
to promote topical songwriters through a 
newspaper, video tapes, concerts and record
ings of such artists as Sammy Walker. 

It was a perfectly logical plan. Although 
Phil's voice had been badly damaged by three 
muggers who attacked him in Dar es Salaam, 
and he was no longer writing, he still 
possessed tremendous organizational ability 
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as demonstrated by his almost single-handedly 
putting together the Chilean benefit the 
year before. Plus his producing Sammy 
Walker's album SONG FOR PATTY and negotiat
ing a contract for Sammy with Warner Bros. 
It was plain he still had much to contribute 
in this particular field. 

As events unfolded, it seemed to us that 
the main obstacle short-circuiting Phil's 
pl-ans was a man -- Florio, 81audio, Claudius 
-- accompanying Phil wherever he went. He 
clung to Phil like a leach. He goaded Phil 
into all kinds of bizarre acts, plying Phil 
with alcoholic drinks all the way, then 
standing back laughing and enjoying Phil's 
erratic behavior. For example, they came 
together to our place one day with this 
character bringing five bottles of wine. 
By the middle of the afternoon he had suc
ceeded in pouring all five bottles into 
Phil. We have been told that this person re
turned to Chile shortly after Phil's death. 
There is a significance in this which 
should seem quite obvious. 

During those last fateful months of 1975, 
Phil came to our place almost daily, some
times ringing our doorbell at 7 o'clock in 
the morning after having spent the night 
on a park bench or in the doorway of some 
abandoned building. We would give him some
thing to eat and let him sleep, then get 
him to take a shower and give him clean 
underwear, shirt and socks and strings for 
his broken shoes. We tried to help him in 
our .own ineffective way; we'd listen to him 
for hours and hours and I would try to get 
him to write down the long rambling dis
courses and set them to music, using as an 
example Dylan's "Jack Of Hearts"; Sis would 
give him her advice, "Stop drinking, Phil," 
until he screamed at her, "You sound just 
like my mother! II When he was ready to 
leave we'd give him money -- 10, 20 and 
even 30 dollars (he'd come without a dime 
in his pocket). One night when we gave 
him 30 dollars, he came back a half hour 
later for more, explaining that his pocket 
had been picked in a bar down the block. 
I took him back into the street and hailed 
a cab. I helped Phil into the taxi and 
asked the dri~er to take him to the Chel
sea Hotel where Phil had a room at the 
time. I qave the cabbie a 5 dollar bill 
and told-him to keep the change. 

It was heartbreaking to see Phil deterior
ating almost by the day. He kept coming 
and outlining his plans -- for example, 
he was going to approach some Kentucky 
Fried Chicken king to finance Barricade 
House; another example, he was going to 
buy some nondescript saloon in the Village 
and call it "Che," after the Cuban revo
lutionary. We tried to dissuade him, 
pointing out to him that New York City was 
full of anti-Castro Cubans who would bOIT~ 
a bar with such a name within the first 
week after it opened, or even the first 
night. 

He told us before hand that he had chal
lenged the Mafia to put forward its cham
pion backgammon player -- referred to 
alternately as "the Armenian" and "the 
Turk" -- and he, Phil, would contest him 
in a match game at Folk City (Phil consid
ered himself a skilled backgammon player, 
feeling he had mastered the intricacies of 
this game over the years). The stake was to 
be $600 to the winner. Phil showed up at 
our place the morning after the match and 
said he had lost, but did not have the 
money to payoff the bet. The Mafia had 
issued an ultimatum: pay up or die. Knowing 
that the Mafia can hire a hitman for $50 
to kill a man owing much less than $600 to 
a shylock, we took Phil seriously. He beg
ged us to find him a place to hide. He 
also urgently requested us help him find 
a bodyguard he could trust. His fear was 
so great he invariably showed up carrying 
"weapons" with which to defend himself, 
scissors, paring knives, a hammer and a 
cane-shaped iron tool such as railroad 
workers use to throw switches. I had 
trouble one niqht with a cab driver who 
refused to acc~pt Phil as a passenger un
less he discarded this iron tool which 
weighed about thirty pounds. Phil refused 
to get into the taxi without it. The cabbie 
agreed to transport Phil down to the Chel
sea only after I convinced him that Phil 
was a cripple and this thing was simply a 
cane without which Phil was unable to get 
around. 

All this was happening after Phil had pro
duced SONG FOR PATTY and had gotten Sammy 
Nalker his contract with Warner Bros. He 
kept insisting that he was being pursued 
bv the FBI and the CIA. He would stand at 
our front window laoking down into the 
street, pointing at a figure in a Colombo 
trench coat with hat pulled down over his 
eyes lurking on the corner of West 98th 
Street and Broadway. "There he is," Phil 
would say, "an FBI agent following me 
wherever I go." 

We never accepted as paranoia Phil's in
sistence that the FBI and the CIA had kept 
surveillance on him for a number of years. 
After all, Phil's key participation in the 
anti-Vietnam War movement had had tremen
dous impact, influencing tens of thousands 
to turn against the war-mongers in Wash
ington. It seemed perfectly logical to 
us that the hawks pressing toward an ever 
widening war would utilize the governmen
tal agencies under their control to 
counteract the influence of the Phil 
Oches. We know that his car was bugged. 
It seems to be too much to swallow that 
Phil's expUlsion from the various South 
American countries dominated by right
wing military dictatorships equipped and 
trained ~y the CIA, and the crushing of 
his voice box in Dar es Salaam were car
ried out without directives coming from 
the CIA,never mind his deportations by the 
Bri tish and Irish governments. (See "The 
Strange Death of Phil Ochs" in Broadside 
#133. ) 



We speak from our own experience. We've 
been periodically hounded by the FBI since 
1940. This agency has never hesitated to 
use the dirtiest of tricks against us. Let 
me tell an exemplary story. A year or so 
after we started Broadside we received a 
phone call at our apartment on West 104th 
Street. The voice at the other end of the 
phone claimed to be calling from Western 
Union. He wanted to know if I was the 
same Gordon Friesen who had previously 
lived at West 103rd Street and Manhattan 
Avenue. When I told him yes, he said he 
had a very urgent message for me, in fact 
an emergency one, from California. It so 
happened that my mother, visiting a sister 
of mine in California, had just undergone 
a serious gall bladder operation. Natural-
ly I was very upset. I asked the caller to 
read the telegram over the phone. He ans
wered that he could not do this. He said 
that the telegram would be delivered from 
the Western Union office at 108th Street 
and Broadway within 30 minutes. I sat 
there like a fool, worrying all the time, 
for a couple of hours waiting for the tel
egram to be delivered. I finally suspected 
that something-was wrong and called the 
Western Union office. The operator respond-
ed that no such telegram had been received. 
It was only then that I realized the whole 
thing had been a fake; that it was simply 
the FBI checking up on us. As a consequence 
of all this it seemed a normal reaction and 
not an aberration when Phil kept corning to 
our place insisting that the FBI and the 
CIA were out to destroy him. We urged him 
to request the FBI and CIA files that were 
obviously being kept on him. We pointed out 
that this could be done through the Freedom 
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Of Information Act passed by Congress, and 
instructed him on the proper procedure. We 
knew from our own experience that the res
ponse from these agencies would be superfi
cial (to put it mildly). But it would at 
least provide further validity to his convic
tion that the FBI and CIA were out to get 
him. We say superficial because, for example, 
the sons of Ethel and Julius Rosenberg, Robert 
and Michael Meeropol, have had to employ a 
battery of lawyers and expend some $50,000 
over the years in order to finally obtain a 
handful of key documents pertaining to the 
frame-up and electrocution of their parents. 
Phil agreed to use the Freedom Of Information 
Act to try and get some of the files they had 
on him, meaning the FBI and CIA. We suggested 
that he also ask for the files on Lute Train. 
This was the name he had been using through
out this period, not as the book insists, 
John Train (it was only in the last few days 
before leaving for Long Island that Phil be
gan to call himself variously John 'Wayne 
Train, John Wayne Hughes, son of Howard 
Hughes and other combinations). So far as we 
know Phil was never able to carry through on 
a request for his files. 

We can understand the strain placed on 
Phil's family as they struggled with the 
excruciating problem of his illness (this 

is not a unique situation in today's Ameri
ca where an estimated million and a half 
persons develop the manic-depressive syn
drome annually). Phil's family was faced 
with insurmountable difficulties and had 
no immediate comprehension of how to deal 
with them. The book says that Michael Ochs 
begged all of Phil's friends of whom he had 
knowledge not to go his brother's bail the 
next time he was arrested. This was a des
perate action and Mike cannot be criticized 
for attempting it. His theory was that 
somehow, held behind bars, Phil might be 
helped by those in charge of New York City 
jails. The cruel fact is that a jail, any 
jail is the last place where one can ex-
pect a mentally sick person to obtain 
sympathy and objective assistance. Statis
tics show that an average of 17 persons 
commit suicide in NYC's jails each year. 

Apparently the deeply troubled family was 
no more able to get help than Phil himself. 
The book quotes Michael as saying there was 
no legal way to keep his brother from squan
dering his life's savings of $30,000 (Phil 
told us that he nad $40,000 saved up.) Act
ually, someone should have advised Mike to 
go to court and petition a judge to make 
him, Mike, the guardian of Phil's assets. 
Phil's behavior at this point was becoming 
so erratic that a responsive judge most 
likely would have reacted positively to 
Mike's petition and issued an oreer affirm
ing his guardianship. More importantly, the 
family needed expert advice in the last 
weeks preceding Phil's death. We know that 
his mother and his brother and sister, 
Michael and Sonny, loved him deeply. Natur
ally they were greatly relieved with Phil 
exhausted his manic phase, which had caused 
them such agony, and came back to live with 
them on Long Island. He was outwardly calm, 
and in many ways seemed perfectly normal 
again. But even the ordinary layman, his 
knowledge of this particular illness limited 
to following the health columns in the daily 
press and watching doctor shows on TV, is 
aware that the most critical stage is the 
depression half of the cycle. It is now that 
the patient is most likely to commit suicide. 
The frenzied ideas racing uncontrollably 
through his brain have ceased for the time 
being and he can think with some semblance 
of logic. Frequently he or she employs 
this surcease from runaway mania to care
fully plan suicide. It was at this point in 
Phil's life that, looking back, he should 
have been committed for professional treat
ment. There is now a drug which has proved 
beneficial in controlling this stage of the 
disease, namely Lithium. 

(Then again, considering the disordered 
state of American society, Phil Ochs' 
chance of getting real help might have been 
better if he had been struggling through 
800 miles of jungle trying to reach Dr. 
Schweitzer's primitive African hospital 
instead of seeking it in New York City's 
sophisticated labyrinthine complex of 
ultra-modern medical institutions.) 
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It is quite obvious that the author and 
publisher of this book deliberately evad
ed the true impact of Phil Ochs' contribu
tions to American history. They concentra
ted on Phil's last months, having concluded 
that this sensational approach would make 
them the most money. The author of the 

the author executed an end-run by incor
porating ~~is same picture in great detail 
in his book. The film and the book remind 
us of the days when British sensation
seekers were allowed to witness and enjoy 
the miseries of the suffering people in 
Bedlam. Up until this book was published 
we assumed ~~at civilization had advanced 
beyond this point. Apparently we were mis
taken. 

book is the same person who unshamedly made 
a video tape of Phil's last appearance at~ 
Folk City. His lack of human sensibility 
is completely incomprehensible. His film 
shows his poor deteriorating,bedeviled, 
driven subject stumbling and lurching 

The true book about Phil Ochs, his contri
bution to American history and his poetic 
genius remains to be written. We would 
suggest that anyone writing such a book 
should, first of all, try to get through 
the Freedom Of Information Act the FBI and 
CIA files on Phil Ochs. 

in his misery and babbling incoherently. 
Quickly trying to cash in on a few fast 
bucks, he advertised the showing of this 
film a week or so after Phil's death. We 
understand that Phil's sister, Sonny 
Tanzman, stopped this project. However, -- Gordon Friesen 

Ed. Note: A.J.Weberman 
has requested under 
the Freedom Of In
formation Act the FBI 
files on Phil Ochs. 
We suggest that A.J. 
also ask the CIA for 
its files on Phil. We 
assume that A.J., as 
America's leading 
Dylanologistr will 
lead the USA delega
tion to the bash des
cribed below. We 
propose that he take 
along Jason Schmidt 
of Topeka, Kansas, 
'N'ho at 18 is the lead
ing candidate to su
plant iveberman in this 
field. 

THE MAN said Don't Look 
Back .. , bur that's preei5ely 
what a lOt ot BoI> Dylan 
studems plan. to do, at a. 
convention in honour of 
Dylan next year. 

"Dyl... ReVISited '19." is 
planned by the publishers of 
the magazine. Zimmerman 
Blues-. It's scheduled - for a 
bizarre venue called the Last. 
Drop Village. a parpose-buil"
settlement near Bolton, Lan~ 
cashire. for three-days from 
next July 13. 

Quiz:zes and - horror of 
horrors - laokaHke _ and 
soundalike competitions, auc· 
tions of memorabilia.. auto
graphed copies. of albums and 
the first British showing of 
the film Eat The Document 
as well as private viewing of 
Renaldo And. Clara·-and Don't 
Look Back are part of the 
action. 

[,~ will. coil, about £40 to 
attend the. three-day bash. 
including full board at .a 
hotel in the village. Notable 
Dyianologists from Britain 
and America are expected to 
speak. 

Organise'r is Richard_ Goo· 
dall. ot, 157 Bury New Road. 
Manchester M25 8PJ ('phone 
OEil'798·9709), He says: 
"Don't run away with the 
idea that this is Uke the 
BeatJes· - convention - all of 
us involved take Dylan 
seriously and it's more an 
appreciation tho a- com
mHcial operation." 

.CIA eyed 'ItaturaI" ways 
to 'lmockoffkey guys' 
W ASH"iNGToN' (UPl) - ~ 'n1e ~ paperS....; -::-reteased 

At ~ u..e neight of the. Cold undel'"FreedOm:·of Infonn~ 
Wat;'-nre CIAdGOked Into, tien .Aet requests - were 

~ ways, ~t11. u1moc:k oU key i-esearched by MartIn Lee 
'gUys"tIIrough such "nat· of tM Wastnngton·based 
. ural C&U¥II" lIS' cancer and" AssassinatiOll In!onBatIon 

heart aU&ckll,lt ~ WIUl dis- Btm!au. 
c~~~L. ~ .. ~.~ . 

(Manic-depressives and alcoholics, too?) 

Patty Realm. apparently 
st1Ir~ harboring bitterness "
towards those she feels re- ' 
llponsible. for herimpriSQIl' . 
ment. used'1:hl' oreasion of· 
her ~ wedding to get in a 
stinging parting shot at 
her tormentors. 

IIi the mIdst 01. the un· 
eventful 3:)·minute Episco· 
pallan ceremony. the Rev. 
Edward' Dumke turned to 
the 94d psalm. which 
makes mention of unfair 
rulers who "condemn the 
·lnnocent to death.'" 

Patty. wj10 was,.;>ery stiff 
and self"",nscious through· 
out the day. dispfayed a trt-· 
Ul;llphant smIle when 'these . 
words rang out to the 325· 

. assemblage:. 
"Ob bring back on~ 8¥i1do

erg their inequity and wipe 
thet'll-out ·fOC their ,).vicked· 

"Patty dear, I know your sights are on the milky way 
And the avaricious scorpion is a beggin' you to stay 
Please meet me at the holocaust valley 
And you can tell us all about it some day." 

- Chorus of "Song For Patty" by Sammy Walker 

(Ed. cJote: This song by Sammy appears on the cover of Broadside # 127. 
It is also the title song of his first LP 1 BROADSIDE Volume 8, '+.m~cn 
was the last record produced by Phil Ochs and on which Phil joins 
on a. few cuts, recording for the last time in his life. This album 
has been reissued in France recently by one of that country's lead
ing record companies, LE CHANT DU MONDE, under ~~e same title, the 
liner notes by Jaques Vassal. 



[ CHANGING OF THE GUARDS ] 

WORDS and MUSIC by BOB DYLAN 

Sixteen years 
Sixteen banners united over the field 
wllere the good shepherd grieves 
Desperate men, desperate women divided 
Spreading their wings 'neath the falling leaves. 

Fortune calls 
I stepped forth from the shadows to the market 

place 
~-1erchants and thieves hungry for po'"er 
My last deal gone down. She's smelling sweet 

like the meadows 
Where she was born on mid-summer's eve near 

the tow'r. 

The cold-blooded moon; 
The captain waits above the celebration, 
Sending his thoug~ts to a beloved maid 
Whose ebony fa~e is beyond communication. 
The captain is down but still believing that 

his love will be repaid. 

They shaved her head. 
She was torn between Jupitor and Apollo. 
A messenger arrived with a black nightingale. 
I seen her on the stairs and I couldn't help 

but follow, 
Follow her down past the fountain where they 

lifted her veil. 

I stumbled to my feet, 
I rode past destruction in the ditches 
With the stitches still mending 'neath a 

heart-shaped tattoo. . 
Renegade priests and treacherous young witches 
Were handing out the flowers that I'd given 

to you. 

The palace of mirrors 
Where dog soldiers are reflected; 
The endless road and the wailing of chimes; 
The empty rooms where her memory is protected, 
Where the angels' voices whisper to the souls 

of previous times. 

She wakes him up 
Forty-eight hours later; the sun is breaking 
Near broken chains, mountain laurel and rolling 

rocks. 
She's begging to know what measures he now 

will be taking. 
He's pulling her down and she's clutching onto 

his long golden locks. 

"Gentlemen," he said, 
I don't need your organization. I've shined 

your shoes, 
I've moved your mountains and marked your cards 
But Eden is burning. Either brace yourself for 

elimination, 
Or else your hearts must have the courage for 

the changing of the guards." 

- 8 -

© 1978 SPECIAL RIDER MUSIC 
Used by Permission. All Rights Reserved 

Peace will corne 
With tranquility and splendor on the wheels of 

fire, 
But will bring us no reward than her false 

idols fall, 
And cruel death surrenders with its pale ghost 

retreating 
Between the King and the Queen of Swords. 

Instrumental 

(Edi tor's Note: We consider "Changing Of 

The Guards" the key song on Bob's album 

STREET LEGAL. When he starts with the 

phrase "Sixteen years," we recognize that 

he is referring to the period of time his 

career had covered up to the issuance of 

this LP -- his first published song, "John 

Birch Society Blues," appeared in ~

side #1 in February, 1962. More important

ly. when he says "Sixteen banners united 

over the field," he is telling us that 

there is a unity running throughout his 

work, beginning with his earliest explicit 

protest songs such as "With God On Your 

Side," "Masters Of War," and continuing 

with his profoundly poetic "Sad-Eyed Lady," 

"Desolation RoW," on to "Idiot Wind" and 

"Changing Of The Guards." See our review of 

STREET LEGAL.) 

-.ER{)(WSIJlE 'l'f141 
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THE NEW YORK TIMES 

EIKO, NAKED, TAKEN 
ON A 750~MILE DRIVE 

South African Policemen at Inquest 
Testify on Journey Made 

Hours Before His Death 
Slncja~ t;) Th~ :\ew Yorll:Tlme. 

PRETORIA, South Afric., Nov. 16-
South African security police officrfS tes
tified today that Stephen Biko, apparently 
semiconscious, was taken naked in the 
back of a Land-Rover on a 750-mHe jour
ney from Port Elizabeth to PretoriA In 
the hours preceding his death. 

The third day of the inquest Into the 
youn,g black leader's death w,,, dominat
ed by pGlice 'efforts to explain why t,hey 
kept Mr. Biko unclothed aC1d chained for 
long periods during the 26 days of deten-· 
mon that preceded his death in a Pretoria 
prison celi On Sept. 12. Ell 

J1 ;. IJ z-= £JJj 
The counsel for the Biko family, Sydney 

W. Kentridge, also pressed the pOlicemen 
to explain apparent inc-onsistenci-es in 
their accounts of a "struggle" with Mr. 
Biko on Sept. 7, including their failure 
to dnform doctors who examined the 
black leader that he apparently bad 
bumped his head on a wall. 
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Mr. Kentridge, suggesting that the 

5truggle was invented by the politeman 
to explain Mr. Biko's fatal head .injuries, 
sought tD convince the rnagistrat,e, Marti
nus J. Prins, that no value should be at
tached to the police testimony, including 
assertions that they never assaulted Mr. 
Biko. 
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"We are going to .submit that while 
In the custody of the Special Branch he 
was sma9hed up," Mr. Kentridge said, 
prompting a grin from Capt: David P. 
Siebert, of the POrt Elizabeth branch of 
the security police, who denied the allega
tion. 

Momen:t5 earJ.ier, Captain Siebert ac
knowledged under questioning by the 
lawyer that the 30·ye,,·0Id black leader 
opent 14 ,and a half hours lying naked 
On a mat in a moving police vehicle, cov
ered only with a blanket. 

The policemal.1. in his early 30'5, said 
thaJt he had been instructed to drive Mr, 
Bika to the prison hospital, in Pretoria 
after an apparent deterioration in the 
black leader's condition on Sept. 1 L 
Previous testimony established thM Mr. 
Biko had been incoherent a,nd had experi
enced some difficulty wali<;ing after the 
time of the reported struggle. 

Captain Siebert said he had discovered 
that Mr. Biko was naked only after he 
climbed into the vehicle. The officer said 
two policemen guarding the black leader 
il\ the back of the ve,hicle told him there 
was insufficient space to put on his 
clothes, which were in a bundle. 

The policeman said that Mr. Biko 
seemed to be asleep during most of the 
journey. He breathed more deoply when 
the vehicle stopped to refuel and whenev
er th·e lights of passing vehicles shone 
into the Land-Rover, he said. 

He said that the journey, undertaken 
a.fter it proved impossible to procure a 
military aircraft in time, began at 6:30 
P.M. and ended in Pretoria at 9 A.M. on 
Sept. 12. About 12 h9llIS later, after an 
examination by a doctor, Mr. Biko was 
found dead on the floor 01 hi< celio 

"Was there any reason why, for 
decency's sake, he could not ha~en ._ *' 
allowed a 'pair of underpants?" ~ ex:
claimed today, his voice rising and his 
fac~ taut, during an acrimonious ex
change Withfo']l. PJs~r J. Goosen of 
the security pOice In Port ElTZa'beth, 
where' the black leader suffered his 
fatal head injuries. Earlier, Mr. Ken
tridge had suggested that the naked-
ness was designed to humiliate Mr. 
Blko. 

( * Sydney Woolf'Kentridge, Chief) 
~awyer for the family at the inquest 
Into the death of Stephen Biko, . 



Additional Lyrics 

Port Elizabeth the prison. South Africa the 
nation 

-10- "STEPHEN BIKO" 

Ah! Africa! Ah! Africa! 

Stephen Biko lay in shackles, though his hands 
and feet were swolen. 

There was no one on the journey who could help 
the man survive it. 

And the medical equipment was just one bottle Ah! 
In the close interrogation, he was beaten like 

the others. 

of water. 
Ah! 
When they reached Pretoria Prison, they brought 

no medical records with them, 
He was put back in the shackles, compliments 

of Colonel Goosen 

Ah! Africa! Ah! Africa! 

He was sick and he was dying. Prison doctors 
came to see him. 

And they said, "He might be faking. It's a 
hunger strike he's staging." 

Ah! Africa! Ah! Africa! 

When the cops spoke to the doctors, they said, 
"Nothing much is wrong here." 

Stephen Biko, in Pretoria, laid down upon a 
matress, 

On the stone floor of a prison, and he died 
his lonely death there. Ah! 

Just a short stay in the infirm'ry. Then it's 
back down to the shackles, 

On a matress soaked with urine, compliments 
of Colonel Goosen. 

Ah! Africa! Ah! Africa! 

When they found him in a coma, when the man 
was clearly dying, 

He was naked, but they stowed him in the back 
of a land rover. 

Ah! 

Ah! 
South Africa, the nation. Stephen Biko was the 

victim. 
The victim, all South Africa, at the death of 

Stephen Biko. 

Ah! Africa! Ah! Africa! 

Though a hospital was nearby, it was no part of 
a prison, 

TOM SINGS THIS SONG ON HIS VAN:JUARD LP "HEROES" 
(VSD-?9411). RELEASED JUST PRIOR TO THIS ONE 
WAS "NEW SONGS FROM THE BRIARPATCH"(VSD-?9395). 
TWO FINE ALBUMS. - Eds. So they took him to Pretoria, seven hundred

fifty miles. 

C-

j 
Ypu run 

l r;. 

Music by Joe Sadot 
Words by Joe & Vic Sadot 
© 1977 Joe & vic Sadot 
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And they same old grind, They work you 'til your back and your feet are sore, 

JTI?;J fJ J J Ie.: :; t1 II ,,0 
work you 'til your body can't work no more. (Instru.: Chord progression as in vs.) 

GUITARIST VIC SADOT entertains during Arternate 

Orientation Day. 

You hate your job but you never complain 
Cause you've got your medicine to kill the pain 
It might be whiskey, beer, or pot 
But you never really know if you're happy or not. 

(Instrumental) 

Ten thousand years of slavery 
You get a little raise so you think you're free 
When the company runs a little short on cash 
They'll quickly throw you out with the rest of 

the trash. 

(Instrumental) 

You wonder how you'll make it when the bills 
come due 

You wonder what your kids are gonna think of you 
We can't afford to buy the bosses' lies 
All us workin' people better organize! 

(Instrumental. Repeat lst verse.) 

WE PRINT THIS SONG IN MEMORY OF JOE WHO DIED 
A YEAR AGO. HIS BROTHER VIC SAYS, "THIS SONG 
WAS WRITTEN TO JOE'S BANJO." (See B'sides l3? 
& l40 for other songs by the brothers.) 
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Another lively one from Carol's Songbook FIGHT ON SISTERS - And Other Songs For Libertion ~ 

I GOTTA LEARN TO SING ~. Words & Music by CAROL HANISCH 

IIThissong, of aourse, is about more than musia~f women ~av:o:y:::::, l::~sc::o:h:a::::: of 
everything. Men, for the most part, don't want to move over sinae it means more aompetition 
for them, whether it's as folksingers or miners. It's up to us to put ourselves in there, 
both as individuals and as the oppressed sex. II - Carol Hanisah 

I'",.. Qlw~ys had <t t.<!t4.i:neS'> -Po .. "- 3...:'1<>.... """-" ~s-
Now I'iI ,.I 1 ... ,..'1S h .. ,,~ 0.. \.uOA.'(\O.LS' ~v 0.. ~,,-\l,.o..'(' "",,"'" ",s -

~~~~:- n=--n~4n J fi=li= J3- n I J JJ.jjj . t--=J~~. -. ....... .p... .. --~ 
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tJ,ey~. toast Sbmthol<J lodk,.,' Oil 4.in'f 12M"'" jf YOGI.. .9"h'L m~)(, fL )"d.fJ.<rs 
i;J"u~. '(1ust' Some), ...... 1001(.,.,' ,,~ Qin'f ~nOY5~ - T tLlllnn~ 1'nA!Ct ILl r4(./.05 
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I've always had a weakness for a guitar man 
'specially if. he could sing. 
And I've always had a weakness for a banjo man 
if he could really pluck those strings. 
And I've always had a weakness for a fiddle man 
if he could play with soul 
country, western, rhythm & blues 
folk or rock and roll . 

But now I gotta pluck my own banjo 
strum my own guitar. 
I gotta play on my own fiddle 
put myself in there. 
Cause somehow lookin' on ain't enough 
if you gotta make the rafters ring. 
A woman can go lookin ' on forever 
and never learn to sing. 

Now I'll always have a weakness for a 
guitar man 

'specially if he can sing. 
And I'll always have a weakness for a 

banjo man 
if he can really pluck those strings. 
And I'll always have a weakness for a 

fiddle man 
if he can play with soul 
country, western, rhythm & blues 
folk or rock and roll. 

But I'm gonna pluck my own banjo 
strum my own guitar. 
I'm gonna play on my own fiddle 
put myself in there. 
Cause somehow look in , on ain't enough 
I wanna make the rafters ring. 
I can't go lookin' on forever 
I'm gonna learn to sing. 

'*' 10 songs, Introduction and 
Afterword. Price $2. Order from: 

FIGHT ON SISTERS 
P.O. Box 7 
New Paltz, NY 12561 

(Other songs from the book appear 
in Broadsides #138 & #140.) 

r~"'S. .r (!QY)'f 50 /oot:-, ,," for ~ - ~Y'. :Lm. ~Dy\I'\c.. \.q, ... ,," "" ~'I,,\ 

NfJl;~~~ 

*' "DEDICATED TO THE BRAVE AND DETER
MINED WOMEN OF THE WOMEN'S LIBERATION 
MOVEMENT WHO GIVE EXPRESSION AND LIFE 
TO THE DEEPEST FEELINGS, DESIRES AND 
HOPES OF WOMEN EVERYWHERE. 

"AND TO THE RADICAL SONGWRITERS 
AND SINGERS WHO HAVE INSPIRED AND 
TAUGHT THE WORLD -- ESPECIALLY THE 
WOMEN, WHO HAVE HAD TO FIGHT FOR THE 
RIGHT TO DO IT." Carol Hanisch 
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Power Plant 'Re;ffle 
'vin~J( anti mUli& "If 
'M/Z/vlm: ');'yn~lJ, 

51,fJtJltt t~ BtI~ C'g",,,,,,ntIr 

~m r?r I r ~ 1" - 1m 
You oan make boiler, Or from the 

steam in & 
light of tne 

2. You can make steam in a boiler 
So the generator will run, 
But making power in a nuclear plant 
Is like killing a flea with a gun. 

Chorus: 
Killing a flea with a gun, 
And the gun shoots more ways 

than one; 
If the gun gives out 
And the shooter gets shot, 
The whole damn world is done. 

\ r 
, 1>" t J - r r r lJlf r r Cjl 

3. You can make steam in a boiler 
Or on the gas stove at home 
But making steam in a nuclear plant 
Is like killing a gnat with a bomb. 

gun, And the gun cost a billion or two. 

r r r ,'i r r r 
And the shootsr gets 
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Chorus: 
Killing a gnat with a bomb, 
And the bomb costs a million 

to shoot, 
If the bomb gets a crack 
You can't send it back, 
There'll be nobody left to do it. 

(Repeat 1st verse and chorus) 

No restrictions on non-commercial 
use. 

© Copyright 1977 Schroder Nusic 
(ASCAP) 

You can get Malvina's songbooks 
and records by writing to: 

SCHRODER MUSIC CO. 
2027 PARKER ST. 
BERKELEY, CA 94704 

J J * Go ~¢JIJJ J JIJ 
They're talkin 'bout a meltdown up 

Words & Music by VIC SADOT 
Copyright © 1979 Vic Sadot 

) b!.. J deU J I J 1 J J I I~O 
the river from my home, The Sus-que-hanna''S ~ ;::;; 

l; J' j. 1 1 [7 J J J J I ,:1 g!%J J J ;1'\))' J. J $) ) J J 10 ~ ~y~ 
beautiful but it might be time to roam; E~ va-cuate the a-re-a for miles around, 

i 7J. ¥ 11} ) J J J I ; J J j r J 1 l. J. }, (:; - I ':'HO:; J ( t 0=5 
stay? I wonder what this crazy world is comin to to-day. NO NUKE BLUE~ 

!j A) J [=:1) (t J J ttoiJ(k; J (oj] . 1 J 1f)~y1 
-/ NO NUKE NEWS,- NO NUKE BLUES,- NO NUKE NEWS;- It's time to ahoose~ c;. . 
j) ~ ) ~ l~~} ± +11 The situation's stable now, that's what the experts say 
~ = , ~ l~===j ~ ~:: They say a meltdown's possible, but it's safe enough to 

Well, this kind of stability ain't safe enough for me 
stay 

Re-fuse to lose. I'm gonna pack up all I can and move my family. chorus 
They say contamination levels might not be so bad 
The way they play with people's lives just makes me bQilin' mad 
There shall be a reaction and the chain of links will grow 
The people must have power, but those nukes have got to go. chorus 

THE ENERGY GAME 
(Music: "The Patriot Game" ;words: Ray Zlrblls) 

I might be from Boston, or from the Mid-West. 
I am a ratepayer and I want to protest. 
I was told all my lifetime, I did not have to save. 
I could always get more from the Energy Game. 

But then came the seventies, and the famed all drought. 
We were in a big hole. Could the Nukes get us out? 
We did not know then we were set up for gain 
By the people. who profit from the Energy Game. 

We were told Nukes were safe and efficient and clean. 
What layman could question such a complex machine? 
They said there'd be jobs to construct and maintain 
Those faqcy creations of the Energy Game. 

So the problem was "solved" and the crisis was won, 
And few stopped to question just what they had done. 
I got my 'Iectricity, paid my bill when it came, 
And I trusted the experts in the Energy Game. 

Soon rumours were spreading, they weren't so safe, 
From Uranium mining to disposal of waste. 
The Scientists were quitting, their reasons the same; 
They would not be pawns in the Energy Game. 

They've emergency plans if the darn things should "go" 
But they never have drills and they don't really know 
What the effects would be of a nuclear rain. 
They might lose a few pieces In their Energy Game. 

Now they keep telling us "Father" knows best. 
They're passing a law soon so no one can protest 
And the jobs that were promised, they finally came. 
They need guards and pollee for their Energy Game. 

This song has more verses than I wanted it to. 
Like the ani i-nuke movement, it grew and it grew. 
We're people not pieces and we're here to complain. 
And knock the board over on their Energy Game. 

"Energy Game" reprinted from SONGS TO 
STOP SEABROOK ;.. A Collection of Anti
~uke Songs (Clamshell Alliance~ 62 Con
gress St., Portsmouth NH 03801). 
@ 1978 Della Valle, DiGiuseppe, Van 

Pelt. Reprint permission granted for 
non-profit purposes. 
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~hid~ Isle tMusic (BMI) 

Dear Gordon & Sis: Jim just returned from sev
eral months abroad, and goes back at the end of 
October. I'm sending along some of the reviews 
from festivals this summer. We put out HOT TIMES 
ourselves, as we couldn't find anyone interest
ed, and we are such bull heads we just keep 
going. We did make the folk chart for the week 
in MELODY MAKER in England, so we are delighted 
with our efforts. We shipped several hundred 
records to England and did very well. We are 
shipping some to Sweden also. So--we are getting 
all sorts of outside help. We did make a record 
arrangement in Sweden with Nacksving, who want 
to tape Jim's club appearances in February and 
put out a live album. We are excited about that 
Also, a label in Ireland wants to put out an al
bum of .Jim's songs done in the studio, \vhich 
would be import~d to the states, so finally we 
have found someone interested in Jim as he is. 

Jim is touring in November with the folk group 
Planxty in Ireland, so it will be a grand intro
duction for Jim. Many people in Ireland have 
shown interest in Jim's work and his songs. So, 
our slow steady work is showing up at last. We 
also made contact this summer at the Balliso
dare Festival in Ireland with agents in Austria, 
Germany and Belgium. 

This was a great summer for us. Let me know how 
you are, and ~ow the benefit went. 

With warm best wishes, FOY Page 

Box 615 .. Clinton, r'ashington 98236 .. (206) 321-6035 

VOICE JULY 23.1979 

The tone of missionary outrage seems 
natural enough and thoroughly familiar, 
pumping along through each paragraph of 
an Open Letter to the Socialist Republic 
of Vietnam. It is an old music, really, an 
anthem to. Western intellectualism's re
markable capacity for self-deception. The 
aching prose, like so much of the white 
American Left's music of the '60s, bleeds 
with exaggeration and middle-class hys
teria. Nothing, then, has really changed. 
Joan Baez, author of the missive, has, 
along with her co-signa tors, willed herself 
a position of moral superiority, and from 
her stance astride the world, she flings a 
song to the present government of Viet
nam, a spoiled-child shriek, actually, self
aggrandizing, presumptuous, bullying, 
and brutally insensitive. 

desaparecidos 
If Baez is so strong a
gainst injustice why does 
she not start circulating 
petitions protesting the 
multitude of crimes in our 
own hemisphere, our own 
backyard? Why not a peti
tion to the Chilean junta 
which has killed thousands, 
including her fellow folk
singer Victor Jara who was 
tortured and then murdered. 
And why not a petition con
demning the murder of the 
Argentinean desapar~aidos 
'(the disappeared ones) . 
Let her start with the 
case of Dr. Laura Bona
parte, a Buenos Aires psy

- ................. ---.......................... - ...... """"' ...... - ............. --...... --........................... ·chologist, whose daughter 
Noni, a teacher aged 24, was murdered, another daughter Irene and son-in
law Mario seized in a pre-dawn raid and now among the desaparecidos. Two 
small grandchildren are left parentless. In her search for Noni, she was 
at one point told by an official: "But, Senora, you couldn't even call 
what was turned over to us a body." She was sure of Noni's death only af
ter months of pressing the courts and various officials for information, 
finally being told by a judge that the body was in grave #28 in a certain 
cemetary--that he knew of a jar containing Noni's severed hands and this 
was her identification. Dr Bonaparte and husband, no longer able to live 
in Buenos Aires, learned about the disappearance of Irene and Mario after 
moving to Mexico. 

Other equally horrible cases have been documented. Amnesty International 
estimates there are at least 15,000 disappeared persons in Argentina, most 
of them young people ...... Dear sweet Joanie baby, with all your childish 
blather about non-violence, you are facing gunfighters with their weapons 
fully loaded. Good luck to you. You'll need it. -- The eds. 



FOR BRENDAN BEHAN 
Dear Editors: Does anybody 
write to~ical (or message) 
songs any ~ore? I consider 
myself a musical dinosaur in 
this respect. I am currently 
working on a set of lyrics 
dedicated to the sacred mem
orv of Phil Ochs. \Ihile I am 
writing this letter Phil's 
IRON LADY is playing on my 
stereo. I have played pro
fessionally in Park Slope, 
Brooklyn, plus various hospi
tal gigs. I played a gig at 
Alcoholics Anonymous Club
house and dedicated the per
formance to Phil who, as you 
probably know, could have 
used the help of A.A. I am 
enclosing the lyrics to a 
protest song against the con
servatism and alcoholism of 
many Irish Americans of which 
I am one. -- Joe Dunne, Bklyn 

THE CURSE OF THE IRISH 
\~hen you I re dl'inl-li'l' ·vfhiskey 

for breakfast 
And chasin' it down with a 

beer 
And you're standin' neath 

the crucifix 
And your head is full of fear 
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And you Il~e after putt in i a 

black eye 
Upon your love so true 
Then you've got the Curse of 

the Irish 
And may God have mercy on you 
Oh, a little bit of heaven 

fell 
From out of the sky one day 
And it nestled in the ocean 
Or so the angels say 
But they failed to see the 

devil 
Creepin' up as well 
For along with a bit of 

heaven 
There's a little bit of hell. 
For it's foot un on the bar 

rail < 

Before you're seventeen 
And you 1 re drinkin f boiler

nakers 
Just to prove you're rough 

and mean 
And you're spittin' at the 

niggers 
And swearin' at the Jews 
Then you've got the Curse 

of the Irish 
And may God have PIercy on 

you. 
(Repeat 1st Stanza) 

@ 1979 by Joe Dunne 

last designated Prime Minister, 
Shapur Bakhtiar. 

"Now it's night and the moon has 
risen again but my beloved has not 
come as she promised," cl;".ooned a 
popular singer who had a large follow
ing under the previous regime. 

The same voice has now scored a hit 
wi th a song that goes: 

"Bakhtiar. Bakhtiar. you irresponsi-

Yaslr Arafat Instead of Actresses 
Iranians from the provinces, when 

visiting the capital, used to pose next to 
pictures of thinly clad actresses. Now 
they have their photographs taken be
side life-size images of Yasir Arafat, 
the Palestinian guerrilla leader. 

Tape cassettes peddled in the streets ble lackey, you loafer, you source of 
still offer romantic fare but also revolu- shame, you donkey, you lover of 
tionary lyrics against the Shah and his cucumber peels." 

NO WONDER THE KHOMEINI STOPPED THE MUSIC 

BROADSIDE, FOR 17 YEARS NOW WE HAVE RECORD
ED THE HISTORY OF THE 60's & 70's IN SONG AND 
COMMENT. WE HAVE DONE THIS GENTLY, WITH LOVE & 
TENDERNESS, YET WITH A HARD-HITTING HONESTY. A 
MAGAZINE LIKE OURS CANNOT PUBLISH IN THE U.S. 
WITHOUT FINANCIAL HELP. ALL DONATIONS WELCOME. 
MOST BACK ISSUES AVAILABLE 1 WRITE US FOR INFO. 
WE HAVE BROADSIDE ALIVE ALSO ON 12 LPs ..... $60. 
Order from us, 215 W. 98 St.-4D, NY, NY 10025. 
BROADSIDE - Co-Editors: Agnes Cunningham and 
Gordon Friesen. 

Look at all 
those suitcases 
IN MARCH of 1967 President 
Lyndon Johnson remarked to a 
group of educators in Nashville, 
Tennessee: "We've spent $35 
billion to $40 billion on the space 
program, and if nothing else had 
come out of it except the know· 
ledge we've gained from space 
photography, it would be worth 
10 times what the whole program 
has cost. Because tonight we 
know how many missiles the 
enemy has." 

With the release this week 
through the Freedom of Informa· 
tion Act of previously classified 
CIA documents, the question 
might be raised which enemy and 
what missiles Johnson was refer· 
ring to. 

The documents released to the 
Center for National Security 
Studies, a privately funded re
search organization frequently 
critical of intelligence activities, 
show that the CIA used spy satel· 
.hte;:j tQcondu.cCpbotographie 8ur· 
veillance of anti·war demonstra
tions in this country during the 
late 196Os. (The director of CNSS 
is former Kissinger aide Morton 
Halperin, whose home telephone 
was tapped through Nixon fiat.) 

This space photography of 
American citizens is only the 
latest in a string of revelations 
about domestic spying by the 
CIA. Under its 1947 charter the 
Agency is legally prohibited from 
any domestic intelligence-gather· 
ing activities. 

Former CIA chief Richard 
Helms admitted to some of it 
(under Johnson), his successor 
William Colby admitted to more 
(under Nixon). A 1975 Rockefeller 
commission appointed by Presi· 
dent Ford found a few instances 
of CIA domestic wrongdoing but, 
Rockefeller said, "in comparison 
to the total effort they are not 
major." It was concluded that 
there had been no massive illegal 
spying. Then came the Freedom 
of Information Act. 

This week's documents also 
(unsurprisingly) reveal that the 
CIA gumshoed the radio broad
casts of Jane Fonda and Ramsev 
Clark. and that the CIA library 
maintained "extremist files" on 
such as Eldridge Cleaver and 
H. Rap Brown. 

As for space photography: the 
cameras on the "close-look" satel
lites utilized by the CIA are capa· 
ble of clearly phD to graphing an 
object the size of a suitcase from 
altitudes of 100 miles or more. 

- lVILUAM HELLER 

OR PHIL OeHS' GUITAR CASE? 


