Part 1

The Black Moochie

A Novella by Eldridge Cleaver

While incarcerated in State Prison in 1966, Eldridge Cleaver
wrote the following notes for an autobiography, novel or whatever,
on his experiences while growing up in Los Angeles. On my recent
visit with him in Algeria, I was shown the manuscript and felt
that it should be published. It provides an insight into an important
part of Cleaver's early life and further evidence of his immense
power as a writer. The names have been changed for legal reasons.
Part Il will appear in the November issue.

Upon returning from Algeria, I was promptly subpoenaed to
appear before the Federal Grand Jury meeting in San Francisco,
and ordered to turn over all records of activities performed on
behalf of Eldridge Cleaver’s legal defense. The Stare and Justice
Departments have evoked a series of regulations making contact
with Cleaver illegal; this subpoena is part of the general pattern
of harassment. We regard these regulations as unconstitutional
and intend to challenge them.

Cleaver has agreed to be the Internaiional Editor of this maga-
zine and reports by him will appear regularly.—ROBERT SCHEER

HEY CALLED ME ““THE BLACK MOOCHIE,” because I ran

with the Mexicans. It started early; the word *“Mexi-

can” burned into my brain in Arkansas, where there

were none. Mother told me that we would see Mexi-
cans in Arizona. All the way on the train I kept asking her to
show me a Mexican, T expected to see something beyond
human, something beyond imagination. I don’t remember the
first Mexican I saw. It may have been a whole crowd of them.
What I remember is pressing my face to the plate glass window
of the Tortilletta in Phoenix, trying to see the Mexicans inside
mixing masa with their feet, as it was said they did. I don’t
remember seeing them do that, but T remember being outraged
at the idea of them doing it, It was unbelievable that people
could put their dirty feet in food and still eat it. Worse, sell
it to others to eat. Worse yet, others buying it knowing it was
mixed by foot. My image of feet was of stinky feet, like my
brother James' feet. James had real funky feet. What if a
Mexican had feet like James and stuck them in the masa? It
would be a violation of the Pure Food and Drug Act, for sure.
Then we moved to Los Angeles, to Rose Hill, and I went to
school with Mexicans. These were the first human Mexicans
I knew. In Rose Hill, they detached themselves from shadows
in my mind and became for real. Chicanos.

Arnaldo Martinez, Roberto Areaga, Nanny Goat and me,
we were natural buddies— perhaps because we were of the same
pitch of insanity. We called Arnaldo “‘Junior,” and Roberto we
called “Jap,” “Honorable Jap,” and I don’t even know Nanny’s
real name. They called me ““Sapo.” Negroes called me the “black
moochie,” with overtones of derision, because I put them down
and ran with the Mexicans. Why did 1 dig the Mexicans more?
I liked the way they did things. And then my family chose to

move to Rose Hill instead of Watts or the East Side where all
the Negroes lived, because there were some very phony Negro
families in Rose Hill. The ones with boys my age had long
since turned them into sissies by keeping them under the
family thumb--like Charlie and Floyd Grant. Floyd was
exactly my age, but he had no backbone. If his father told him
to come home early and we wanted to stay out late, Floyd
went home to his father and spoiled everything. Charlie was
even more sissified than Floyd. The only other Negroes my age
were Bobby Hooper and Donald, who was just a little younger.
We ran together for a while, until the first time we went to
Juvenile Hall. When we got out, Bobby became almost a
saint, That left only the Mexicans. They were like me—
wild, crazy, didn’t give a damn. We were happy together.

I envied the way Junior’s shoes would shine. Mine never
would shine like that. I’d rub mine all night long, but they just
wouldn’t shine like Junior’s. Junior used to come to school
with his shiny shoes on and I'd get mad. Everybody dug the
way his shoes held a shine. Junior would play the part, as if
he didn’t know what it was all about. But he knew, and he
would stick his shoes out for everyone to see. Once 1 stepped
on his shine on purpose, on the sly.

“Meet me after school, mayate,” Junior said.

After school, everybody was there. Junior was over-matched,
but what he taught me that day was that even though he was a
little cat compared 1o me and even though he knew in advance
that he would get whipped, there was a pride in fighting back
when someone tried to bully you. We drew each other’s blood,
but in the years to come we never fought again and were the
best of friends.

Mrs. Brick was my teacher and she looked like Betty Grabile.
All the cats were in love with her. We'd rub up against her and
try to peep under her Jress. We'd dream about her at night.
She had a fine ass and big tits. She dressed sexy. I used to get
a hard-on just looking at her. She knew that we wanted 1o fuck
her, to suck her tits. One day when we were returning from the
music room, Mrs. Brick marched the whole class up the
stairs, I liked Michele Ortaga then. She was the most beautiful
girl I'd ever seen. Her skin was white as milk and she had long
black hair. She was very delicate, very feminine—even at that
titless, shapeless age. What I liked about her was that when-
ever I looked at her she would blush, turn red from her neck
up. Her ears would glow. I was the only boy who could make
her change colors. While we were waiting at the top of the
stairs that day, I found myself opposite Michele. I had been
conscious of her beauty all afternoon. During music period
I'd been staring at her, making her blush, and while we stood
at the top of the stairs I was staring at her, I said to her: “I
love you, Michele.”

Her neck caught fire, the red flames lit up her ears. ““I hate
you!” Michele hissed at me. We traded words back and forth.
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For some forgotten reason, I wound up saying: *“Your mother
is fat as an elephant.” Michele, hurt and embarrassed, burst
out in tears. Mrs. Brick came to see what was happening.
Michele told her I had called ber mother an elephant. Mrs.
Brick turned on me with flame in her eyes, and I could see a
hatred that frightened me. “You black nigger!” she snarled,
and slapped my face. It sounded like a shot going off in my
ear—the words, I mean—I don’t think I even felt the blow.
Her words brought tears to my eyes.

From that day on, Mrs. Brick still looked like Betty Grable.
She still had a fine ass and nice tits, she still dressed real sexy,
and she still kept me with a hard-on. But my feeling for her
was no longer the warm desire of the lover. What I felt for her
was the lust/hatred of the rapist. I felt about the same for
Michele. T could still make her blush, but between us there
was a deep abyss into which something of us that was bathed
in sunlight had fallen forever.

Years after graduating from the grammar school, me and
Jap and Junior were pushing Junior’s car down North Hunt-
ington Drive, trying to kick the motor over. Behind us a
woman stopped her car to give us a shove. T waved to the
driver to guide her car’s bumper into Junior’s. Just as I ran to
jump into Junior’s car, I saw that the driver of the other car
was Mrs. Brick. We recognized each other, smiled and
waved. Junior, Jap and me had all been in her class together.
“That’s Mrs. Brick!” T shouted as I jumped into Junior’s car.
She honked her horn and waved and smiled as she passed us
by and disappeared in front of us.

I remember Mrs. Brick. T remember Michele. Do they re-
member me? Did we scar each other mutually? Can a girl you
made both blush and cry not remember you in some deep
rhythm of her soul?

This land of blood. This soil groans under the weight of how
we cut each other to bits. The blood I have let. The blood 1
have bled. The pain I have given. The pain 1 have felt.
Michele Ortaga, girl of black hair and white skin, girl with the
flaming neck, I will carry your image into eternity—graven
into my soul, burnt forever into my skull, a part of my life,
real, significant, a memory of flesh and blood. This small
thing—that we chanced to attend the same school on this civi-
lized planet hurtling through space, that because we were of
the same age we were in the same class, that because we were
in the same class I discovered the flutter of your heart. I knew
how to make you feel anticipations of your budding woman-
hood by my way of looking budding manhood into your eyes.
Whatever hatred of you I carried for years after that day on
the stairs, 1 no longer have. 1 have for you now only the pure
love of the memory of your flaming neck, your bright eyes,
your smile at me, Michele.

AGLE ROCK. HIGHLAND PARK. Arroyo Seco Park. Free-

way. The Los Angeles River. The Dam, The hills. The

Midget Auto Races. Fishing. Hiking. Model air-

planes. The cops always somewhere, hovering, a

vague presence, reeking the stink of a bad dream. The Sun.

The dry dirt, parched expanses. Birds—doves, killdees, spar-

rows, hawks, pigeons, quail, robins. Snakes. Tarantulas. Go-
pher holes, Spiders. Rabbits.

The long twisting distances. The good feeling at the top of a

steep hill after the long climb up. The serenity of aloneness. A
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girl named Fay and I on the hill at the tank. Fay sitting on the
wall. Fay took everything tender between us to the grave
with her: beyond my power to pull her back from the clutch
of death—death so cruel as to silence her laughter, still the
beating of her passionate heart, make cold those hot lips of
hers. She had such pleasure to give; she enjoyed life so.
My heart pounding. How to protect Fay. Me standing on the
edge of the cliff to frighten Fay. Going out farther on the
lip of the cliff to make her ache for me. Fay in love with
Cutie. My pain.

How 1 pursued her and won her love too late. Yes, I stalked
her love as if it were a wild animal; T trapped it with an unob-
trusive love. I was always there when she needed someone to
fill the hours of her loneliness, to drive her around Los An-
geles, to lend her money when her allotment check was late.
I offered her companionship, protection, a helping hand that
did not try to grasp her, though I ached to embrace her. This
has to be rendered very delicately, very indirectly, because Fay
was very delicate, very indirect, exquisite in the beauty of her
existence. The earth flattered itself by decorating its face with
Fay. Jail. Her death. The telegram: Fay passed away Tuesday
morning at three a.m. Burial will be in Tulsa, Oklahoma.
Signed Mother. The Valentine’s Day Card. Rickey. Her hus-
band. Our hike. Selling dope. The Rain. The narks wise to
weather. Fay at my mother’s. Her hair, her sweet scent, her
body. The Wyamine tubes. Near wreck. Took her to the Gen-
eral Hospital, The fear, madness. The circles the brain goes
round in. Burt’s Store, the Project. Fay waving at Frank, Cutie,
Oldie and me, as we rounded the bend in Frank’s Chevy;
she was sitting there on the stone stairs, reading a magazine,
her legs held close together prettily, sexily.

Lulu Jean and Cassie side by side in the grass. I'm fucking
first one, then the other. Lulu Jean has a thick patch of red
hair. Cassie is bald and too small to enter, but in her mind
she is big as a gate and she won’t leave me alone long enough
to enjoy Lulu Jean. Hot Lulu Jean, tight and moist and work-
ing toward you in search of a mutual moment of pleasure. But
Cassie keeps threatening to *‘go tell” if I don’t “‘do”” her. We’d
gone into the hills to pick wild mustard greens.

The most beautiful green grass of my life was in Arroyo
Seco Park. It was like many green footbali fields placed side
by side and end to end. The water sprinklers were always
working. Somewhere someone was always mowing the lawn.
We felt like aliens, expecting someone to run us away. We
had no idea that we had a perfect right to use this city prop-
erty, to be in the park, to stay as long as we liked. We had no
sense of “a right” to use the park, or anything else—not
even a right to life.

We'd stay mostly in the park, with our slingshots, trying to
shoot birds. We were really good shots, as deadly accurate as
rifles. We never got a killdee—not in years of trying. We
thought them specially protected by God in person. We'd
shoot straight at them and miss. Perfect shots, but never a dead
killdee. Any other bird within range was in a heap of trouble.
Our slingshot culture: a time existed when I couldn’t hit the
side of a barn with a marble; the time came when I could put
out a match, hit the headlight of a moving car, knock a morn-
ing dove off the telephone wire or out of a tree, brain a rabbit
if it paused in its run to gauge its enemy. Our lives were given
to finding car inner tubes that were of the right rubber. We
favored red tubes, best for the stretch and snap-back. By



stretching the rubber we knew if we had good stuff. We’d look
for little cracks in the rubber when it was stretched to full ten-
sion. We’d haunt gas stations for old tubes of quality. We read
the deterioration of the modern world through the decrease in
the quality of the car inner tubes. Seeking tubes in El Sarreno,
Alhambra, Pasadena. We went all the way to El Monte on
foot once, but never again. Exploring the world. The madness
of our foot treks! We might show up anywhere, we didn’t
care. It told of the quality of our lives, our needs.

Bobby Hooper was a dead-eye shot, could hit anything;
Charlie and Floyd were good; Donald was good. The Mexi-
cans were all good, and dreadful. They’d pass by at a distance
with their vicious dogs. Sometimes we’d have our little wars,
exchange vollies. T was deadly—the most accurate, the most
daring shot. The others would be trying to creep up on a pair
of doves: flap! I'd down a dove from way back. Incredible
shot! Uncanny shot! Skill mixed with luck, that’s all it was.
The others thought maybe 1 had some dark secrets. 1 encour-
aged this superstition, but in truth I'd just take careful aim and
let go (that was for long shots). Sometimes I’d hit; mostly
I’d miss. But when we were within range, we were all deadly.

Hide-and-go-seek. Kick the can. Count to a hundred; count
back down from a hundred to give everyone time to hide, then
seek them out. Find them and beat them back to home to call
them out. This was the moment of our heat—fondling the
amazing bodies of girls in the seclusion of dark bushes, feeling
their little hairs, their budding breasts, the warmth of their
flesh, all caught up in the fever of our growth. Wild, implac-
able nights without care,

We moved in droves, sweeping over the earth like a plague
of locusts, from Rose Hill of sweet youth to Ramona Gardens,
past Lincoln Park, the next nearest cluster of niggers. To their
dances on Thursday nights. Money for wine was a must. Two
fifths of Santa Fe to guzzle down as we walked the tracks of
the Sierra Vista Local. Irene and Laura, Claudine and Eliza-
beth, Anne Bee—those hot-bodied black girls of our age, nig-
gresses whose bodies we’d rub in the slow drag of the scrunch
across the dance floor. Our knives open at the ready in our
pockets in case the Mexicans wanted to get in, or in case the
niggers wanted to get us, as they sometimes did, because of the
girls. The sound of the Blues thick in the dim room. Funk of
our sweat mixed with wine-breath, cigarette smoke, stale air,
cheap perfume and hot snatch.

Filbert Duerte. Me and Filbert hit it off. (What is this nos-
talgia reaching back into the dustbins of memory, dredging up
old forgotten friendships with white people? Dusting them off
and examining them?) They are all gone anyway, fled into the
anonymity of the megalopolis, some of them like Houseman’s
lads and lassies, their mouths stopped with dust. Irma, I re-
member, and Katherine Bowlinda, and that little red-headed,
green-eyed broad who used to talk with me all during Mr.
Avakian’s class. Virginia and her goofy brother Richard, who
lived on Mercury Avenue but remained aloof from Rose Hill,
from the world of the Project and from the hills. But they are
my life. Rex Wilkinson and Lloyd Collins spitting in each
other’s faces, laughing like idiots each time. And Mark, mak-
ing his weird sounds like a barking dog. My mind drifts back
through the years to the halls of the school once again. Mrs.
Ritchard. Mrs. Collins. Lulu Bell, tall and high-yellow, sitting
across the room from me in Mrs. Ritchard’s room on the sec-
ond floor, lascivious beyond her years with big tits and full

ass, a woman’s body in grammar school. Out each afternoon
to sports. Exercise. Kickball. Baseball. Dodgeball. My forte.

Mrs. Dwyer was my first teacher at Huntington Drive Street
School. The class was in the garden my first day. I was shown
the way to her. I remember her smiling, with greying hair, her
dress blowing in the breeze—she remains essentially a blur.
Veils of blue silk hang from her and flutter gently in the
wind. There were days in the garden when she’d squat down to
show someone how to turn the soil with a hand spade. We’d
seize this chance to look under her dress at her dark parts, al-
ways hidden. Those strange parts of her, the contemplation of
which caused a fever in one’s blood. Mrs. Collins was mean.
“Woe be unto you!” was her constant refrain. Lloyd’s mother.
High-yellow. Mean nigger bitch. Loved to slap you silly. Mrs.
Readerman was beyond beautiful —she was unbelievable. How
I used to wish that T was back in kindergarten again, back in
Mrs. Readerman’s room.

1946 or ’47: the tunnel leading from the school gate under
the Sierra Vista Local, the Pasadena Special, the Alhambra
Line. This tunnel led to South Huntington Drive, from North
to South. There was another one doing the same thing at the
other end of the school yard. Each morning all classes lined
up at eight a.m. sharp to pledge allegiance to the flag as it
was run up the pole. I hedge all-allegiance to the rag of the
Disunited States of America and to the republic for which it
falls, many nations, divisible, with liberty and justice for
some,” This was how we used to say it.

Saturdays and Sundays: heaven was to take the street car
downtown to one of the grand theaters. American movies in
the golden age of my youth. Once we saw Danny, one of the
Marijuanos, downtown with Beatrice, whom he later married.
Beatrice used to go to Wilson with my sister, Helen. Most
everybody else in Rose Hill went to Lincoln. Danny gave Jap
a dollar to carry a little brown bag back to Rose Hill and keep
it for him. The bag was full of brown cigarettes. ““Marijuana!”
Jap said excitedly to us. This was fantastic. We all felt as though
we shared a great secret. We all wanted to be there when Jap
returned the stuff to Danny. This was a big moment in our lives.

To the Catholic Church every Thursday at two p.m. for
catechism, a way to beat the schoolroom. Always a chance to
sneak out of church, away from the nuns. Jacqueline Coles in
the Christmas Pageant, singing in the choir. I could pick out
her voice above all the others. She and I could have been in
love. Her father probably talked against me, so that when I
tried to hit on her she responded very maturely, as if what I
proposed was kid stutf, Bitch. Married a professional football
player. Had a baby. Got divorced. Became a cop.

Camp in the summer, up into the mountains. It may be that
my first trip to jail was because 1 believed that I'd get a chance
to go back to camp! That crazy show we put on at the Project.
Me and Lloyd and Bobby doing The Cannibal King. The Mov-
ies. Federation Dances. The football we’d play on the vacant
lots. Jimmy Jones was great. Broken field runner. Too short
and not heavy enough to make varsity. Spark plug of the B
team. Go, you Lincoln Tigers. Our team had spirit. Chauvin-
ism. From Huntington Drive Street School, we would go on to
Lincoln. Most of the patties went to Wilson in El Sarreno. We
hated Wilson. They hardly ever beat us in anything. If they
beat us in football, we’d just about die, hang our heads in
shame. My soul was in Lincoln even when my body was still in
Huntington Drive. 1 remember graduation day. A big deal.
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Festivities out on the black top in the blazing sun. It seemed
like the day would never end.

The Judeos on Boundary. The Judeos in the little store
across from the school. Tight mothers, selling penny candies
for two cents. These were the type of Jews that made you anti-
semitic, but who knew whether or not they were really
Jews? Except that they resembled my idea of what a Jew
looked like. And they had accents. They were scurvy, weird.
We’d only go to them when it was absolutely necessary. When
we came into their store, they knew that we had no choice, so
they did us in, openly hostile. There must be a billion grocery
stores in America! Vegetables, bread, canned goods, bottles,
meat in the display window, cookies, cokes, goodies in cello-
phane bags.

How wonderful it was when mother got paid and came home
with her shopping bags full. Sometimes we were such savages
that we would not even go meet her, to help her bring home
food for us to eat! I think I distinguished myself in that I
was always trying to be helpful to her. I used to go help her
clean up those schoolrooms, but I was so slow that I slowed
her down,

T remember all of these things, these people. They deserve
to live. I must make them live. Huntington Drive Street School,
the core of our relationship, brought us all together. 1 feel
that I knew and loved people then as I have never done since.
There was more mutual love all the way around, more re-
spect for natural ability. When someone picked me for their
dodgeball team, they knew that they were picking a winner.
It used to gas me all the way down to my toes to have a girl
pick me as her first choice. Those were the beautiful days of
my youth. Those are the days to which I flee for refuge. Those
are the days that now have the power to restore my spirits.
The beauty of our lives then—we were all fresh and could have
been saved. But the death of our hope was being formed
there without our knowing what or where. There is a love
between the members of a school class, You come up through
the ranks together and diverge in your separate ways, drifting
further and further apart. How many of us made this scene
of mine, this prison scene? In my years of confinement, I've
run across few, if any. Did I, then, bring this virus with me
from Arkansas? Do I have a rare blood type?

John, Howard and George. Pretty George Johnson with the
curly hair lived on the hill across the tracks. All those cats who
used to seem so much sharper than me, so much hipper,
turned into weird cats—duds. I mean this not disrespect-
fully but as an observation: those cats made weird trips in life.
Howard, who used to beat up on me and John for smoking
pot, later on came to me to buy his joints, We'd get a kick
out of how he used to be so against weed. My life a tangent. 1
did a lot of looking, a lot of lusting, because of this cross-cul-
tural thing. The Black Moochie. Incredible, me making all the
scenes on the Chicano circuit. We didn’t comb the black cir-
cuit, so I was actually absorbing the patterns of the Chicanos.
The kick of cruising in the car interminably with emphasis on
digging the chicks. But all cats do it. It’s just that our circuit
was East L.A. There was hardly ever a clash on the race thing,
yet T was excluded. When we went to weddings we ate out-
side, ostensibly because we didn’t want to go in, but really
because of me. And my buddies, perhaps one at a time,
would take a stroll inside. But I too used to stroll inside some-
times. I was from Rose Hill.
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OSE HILL CHINGA. The memorable parties. The Zenda

Ball Room. Jam sessions at the Floral Drive-In

Theater. The Angelus Ball Room, The Narbo Grill

—the one right there on Olympic and Central.

Hamms. Tubs. Armands. Madness! Tickler. Cutie. Frank.

Me. Scheming on the broads. Wasn’t it my fault that they

didn’t score more often? This is painful to admit, but it’s the

truth. I must have known this and blinded myself to it.

Trapped. Energy turning inwards and not even knowing it, not

knowing what was happening. We made those scenes. We were

known on sight as regulars. Our ears were tuned to our circuit.

Vamps from Rose Hill, the guys with the bag. This was our
license for entry anywhere.

Gloria came to score one night with some cats. When she
saw me at Lincoln, she knew what I was up to. The word
was out on me. My sharp clothes told on me also. I was a
fool seeking recognition. My ’39 Chevy. 70 dollars. Got a
ticket in it, Frank driving it with a broken leg. Again the
narks declined to take us in. What was the meaning of such
luck? We had been to the Apple Cider Mill on Mission Road.
Bought a case of beer. Cops spotted us. Followed our car.
Frank, his leg broken, tried to push me behind the wheel.
Cops shook us down for dope but found none. Let us go.

We were so stupid we couldn’t even find any whores to
buy pussy. Walking around with hundreds of dollars in our
pockets, walking down the red light district and couldn’t even
find a whore. What was happening? Frank wrecked my car.
Flying up the street with the lights out, right into a parked
car, Cat in the parked car must have been fucking the broad;
they were down out of sight. Frank flicked on the headlights
just a second before hitting the car. The light enabled us to
see the cat and the broad when they jumped up because of
the crash. Frank paid for the damage to the other cat’s car,
but my car just sat there until the cops came and towed it
away. I kept expecting to hear from the police, but never a
word. Weird, some of the changes I used to go through.

My youth, the foundation years of my life.

Rose Hill Chinga

Neighborhood of fantastic people

People of my life

People who own my heart

People of Rose Hill

You I remember and love.

Those of you who shared mutual

Hate with me

I forgive you

1 beg you to forgive me

We need each other;

We are all that we have

You live on in my memory

I’ve carried you with me all these years

I've carried you in love

To understand your lives

Back when our neighborhood was a prize-winning hamlet
Back when we wore the name Rose Hill with pride
Part of Los Angeles but whole unto ourselves.
When Peter Chavez was killed in war we all mourned
We all came to see his casket
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To make the wake with his family.

Peter was of us

Peter was Rose Hill

Rose Hill Chinga.

When that car plunged over the hill

Going round the bend behind Burt’s store

And crashed down on Mercury Avenue

The crash belonged to all of us

It burned into our souls equally.

When Lupe's father was found dead

A part of Rose Hill was found dead

A part of Rose Hill talked about itself.

Rose Hill Chinga

With shanty pads squatting on mud hills

People of this earth trudging up muddy paths

To their houses

Slipping and sliding in the mud

Walking on the grass to keep from falling, to keep
one’s footing

Sweet smells of the earth when the grass was green

No smog in Rose Hill

Far from the industrial heart of Los Angeles

A forgotten hamlet

A peaceful spot

Site of home

A jealous love of our sacred ground

We were bound to each other.

With what pride we owned the land

We knew Rose Hill as our own

We’d bow down on hands and knees to kiss our dirt

The birds in the sky were ours

The Housing Project was ours

The garbage collectors once each week were ours

The milk man making his rounds in the morning mist
of dew was ours

The mail man delivering the mail was ours

The Good Humor Ice Cream man with his musical
wagon was ours

The Helms Bakery Man with his musical wagon was ours

The bus that ran down Mercury Avenue was ours

The planes flying overhead were ours

The Catholic Church on Mercury Avenue was ours

The Protestant Church on Boundary Avenue was ours

The Negro Church on Junipero Street was ours

The corn the old men sowed in the hills was ours

The walnuts growing wild in the hills were ours

The peaches growing wild in the hills were ours

The apricot trees in our yards were ours

The fires that burned the dried grass each year were ours

The beauty of our women was ours

The strength of our men was ours

The squeals, laughter and tears of the children were ours

We had a sense of ourselves.

We said Rose Hill and we meant all things in it.

AVAGE! MEAN MONGREL DOG of my nightmares, tiger-
colored hound of no understanding. You had a friend
in me, you idiot, but you preferred me as an enemy.
Tore my pants one day. Chased me every chance you

got, barking and showing your murderous teeth. Why did
you allow John, Bobby and even square-headed Lloyd to
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come around? Why did you focus your attack on me? Did
you sense some evil force in me that was absent in the others?
Mary and Joan—the only bitches in the whole neighborhood
who were putting out ass to us and you had to be their dog!
You foul mutt of a fuck! Savage. You well deserved your
name, chewing tin cans, rags and sticks of wood, car tires
and old shoes. Did you resent the fact that I hung the name on
you which stuck? Your name was Brownie, but you abused it
with your scurvy sneak attacks, so I thought it was only fitting
that you wear the name of your actions: Savage! Did you
think you were a goat? You brought your death upon yourself.
Your blood is not on my hands. I had no choice that night but
to do you in, to sneak up on you as you so often had snuck up
on others, and put a .22 slug in your crazy head. Did you see it
coming, Savage, that night in the dark, from ambush, with
your mad red eyes? You saw everything else. I anticipated
that, true to your greed, as soon as you got wind of me, you’d
come running, teeth bared, lips curled, head lowered. Splat!
Boy, did you look surprised!

Fay, with Rickey on her lap, waited for me in the canary-
yellow Dodge convertible with the black top. I entered the drug-
store and copped five tubes of Wyamine. We downed a tube
each and washed it down with black coffee at a Stan’s Drive-
In. Then we began our tour of the white man’s wealthy city.

Lulu Jean and Maude danced naked for us. Mrs. Warren
saw. One day from my yard I saw Mrs. Warren pee standing
up like a man in her backyard.

Once I got Lulu Jean by a telephone pole at dusk. Caught her
coming from the store with a loaf of bread. I had to hurry, she
said, ’cause they were holding up dinner for the bread. I slipped
it in her standing up. We both wiggled up on a good feeling.

Carolyn—felt her up in the swimming pool in El Sarreno.
Little bitch thought she was hot shit. Did you think sticking
my finger up your pussy was more dignified than my dick in-
side you would have been?

Polito’s mother, sitting watching TV with her legs gaping
open. She was my TV that night.

ENRY JOHNSON WAS LAUGHABLY STINGY. His wife,
Dorothy, never said anything—only had babies. Tee

Tee was a punk. Henry's children hustled bottles and

took the money home to him. It was strictly business
with him. We swiped a box of bananas from Fontana’s Market.
Anne turned a trick with Don Trinni one Sunday. Mother saw
her come out and hide the money under a bush and told me
and Benny. Me and Benny got the money and told mother
there was nothing there, then took Anne up on the hill and did
it to her. Then we took her to the show with her money, treated
her to popcorn, candy and a soda pop.

The Vegetable Man. How he made a profit I don’t know.
We'd steal him blind. Here he comes with his truck. We’d run
along behind and just take what we wanted. When he stopped
for the housewives, we’d work one side while he was on the
other. Watermelons, buckets of plums, apples, oranges,
bunches of carrots—everything went. Once Mitch even picked
his pocket with those bold fingers of his, just as there was a
time when Mitch discovered a little hole in the counter at the
hot dog stand at the Lincoln Park Speedway; through that
hole we got dollars by the dozen. Then the Vegetable Man got
a bus; instead of seats inside, he had racks of vegetables. Same
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story. In through the front door and out the back, pockets full.

Mary Goat needs a volume to herself. The only thing white
left in those hills. Old as the hills themselves. Old and gnarled,
she walked bent over with a stick. Had a herd of dogs, flocks
of pigeons, cats, goats, rabbits—all living in the house with her.
She was rich. We bought our house from her. There she comes.
Everybody get out of her way! She’d crack your skull with that
stick! From a safe distance, we’d taunt her with, “Mary Goat!”

1 entered the Thrifty Drug Store on Daly Avenue, off Broad-
way near Five Points, and bought five tubes of Wyamine. Be-
hind the nun’s apartment house, across the street from the
Catholic Church, T parked the Dodge one night—backed it in
quietly and took care of business in the back seat with Jo Ann.
Picked up Thelma at the bus stop and dropped her at the den-
tist’s. Almost every day 1 picked the girls up at Lincoln High
and drove them home. Narcotic agents stopped me once,
Chester and me, in the Dodge. We were wasted on bennies and
pot. “You made that U-turn like you owned the street,” one
said. “Are you guys high? “No,” I said. Although I didn’t even
have a driver’s license, they told us to beat it, to be careful. We
left in a hurry, amazed. I'd drive Nina to Enchandia Girls’
School every morning; Irene to Lincoln. These were two of the
choicest bitches ever created, and they guarded their Catholic
cherries as though waiting for the Holy Ghost to rape them.
Saving it, they said, for their husbands, some day. Crazy reli-
gious bitches, made my life miserable. I used to sit there trying
to con them out of their box, rod hard as Chinese arithmetic,
hard and throbbing, swollen big as a baseball bat between my
legs. Agony. But they were unmoved. Amazing bitches. And I
could tell that their pants were on fire too—only I was a fool,
an idiot. I didn’t know the game of peek-a-boo then, so I missed
a lot of choice pussy. Sabu got Nina’s cherry. Alley got Irene’s.

We had a regular circuit, a territory we’d patrol. Frank had
a natural genius for sniffing out choice broads whose parents
kept them hidden away from the evils of the world—from
horny cats like us. We’d drive down weird streets, spot the girls
peeping out at us from behind huge bushes in their yards,
through knot-holes in tall fences, behind curtains drawn over
dark windows. We’d wink at them, smile, waving at them, ges-
turing at them to be bold and defiant, to come on out. We’d
stick out our tongues to let them know that we saw them as
something good to eat. Sometimes they’d come running out.
Sometimes they’d give us the nasty finger. Sometimes they’d
turn their heads in distaste, disgust, contempt—obedient to
Catholic virtues. Sometimes they’d tell us to come back after
dark, and sometimes we’d have to beat it in a hurry, pursued
by irate fathers, husbands, brothers, uncles, cousins, etc.

All the way to Tijuana, for those hundreds of miles from
L.A., I was preoccupied with the dream of fucking a big Mexi-
can whore. The miles blew by like wind, a steady flow of air
through the wind visor of Frank’s Chevy. Me, Frank, Cutie,
Oldie. We dropped bennies and blew joints all the way. We
didn’t even see San Diego when we shot through it, down in-
terminable strips of highway. My rod stayed hard all the way.
We'd say of ourselves that we were young, dumb and full of
come, but only me and Oldie were young. Frank and Cutie
were old and married, already made cynical by hatred of their
wives. When we walked into the whorehouse, eight whores
jumped up and rushed for me. My ego hit the ceiling. They ar-
gued over me in Spanish. I chose the one I thought offered the
most convincing hints of erotic trips to come. She rushed me

to a room. Three dollars for the room, seven for her. I thought
her a cynical bitch. T couldn’t understand why she wasn’t mad-
ly in love with me by then, as hard as T was piling her. To shut
her up, 1 gave her seven more dollars. Before 1 finally busted
my nuts T had to shut her up two more times, seven dollars
each time.

Frank and Oldie fucked. Cutie refused to touch a whore,
stating weirdly that he didn’t goof off like that on his wife. On
the drive back, they laughed at me and said I was the biggest
trick in the universe. I was bragging about how all the bitches
rushed for me when we walked into the whorehouse. Frank
laughed so hard he nearly wrecked the car, at 70 miles
an hour. “You fucking fool!” he laughed. “*Can’t you see?
Those whores know that you mayates are crazy for white skin!
When you walked through that door, they didn’t see you at all.
They saw dollar signs all dressed up in rust-colored suede
shoes, a rust beret, and a green slack suit!” I was despondent
and bitter for weeks.

Alice struck me as being mature, trustworthy and stable. So
I asked her to keep my money for me, At first, I used to hide
my money in the bushes, but I'd go crazy worrying about
$1000 out there in an old tin can or an old crumpled paper
bag under a rock. So I asked Alice to keep it for me. $865. 1
was less worried, Alice smiled at me every day. I no longer
woried about the narks catching me with all that money in
my pocket, which T couldn’t explain. Then one evening, Alice,
walking with her son, got hit by a car. I went to General Hos-
pital to see her. She was in traction, her leg broken, ribs busted,
stitches in her skull, teeth knocked out. *“Your money is in my
closet, inside a Kotex box on the shelf.” When 1 got there, the
closet door was wide open and the Kotex box gone. I tore
the whole closet up: nothing. $865! Francis was my number
one suspect, then Alice’s brother, Roger. His wife, Genevieve,
starting making out with me, giving me the come on. A perfect
crime; whoever did it got away clean. $865! I suspected every-
body—except Alice. Months later, she got out of the hospital,
but I stopped going around her pad. Couldn’t stand the mys-
tery. Months after that I came around. I was surprised to see
all her new furniture. Redwood tables built on a Japanese
kick. Overstuffed couch with matching chairs. Floor lamp that
could be adjusted to three pitches of brightness. Twins. TV.
That was Frank’s money; I had to make it all up. Ran me in
the red. Took me six months to balance the books.

Richard and Rudy used to taunt me: “At least I got a
mother!” My most beautiful cap could be crumbled by that
one all-purpose retort; that was the ace up their sleeve. Then
one day their mother, Ruthie, ran off with Kinkie, the junk
man. Richard and Rudy wore long faces then. I got my revenge
for several years of torture.

The Savages. Someone put out that they were Communists.
We gave them no peace: firecrackers through the mail slot in
their front door, piss in their milk bottles, stolen milk, over-
turned garbage cans, rocks through windows, lights turned out
at the central switch box, clothes stolen from their clothes line,
insults hurled, air let out of their car tires at night to surprise
them of a cold morning when they arose late for work.

There was something rigid in me, an inarticulate opposition,
a dissent, that turned me away from the counsel of Dr. Smith.

Mona Phelps. Monica Laura. Rose Holquin. The Beach.
The crabs. Van Pelt. Embarrassed mother. No father,
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Bureaucrat

T PROBABLY ISN'T THE HIGHEST or hottest item on your

agenda, but every now and then you might think about

why we are now on opposite sides of the fence--or why

the fence is growing more like a barricade every day. My
side is what is loosely called the New Left, a position to which
you will undoubtedly refer a thousand times in a thousand
speeches but about which, if the present is an indication, you
will know less and less the more often you mention it.

The thing that first attracted me to the New Left was the
familiar ring of what was being said there. Decentralization.
The return to the people of real political power—of all power.
There was also something very attractive in the New Left’s
analysis of the American corporate system and its use of polit-
ical power to preserve and enlarge itself. The way the largest
corporations had_so strenuously opposed you and supported
Johnson, for instance, certainly made it seem fruitful to ask
why. Could it have been that you might not have played ball
quite so well as he?

There was, of course, a seemingly dissonant sound in the
New Left’s attitude toward American adventures abroad. You
had championed, and I had fully seconded, the notion that,
morally, American arms could and should be used anywhere
to fend off incursions by THEM. The crucial question which 1
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permitted, even forced, myself to ask—and which you must
never face if you are to hold onto your position in regard to
THEM —was simply “Who are THEY ?"" And, lo and behold,
THEY turned out to be a lot of US.

Let’s face it, we were trying to have it both ways. On the one
hand we spoke of freedom and of liberty; on the other, of arm-
ing, adventuring, seeking and grasping. We spoke of a world
that could not be half slave and half free, but we worked for a
world that would be all American. We spoke of the evils of
federal power but clucked approval at the same evils on a
local scale. We spoke of letting the blacks in on our shuck, but
when it came to liberation, we spoke of law and order.

Contradictions like these inevitably tear apart any structure—
even a friendship, even a world—once you see them. Because
you are, so far as my experience has permitted me to judge,
the most essentially honest and potentially radical major
American political figure, [ am still betting that they could
tear apart your position and that some day you will find your-
self on this side of the barricades. As a matter of fact, the last
time we met you were edging in this direction anyway. You
described it yourself one day during your successful 1968
campaign for reelection to the Senate. We were in your living
room, just shooting the shit. “When the histories are written,”

by Karl Hess



