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CHAPTER 1



AT THE END OF FEBRUARY 1969, THE MARIJUANA LEGALIZATION GROUP LEMAR held a three-day “New World Drug Symposium” on the State University of Buffalo campus.


The group had formed five years earlier, after a goateed-and-leather-jacketed twenty-seven-year-old auto mechanic named Lowell Eggemeier strolled into a San Francisco police station, lit a joint, and exhaled at a detective. “I am starting a campaign to legalize marijuana smoking,” Eggemeier declared. “I wish to be arrested.”


His attorney quickly announced the foundation of LEMAR, for “Legalize Marijuana,” and picket-sign protests in the city followed—first gathering ten and then a couple hundred activists. Within six months, another LEMAR chapter had formed in New York City with the involvement of such luminaries as the poet Allen Ginsberg; a LEMAR-affiliated mimeograph, the Marijuana Newsletter, began publication soon afterward. Ginsberg zeroed in on the ways in which smoking the forbidden plant, cultivated for its medicinal and psychoactive properties for thousands of years in Africa and Asia but outlawed in twentieth-century America, might lead to revolution: “When the citizens of this country see that such an old-time, taken-for-granted, flag-waving, reactionary truism of police, press, and law as the ‘reefer menace’ is in fact a creepy hoax, a scarecrow, what will they begin to think of the whole of taken-for-granted public REALITY? What of other issues filled with the same threatening hysteria? The specter of Communism? Respect for the police and courts? Respect for the Treasury Department? If marijuana is a hoax, what is Money? What is the War in Vietnam? What are the Mass Media?” By 1967, there were LEMAR chapters in Buffalo, Detroit, Los Angeles, and Toronto; during that year of so many Be-Ins and Love-Ins, a number of “smoke-ins” occurred, with pounds of marijuana chopped up and rolled into hundreds of joints and distributed.


Those events had, unsurprisingly, attracted police attention, and early publicity guaranteed that the 1969 Buffalo gathering would too. “Let’s go and get high and listen to some music, and FUCK!” raved the underground newspaper Ann Arbor Sun a month in advance.


On the symposium’s first day, agents of the US Postal Service, FBI, Customs, and Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs all descended on a university classroom to arrest a student suspected of smuggling hashish.


This made Michael Aldrich, the local LEMAR organizer, nervous. Along with the distinguished MDs and PhDs invited to attend the seminar were several high-profile icons of the counterculture, many of whom had tangled with the law: LSD evangelist Timothy Leary was already appealing a thirty-year jail sentence and a $30,000 fine for possession and transportation of marijuana. Abbie Hoffman and Jerry Rubin of the Youth International Party (YIP) had been called before the House Committee on Un-American Activities. The MC5, the weekend’s musical entertainment, had recently performed a concert that was surreptitiously filmed by the FBI; their manager, John Sinclair, was awaiting sentencing on charges of assaulting a police officer at one of their shows. Nearly fifty members—five busloads—of the Hog Farm, a commune-turned-hippie-caravan, had been recently detained in a Pennsylvania narcotics raid. Allen Ginsberg had a criminal record in multiple countries. Even the eminent literary critic Leslie Fiedler, a professor at Buffalo and faculty advisor to the local LEMAR chapter, had been arrested on drug charges—along with his wife, son, and daughter-in-law—when police raided his wiretapped home.


So Aldrich, not taking any chances, kept his guests holed up and away from public view. “If you try to see any of these people in their rooms,” he told a local reporter, “I’ll take your press pass away.”


“We were all put up in these dormitories, they were like Holiday Inn rooms,” recalled Ken Kelley, a militant activist who’d traveled to Buffalo with the MC5. “And all the sudden this guy in a hat comes in, makes a point of taking off his coat, taking out a pistol, and putting it on the bed.


“Everybody fucking freaks out, and he announces, ‘I’m Tom Forcade, the head of the Underground Press Syndicate.’


“Everybody goes, Uh oh! A-gent!”


Three months later, and two thousand miles to the southwest, the Arizona Republic informed its readers that revolution was afoot in Phoenix.


“Although local evidence to the fact is scarce, the fourth largest underground publication in the country is edited right here in Phoenix,” wrote columnist Paul Schatt. “Orpheus Magazine, the digest of the undergrounds, is produced here or on the road in a 1946 Chevrolet school bus that has been converted into an office on wheels.”


A mysterious group, Schatt reported, was behind not just Orpheus but also the entire Underground Press Syndicate, “the international association of all underground papers,” which included the Los Angeles Free Times, Chicago Seed, East Village Other, and Berkeley Barb. An anonymous source at Orpheus told Schatt that the group—at the behest of its leader, one Tom K. Forcade—had purposely kept its local circulation to a minimum even as it sold heavily in other parts of the country and overseas.


“We, however, think this is a mistake,” the source told Schatt, “and detrimental both to the staff and to Phoenix, for us to have to operate quasi-secretly and for Phoenix not to accept that an operation of this scope is taking place in Phoenix. We are nonviolent, don’t bother anyone, and feel that Phoenix should know the good we’re doing—or bad, if they feel that way.”


In truth, it was highly unlikely that the underground press would receive a warm reception in conservative Arizona. “You shouldn’t talk so freely about sexuality,” an Arizona Republic reporter had recently sneered to a visiting Allen Ginsberg; when Ginsberg responded with a curse, the newsman punched the poet in the mouth. The week that the Republic’s column on Orpheus ran, one of the shops that sold the magazine was evicted. “You are dirty people,” the owners of the Hip Pocket Emporium were told, “and your clientele are an undesirable element.”


The Orpheus manifesto from which Schatt quoted indicated that the group was already braced for any hostilities that might arise:




Orpheus herewith announces its intention of moving its offices to a free zone, located on a delta of the Colorado River. Since the status of these deltas is ambiguous, we will declare it a free liberated zone, and inhabitants will not be obliged to follow any of the irrational laws now in force in the unliberated zone.





Schatt closed his column with a promise that the Republic would “report from time to time on the progress made in establishing this beachhead.” Within days, the paper made good on that promise and sent a journalist to visit Orpheus headquarters: a rundown, single-story, twelve-room house on the west side of downtown Phoenix, in the shadow of the State Capitol Building.


A hippie greeted the reporter at the front steps, quickly barred shut the heavy door behind them, and ushered him into the living room to meet the mysterious Tom Forcade, who pronounced his name like “façade.”1


The diminutive Forcade was sitting in the corner, wearing a black suit, moccasins, and a wide-brim brown hat with bunting that appeared to be fashioned from an American flag. When the hat tilted up, his piercing blue eyes were revealed. “Did you notice the charred marks on the house when you came in?” he asked, sipping milk from a carton. “Two weeks ago, someone threw a bomb on the porch. We found another bomb that didn’t go off.”


The reporter noted that Forcade was himself clean-shaven, with short hair. “Occasionally,” Forcade explained, “I have to go out when they want someone to play straight.” But he declined to answer other questions about himself, and spoke slowly, as if searching for exaction with every word.


“We don’t break any laws or confront the establishment,” he insisted, and explained that the Underground Press Syndicate was simply a kind of Associated Press for a movement with “its own music, art, theater, vocabulary, fads, religions, entrepreneurs and, of course, its own politics and mass media.”


And yet, Forcade said, they were faced with constant hostilities. “We have a hard time staying alive, and have to fight back the people who have a negative attitude against us.” Other underground newspaper offices, he said, had been “ripped up with axes” or otherwise sabotaged. “Usually, it’s the action of some yo-yo politician out to make a name for himself. But no underground paper which has been suppressed has lost when its case has been taken to a higher court.”


Forcade gave the reporter a tour of the house, showing off a darkroom, an offset printing press, and the largest underground-newspaper library in the world. Stacks of papers filled shelves and spilled onto the floor. “Although newspaper offices are destroyed,” Forcade said, “they know at least one copy of their paper will exist.” He pointed out the old school bus that had been mentioned in Paul Schatt’s column, the one that served as an “office on wheels.” Sometimes they loaded the printing press onto the bus, Forcade said, when they deemed it necessary to “go to centers of awareness and have contact with people with their advanced minds and followers.”


At the end of the visit, he walked the reporter to the door. “Today you can’t be concerned with what is constitutional but what is right,” Forcade mused. “If all the laws in the United States were strictly enforced everyone would be in jail.”


HOUSE NEAR STATE CAPITOL LINKS UNDERGROUND PRESS ran the headline in the Republic; the story noted that Forcade had refused to be photographed (instead there appeared a picture of Benny Alvarez, a long-haired Chicano youth who volunteered for Orpheus, operating the magazine’s printing press).


If that didn’t sow suspicion in the minds of the Phoenix readership, surely the story that shared the page—ALARMED EXPERT RANKS PHOENIX AMONG WIDEST OPEN DRUG TOWNS—would drive home the idea that the city was under threat. That article quoted a local psychologist warning that proximity to the Mexican border and a lack of public funding for narcotics control put Phoenicians at risk. The local marijuana, he contended, was in fact hashish, which caused such powerful hallucinations and disturbances that users turned to morphine or barbiturates to calm down. Worse, he said, much of the LSD was cut with amphetamines, strychnine, and mescaline. And the valley was flooding with heroin.


In Phoenix, where narcotics arrests had risen by 500 percent in two years, the drug scare had flared into hysteria, and authorities linked the threat to political insurgencies. Charles Tignor, the director of Arizona’s State Narcotics Enforcement Division, told a Rotary Club luncheon crowd that campus unrest and hallucinogens were two prongs of a Communist strategy to “morally corrupt the youth of this country,” and he traced the problem back to 1965, “when the New Left became active on campuses” and pro-LSD “propaganda” bombarded the youth.


“It’s hard to believe that this could happen in our community and in all other communities across the nation by accident,” the assistant police chief of Phoenix told one PTA meeting. Surely the rise of drug use was the result of “small groups working to destroy our way of life without offering anything better to replace it. They are small groups, but they are influencing very large numbers of young people. I have to wonder, is this accidental?”


On June 17, a few weeks after the Arizona Republic profile of Orpheus was published, the Special Investigations unit of the Phoenix police paid its own visit to the house on the west side of the city. They removed seven tablets of LSD from the refrigerator and arrested an Orpheus volunteer who lived in a trailer parked in the backyard. They also put out a warrant for Forcade, who wasn’t there.


According to Forcade’s account, when he returned to the house it was so utterly destroyed that he suspected a prankster had let loose wild javelinas. Boxes and drawers had been dumped on the floor; water was poured over files. Every piece of furniture was overturned, the stereo was destroyed, and the mail was ripped open. Worst of all was the damage to the UPS library, the largest collection of underground periodicals in the world.


“The only LSD in our office was the LSD the police put there,” Forcade responded, after turning himself in to police. “It would have been much more imaginative and equally realistic to charge that the entire building was constructed of marijuana bricks and then haul it away with house-moving equipment, as evidence.”


Forcade asserted that the police had found it necessary to create an excuse to destroy the UPS office because they would never actually catch him breaking the law. “I don’t smoke, drink, or use medication or drugs of any kind, legal or illegal,” he claimed. “I learned that out of the Bible.”


The raid, he said, was a political attempt to silence a free press, and the area newspapers, which had not asked UPS for its side of the story, were complicit.


“The local media continually rant on law and order and upholding the Constitution. Talk is cheap.”


Perhaps looking to establish his credibility as a man of God, Forcade submitted an article about the dangers of drugs to a small local newspaper called the North Mountain News and signed it “The Reverend Thomas King Forcade.” But it was largely plagiarized from an article that had been written by the army and circulated on various military bases. In an editorial, the publisher of the North Mountain News vouched for him as well, noting that Forcade “has a bachelor’s degree from Brigham Young University and at 23 is undoubtedly one of the most talented advertising men and publishers in the United States. He has worked for the past two years under the handicap of having his phone tapped, his mail opened, and his business establishment raided by narcotics agents. [Forcade] is a Mormon and neither drinks, smokes, nor uses narcotics. If there really was LSD found in his establishment, it was put there without his knowledge—or, very simply, he is being framed.”


Some of this was true.


The Underground Press Syndicate was founded in 1966, a consortium of the largest and most influential independent newspapers—the Los Angeles Free Press, the East Village Other in New York City, the Berkeley Barb, the Paper in East Lansing, and the Fifth Estate in Detroit—that had sprung up in just a couple of years alongside the rise of New Left politics, anti-war sentiment, and the burgeoning psychedelic counterculture. Part of the goal of the UPS was simply for appearances’ sake: to present a united front of freaks, and stave off feelings of alienation throughout the sprawling underground community. But it was also practical: a way for budget-crunched papers to freely share editorial content with one another, and to set up national advertising deals.


In August 1967, Forcade, a twenty-one-year-old Arizona resident with a degree in business, read that UPS was in search of volunteers, and he offered to assist long distance, from Phoenix. In a letter to UPS cofounder John Wilcock, Forcade warned of the creeping capitalism that threatened to corrupt the fast-growing underground industry. “The vultures are already circling and swooping, even feeding,” he wrote, before yielding to a hopeful prediction of karmic righteousness. “The obvious and natural solution is that those publications which demonstrate their primary concern with commercialism will patently be unable to cooperate among themselves and will find no one among the hardcore junkie-freelancers Movement who will supply them with material or cooperate with them.” He sent dummy pages from his not-yet-published magazine Orpheus—a kind of Reader’s Digest anthology of articles from the underground press—and waited for a response. After some voting and vetting, the UPS committee accepted him into the fold.


Forcade had thrown himself into the job with the help of a revolving door of local longhairs. The Orpheus crew assembled booklets advising fellow publishers on how to use printing presses, founded a distributing agency, solicited national advertising, offered a clipping service for record companies, and—recognizing that authorities often used obscenity charges to repress political newspapers—drafted and circulated an amicus curiae brief to help member papers defend themselves against overzealous police departments.


Forcade’s fellow UPS editors soon voted to move the bulk of the organization’s administrative work to him in Arizona. For the next two years, Forcade and the Orpheus staff ran UPS operations from downtown Phoenix, in a five-bedroom white-brick house fortified with deadlocked doors and barbed wire across every window. And they continued to distribute Orpheus—along with various illicit and profit-yielding substances—via Forcade’s roving 1946 Chevrolet school bus. If police pulled the bus over, Forcade, wearing a priest’s collar, would produce a copy of Orpheus, a peace-sign-flashing Jesus on its cover, and lead the other passengers in singing a hymn, a ruse that was usually convincing enough to get off with a warning. (Any authority figure who actually looked at the pages inside might have been alarmed, or maybe confused, because the writings embraced a variety of political philosophies in rapid succession, from anarchist to libertarian to pacifist to Marxist.)


The Orpheus announcement of plans for the lawless Colorado River “liberated zone” was just one of many signs of increasing radicalism. The credo became: Don’t compromise, don’t be complicit, opt out. “If you want to be part of the solution, I say start acting and thinking pure love, right now,” Forcade exhorted readers. “Turn in your draft card. Turn in all your cards. Turn in your clothes. Turn in your degree. Turn in your W-2 forms. Turn in your driver’s license. Turn in your car, unless it was made in Sweden or a similar sane society. Turn it all in, and turn it all off.”


By 1969, Forcade was warning against conservatives and liberals alike. “Don’t trust anybody but a radical, because only a radical has got the guts to stand up on his hind legs and say where he’s at. Turn off the supply of evil crap to your head—the media. Read only the underground press. The underground press does not attempt to ‘give the other side.’ That’s crap. The underground press is to put forth good.”


During the week of the Orpheus drug bust, Forcade welcomed a journalist named John Burks who wanted to interview him for a splashy Rolling Stone article on the underground press. Burks made no mention of the drug bust, although the article alluded to the house’s strange lack of furniture: nothing but desk chairs and a table for the phonograph that played Cream and Dylan and free jazz records. Burks also noted that wire mesh had been placed over the windows.


“We make a fetish of being un-paranoid,” Forcade told him, but the paranoia was immediately palpable when he reprimanded his assistant for not securing the door.


“Benny, we’ve got to keep it barred,” Forcade said. “You’re going to keep it barred, aren’t you? It’s something we’ve got to do, Benny.”


“We’ve also got a fully developed plan of self-defense,” Forcade assured Burks. “We don’t talk about it, and we don’t seek confrontation, but we’re prepared.”


Forcade maintained his rule about not having his face photographed. (“When they start rounding people up, I don’t want to make it easy for them. It’s just a preoccupation that I never have my picture taken if I can help it.”) Nor would he reveal his age. “Time doesn’t exist here the way it does other places,” he explained.


But as they sat under the living room air conditioner, drinking beer and eating chili that Benny prepared, Forcade opened up more about his background to Burks than he had to even some of the people who worked for him. In a soft drawl he revealed he’d graduated from the University of Utah and worked in advertising, and that he’d even served in the military.


He was also, he said, a preacher at the Church of Life—its name was painted on the side of the school bus out back—and eager to bring Christ into the dialogues of the underground.


“We’ll continue doing articles on the underground scene,” he said, “but we’ll quote Jesus where we want to make a point. It should appeal to a wider set of people. Most people are conditioned to a Christian way of thinking.


“I think there’s a lot of Movement people who secretly want to go back to nonviolence,” Forcade continued. “And there’s no reason we can’t do it. Just create a new synthesis within the Movement—and do it. I think the Movement has reached the point of diminishing returns with the techniques of shock and separatism.”


And yet he beamed when Burks told him that John Sinclair of the militant White Panthers had called the underground press “a great bunch of motherfuckers.” The White Panthers’ battle cry for a “total assault on the culture by any means necessary, including rock and roll, dope, and fucking in the streets,” may have seemed the antithesis of the Christian life, but “I really think Sinclair has genius,” he said. “A deeply poetic vision of the revolution. I wish I could be more like him.”


Later, Forcade showed off the modifications he’d made to the bus, freshly hosed off and gleaming in the hundred-degree-plus Phoenix sun. Seats had been removed, replaced by mattresses and equipment for assembling Orpheus on the road while traveling between Berkeley, Denver, Chicago, and New York. This also allowed them to spread the word and raise the profile of the Underground Press Syndicate, “to sustain the myth of a finely honed media institution that’s going to roll over the whole land,” as he put it. “I think the day will come when we’ll have a daily underground paper in every city and a weekly in every town.”


At the end of the visit, Forcade submitted to posing for some pictures outdoors, on the condition that his face remain concealed. Burks photographed him from above so that the brim of his hat protected his identity.


Three weeks later, on July 6, Forcade got in the Orpheus bus and left Phoenix. “We’re going to New York for a few months,” he wrote. “We’ve had it with small town mentalities.”


First, though, they were headed to Michigan. The national conference of the Underground Press Syndicate awaited.


The travelers logged nearly two thousand miles in four days. From the Grand Canyon State, they sped through Tucumcari, up Route 54 to Wichita, and west through Kansas City. Sweltering heat and police hassles made it hard to breathe. Along the way, they liberally handed out copies of their psychedelically colored magazine, Orpheus, which charmed some of the Midwesterners and flummoxed others. The bus cruised northward day and night, blurring past motels and gas stations, blasting the AM radio soundtrack shuck of an Aquarian dream that was already fading: “Atlantis,” “In the Year 2525,” “Good Morning Starshine.”


At 4:00 a.m. on the morning of Thursday, July 10, the bus eased into a parking lot near the edge of the University of Michigan campus in Ann Arbor. A floodlight illuminated the adjacent lawn.


The lamps and stereo at 1510 Hill Street were still on when the Orpheus bus emptied out, led by Forcade. They followed the sound of distant music, climbed the porch, and knocked on the mansion door. A purple and white flag, hanging above, remained still as the door opened.


This was the home base of Trans-Love Energies, the community founded by John and Leni Sinclair, and which also included the militantly anti-racist White Panther Party. They were having a fraught summer. John Sinclair—who’d drafted that platform of “rock and roll, dope, and fucking in the streets”—was at the forefront of marijuana legalization efforts and currently awaiting sentencing for possession after giving two joints to an undercover cop. Adding salt to the wound was the departure of the White Panthers’ longtime house band, the MC5, whose members were now pursuing dreams of rock-and-roll stardom. The MC5 had been a key component of Sinclair’s goal of creating synergy between cultural and political movements: a young listener might send fan mail to the MC5, asking for an autographed photo, and in response receive White Panther literature that included instructions for revolution.2


Greeting the visitors, the hosts lamented that the first delegates to arrive in town—representatives of the Chicago Seed—had themselves been pulled over and detained for possession of marijuana. The Orpheus travelers retrieved their sleeping bags from the bus and, before they crashed to sleep on the wooden floors, looked over the pamphlets they’d been handed:




This conference marks the turning point in the revolutionary media. This is the year—1969—that the revolutionary youth media will reach beyond the hip artistic and political enclaves in Amerika out into the bowels of this society—to all our young brothers out there in television land, in the suburbs, the school-jails, the factories and pool halls to turn our people on to the truth about the problem—and to the solution to that problem. This is the year we will transform our movement from an “underground press syndicate” to a functioning revolutionary brotherhood.





Forcade particularly admired two leaders in the political-countercultural world. One was John Sinclair, in whose home he was sleeping. The other was Abbie Hoffman, whom Forcade would finally meet this weekend. Hoffman had been a volunteer for the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee, a racially integrated civil rights group. When the SNCC purged its white members in the wake of the Black Power movement, Hoffman felt disillusioned—until LSD gave him the epiphany that he could politicize hippies. With a half dozen other pranksters who called themselves “Yippies,” Hoffman threw himself into guerilla theater; at the New York Stock Exchange, for instance, they ate, threw, and burned dollar bills in a protest of materialism.


As the early morning sky lightened, Forcade closed his eyes. This weekend, he was to assume full leadership of the Underground Press Syndicate, making him an important player in the same movement circles, securing his place among the leaders. The underground papers now boasted a combined weekly readership of a hundred million.


Hours later, the Orpheus bus loaded up with groggy passengers and Forcade drove east, over a bridge, and onto Pontiac Trail. After a few miles, it reached a driveway surrounded by trees. Just past a dented piece of tin on which someone had painted a peace sign stood a White Panther member with a loaded 12-gauge shotgun, guarding the gate.


Ann Arbor was especially tense that weekend because there was a serial killer on the loose. Six young women between the ages of thirteen and twenty-three had been murdered and mutilated in the past twenty-three months, and days before the radical media conference, a seventh woman was killed.


“I’ve told my men to forget about traffic, forget about routine, and get out into the boondocks and search,” Washtenaw County sheriff Doug Harvey told the Times-News. “We patrol the back roads, the lover’s lanes, any place that’s lonely. We stop anybody and everybody.” There were still no leads on the serial killer, whom newspapers had dubbed the “Michigan Murderer.”


Skip Taube, a prominent member of the White Panthers, had been passing around petitions for Harvey’s recall, mocking the failed efforts to solve the serial killings. “He couldn’t find eggs in a hen house,” Taube sneered to a reporter.


Still, patterns had begun to emerge: Several of the bodies had been found in abandoned farmhouses. A psychiatrist at the university, noting that two killings occurred around Independence Day, sensed an “antigovernment message” being sent. Another psychiatrist, at the Ypsilanti State Hospital, had narrowed the killer’s age range to eighteen to thirty. And a cab driver who claimed to hear “a lot of things” told reporters that “one of these hippie kids” was the murderer. The latest police theory was that the culprit was a political radical who was trying to humiliate the authorities.


Sheriff Harvey already disliked hippies. He publicly criticized their “animal conduct” and loud music. “The decent people of this area have a few rights, too,” he said, “like not putting up with hopheads, sex nuts, and public drunks.” They’d caused more and more trouble the past few years, he thought, culminating with a three-day riot the month before, at a music fest that ended with a melee of rocks and batons. That had caught the attention of FBI director J. Edgar Hoover, who ordered surveillance and disruption of the White Panther Party.


The guards at the driveway gate checked Forcade’s credentials, and the bus crawled three hundred yards up a winding dirt road. The grassy hilltop had a panoramic view overlooking the city and countryside, perfect for lookouts. On a patch of mowed land stood the brick farmhouse owned by a former outrider with the Detroit Highwaymen motorcycle gang and members of a group he managed, the Tate Blues Band. Outside the house, visitors frolicked in the nude, some of them running around and spraying water on one another.


Skip Taube, the petition-circulating thorn in Sheriff Harvey’s side, was also the White Panther’s minister of education. Tall and gaunt, with glasses and fuzzy facial hair, he emerged to warn the arriving congregation that police harassment had intensified in recent weeks.


“We’re going to set up a command post,” Taube announced. “In the meantime, be very careful. Don’t go anywhere by yourself—if you do, tell a friend so we’ll know whether you’re back in time. The pigs are watching the Hill Street houses, but they ain’t going to get anywhere near here without getting their heads blown off. That’s all. We just want people to know there’s a lot of tension in the community.”


The White Panthers’ minister of defense, a high school track-star-turned-greaser-turned-union-organizer-turned-revolutionary named Pun Plamondon, sat on a bench with his wife, Genie—the minister of communications—and watched the road. They wore jeans. She held a can of beer. He held a shotgun.


By the afternoon, more than two hundred representatives had gathered. They’d driven, hitchhiked, and forged youth-fare airline cards to descend from the Lower East Side, Vancouver, Houston, Bloomington, San Francisco, Atlanta, Seattle, and even Jackson, Mississippi. (A few visitors from the so-called establishment press were eager to see what this was all about. But the Detroit Free Press reporter was quickly ousted, and even a Village Voice columnist who’d traveled from New York got the cold shoulder.)


Art Johnston, a former Michigander who’d moved to California to write for the Berkeley Barb, began the proceedings. Johnston had a bushy mustache and hair that swirled over his eyes. He preached about a “youth culture revolution.”


“We have to get out to TV land, to the suburbs where the people are,” he said. Since “kids learn from B-movies,” he reasoned that the language of biker movies, hot-rod culture, surfing, and other outlets of adolescent rebellion would resonate with middle-class white teenagers.


“It came to me in an acid flash,” Johnston beamed.


Attendees floated from one workshop to another. Bill Schanen, the decidedly nonradical fifty-four-year-old owner of a Milwaukee printing business, had weathered costly boycotts, FBI visits, and lost friendships because of his willingness to print the underground Kaleidoscope; here, he gave a seminar on offset printing, his short white hair and deep tan conspicuous in the sea of wild-looking kids. Elsewhere, editors delivered instructional lectures on using ham radios, telexes, bulk mail, and street-corner distribution. Tents were assembled, wine was poured, and although much of Michigan was suffering a marijuana drought, joints were rolled.


Equipped with Bolex cameras and a Nagra recorder, Forcade and the Orpheus team began filming. Protestations arose—people wanted to speak freely, without worrying about incriminating themselves. Why did there need to be a document?


Forcade said he was working on a documentary, to be called The Underground Press Loves You. “If you don’t want to be in the film,” he suggested, “just stay out of camera range.”


“Aren’t we overdoing the paranoia business?” pleaded one publisher, as Forcade’s camera trained on his face. “First, we bar the establishment press, and now we say we can’t even cover the meeting ourselves?”


With this endorsement, Forcade darted around the grounds, conducting more interviews until shadows grew long. It wasn’t hard to figure the reasons for all the paranoia. The editor of Vancouver’s Georgia Straight—the first newspaper to be charged with “criminal libel” since 1938—told Forcade about paper confiscations, obscenity busts, and, after the publication of an article about planting seeds, a “counseling to cultivate marijuana” indictment.


Forcade also interviewed Abbie Hoffman, whose activism had been an inspiration to him. Hoffman had seen firsthand the ruptures in the anti-war movement. That spring he, along with a cross section of other well-known activists who’d soon be known as the Chicago Eight, had been indicted on conspiracy charges for the riots at the previous summer’s Democratic National Convention. And only weeks before coming to Ann Arbor, he’d attended the final, acrimonious convention of the Students for a Democratic Society, in which the largest anti-war group in the country splintered before his eyes.


Hoffman gave Forcade a candid and concise description of Yippie tactics.




The trick in manipulating the media is to get them to promote an event before it happens… get them to make an advertisement for an event—an advertisement for revolution—the same way you would advertise soap.… We got them hooked. As a result of Chicago, they just can’t ignore what we’re doing.… When the cops hear I’m going to speak at a university or in a small town, they’ll bring in tons of cops. They’ll do the whole Chicago trip, bringing in the armed forces shit. And when they’ve got the cops there and all over the fuckin’ place, that becomes the theater of the thing, and what you’re talking about to the audience becomes very real. You’re not talking about something abstract. There’s a tension, a new kind of theater.





“Do you think the cops know you’re here today in Ann Arbor?”


“Sure,” Abbie said. “I have to write the US district attorney every time I leave New York City. I have to write him where I’m going, who I’m going to see, what I’m going to do, and when I’m coming back.”


After everyone feasted on barbecued chicken and watermelon, the Orpheus bus led a line of cars down to a coffeehouse on the University of Michigan campus to hear the Tate Blues Band. The singer, Terry Tate—who, in the words of one observer, howled “like a panther in a bear trap”—had been jailed only a few weeks before for tearing off, piece by piece, his outfit sewn from an American flag. Undercover police, who’d caught the drug-induced performance on 8mm film, arrested him for indecent exposure, set his bail at $5,000, and banned further park concerts. The police had shorn Tate’s long, kinky hair, but tonight his eyes looked as crazed as ever. Watching all the hooting, jumping, and shouting, even one of the attendant radicals commented, “These Trans-Love people are laying it on pretty thick.”


Exhausted, they caravanned back to the hill in the late hours and slept outdoors or in barns.


It wasn’t long before the conference encountered a manifestation of the very forces of suppression the papers were established to fight. While members of the underground cooked communal breakfast for three hundred over open fires, a phone call came in for Art Johnston. It was from Cheryl McCall, the nineteen-year-old editor of South End, the Wayne State University student paper that Johnston himself had radicalized only two years ago. The president of the university had just banned the paper, canceling staff salaries and refusing to print the latest issue—an extra-thick edition devoted to cultural revolution. He’d locked the pages in his personal safe.


Forcade bused a contingent of delegates to a press conference McCall was holding at the South End offices, where Art Johnston took the microphone and threatened a further “invasion of weirdos, dope-fiends, acid-heads, and motorcycle freaks.” McCall, for her part, invited the Wayne State president to “sit down and smoke some dope with us.” He declined.


The group departed for the Ann Arbor Argus offices and got to work re-creating the student paper. Staffers from Detroit’s Fifth Estate soon joined them, hauling along their own equipment and materials. By Monday, a revolving crew of nonstudents would reset and print thirty thousand copies of the now-contraband South End.


Back on the hilltop, Michael Forman, whose Pennsylvania-based Concert Hall agency had been hired by Forcade to act as the advertising representative for UPS, stood up to debrief everyone about the current crisis with record labels. A few months earlier, Columbia Records had suddenly pulled all its advertising from the underground press—a major loss, because those contracts provided about $100,000 a year for the papers. An inside source at the label alleged that government pressure had been applied to Columbia’s parent company CBS, a claim made even more plausible when the other television network-owned labels, ABC Records and NBC’s RCA Records, also withdrew ads from underground papers.


Forman warned that Rolling Stone editor Jann Wenner—a “junior Hearst, co-opting our culture and betraying the revolution”—had contacted other Concert Hall clients to tell them they were wasting their money with the underground papers. One Wenner letter to national advertisers even asked why they would support publications that stood in opposition to capitalism.


Upon hearing Forman’s speech, editors began to debate a boycott of Columbia releases, even those of New Left icon Bob Dylan. Abbie Hoffman demanded punishment for “ripping off the people’s music.”


Maybe all the revolution in the air was rubbing off on the businessman Forman. “Money is irrelevant,” he declared, belying his buttoned-down appearance. “Our purpose… is to get the word out.” Forget about Columbia: if the papers could stabilize their relationships with local advertisers, he said, they wouldn’t have to rely on record ads or sex-soliciting classifieds. “You have to make your papers a permanent media.”


The editors decided to write an open letter appealing for musicians to use their leverage to pressure Columbia. If that didn’t work, well, maybe the label’s records would have to be “liberated” from stores or its offices occupied.


Rock festivals were another matter of concern. The Palm Springs Pop Festival and others had already been scenes of militarized police action, riots, and killings. Promoters, looking for a quick buck, neglected details like sufficient PA systems, toilets, and water. The underground papers had to acknowledge that they’d been complicit in their support of these co-opting money grabs.


But Michael Forman told everyone that the Woodstock Music and Arts Festival, a month away, might be different. Forman and his partner at Concert Hall were themselves involved in the promotion, which was going to need the help of the underground papers to get the word out—and Concert Hall was even publishing the program that would be distributed on the festival grounds. (Forman did not mention that Concert Hall had bluffed its way into a $10,000 contract to finesse a hip image for Woodstock promoters, furnishing a midtown Manhattan office with black lights, cloudlike fabric hanging from the ceilings, and, in lieu of sofas or chairs, seating on wall-to-wall chartreuse carpet.)


As Abbie Hoffman listened, wheels began turning in his head. “I realized something of the magnitude of Chicago was in the making,” he later remembered, “a huge rock concert lasting a few days presented an opportunity to reach masses of young people in a setting where they felt part of something bigger.” What if rock concert promoters didn’t just make money off the culture—what if they gave something back? What if some of the profits went toward movement goals? What if radical politics were given a voice at the concert? He made a mental note to visit the Woodstock offices as soon as he returned to New York.


Forcade’s Ann Arbor coronation as the leader of the Underground Press Syndicate, replacing its five-man coordinating committee, was a smooth affair—no one else seemed to want the job. The conversation about the Liberation News Service, however, was a little bumpier. Whereas UPS concerned itself with the nuts and bolts of underground publishing—printing, advertising, distribution, and sharing of content—LNS acted as a more traditional news service, providing articles and photographs that could be run in member papers. The two were independent of one another but hardly competitors; most of the larger papers paid dues to both organizations.


In Ann Arbor, LNS drew criticism for its dogmatic stances on issues, often written with a Marxist bent. But the attending LNS representatives pushed back. “Hey,” one of its editors shouted, “what are we, anyway—fucking journalists?” Everyone trailed off into grumbles. It would be only the first of the weekend’s many internecine battles.


After the interruption of an evening rainstorm, the filmmaking cooperative Newsreel projected footage it had shot the previous summer: footage of draft resistance organizing in Boston; of Oleo Strut, a GI coffeehouse at Fort Hood, Texas; of Rat and Newsreel’s takeover of a New York public television station; of the streets of Chicago during the Democratic National Convention police riot. Providing a running commentary throughout the screening was Newsreel’s own Melvin Margulis, who only stopped shouting occasionally to swat violently at the mosquitoes attacking his nude body.


On Saturday, one speaker in particular—decked out in a “Free Huey” sweatshirt, tan pants, black boots, and sunglasses—commanded the conference’s attention. Elbert Howard, better known as “Big Man,” was the Black Panthers’ deputy minister of information as well as editor of its newspaper, the Black Panther Party Community News Service.


He was in Ann Arbor to give his pitch for the United Front Against Fascism, an attempt to establish an alliance with white and Chicano radicals, leftists, and liberals.


Big Man urged last-minute press coverage for the United Front’s upcoming conference, scheduled for the following weekend in Oakland. This was a momentous event—despite Huey Newton’s calls for aid from white “mother country radicals,” the New Left had mostly grouped according to skin color since the expulsion of white members from the SNCC in 1966. The upcoming meeting could be a chance to come together again, even if certain conditions applied to the alliance. The Black Panthers enjoyed near worship from the most radical elements of the counterculture, partly a mix of machismo envy, white guilt, and the awareness that, unlike some of themselves, the Panthers were committed to their mission out of necessity and not middle-class adventurism.


But Big Man was interrupted by some of the women at the conference, who accused the Panthers of chauvinism. Indeed, just four weeks earlier, at the Students for a Democratic Society (SDS) conference in Chicago, one Panther leader extolled the charms of “pussy power,” and then another took the microphone and explained, “The brother was only trying to say to you sisters that you have a strategic position in the revolution: prone.”


Now, the women in Ann Arbor widened the sexism charge to all the papers, offering as evidence their back-pages pornographic advertisements. Those ads were a big part of what alienated the Berkeley Barb staff from its publisher, Max Scherr. (The other part was the discovery that he was pocketing four grand a week while they worked for low wages.) In just the past week, a group of departed Barb workers had decided to publish their own competing paper, the Berkeley Tribe; one of them even flew to Ann Arbor to show off the premiere issue, hot off the presses. The underground representatives took a vote and overwhelmingly decided to back the Tribe over the Barb.


Big Man, frustrated by the hijacking of his lecture, pointed out that his paper didn’t even run ads. “We’re not capitalists; we’re against capitalism,” he said; and accepting advertisements was “just perpetuating it.” After counterprotests by some of the freakier men—say, wasn’t puritanism the enemy here, man, and not the freedom of nude bodies?—resolutions were quickly drafted by an LNS editor:




1. That male supremacy and chauvinism be eliminated from the contents of the underground papers. For example, papers should stop accepting commercial advertising that uses women’s bodies to sell records and other products, and advertisements for sex, since the use of sex as a commodity specially oppresses women in this country. Also, women’s bodies should not be exploited in the papers for the purpose of increasing circulation.


2. That papers make a particular effort to publish material on women’s oppression and liberation with the entire contents of the paper.


3. That women have a full role in all the functions of the staffs of underground papers.




These lines of debate exhausted, it was finally time for some of the delegates to gather in the shade of the Orpheus bus to tackle a proposal that Jeff Shero, the New-Yorker-by-way-of-Texas editor of The Rat, had been considering for the past few months: the formation of a Revolutionary Press Movement. RPM member papers would dedicate themselves to promoting radical politics and even coordinating actions. “Revolutionaries first, journalists second” was the motto; the Ann Arbor Argus, Berkeley Tribe, Black Panther, Fifth Estate, and Chicago Seed were all on board. (“Get some cat who’s really into ecology,” Shero suggested as an example, “and guarantee him three million readers as payment for an outta sight series of articles.”) Tom Forcade volunteered the UPS staff for the effort as well.


Abbie Hoffman was especially excited about what this plan could mean for the defense effort of the Chicago Eight. He believed that most editors and publishers had failed to make the sacrifices that he and the other defendants did and that it was time for them to put themselves on the line. The RPM papers, he said, should work to publicize the upcoming “National Action” in Chicago, which had been proposed by SDS at that same tumultuous conference that included the incendiary remarks about women. Set for October, the demonstration promised to “Bring the War Home,” to show that white radicals would fight in a revolutionary alliance alongside the Black Panthers and the Young Lords.


As they plotted, a few of them noticed, in the distance, the two Ann Arbor officers who’d appeared at the perimeter of the property.


Pun and Genie Plamondon, armed with rifles, asked them what they wanted. One of the Chicago Seed people who’d been arrested for marijuana possession Wednesday night and released on bail had apparently disappeared. “He’s not here,” Pun told them, proud of his disciplined manner, “and you can’t look without a warrant.” The police promptly turned their car around and drove away. Up on the hill, Art Johnston was ready for a real revolution. “We have to develop contingency plans to go underground,” he insisted. The law enforcement hassles were getting to be too much.


Pun and Skip Taube returned to grilling chicken for the next meal.


And then, ten minutes later, a frightened voice called out.


“Pigs!”


Dozens of Ann Arbor and Washtenaw County policemen were storming the property, flowing from the neighboring grounds. They climbed from bushes, armed with M1s, shotguns, and even submachine guns. There, in the middle field… was that a paratrooper landing on the lawn?


“We better sing ‘We Shall Overcome’ or stand up!” Hoffman announced. He jumped up but froze when he saw a shotgun pointed at him from only a few feet away. The deputy held the stock of his 12-gauge against his crotch, caressed it, and flashed an icy, daring smile.


Adrenaline racing, the troops encircled the hilltop and marched from the surrounding woods to search for the missing Chicago Seed person. The sounds of unclicking safeties bounced around the yard.


Plamondon ran from the barbecue pit, leaving the chicken to burn. Arriving at the farmhouse, he yelled for everyone to come outside, assemble in the front yard, and remain calm.


Out in the driveway, John Sinclair and a Washington Free Press editor confronted the sheriff as he emerged from his car. When the sheriff walked past them, they turned and followed, continuing to shout after him.


Helmeted deputies in bulletproof vests were running up the front road—their vehicles blocked the driveway—with guns drawn. Two teenage White Panthers had headed for the tall grass and dropped; now they were attempting a low crawl down the hill. When, after a few hundred yards, they jumped up to run, several cops raised their rifles before an officer called them off.


Police moved toward the farmhouse and lined up all the women—some of them still stoned, many of them topless—on the front lawn. They checked IDs, snatched cameras, took down license plates, and then smashed the locks on the doors to the house. Dazed onlookers hypothesized about their possible imminent deaths—a premeditated slaughter of hippies made to look like a shoot-out? “One wrong move,” Ken Kelley wrote afterward, “and tomorrow there’d be a mass demonstration for the Ann Arbor martyrs, and 250 fewer underground papers in the world.”


Meanwhile, Plamondon rushed into the farmhouse to give a tour—nothing to see here, sirs, just a Harley-Davidson parked in the kitchen, with transmission on the table and cylinder heads in the sink. An under-construction Marshall amp, atop an antique oak table, dominated the dining room; a six-foot-long papier-mâché shark, a drum kit, and two keyboards filled the living room.


When the cops found the house stash of thousands of underground papers, they settled in for a few minutes, turning to the back pages, taking in the sex ads, and eventually seizing them for evidence.


After half an hour, they headed for their cars. One of the police flashed a peace sign as he walked down the driveway. Boos rang out, car doors slammed, and the caravan departed.


When the sounds died, everyone gravitated to the barbecue pits, where the chicken had been abandoned. As dinner was salvaged, a discussion about self-defense began. Clearly, the movement was not yet prepared for an armed rebellion. Shero’s plan for a Revolutionary Press Movement—many fingers joining together to form a fist—seemed more urgent than ever. Protests against the war were slowing, and the authorities were cracking down on the Black Panthers. In October, in Chicago, it would be time to take a stand.


In the quiet night, Abbie Hoffman lay in the grass and gazed upward. “It’s a beautiful warm night,” he wrote, “filled with a starry blue sky waiting for the astronauts to violate its silence. Lying on your back you can look up and repeat all the old hippie clichés to yourself about dropping out heading for the country. Why not?” He kept thinking this as he returned to his binoculars, surveying the road below, “ready to wake everyone up Paul Revere–style with shouts of ‘The Pigs are coming.’”


In which of the trees around him, he wondered, lurked FBI cameras?


There were about thirty people on patrol in the Michigan darkness, armed with weapons and a memorized escape plan. In the house sat the nude mosquito-swatter Melvin Margulis, monitoring police calls with a UHF modifier and, with the help of a code-filled card, translating numbers into words.


“Don’t know what the fuck I’d do if they came back,” Hoffman would later remember thinking. “It would be as good a place as any and as good a reason as any to blast my first Pig.”


Twelve hours later, the only trace of the conference was the matted-down grass where vehicles had been parked. Carpools had taken attendees in every direction, ready to seed the country with the latest calls for revolution.


Forcade stuck around for several more days, rapping with Sinclair and the rest of the Trans-Love group while they scrambled to raise travel expenses to bring a California psychic to Ann Arbor, hoping that he could solve the spate of co-ed murders where local police had failed. Finally, the Orpheus bus, with several conference attendees in tow, headed east to New York City to find space for the new offices of the Underground Press Syndicate.


Two weeks later, John Sinclair was convicted and sentenced to “a minimum term of not less than nine and a half nor more than ten years” for marijuana possession—a decade in a state penitentiary for two joints. Police tore him from the arms of Leni, pregnant with their second child, and led him away.


On the way to New York, the Orpheus bus stopped at Concert Hall’s offices in Glenside, Pennsylvania, at the home of Michael Forman’s partner Bert Cohen. A motley group of young people worked side by side in an enclosed porch to produce the Woodstock booklet. But one glance at the driveway would clear up any misconceptions about bohemia: Cohen drove a Lotus Elan, and Forman had a Vincent Black Lightning.


Forcade immediately took notice of Concert Hall’s secretary, a petite young lady with a pixie haircut. Cindy Ornsteen had grown up in the old-money Main Line town of Gladwyne. Her father was a doctor who’d served as a captain in the Korean War and chaired the Goldwater Committee in Montgomery County. Her mother was an inveterate letter writer, her witty barbs against New Frontier Democrats published in Time, Newsweek, and the New York Times. In 1965, when sentiment turned against the Vietnam War, Cindy’s parents reached Lt. Gen. Westmoreland with an idea to boost morale, and before long, Operation Mail Call Vietnam was delivering letters of support to troops by the ton.


Cindy wasn’t part of Mail Call Vietnam, because she had shipped off to college in Colorado, where she joined the Young Republicans, posing for a yearbook photo with a Goldwater bumper sticker. But by 1969, she’d shed her parents’ politics and was living in a cheap pad near Villanova, working at the front desk of Concert Hall, writing copy and working with printers.


“She was very bright,” remembered a colleague. “She kept a line between the creative guys and management. She was on the inside track and was careful not to let the creative people know any more than we needed to.”


Cindy’s first interaction with Forcade had been an angry phone call from him, after he’d sent a book manuscript via air freight that never arrived at Concert Hall. He blamed Cindy for losing the package and started yelling.


“You idiot, you’re crazy!” she shouted. “I don’t run Emory Air Freight!” She hung up on him.


But her interest was piqued. The balls on this guy, she thought, to chew out a stranger like that. When she finally met him, she was even more intrigued. “The first thing I thought was, ‘This guy can’t have an orgasm.’ I thought, this would be amazing.”


As it happened, Forcade’s relationship with his previous girlfriend had ended after John Sinclair’s sentencing. “My lady left me tonight,” Forcade wrote, “saying that Sinclair deserved to go to jail because he had advocated guns. Then she threw a book on Vedantic religion at me, said ‘That’s where it’s at,’ slugged me a few times and left, raving about pacifism and condemning violence as she slapped me. Another victim of this screwed-up world, this time from the lunatic psychedelic fringe. Me, I’m tired of being a saint.”


Forcade, now shuttling back and forth between Philadelphia and New York, started spending more time with Cindy on his trips to Pennsylvania, sending long-stemmed roses and notes signed “Love, Thomas King Forcade.”


After Cindy introduced him to her mother, Mrs. Ornsteen was puzzled by his black preacher’s outfit and his long hair shooting down from a black-brimmed hat he never removed.


“It looks like he has fake hair sewn into the hat,” she said to her daughter after he left. “Is he an agent?”


Footnotes


1 Thomas King Forcade sometimes spelled his last name “Forçade.” The cedilla appears in this book’s title to signal his preferred pronunciation and intentional echo of “façade,” but the name is rendered throughout the text as “Forcade,” as it usually was during his lifetime.


2 “The White Panther Party is working toward obtaining control of large masses of young people for the primary purpose of causing revolution in this country,” a Michigan state police detective would later testify before the Senate subcommittee. “The methods used to recruit these people is based upon a complete dropout of our society and the adoption of a system involving ‘rock’ music and the free use of drugs and sex in a setting of commune living. It is apparent that every attempt is being made to break down the moral relationship between the youth and his or her parents along with a complete disregard for law and order.”
















CHAPTER 2


Two weeks before the Woodstock festival, it was time to put on the squeeze. “Everyone was ready for the pressure treatment,” Abbie Hoffman recalled with relish, “jamming switchboards, blocking their offices, press conferences announcing that the crazy communists who ripped up Chicago were hoping the town board members of Bethel would give Woodstock Ventures a permit so we could come up and screw all their daughters.” Aided by the use of theater-prop chains and attack dogs, Hoffman, Forcade, and about a dozen others burst into the Woodstock Ventures offices and demanded a meeting. Eventually, they shook down the promoters for about ten thousand dollars, to be divided among the Yippies, SDS, Alternative University, the Crazies, the Motherfuckers, NY Women’s Liberation, Newsreel, and The Rat. They procured an area at the festival for distributing political literature—they’d call the space “Movement City”—and bought a $1,500 printing press to publish a daily paper from the fairgrounds.


“The potential of the situation is enormous,” Forcade swooned in an essay written for Woodstock attendees. “More people can be turned on together, more people can have a good time together, more people can be reached with liberation message of rock and roll music than ever before.” He also used the space to remind attendees of the plight of John Sinclair. “Take a sum of money equal to what you’re spending on the Woodstock caper,” he advised, “put it in an envelope, and send it to Magdalene [Leni] Sinclair.”


Forcade’s essay wasn’t included in the program. Perhaps his best attempt at good vibes didn’t quite make the cut. “Make violence and guns your very last alternative, after everything else is exhausted. I mean, after everything. But don’t sweat your brothers who are into violence. White Panther leader Pun Plamondon and his lady Genie, universally acceded to be two of the finest, most beautiful people on the planet, are into guns.”


Woodstock would go down in history as a moment of triumph for the counterculture, but the organizers squelched overt politicization. Amid the ocean of hippies, the organizers conceded to allowing just thirty square yards of plywood booth space to “Movement City”—and that area was separated from the main space by a forest. “They were able to co-opt those parts that were commercial, and the parts that were radical they were able to reject quite easily,” said Abbie Hoffman. “They were able to turn a historic civil clash in our society into a fad, then the fad could be sold.” Hoffman took the stage and attempted to rally the crowd in support of John Sinclair’s defense; he was about to announce that Woodstock Ventures had agreed to donate 10 percent of profits to Sinclair’s defense (it had not) when the microphone cut out. Then he tried again as the Who took the stage, but guitarist Pete Townshend walloped him in the back of the head with his guitar.


Concert Hall fared no better at the festival. Michael Forman’s brother, Randy, was pulled over on the way to the festival, and thousands of full-color program books, printed beautifully on card stock, were confiscated. Ten thousand more programs arrived via tractor trailer with Bert Cohen late on Sunday afternoon, just as everyone was leaving town.


The White Panther contingent, which had driven down for the celebration, had a bad trip, too. On their way back to Michigan from the festival, three White Panther leaders—Leni Sinclair and Pun and Genie Plamondon—were busted for marijuana in New Jersey.


The new Underground Press Syndicate office was in a large loft at 11 E. 17th Street, half a block from Union Square. A maze of ceiling-to-floor bales of underground papers and stacks of bullet-ridden issues of Orpheus hid marijuana stashes; psychedelic rock posters covered the walls. Forcade’s quarters were in the back, in a tent fashioned from paisley bedspreads, next to a rack of clothes, a radio, and books.


“He slept in a pine box that was painted as an American flag, with pillows inside,” recalled Michael Forman, who signed the lease and fronted the first two months’ rent. “It was all very high theater. He would go to a supermarket and steal food and cook steaks until they were burnt to a crisp. He was just a very strange dude.”


Running the UPS office was a middle-aged woman named Lillian Rouda, who’d owned a Connecticut computer company with her husband until the Mob ran them out of business. The couple moved into Greenwich Village’s Hotel Albert, already infamous for its populace of musicians, partiers, and freaks.


“I was living in California at the time,” remembered their oldest daughter, Sue, “so it was kind of this confusing moment where my parents were sending me all these letters as they’re dropping acid. It seemed like they were having so much more fun than me.” Sue’s sisters, twins Diana and Nancy, had been forced to leave college when their parents could no longer pay tuition, and they joined a kibbutz in Israel. But soon all three Rouda daughters came and stayed on the floor of their parents’ Hotel Albert room, where as many as fifteen people might be crashing at once.


Lillian was about to take a job at Al Goldstein’s Screw magazine when her brother, who had a photography studio in the same building as UPS, introduced her to Forcade. He persuaded her to come to work with him instead.


“Forcade and my mother were good friends, so he was over a lot. And the apartment my mother had was kind of like a flea market for pot; people would come by and show their wares.… There were also a lot of musicians coming and going and lots of jamming, so it was a fun place to be, a happening spot. My mother was clear that there were to be no hard drugs. For a while there, we started selling speed because we didn’t realize it was also a hard drug, so that kind of changed the whole nature of everything for a while until they got a grip on that.”


The three teenage daughters soon joined their mother in working at UPS. Lillian handled the phones and office business in the front, while Nancy and Diane sold advertising; Sue’s main job was to sort and photograph the underground newspapers in the back of the loft.


Forcade had negotiated a deal with Bell & Howell for reproduction rights to UPS publications, which brought in more income than the papers had seen before. The arrangement, though, raised some suspicions, even within UPS.


“Now who the hell would microfilm them but the CIA?” wondered Sue Rouda. “I mean, I didn’t care—they were paying me. And it gave us a chance to put out these newsletters, which I thought were really important, you know? So it’s like, fine, you know, it’s all public record, it’s not like we’re… selling anybody anything that isn’t known.”


Then there were the clicking phone lines. “People would come to the office to make international calls all the time because—this was the other reason we thought Tom was a cop—everybody knew the phone was tapped, but it was also a free phone to wherever. Every month UPS would get a bill, and my mother would call the phone company and say, ‘Oh, we didn’t make these calls.’ And they would say, ‘Okay, Mrs. Rouda. Thank you very much.’”


Some of their time was spent counterfeiting press passes for various media outlets. “We would go out to eat as critics or, you know, take helicopter rides around the city to review it for this magazine or that. We’d say we were doing an article for Time or Newsweek… articles about ‘fun things to do in New York.’ Of course, the phone numbers went back to my mother, who would then say, ‘Yes, of course. They work for me.’ There were always ten bazillion scams of that kind.”


But the experience was, at times, unsettling. “He’d never really look anybody in the eyes,” Rouda said. “There was something really… off. He was out of his mind. Like, kind of pathologically so.”


Just one month after Abbie Hoffman was denied the opportunity to rally for John Sinclair at the Woodstock festival, Hoffman’s own trial—as a part of the Chicago Eight, charged with conspiracy to incite riots at the 1968 DNC Convention—began. Concert Hall sent out a full-page ad for UPS papers to run, soliciting contributions for the defense fund. The ad was also sent to Rolling Stone, as well; the magazine refused to run it.


But politics and the counterculture lifestyle couldn’t be so easily extricated. That same week, President Richard Nixon announced the anti-marijuana initiative Operation Intercept, a near shutdown of the Mexican border. At thirty-one crossing points across the border, thousands of travelers were stuck waiting for up to six hours in miles-long lines for customs checks. It was the biggest crackdown in United States history, aimed at cutting down importation and raising the price of weed.


But prescient observers knew that such methods would soon be obsolete. “Because of the lack of proper equipment,” the New York Times noted, “no one knows how much contraband may be coming into the country aboard fast, low-flying planes using the dozen or so air corridors long used by smugglers.”


What Operation Intercept did accomplish was driving marijuana users to other drugs—among those affected by the marijuana shortage, use of hashish, alcohol, LSD, and opiates increased. Others turned to domestically produced marijuana. The cannabis weed had stubbornly continued to grow in the Midwest, where mills had once legally produced hemp. Now “hempleggers” with no previous criminal background went to work throughout the country.


“In the years to come the television dramas and movies will be making a big thing of the dope dealer of the Sixties,” Timothy Leary wrote in an article published in the East Village Other the week that Operation Intercept commenced. “He is going to be the Robin Hood, spiritual guerrilla, mysterious agent who will take the place of the cowboy hero or the cops-and-robbers hero. The paradox of the dealer is that he must be pure. He must be straight and he must be radiant.… You can’t be doing it for the money or the power and you can’t do it on your own.”


A few weeks later, Sinclair—already beginning his ten-year sentence for marijuana possession—and two other White Panthers, Jack Forrest and Pun Plamondon, were indicted for the bombing of Ann Arbor’s CIA recruitment office a year earlier. (The surprising charge was the result of testimony by onetime White Panther David Valler, a former altar boy who’d gobbled too much acid while working on a Ford assembly line. Valler had become a hippie and run for president, but his peace and love trip ended when a motorcycle group raided the communal house he lived in, and he began a campaign of bombing parked police cars until he was busted.) Even though there were contradictions in Valler’s testimony, the FBI came down quickly on the White Panthers.


Sinclair heard about the new charges on the radio while sitting in Marquette Prison. The radio report reached the White Panther commune, too, and Plamondon managed to go underground, with $200, some clothes, a loaded .38, and a copy of Mao’s Little Red Book. Forrest wasn’t so lucky. Secret Service agents dragged him out of bed while he was recovering from a broken pelvic bone.


On the very next day, the Chicago demonstration that had been hyped at the Ann Arbor conference turned into a bloody, disorganized fiasco. The “Days of Rage,” as they were called, marked the beginning of the decline of the anti-war movement and started the SDS offshoot known as Weatherman on a road to violence and extinction.


A mere four doors down from UPS was the building that housed the New York headquarters of the Student Mobilization Committee and the Fifth Avenue Peace Parade Committee, which were busy organizing for half a million people to march in Washington in November 1969. It would be the largest march in the nation’s history.


Forcade would be on the other side of the country by then, though. He flew back to Phoenix to face the June LSD charges, which were promptly dismissed for lack of sufficient evidence, and then he immediately wrote a column for the East Village Other that placed the charges in the context of a national campaign by the authorities at federal, state, and local levels against dissenting journalism. “Our case in Phoenix putting out Orpheus was a classic example. Over a period of a year, they systematically busted nearly every person on our staff, forcing people to quit to earn money for lawyers and making potential new staffers afraid to join us. In my own case, a narc worked for us for six months trying to get something on us. Finally, in desperation, they set us up. We got off, but it cost us almost $2,000 in legal fees to do it.”


Because “overt political repression will not be entertained by the courts,” Forcade wrote, the governmental war on the underground newspapers was being fought indirectly but no less fiercely. “With obscenity busts they get your money, with drug busts they get your people, with intimidation they get your printer, with bombings they get your office, and if you still manage to somehow get out a sheet, their distribution monopolies and rousts keep it from ever getting to the people.”


For example, he wrote, “the San Diego Free Press has about two sellers busted each week on trumped up charges.” Then he got on a plane to San Diego.


He’d been invited to speak at the annual convention of the national journalism society Sigma Delta Chi (SDX), which had recently voted to include the underground press in its ranks. At last, Forcade and his cohort were provided an opportunity to appeal to the most established journalists and editors in America. (David Hilliard of the Black Panthers declined the invitation on the grounds that ultraconservative San Diego “was not the healthiest place” for him to be.)1


There were two UPS member weeklies in San Diego: the radical Left communally produced San Diego Free Press, and the more culturally (i.e., music/sex/drugs) focused San Diego Free Door. Rather than ingratiating themselves with the mainstream journalists, the two papers decided to join forces in greeting the SDX convention with a protest against “the lies and distortions fed to us by the establishment press.”


And so, on the morning of his panel, the ever contrarian Forcade was outside San Diego’s El Cortez Hotel picketing the very gathering in which he was about to participate.


Forcade and the Free Door publisher—a former trailer-park owner in his late fifties who’d jumped into the underground press business after reading a story in the Wall Street Journal—stood near the front of the building, handing out signs.




CONVENTION OF


PROSTITUTES


OF THE PRESS


BEWARE OF


FANCY WRITERS!


THEY SCREW YOU


THE ESTABLISHMENT


JOURNALISTS


IN GERMANY


BACKED HITLER





About 10:30 a.m., Forcade went to the publisher’s truck, which was parked a few blocks away, to grab more signs. As he walked back to the protest, two San Diego patrolmen addressed him by name, asked to see identification, and noticed that he had credit cards bearing someone else’s name. They handcuffed him, hauled him to jail, and, upon discovering part of an American flag rolled up in the brim of his hat, added a charge of flag desecration.


Four hours later, in the Caribbean Room of the El Cortez, the moderator of the underground press panel was finishing his introduction when Tom Forcade—sans hat, which had been seized as evidence—stormed in and stomped onstage. Forcade grabbed a water glass from the panel table and hurled it toward the back of the room, where it narrowly missed eighty-one-year-old Editor & Publisher columnist Luther Huston. Then, shaking with anger, he picked up the microphone.


“The slogan for SDX in 1969 is ‘A fair press is a free press.’ The slogan for UPS in 1969 is ‘It takes just five seconds to decide whether you’re part of the problem or part of the solution.’”


He railed against the wire-service correspondents in Vietnam, accusing them of doing their reporting from the comfort of Saigon bars. “You call yourselves journalists. While people are being beaten, starved, and killed, you fill the pages of your rags with the news of bake sales and debutante balls.


“There’s repression everywhere and you ignore it. If this situation were only in San Diego, I could get on a plane and get away from it, but it’s common all over the US. How soon are you people going to stop being hypocrites?


“The cops called me by my name—they knew who I was. Somebody set me up. You people don’t follow any ethics, you go out for the almighty buck,” he charged, before segueing into a request for bail-expense contributions and passing around an empty water pitcher.


The rattled SDX president took the rostrum, denied any setup, and reminded Forcade that Sigma Delta Chi had invited Forcade and other members of the panel. The managing editor of the local daily, the San Diego Tribune, had personally spent four hours and $315 springing Forcade from jail.


While Forcade seethed, the other panelists spoke.


Art Kunkin, the publisher of the Los Angeles Free Press, was facing a $15 million invasion of privacy lawsuit for printing the names and addresses of LAPD undercover narcotics officers. He challenged SDX to condemn the LAPD for refusing to grant credentials to undergrounds. Lowell Bergman, a cofounder of the San Diego Free Press, which had been blacklisted by local printers after digging too far into municipal politics, echoed Forcade’s tone: “You people were all over the South a few years ago, talking to people in rags, and shooting pictures of ramshackle houses, but you didn’t follow up. If your editor says you can’t print the truth, tell him to fuck off!”2


During a question-and-answer session, Forcade apologized to his hosts for the accusation of a setup. But the truce was short-lived. Merriman Smith, the veteran UPI journalist who six years earlier had broken the story of President Kennedy’s assassination, tore into Forcade.


“Do you know how many reporters, photographers, newsreel cameramen have been killed covering the war? A great many young people, and people of all ages, want the ‘establishment’ press to be very specific… but there is an equal obligation on your part and their part to ‘tell it like it is.’”


“Do you know how many war protesters have been killed in the United States?” Forcade countered.


“How many?”


“You tell me how many reporters were killed in Vietnam, and I’ll tell you how many protesters have been killed here.”


“You say there’s no freedom of press for underground newspapers,” Smith said. “I can assure you there is no underground press whatsoever in Russia.”


“Oh, there sure is,” said Forcade. “And we are in touch with them.”


“When are you going to stop being hypocrites?” Forcade asked the delegates, and then demanded a show of hands from those who had never tried marijuana.


The journalists, exhausted, raised their hands.


The next morning Forcade accompanied San Diego Door publisher Dale Herschler to a local TV station for an interview. But by the time of Forcade’s Monday-morning arraignment, he’d left town, forfeiting the bail money.3


Forcade tried to spin the encounter as a win. “Although the glass did not break,” he told the Liberation News Service, “this mild act became a subject of controversy among journalists who don’t flinch at 500 Vietnamese villagers being slaughtered, not to mention police rousts.


“The only problem was a lot of young Sigma Delta Chi members trying to score dope off me. I didn’t have any.”


Though his powers of persuasion may have been questionable, Forcade’s critique of Vietnam coverage was well timed. The day of the SDX conference, the Dispatch News Service, which was independently operated by a twenty-three-year-old working out of a spare bedroom in a DC house, sent journalist Seymour Hersh’s explosive scoop about the US Army’s internal investigation of a 1968 massacre in My Lai to thirty newspapers around the country. Hersh had sold the article to DNS only after several establishment publications had passed on it; now they were lining up to license it.


On November 14, the Arizona Republic ran an article it had been sitting on before the Hersh story broke: Phoenix veteran Ron Ridenhour, six months younger than Forcade, was the one who had prompted the army’s investigation. Ridenhour had heard stories of the massacre from army buddies and had been collecting stories for more than a year, then sending letters to legislators from his shift at a popsicle factory in Phoenix.


Also in that edition of Forcade’s hometown paper were two smaller items:


One announced that the LSD possession charges against Forcade had been dropped at the request of the county attorney’s office. The other was an Associated Press story about arrests made for a four-month series of bombings of Manhattan skyscrapers, banks, and federal buildings—“a trail of explosive terror unrivaled in the city.” One of five people charged by the FBI was Jane Alpert, a twenty-two-year-old Swarthmore graduate who worked at the UPS paper The Rat.


In early December, a phalanx of radical superstars convened at the UPS loft to discuss the establishment of a new Youth International Party, a superconsortium that would combine “revolutionary culture, militant internationalism, and anti-capitalism in a single organization.” The national umbrella group would replace the now-fractured SDS.


Only months earlier, Forcade mentioned in a column that he’d attended a dinner with Abbie Hoffman, Jerry Rubin, Paul Krassner, and other Yippies, but he struck a humble tone. “I doubt they remember, for I was in no position to say anything.” Now he was at the center of the action.


Hoffman and Rubin, on a weekend break from their Chicago defense trial, were there, as was Jane Alpert of The Rat, out on bail after her bombing arrest. Also in attendance were representatives from the White Panthers, the Committee to Defend the Black Panthers, the Gay Liberation Front, and WITCH (the Women’s International Terrorist Conspiracy from Hell) and even the notorious militants known as the Crazies.


Yippie Nancy Kurshan suggested a springtime march from Woodstock to Washington and a smoke-in at the Washington Monument. Leni Sinclair took photographs of the assembled group that could be sent out to underground papers with announcements of the burgeoning confederation.


But unification wasn’t so easy. Sharon Krebs, of the Movement Speakers Bureau, wasn’t having any of it. “I’ve been to this meeting before. Everybody has a great rap, but when it comes to work nobody shows up! Then it’s the same people who have to do everything.”


“Forcade finally got together all the people he wanted, and he didn’t know what to do with them, exactly,” remembered White Panther Ken Kelley. “No one else knew either.”


John Sinclair, behind bars, thought he knew what to do about the umbrella organization. He’d remained busy, writing letters at a furious pace; looking for publishing contacts, he’d stayed in touch with Forcade, who suggested that Sinclair sell newsletters-from-prison subscriptions and record an LP of his poems. “If you need anything, do not hesitate to ask,” Forcade wrote. “I’m no Eldridge Cleaver, but I do what I say I’m going to do.”


In letters to Leni and other White Panthers, who kept him updated on the follow-up meetings between the various groups, John Sinclair elaborated on his ideas for what he envisioned as a “Woodstock Nation,” with “a political governing and/or negotiating body” for which he hoped to appropriate the name Youth International Party (the White Panther Party name was no good, he’d decided, because “white racists and Blacks both have a tendency to look at the White Panthers as a white racist organization”). He was discouraged by Jerry and Abbie’s lack of commitment to a merger but hoped they would sign on for the value of their name recognition while other people did the actual work. “They might as well make use of the possibilities that exist and go to prison as bona fide political prisoners/prisoners of war,” he wrote, “instead of as just a bunch of freaked-out individuals.”


The new YIP, Sinclair figured, should consist of a Central Committee of Ministers. Forcade would lead the Communications Ministry, and UPS would print YIP propaganda supplements with the party platform, news of the merger, articles on the Conspiracy Trial, and messages from Sinclair, Jerry, and Abbie. Students for a Democratic Society, Liberation News Service, and the women’s liberation groups would maintain their individual structures while YIP continued setting up. (Sinclair was pushing for prominent personalities in cabinet positions so that the group could have better access to publicity: “It can’t really be a wholly ‘democratic’ structure, because that’s impossible in the circumstances under which we have to work.”) For now, the negotiations for unification were under wraps, even from underground news services. “This isn’t just another little thing, another movement news story, this is the birth of the revolutionary party in America if it’s done right, and that’s much more important than a release on the events of a meeting.”


But the time to develop any kind of idealized “Woodstock Nation” was running out. On the very weekend of that first meeting at the UPS loft, Chicago police assassinated Black Panther Fred Hampton; at an Altamont Speedway concert in Northern California, pushed as a West Coast follow-up to Woodstock, the Hells Angels killed a man; and in Los Angeles, Charles Manson and five of his followers were indicted for the murders of seven people.


The next week, even the famously disciplined nonviolent organizers down the block from UPS, the Student Mobilization Committee and the Fifth Avenue Peace Parade, were finding it hard to keep control. A demonstration they led outside a Nixon speech at the Waldorf Astoria escalated, with bricks through windows of stores filled with Christmas shoppers, and ended with sixty-two arrests and brawls that sent both protesters and police to the hospital.


At the end of December, Leni Sinclair and four carloads of White Panthers drove west to Flint, Michigan, to check out the SDS’s National Council Meeting, and what they saw put an end to ideas about forming an alliance with Weatherman. Inside a dilapidated ballroom, people laid on mattresses, clothes and trash scattered around, toilets out of order. The meeting had been renamed the National War Council.


“Dig it!” Bernardine Dohrn, a leader of Weatherman, exclaimed, enthusing about the Manson killings. “First they killed those pigs, then they ate dinner in the same room with them. They even shoved a fork into the victim’s stomach! Wild!”


The White Panthers were horrified. “I think maybe it would be better not to say anything about them publicly, than either to put them down or praise them,” Leni wrote to John Sinclair. “We should just try to get the real revolutionary party together as soon and as tight as possible and we’ll attract all the kids who are now Weathermen for want of having anything better to join right now.


“The trouble is that, because this is such a violent country, they’re copping the headlines because that’s the kind of stuff people like to hear and that’s the kind of action pigs love. Well, I really don’t think that it’s necessary for us to make a public statement and add to the confusion.”


Even as the anti-war movement was fracturing at the dawn of the 1970s, Forcade found that he still enjoyed pushing against order wherever he could find it. In mid-January 1970, Forcade once again used his membership in an establishment institution as an opportunity to stir things up. This time it was at the midwinter conference of the American Library Association, held in Chicago. Like everyone else, librarians were grappling with the speed of progress and factionalism.


Forcade interrupted the chair of the ALA’s Intellectual Freedom Committee with the suggestion that everyone hop on a train and relocate the conference to the suburbs, in protest of Chicago mayor Richard J. Daley. (The chair ruled the motion “out of order”; Forcade was not a member of the committee.) “No one can deny that the effect of such a walkout would have been dramatic enough to rate nationwide coverage,” reflected the Library Journal, “but it was clear that no one wanted any part of the proposal. This extreme case reinforced the growing impression that the Intellectual Freedom Committee, the Office for Intellectual Freedom, and the ALA itself have turned their backs on the possibility of engaging in any direct action for intellectual freedom.”


As the committee heatedly debated doing away with requiring librarians to take a “loyalty oath” to the Constitution, Forcade stood up on a tabletop, shouted, “Let’s go!” and led about thirty librarians out of the Sherman House Hotel and toward the courthouse, where the Chicago Conspiracy Trial was being held. They gathered across the street from the courthouse, holding signs in the cold. The Library Journal put the protesting librarians on its cover.


Throughout the Chicago trial, Abbie Hoffman continued hustling. He was writing the screenplay for an MGM adaptation of his book Revolution for the Hell of It, and he made plans to star as himself in another film, by Rebel Without a Cause director Nicholas Ray. Still, Hoffman had an eye on the “new nation”: he told the Quicksilver Times (Washington, DC) that he was hoping to find “organizers and energy centers around the country who are interested in organizing and politicizing the hip community”—tying artists, publishers, and even dope dealers “into some sort of cohesive identity, rather than just creating a kind of consciousness.”


But in Ann Arbor, preparations for the CIA bombing case, as well as various other charges against other members, were depleting the energy of the White Panthers. Upon returning from a trip to California, Genie Plamondon sent out a letter to branch chapters complaining “that the work concerning yourselves has not been taken care of properly from National Headquarters. You have not been receiving the information that you should from us, nor has the information we have been receiving from you been filed properly.” Worse, she said, “the pigs follow us around in town and bust us whenever they can for anything they can think of.”


The FBI was briefly relieved by the fissures of the Left. “Attempts by New Left leaders to unite these underground papers into some type of network have been unsuccessful to date,” announced an internal memo, “since there are no concrete political philosophies agreeable to all.”


The comfort wouldn’t last. Minutes before noon on March 6, a nail bomb exploded in a Greenwich Village townhouse just six blocks from the UPS offices. The building had been occupied by a Weatherman cell that was planning a lethal attack on an officers’ dance at Fort Dix in New Jersey. That same day, following an informant’s tip, undetonated devices were discovered at two Detroit police buildings.


Just after 1:00 a.m. on March 12, a 911 call warned of bombs set to go off within the hour: in the Socony-Mobil Building, the IBM building, and the General Telephone & Electronics building in New York. Over the next twenty-four hours, as three hundred bomb threats flooded into New York City, authorities evacuated fifteen buildings, including the courthouses at Foley Square in Manhattan and Cadman Plaza in Brooklyn.


Meanwhile, in Washington, DC, as Congress heard testimony about recent revelations that the US Army had conducted domestic surveillance on citizens, Nixon aide Tom Huston delivered a memo about “Revolutionary Violence.” That evening, the prominent conservative intellectual Irving Kristol went to the White House and told Nixon that the current crop of young white radicals reminded him of the aristocrats’ children who had assassinated the reformist Russian czar Alexander II in 1881. Kristol also warned that political kidnappings—the kind that had recently plagued Latin American countries—might be next.


At UPS, Forcade, ever the businessman, was more worried that nobody was paying enough attention to selling the advertising. “A curious thing began to happen,” he wrote. “The people at Concert Hall began to really get into reading the papers. Soon, at least a half-dozen Concert Hall people dropped out of business: Mike Forman started hanging around with Abbie Hoffman and worked two months in Chicago at the Conspiracy office. [A] New York White Panther rep. was hired to sell ads, but instead drifted off into a world of politics and drugs.”


Hoping to put pressure on Concert Hall, Forcade offered free space in the UPS loft for a young ad seller named Robert England to set up a new outfit called Media A. Months earlier, while working at a company called Campus Media, England had handled some national campaigns in the underground press, but Concert Hall had threatened to sue, insisting they had exclusive arrangements with the papers.


Concert Hall did not, in fact, have exclusivity, but the threat of competition from Media A did nothing to focus the company’s attention on advertising. On the contrary, Forman, Bert Cohen, and Forcade started discussions with Warner Brothers–Seven Arts about publishing a competitor to Rolling Stone, a kind of national extension of Orpheus’s underground digest concept. And they got into the rock concert business.


Forman and Cohen figured that the half million spring breakers who flooded the sunny beaches of Florida would flock to a three-day rock festival, to be called Winter’s End. Philadelphia club owner Shelley Kaplan persuaded a local psychologist to invest, and with this money Concert Hall paid advances to the highest-profile groups on a roster that included the Grateful Dead, Sly & the Family Stone, the Allman Brothers, and Ike & Tina Turner. Concert Hall recruited the publicist, sound man, ticketing service, and stage designers behind Woodstock. An additional five grand went to two Woodstock producers, in hopes of securing The Band and Jimi Hendrix.


Using the Woodstock model again, Concert Hall hoped to clear at least $40,000 in advance ticket sales, enough to cover final expenses. The Underground Press Syndicate, of course, would once again run the national advertising.


In February, Forcade and Concert Hall arranged bail money for two members of the Hog Farm commune who’d been arrested on marijuana possession charges; in exchange, the Hog Farm agreed to run the Winter’s End kitchens and medical facilities. Forcade pulled in the White Panthers as well, to put out a festival newsletter and run an information center on the fairgrounds.


But the post-Woodstock festival world was tricky, especially in conservative Florida. “All the people involved, including myself, made one bad mistake,” said Jerry Powers, the editor of the Miami underground newspaper the Daily Planet, who was in charge of selling all advance tickets in Florida. “We weren’t really aware of the amount of repression we’d run into.” After one venue fell through, and then another, Concert Hall leased the Hollywood Speedway in Broward County. Florida’s Department of Transportation swiftly announced plans to dig up the access road to look for “lost calverts,” and the speedway owner bowed out. Three more counties immediately issued anti–rock festival ordinances.


Even the underground press began to turn against Winter’s End. In a scathing editorial, the Quicksilver Times railed against the “eight groups of three to four people traveling and doing promo work all over the east coast in fucking Cadillacs” and criticized the Hog Farm and White Panthers for allowing themselves to be co-opted. “The fact that the promoters have long hair, wear hip clothes, and gush forth with shitloads of hip talk,” the paper declared, “does not make them any different from narcs.” Promoters agreed to donate 3 percent of profits to “the community.”


Amid whispers that, in the tradition of Woodstock, people would get in for free, advance tickets sales were slow. Concert Hall was running out of funds, and a new promoter—a hulking, long-haired Philadelphian named Steve Mishory—was brought in. He quickly arranged a loan of $30,000.


Finally, someone found a site: fifteen miles east of Orlando, over the border to Orange County, was a 110-acre dude ranch, riding stable, and bar complex. Mishory signed a lease with the Econ Ranch on Tuesday night and, sauntering into the Colonial Motor Inn with a black bag of cash, paid for twenty rooms.


Forman and Cohen arrived Wednesday morning. That night, the first fourteen portable toilets were delivered to the site.


Less than forty-eight hours remained to construct a stage, fences, sound and lighting systems, and sanitary facilities.


But Orange County had other plans. At noon on Thursday, a circuit judge issued a temporary injunction banning the festival.


Early Thursday afternoon, Forman was poolside at the Colonial when he saw uniformed men in the parking lot pointing in his direction.


“You the law?” he asked as he walked across the parking lot.


“District 1 Constable. I’m here to serve papers of injunction against your promotion.”


“Man, I don’t want to talk with you.” As they moved closer, Forman walked away, toward a motel corridor. “You people won’t talk with me.” He sped up.


A few young guys standing around made whistling sounds and muttered about “pigs.”


As the uniforms hurried behind, Forman shouted “Fuck you!” and gave them the finger. He headed back toward the swimming pool, leading everyone on a lap or two around before he made a dash for his room.


By the time the police broke down the door, Forman had assumed a yoga position, face down and silent. Cohen hid in the bathroom while Forman’s wife, Pam, screamed at the cops. She wasn’t the only one yelling. The room was filled with reporters, cameramen, and various associates as the constable read the injunction.


It was then that a man in an electric blue jumpsuit entered the room. It was Concert Hall’s lawyer, Martin Blitstein.


“Get out!” he told everyone.


Blitstein, who was scheduled to appeal the injunction in a federal court, was promptly escorted to a patrol car, where he sat until his wife obtained an order from the federal judge.


“It was an ultraconservative community,” said Blitstein. “For a bunch of hippies to get together to listen to music and smoke dope was absolutely off the charts. You would have been better off burning down the city. The DA and cops were fucking apeshit. It was visceral hatred. Every hippie was somebody who should die.”


Meanwhile, back at the ranch, police had blocked the site entrance, causing confusion for the drivers trying to deliver truckloads of food and water. When the entrance reopened Thursday night, Jerry Powers—who owed money for the local print ads and radio commercials he’d arranged—grabbed a friend to stand at the gate and ask for money from people driving in. “Once we hit the amount that they owed us, we left.”


Relieving Powers at the gate was the psychologist investor, desperate to salvage his own stake. He hired two men to guard the money in a nearby house.


Steve Mishory, meanwhile, gave orders from atop a white horse he’d borrowed from the stable. Walkie-talkie in hand, he told everyone that he was in charge.


At this point, the headlights of an arriving biker gang cut through the darkness.


Concert Hall, barred from hiring off-duty police for security, recruited a Fort Lauderdale–based motorcycle club in exchange for a fifth of the gate proceeds. Rumored to have ties to the Dixie Mafia, the Brethren covered the Econ Ranch on motorcycles, horseback, and foot and carried knives in their ankle holsters. “If there’s any trouble, we’ve got some funny toys to take care of things,” promised one leader, nicknamed “The Viper.”


Concert Hall discouraged the Brethren from selling narcotics, but other drugs were everywhere. One dealer pushed around an ice cream cart filled with kilos of weed, while others used the stage microphone to facilitate buying and selling. Citrus, rumored to be juiced with LSD, and tabs of MDA circulated freely. Some of the acid was laced with strychnine; the Hog Farmers kept busy trying to cool out the poor souls in the bad-trip tent.


Tom Forcade arrived Friday morning and identified himself as the Director of Communications. He delivered a koan: “Legalities,” he declared at the Colonial, “are nonentities.”


But the real nonentities were water, food, medical supplies, lights, and music. Only four of the national acts had shown up, and none of them had been paid. There were, instead, nude and tripping young women, undercover police, 140 portable toilets, Hare Krishna chanters, and dried mud, all within a barbed-wire perimeter. Some attendees helped build a stage, while others scavenged fenceposts to use as firewood and camped on the adjoining dragstrip.


There was still no music Friday evening, but the crowd swelled overnight anyway.


On Saturday, as helicopters hovered above, rumors spread that the promoters might be re-arrested on charges of conspiring to violate a county ordinance. Jim McDonald, a local who’d been hired for security coordination, counseled them not to worry as long as they paid vendors. “No one is going to be arrested,” Forcade assured reporters, while Forman declared that they were now “political prisoners.”


The Hog Farm, at least, held up their end of the deal and served thousands of pounds of free food. And when the Winter’s End soundman demanded a $1,200 advance before lifting a finger, a Harley-riding Hog Farmer snatched back some of the cash that state tax commissioners had impounded and delivered it straight to the mixing board.


The stage was finished, the amplifiers were cranked, and… out came a parade of local bands, for the next seven hours.


Finally, at 10:00 p.m. Saturday, the Allman Brothers took the stage, playing an embryonic rendition of “In Memory of Elizabeth Reed” and “Mountain Jam,” their sprawling, ever-expanding instrumental cover of Donovan’s “There Is a Mountain.” Johnny Winter, whose own band had refused to play without cash up front, strapped on a guitar and joined the Allmans.


“Johnny Winter sent one of his roadies into the audience, and they came back with 50 or 60 doses of acid,” recalled a crew member. “Johnny picked about 20 of them, washed them down with a beer, and said, ‘I’ll be ready in a couple minutes.’ Then he came onstage and played for eight hours.”


After the Allmans exhausted their own setlist, Johnny Winter’s bandmates had a change of heart and backed their still-tripping leader.


The next morning, erstwhile security head Jim McDonald gathered all the promoters, their lawyer, and the ranch owner for a meeting in his hotel room. Half an hour later, sheriff’s deputies entered the room and arrested them all on the charge of “conspiracy to violate a county ordinance.”


McDonald, it emerged, secretly worked for the state tax department.


“It’s better this way, boys,” he assured the handcuffed promoters as he walked them outside to waiting police cars, and then he made a deal with the Brethren leaders to collect the money for the state.


Florida governor Claude Kirk, who’d threatened to call in the National Guard, was eager to speak to reporters. “That these dirty little dope pushers would choose Easter Sunday—a traditional day of love and peace—to peddle their junk is revolting,” he thundered. “On a day when hundreds of millions of people pay tribute to the greatest disciple of peace, a handful of disciples of depravity take advantage of this religious holiday to corrupt our youth.” He couldn’t be more pleased, he added, that the promoters had lost hundreds of thousands of dollars.


Forcade tried to place the promoters in the grand tradition of radical activism: “Free the Rock and Roll Six!” They were held in a meeting room of the Orange County Jail, where they took turns making phone calls, playing penny football, and arguing. Bert Cohen wrote poems and Michael Forman resigned from Concert Hall. Forcade, posing as a lawyer, talked his way into the jail but was unable to convince anyone to release the prisoners on their own recognizance.


Eventually, they were bailed out. Most of them adjourned to their motel rooms to sleep it off. Bert Cohen, however, needed to sign papers in New York the next morning to pay off the debts in time. Forcade, now hallucinating from lack of sleep, drove Cohen the 235 miles to Miami Airport, and then back.


Upon his return to Orlando on Monday morning, Forcade found the promoters still at the Colonial—with company. Some of the seed money, it turned out, had come from a lieutenant in the Philadelphia Mob, and John Simone’s Bruno Family emissaries had arrived.


“The people who had loaned Stephen Mishory the $30,000 were very uptight, and had sent down several representatives, who were saying who could and couldn’t leave the motel,” Forcade wrote later. “As I was hanging around the motel waiting for a phone call, suddenly a woman burst into the room yelling, ‘The cops are back, and they’ve got warrants for everybody.’ There was a fellow sitting at the bureau calmly cleaning an ounce of grass and he never looked up. The several people sitting on the bed seemed only mildly interested. I bolted in terror. Outside, there was this incredible scene of people running out of their motel rooms and roaring away in their cars, like some Holiday Inn LeMans start. The cops were just standing there, incredulous. Everyone was yelling, ‘Run, Stephen, run.’ Stephen was the only one of the six promoters still around. They got him.”


Forcade removed the Winter’s End insignia from his car and “went back to a secret rendezvous, picked up Michael Forman, and drove him across the state line into Georgia, weaving down the road with exhaustion, trying to be inconspicuous in our bright red Ford, chain smoking joints that wouldn’t get us high. We took a plane out of Savannah.”


The sudden disintegration of Concert Hall caused an immediate crisis of faith among Underground Press Syndicate papers. A replacement ad salesman was brought in, but the transition was messy, and editors swiftly expressed their frustration and confusion to Forcade. “Sure wish you all would get together & straighten out this ad mess,” wrote one. “We don’t know what the hell’s going on but we do know that if we depended on national ads for revenue we’d have been bankrupt long ago.”


Forcade, seemingly undaunted, announced bigger plans for the syndicate, including a cooperative newspaper in New York City. He signed a contract with Ace Books to edit an underground press anthology and declared that UPS would publish a “superdaily” newspaper, produced by the staffs of various New York undergrounds on a rotating basis—“East Village Other on Monday, Rat on Tuesday, Corpus on Wednesday, WIN on Thursday, NY High School Free Press on Friday, The Young Lords on alternate Fridays, The Black Panther on Saturday, and everybody on Sunday, with Gothic Blimp Comics as the comic section.”


Forcade also, for the first time, began to cultivate a public image. He submitted to an interview with Newsday, which identified him as a “cultural guerilla, liberating America from the hang-ups of affluence and rigid morality.” He even posed for a photograph in the UPS loft, staring straight at the camera. (Not that he’d given up mythmaking: the article identified him as thirty years old, even though he hadn’t yet turned twenty-five.)


“Things like money, fancy apartments, marriage—they’re basically unnatural,” he said. “They keep people apart, orient them toward power instead of each other. What we’re seeing now is millions of young people starting to realize this and trying to build a new society on more workable values.” Underground papers, he insisted, spread the gospel of revolutionary ideology to the masses. “They give kids a look at an alternative way of living. Part of it is dope, rock ’n’ roll, free sex. But also it’s about communalism, personal freedom, a whole new way for people to look at themselves.… Ultimately, it’s just a question of who owns the means of production. It’s our whole money culture that’s going to change.”


But that dope part, Forcade said, was crucial. “Grass breaks down your social conditioning, makes you introspective,” Forcade said. “Your mind loosens up and you start seeing the cracks in the system. Like: you pay them money to educate you to do what they want. You start on dope and you realize, ‘Why should I do this, anyway?’


“Mao says a guerilla moves like a fish in the water of the people,” he said. “Dope makes the water better… creates a more sympathetic populace. Any dope smoker is a potential friend. Maybe 99 of 100 will never become dropouts themselves. But they’ll be more sympathetic to people who are.”


That week, the first national action on marijuana legalization was announced in UPS papers all across the country. MAY DAY IS J-DAY! screamed the full-page ad, with a YIP flag surrounded by the phrases “Grass for the Masses,” “A Joint in Every Mailbox,” and “Pot in Every Public Place.” It announced the “First Annual Marijuana Mail-In and Cross-Country Toke-Down,” for which “dealers and heads all over the U.S.” would roll up “at least one pound of weed each,” tear random pages from phone books, and send joints to every listed name, along with letters of instruction on how to smoke. “Every policeman, mayor, senator, housewife, factory worker, and businessman will finally learn how to start the day right: with a little bit of reefer.”


“Amerika,” the announcement promised, “will break out in one huge smile as everyone will be stoned, high, fucked up, jacked out of shape, mellow, blasted.”


Around this time, Forcade sat down and composed a poem:




Revolution for My Friends


by Tom Forcade on April 14, 1970, 5 a.m., acid.







I


do not


write


poetry,


this thing I have


to write comes


hard from me.


See, I was only kidding,


I AM a revolutionary, of God,


not volunteering, drafted in a blaze of light


on a hillside


just like in the Bible.


I am a bundle of emotions,


I, always, take a


hard,


sharp,


steel,


knife-


blade,


and in front of my friends,


I scrape it sideways,


down along my own EGO,


defenses, compensations,


pretensions, high motives,


virtues, tenderness,


scrape it,


scrape it, hard,


right down to the barebone of the basest motive,


the barebone of the last word, real, dirt, ID. But,


I AM HUMAN


and I love, too.


All I ever wanted and still want


is a dark-haired girl, a strand of her raven


hair falling across her lips, and money, of course.


But I know, that what we are dealing with here


is a highly powerful world machine of powerful business motherfuckers.


I should know.


and it’s either Them


or Us,


and the sides have already been chosen


and all my friends, whether they accept it or not


are on this side with me,


and we’re going to use U.P.S., etc.


to drive a steel wedge


into the base of the motherfucker and start a fatal fracture


that will


eventually,


yes, in our lifetimes or not at all,


bring the whole motherfucker down.


and it’s going to take some


heavy


Stalinist


games


to drive those wedges.


It’s either Them, or Us,


and I’ve gotta drive those wedges


and please just remember that


I am human


and I love, too.





Footnotes


1 On November 22—nine days after the SDX convention—the San Diego Black Panther Party office was raided; all seven Panthers present were arrested. This, along with an FBI-stoked war between the Panthers and the Black Power group US, effectively marked the end of the Black Panther presence in San Diego.


2 The Free Press had been investigating influential San Diego businessman C. Arnholt Smith—a friend of Richard Nixon—and San Diego Tribune owner James Copley. Within weeks of the convention, the San Diego undergrounds were under more pressure than ever. The Free Press’s landlord was arrested and threatened, its offices were shot up and broken into, and 2,500 copies of the paper were thrown into the San Diego Bay. Its printing equipment was destroyed, and a staffer’s car was firebombed. The Free Door got off relatively easy: its truck’s tires were slashed, office windows shattered, and subscription list stolen.


The San Diego Tribune managing editor who bailed Forcade out of jail was later a source for a Penthouse feature that alleged that Copley allowed the FBI to place editorials in his news service and use journalists as intelligence sources.


3 Forcade was eventually granted a March 6 hearing, at which the judge granted the motion to suppress the flag as evidence, ruling that the arresting officers did not know that it was a flag wrapped around Forcade’s hat until after they had taken him down to the jail for questioning.
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