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STATE-OF-THE-ART LUXURY @ 75¢!

Qur ancestors carved their image
with blunt instruments, indeed. We
carve ours with the arc of an elec-
tronic stencil imager and the ink
of a stencil duplicator. It ap-
pears, however, that sophisticated
tools don't necessarily imply a
sophisticated society. It is an
oddity of our times that our child-
ren go around shooting people. Mark
Joseph's story, Death on Watchman
Way, reveals an absurdity and trag-
edy as peculiar to our times as
cancer. Something's wrong. You
don't have to watch T.V. to see
that. On the one hand, emotion de-
mands atonement, On the other,
reason says there is none. It is as
big a frustration as the crime it-
self. What do we do with adolescent
murderers?

David Bolton's HEROIN: a view
from the front seat examines an-
other peculiarity of our day,heroin
addiction. Times are tough and lots
of people feel better nodding out.
The trouble is, the rest of us have
to pay the high price of every
junkie's habit. As long as we treat
the heroin enigma as a crime rather
than as a disease, Bolton argues,
we are going to continue picking up
the tab. .

On the lighter side, Max Diamond
gives us a flat rate tour through
Hollywood, David Framkel's SUPEE-
CLEAR comes to the aid of the
City's stranded local people, Steve
Holly lets us compare notes with
Sam Ambrose, a cab driver from
St. Croix, Jamie's got Maxie scal-
ing the Pyramid for his next NO-GO,
the Duck is Bionic this issue and
solving some hea ions,

the Glove bare:y it all to become
his own pin-up. All in all, it's a
bon-a-roo issue and still only 75¢.
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Thanks for the latest co

the Hack City Rag, better P¥13§
years late than never. A very im-
pressive contribution to the cab
drivers' international movement, to
be sure. I'm looking forward to the
day when a shootdown might be To-
panga Canyon, and an airport Moscow
International. A cabbies' world,
Forbidding a blow out, it may come
to pass. ’

Morton Stahl
Kobenhavn, Dernmark

I am interested in subscription
information on one poetry magazine
discussed a few weeks ago on C.B.C.
Thank you in advance.

Kathleen Tuttle
Lubee, Maine

Sorry, but we don't have sub-
seriptions, Kathleen. People uwiw
were meant to get a copy usually
do. That's why we sent you this
one.

Re David Frankel's essay ("On
Tipping"):

| Of all the words

a load could arrange,
The gladdest these: Keep the change.

Alfred, Load Termyson

Most magazines hit the stands a

month before the date on the cover.
How come yours hits the stands a
season after the one on the cover?

Phillip Clavke
Franeisco

San F










3rd. Lakeview calling
for the second time. City
for Silver § Bayshore, 1215, ti
Charter Oak. No John, not Magna Cax
Charter Oak. It's a street there off
Silver near Bayshore. Wants you tot
him to Arleta. Check. Pick-ups at
Boarding House. City Cab for 16t
Dehon. That's off Sanchez, near
o Island there. Dehon. D-E<i:
/ é/y/’ As in 'A bird at Dehon'. Yes
4~ it's better than two inner BESEs
City Cab for Grove & PlaqHﬂm?* :
Hurry! The woman's gonnd ‘
baby. 3-1, why don't you g0
wharf and see if you can :
lobstetrician. Airport Report:
~ moving: Anticipation Probability @8 ]
Lakeview calling back for the ‘ht"&‘
Who'll go? There's stick-ups at the
hound. A pair at 23rd § Barts
another veritable bingo, L=
3rd calling back. Who's on
you're right, 1-6, it's who
don't know is on 3rd. City &<
Geary; a diver coming if.
about Potrero Hill, 4-5%
M Perience, huh? City
Picy oM+ 0-9, that's 1001 Calif
1P at Fisherman's Dwarf.
; e g Cab downtown 0'Farrell
S:z ot Bhcs annon off of Post, and pit

4CCio's. Lakeview call
"atching fund on that o:;»,




' yission and Excelsior at least a
: 'dozen' apiece. The Outer 3rd, San

 pruno Avenue, the Richmond, Sunset
- gvenues, the Lakeview. We need en
routers, Riders! Pedestrians !I

~ crawlers!!! KRO 357 City Cab time
' 11:58 PM. THE BOARD IS BURSTINGI"
' It was time for SUPERCLEAR.
0. Henry Winston was a mild-
mannered collector for a major
metropolitan loan shark. His spare
time was spent at the Paradise
Cafe, an east Broadway gin mill,
a.k.a. the Parasite Cafe, where he
specialized in harrassing waitres-
ses, writing illegible graffiti,
stealing quarters off the top of
the pool table, and listening via
his supersonic two-way two-piece
pool cue for dispatchers in dis-
tress. (Does the name Pavlov ring a
bell?) Winston was known to a hand-
ful of old and trusted dispatchers
as SUPERCLEAR. He was paid a tithe,
‘as he called it, 10% of "the box"
per run, and was on call 24 hours a
day, 7 days a week.
While "Deep Throat" was freak-
ing out, Henry Winston was calmly
- stretched over the 4x8 felt table,
about to apply right hand running
English to his cue ball and conse-
~ quently sink the last solid while
- playing hanger position for the 8,
when the unmistakable 3 shorts and
1 long reverberated in his Tight
.~ ®ar. There was no time to waste.
- Henry purposely scratched, drained
the last of his ice cubes on the
- tocks, 1laid down a deuce, and ex-
~ Sused himself to the bathroom.
- There, following his standard oper-
~ 3ting procedure, he bent the iron

and Outer 3rd too.”

reading City (Cap L]
0
the collapsable g

reve
ymouth Fury
g meter and :ﬁ::
light, turned his special computer
ized tape recorder to "unscramble "
andwbeaded south on Bayshore Blvd.

inston's tape recorder s

out his itinerary with the preci-
sion of a supermarket shopping
list. The 96 addresses on his list,
counting both pick-up and delivery,
were arranged according to area and
block down to details such as one-
way streets and synchronized stop
lights., The rides were, as usual,
practically all locals, with the
few inter-districts skillfully used
as carryovers. The proverbial piece
of cake.

Bayshore to Silver. Along San
Bruno. Out Paul to 3rd. 3rd & Fitz-
gerald to Cameron. Back to 3rd & La
Salle. A short haul to Oakdale. A
ride to the Mission. 15 Missions.
12 Excelsiors. A half dozen Lake-
views. Back along San Jose/Dolores
to the Western. Fell & Octavig .tn
Hayes & Laguna.A few west of Divis.
Grove & Scott. Golden Gate & Stein-
er. And finally (and poetically)
THE PINK PALACE. .

"Double O in."

“"Check."

"Mission Accomplished."

"Check."

""Western,

-

Excelsior,

"Check." e

wThe Sunset and Richmond
scoffed up?" ~ A

“Check." o 2. A TS
"Double TRt 1




by andy araneo

Passing 101 morning freeway cars
Passing the calm and sparkling bay
Notions passing thru my head this morning
about Capitalism-- "the Royal Scam."
There's a lot of weather to talk about these days,
convenient for passing time with the customers-
how our winter storms are flattening Buffalo.
"Oh, about $16 to the airport..."
Frank the dispatcher singing
"City Cab in the sumset" to the "red sails" melody
as I flip off the radio and settle into passing the next
at 60 mph, in a freeway interview.
The guy in the back--

regardless of which clothes or attitude he's wearing

o ' --is a mirror
an 1s one's a big-jawed lawyer from Chi-town.
"Really,” 1 ask i X = s |

n my best California accent, -

"they named the city of Chicago after an Indian chief?"

"For"sure," he replies
well they named your City after a gaint."

; Tl )
And ii:hd:;ftlng_off into a thoughtless meditation
- 3 taxlmeter clicking off my mantra-
Seée the towering hotel at Geary-Powell
as brown-robed St Francis himself
Stooped over Union Square

Playing at the pj
Pin-ball
and me one of s hetes game of Taxi

?0 hours in surprise directions.
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I his is your classic, one-roomed,

bay-windowed city dwelling. The
paint is peeling off the off-white
walls onto old bold redandyellow-
andblue patterned rugs. It has the
fastest roaches in town, who, being
native, don't type.

Promptly at 8:30, 10:20, 12, and
5:15 children play below my window.
One little girl shrieks incessant-
1y. The playground director wears
a crewcut and dark glasses and
yells until he has silenced every-
thing, even the birds. "Now, PLAY!"
- he admonishes his young charges.

Through my window I see the Egyp-
tian Consulate looming pointedly as
if it would puncture the clouds.

It is dwarfed, however, by a closer

red dome, the great breast of the
- Cityscape.

r__f_vgut_side, kids sit on skateboards.
. They have never seen g surfer.
;m(._wheels spin down the sidewalk

~the Dogshit Slalom. The
pn-'the corner smile,

:. to write something for
ep C I am flatter-

FE CITY AND OTHER FRAGILE CF
by Sondo Kafzmen

~NMame means
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DCP? That's okay, we
them. Wanna drive a eg
something similar jp .
cabbie and freelancer, |
force. Fare, please.
A scream in the
wakes me. Human or dog, e
murder? '"What is that?"
"An hysterical N
dark answer.

to our dreams.

Dogs howl in commmion
engines. Birds take | ff,
the city,cruising the cems
Guilty, sunny days. 1
are confused, earth dizzy.

I v

i e
After the rain, we wil
waiting for the
wants to be in to
One. Hell, that"
here, isn't it?
pale before n:

Acacia trees bilc
smells yellow.
through the wil
beating to e:
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‘ VAR a unique soul food restaurant
I -

F 7150 FILLMORE STREET, SAN FRANCISCO

2

fed . =0 fa 00 p-m-

-Thur. 4:00 p.m.-11-:00

” ::e,sSat 4:00p.m. - Midnight .
iﬂ Sun. 2:00p.m - 100P™ o 563-9948
- Closed Monday 3 |




Sc:e things cannot be communicated

With words or €xternal - symbols.
L6y

>15ted of my questions,his answers,
and his tourguide lecture. But, in

b?tween the sentences were subtle-
of manner and

the freedon

;

Y interview with Sap Ambrose con-

¢
professionals,  about t}tzeshlg?;
things that happen, and
endure.

i o
The strongest i11ipx'ez:>51.olldllat
away with was the feeluflga X
was in the presence @ roudgwn. Lith
ambassador, honest and
a keen eye on the dollart. first
Naturally enough, ‘ |
gggStfi!on':aglismesé? ;L Lol
£ : ow » A >
AMBROSE: Well, the x;:n:;;l Jast
just starting. 5

3
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HEROIN. a view from

By David Bolion

S0 &
guess 1 felt sorry for those Haight-Ashbury while I'm there.

PR O Rt AT g, ¥ o 1 i i e B i

kids. Big brother and little  what i ! k) :
:iot:e?lstanding at the curb trying ha;rcl)i th:}):e back big broth‘@ﬂ“
The O?Eestacgﬁén}jo one would stop, crisp words chilled my 5{:::; kG 8
thirteen. T 't have been over Street." Was I overl‘ea:m,.iﬂgi-{.;
and they huddl‘;nd had picked up were so young. Calm M’ﬁ‘@ | 3
warmth., What the h together for myself. Now you've even gv- :
I'm having a good nigilli’ I 1".h01-lght. scouts after )'01:1. e =
the‘ to the westem-vl I 11 take "Where on mltd. e 3

can nab a sessing them from thG_:.;.'_. g
Illustration by Xurt Graber - g

 eowuox
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o W'" big brother replied in
; }’;~~4'm tone. 4
his P don't go out that far," I
A I uNot on A Saturday night. Too
/s‘-id'gction'downtown. You'd better

much "
m:.r:kh: ﬁzs;s far as you can," big
 prother said with a smile, handing
¥ e.
| me :hfivcould I say? Shoulc.l I open
~ ¢he door and tell them their money
; l.is not good enough? Wt'lat kind of
. yay is that to treat a kid?
~ ‘§e headed out toward Third.
" Though I wasn't exactly a green pea
" 1 hated not trusting people. Most
" were just trying to get along and I
* liked to take a person on his word.
~ Even when they ran out on me I did
. pot get too angry. That was - their
- problem. Besides, I used to teach
. English to kids this age. At a
light I caught a glimpse of little
. brother's profile as he stared out
. the window. He looked angelic and I
. decided to take them all the way to
- Hudson and keep the doors locked.
3§ At that ominous intersection I
- Was more concerned with what was
- outside the cab than with what was
inside. The meter read four-eighty
=z :nd neither made a move to get out.
- "Can you take us up the hill?" big
§ brother asked. "It's just a little
 Ways, "
LY. "I don't go up there," I said,
k;::i:ﬁyghe boy in the eyes. '"You
ol understand, mister. It's just
o "e're scared to go up there
3t night. You know, gangs."
X a deep breath. No, I
= 0 say, No! Get the fuck out
oF Cabl - But something made me
‘ u? ©¢ it was the other
< C one. Maybe big
S on the level.

 made for a qui

.phine,
- (Continu

. HadIa

I would have shot thenm
t}.zey crossed in front o
lights. Looking back

didn't have that gun. ~

both 5;:2{,
f the head-
I'm glad 1

II

Junkies, the cabdriver's plague,

When you're unlucky enough to
land them in your cab, your stomach
turns to knots as they direct you
down a dangerous street, where they
order you to stop and wait, exposed
and vulnerable under a streetlamp,
as they disappear into some enclave
to see about their pressing need.
William S. Burroughs calls them
ghosts for good reason. Rabid
beasts cannot choose but to bite.

II1

hen heroin first entered some- |

one's body in 1898, American
doctors were hailing opium as a
general tonic for everything from
cholera to parasites, the country
was shooting or snorting morphine
at a rate of twenty thousand ounces
annually, and cocaine Tran around
anyone's brain if he or she had the
pause that refreshes, Coca-Cola.
The official remedy for the Hay
Fever Associatiozll? Nene other than _
ocaine. Feeling low: 1IJ g
zion called Coca - Cordial, . re_;i{ 5
ck injection. Guaran-
teed by medic
add zest to your li.fe.h

Mering and DEECTH’ the vorls
man creators, *" _addicti
had discg{er:géa non-a
tent M this white C0




THE BIONL OUCKH
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MARTY “THE DUCKH”
BRESLOW

HROUGH THE CAREFUL breeding of

generations of quacks, consisting
of Cadooley Flay(inventor of quack-
ers) ,E1 Ducko (debonair caballero),
Elmo Duck (famous athlete), Junip-
era Serra Duck (founder of the
Mission Duclores), Howard Colduck
(ace pilot and sportscaster), and
H.P. Lovequack (writer mysterioso)
comes last but not least, the
BIONIC DUCK. A psychic phenomenon,
the Bionic Duck turns Bionic Hack
when he transcends human capabili-
ties to read the minds of those
other extracelestial beings, taxi
dispatchers.

Meanwhile, at the San Francisco
International Airport inside THE
LOT, the Bionic Dugk is demonstrat-
ing one of his many powers to the
onlooking Eagles.

18

"Now put this chicken on your
lap,'" he says, 'and stroke its né ;
ten times rapidly. Presto! A
lion!" . it
Each Eagle attempts this :‘:. %
ishing feat only to obtain S
scure menu. el s
"Next lesson I.Jeg}ns e;":"m R
6:00 P.M. Class d1sm;:slff | the
Bionic Duck 8e%S "N o ané |
wheel of his Gran ng&:'?
contemplates Mumwei.;.
written for the fie







service

he says, I just

g whisky. Let me buy you

ordered this

drink."
3 Bob § Guido's, Ton-Jo's, the 20-

val Club, Bob & Aggie's, the 3300
Club, Kotter's Kormer, aﬂ@ the COfY
Corner persist in BioniC Duck's
memory bank and he declines the
offered drink. Before the Duck can
thank him, the customer jams the
whisky down Bionic puck's throat.
Virtually all of his bionic powers
are destroyed. All the remaining
bars that were stored in Biomic
Duck's lost memory bank are soon
broadcasted by the taxi dispatcher
and given out to other drivers.
Bionic Duck is hopelessly drunk,his
wires short-circuited, leaning over
the rail at Original McCarthy's

»

=
-~ .

MAIL INQUIRIES GIVEN PROMPT ATTENTION
DCP, P.0O. BOX 5963, S.F. CA. 94101

Vere oiner coffee Snops Saco
UnionalrGrant Tel 392-4736)

{
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\imprisoned by language
|burdened by petticoats

i she beat the drum,

:
by George Benet |
i

RACHAEL

My grandmother ran the show

partially immobilzed by a stroke

the family danced to

my recurrent dream

a.b1§ck bowling ball, rolling and
picking up speed

my anguished cry,only to be caressed
as I begged her never to let me die
never to let me be taken away

10, you will never die,

never be taken away

sounded so beautiful

in her baltic tongue

o — T S et . e

it

so r::§§uring, SO placating
Was never to die, for I was

her streak of Sun, her bloodline

\|i woke up suddenly
\{before my alarm

AUNT LUCY by Andy Aranso|

with thoughts of your death
six months past

on my birthday

aunt lucy

of the summer times you took e |
up the hudson valley Pa

in your great new car auel B
laying beﬁn!,fj,

with all of my life
like a new road ’
and me tucked safe imside
a shiny black buick fow&ﬁﬁﬂgfﬁ' -
free LA
escaping the aging confusion
and agony = ¢
of a dying brooklyn net
bursting with excit

at your side -

=y

as we drove along




=3 AN APPROXIMATE CHRONOLOGY OF EVENTS i
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" The New Yellow Cab Cooperative

Y b yellow cab insurance drop- Dobbs still only bidder;
pec- ped; yellow off streets; hearing set for Mar,18,77.
; 1000 drivers out of worg. Mar.18 - Dobbs bid accepted as only
45 - New yellow Cab Cooperative bidder; auction of medal-
- formed. Over 200 pledges. lions halted after police
18 - Yellow Cab receiver an- commission refusal to
i nounced the $6500 medal- transfer medallions to in-
f iion sale; $1000 deposit dividuals. New Yellow Cab
: required. Cooperative alligned with
?uxhgo..Wassau Insurance filed Dobbs to set up coopera-
claim for medallions held; tive,
' auction sold 13 medallions Mar.25 - Judge Herbert Katz reject-
! at $17.500 - 18.500. ed all offers; set hearing
dgec.21 - Yellow Cab - fearing the for April 18th,
? inevitable - filed bank- Apr.18 - Hearing postponed to May
ruptcy Chapter 11 protect- 12th, 77.
ion. This protected all Apr.19 - Final effort launched by
' assets. New Yellow Cab Coop; new
' Dec.31 - Harold Dobbs, SF attorney, spirit.
former supervisor, mayoral May 11 - Over $500.000 deposited
candidate, Moscone law New Yellow Cab Cooperative.
partner, entered bids on May 12 - San Diego court hearing;
behalf of LA liquidation. Dobbs bid, New Yellow Cab
Jan. 6 - New Yellow Cab Cooperative Coop bid; reviewed by Jud-
made drive for member- ge Katz; major creditors
; ship. back New Yellow Cab Coop
‘Jan. 8 - New Yellow Cab Cooperative proposal.

held Taxi Dance at Cali- May 13 - Judge Herbert Katz awards
fornia Hall. bid to New Yellow Cab Co-

'Feb. 18 - Everyone primed for sale; operative.

| From the beginning it was apparent that the task of forming a coopera-
\é5e ond purchaeing Yellow Cab would be difficult. Had I known the histo-
‘*2cal drama would take 81X months, and not gix weeks, I would not have
\gotSen inpolved. Yet once the a1l was rolling, dedication and determina-
%20m Led to Judge Katz' decision on Friddy the 13th of May, 1977. ‘

Time will test the ecooperative tdea. aghez wt;;l be a new era of
Frogress and cooperation in San Francisco's cab industry. : v
ak!‘.'az have to work hard to pay for our compaty: Oowr busu;ehz glfnlz??
all tive and our attitude cooperative. It is in this sensé ©

sork together toward this common goal. |
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This is my florescent noon!

Sitting in the allnight Doggie
Diner with The Faithful Companion,
iike leftover beatniks we spout
oetry that proclaims our despair.
mr lives are like the steam that
rises from our styrofoam cups.

"y

>

r

The Doggie Diner shines so!
Crease from a thousand midnights
- .~

polishes the counters, the tiles,
the windows.The faces of the black-
amoors and Aztecs reflect the edgy

boredom of 2 night of pills and
iong ghetto busrides. The Faithful

Companion stares into the revolvin
closed - circuit television camer
2nd says, "This is civilization a
e know it.”

The city lurks black all around
us for the lights of the Doggie
Jiner do not extend beyond the sha-
dows of the gutter. Across the
street the dismal neon of a bar and
grill amnounces: Paradise,Paradise,
while we, the deranged children of
television znd the auto-movies,dis-
Cuss the state of the nation.

“It is a2 world broken into zliemn
2nd mncomnected fragments,"”  says
Companion, by way of
erplanation. "The city has become a

N -

U

A CONTINUING HALLUCINATION

surrealist's nightmare, Thieves ang
fakirs rule the streets.”
“And what," 1 ask, "Makes

a
think it has not always been soﬁ
ies, all lies." The Faithén
ion 1is reduced to incoherent

mmbling. "We, the people,™ sis
blurts, "are a collection of cock-
roaches and bureaucrats. Asskissers

znd zmbitious thugs, show thes no

after night we sit in the
iner and talk, We carry m0
entity Cards, our minds are
e. Expatriots in the heart
ity enraged,disenfranchised
1

b\
3
(B

;a}r. our poverty in the ‘“ﬁ;
iity. We appear YOoung ;
but we are old. =7

are into her face, she into

- have Suf~
.  Without her 1 mld m”,

d. No one else ; ;
he prison of ®Y M
%o one else can match B f”‘_‘_"'yfff
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truth,

it, our lives are
»Oh Willie,"”

a veal gome cat. How S8
. {W






TATTOOS
1504 Haight St.
San Francisco

 DONITA
~; FINE LiNE Df
~ ond iLLUsTR

FRANCISCO. CA. 94107
626-0627

NORMAN DECARLO
. CARTOON,

'n the geek was . i,

when in busts the P

holding and aboyt to b;:::‘
past Panic City when ye 5 %
them cats was smoking ci““‘ﬂ:
as coke, we grabbed sm“gw
vana wrappers and made m
gies. Now you know why o014 M‘;
always smiling, Madeusn,u.

the People." o

"01&," says The Faith
ion, flashing her eyes 1?;: 5"
"Recollect the time IW&
ing a scam down Ensenada ¥ay. Bag
away to Mexico as all true
must. Holed up in Hussong's
only saloon in the kfzmmc“
with a police station in the back
room. Perfect place to wheel ad
deal. The bite was on, 1la da,
as if you didn't know. Split the
take with the sergeant of police.
One afternoon the joint was full of
dizzy gringos and drunken sailers,
the wusual fare, when a minor rist
started. Sound of flying beer bat-
tles and breaking faces. |
the back door opens and a posse o
cops wheels into the bar, _ﬂ“
and the mandatory dozen bodies were
swiftly spirited into the $ 5
ber.- Directly in front ’E
sergeant was manhandlilﬁf: iF
swabby. 4
"'Buenas tardes,! I saife by
"'Buenas tardes, ,.
he replied, wresting wit
or's dead weight.




rough inspection of the sailor's
clothes, he stood up In disgust.
tThees focking saylors spended all
hees mohnee weeth hoars and dope.
pinches cabrones maricones pringo
marinero ai chingar.' Those were a
lot Of dil’t)' Moxlc.'"\ Wﬂl‘\‘ﬂ. you un-
derstand, I'm sure, | decided not
to wear out my welcome, so I ran
away to Frisco, as all true outlaws
must."

Slowly thoe night ticks away our
lives. Cadillacs and taxicabs vamp
down our streets of steel, Enter
Everett Flowors in creme-colored
suit and Borsolino, the blackest
man in black Oakland, a c¢ity that
is itself without light. He orders
a big lemon coke,joins us and says,
||Ah‘"

"There have been one thousand
four hundred thirty-seven assaults
in the city of Oakland so far this

year," says The Faithful Companion.
‘Flowers chuckles and sips his lemon
coke. His lips droop and his eyes
squint in the bright light. He fo-
cuses on The Faithful Companion's
- heavily made-up face and asks in a

. deep growl, 'Are you for real or
what 7"

"I'm from Mars," she states.

"Don't mind her none," T tell
him. "She lives in a trance and is
perfectly harmless, unless you lis-
ten to her. Poets are always dan-

gerous, "

“"Well, I am The Nigger of the
Apocalypse’ 50 she don't scare wme
none."

At this The Faithful Companion
| .grins'h‘!ls and kisses Everett Flow-
:szs and welcomes him as a fellow

- Poet outcast, "Wolcome," she says,

o come to The Art Rimbaud Society

}ir,c iterary Pirates and Thieves
B ‘meets Tuesdays and 'lfhul‘sd‘)'s .

VIDEO DATING
By People Productions

Video dating is the electronic ap-
proach to people meeting each other.
People Productions matches single
men and women of compatible ages,
backgrounds, and lifestyles, based on
MUTUAL ATTRACTION, What our
members see is what they get.

We invite you to view the video-
taped interview of club members of
the opposite sex who share your in-
terests, Be a *star* in your own Tele-
vision production, And smile -you ne-
ver know who's watching.

Call now for your FREE demon-
stration. No obligations,

People Productions ;

332-0771 i

at two a.m. in this very Doggie

Diner." 3

"Ladies and gentlemen,may prtgﬁl

sent the mnewest associate © .' -

deadly revolutionary o:ganizﬁt%.yf
The Nigger of the.Agoqa.‘l_ypse-.f g
lause and huzzahs all aroun

The patrons of the Doggie Din
msedo * i ! " -’1 e s

W= TaAm N

- -



THE PROPOSITIONS
and

/ The Pass & Don’t Pass Lines

herein THE GLOVE clearly demonstrates
that the odds favor The House

DUV

HEN WE FADE THE MAIN we are gambling among
ourselves. There is no house. All wagers are
made among the players and any odds given or
taken are done so by the players themselves.

7 The casinos in Las Vegas (Lost Wages), Tahoe
/ (The Lake), and Reno (The Biggest Little

City in the World) make the odds and they
make them decidedly in their favor.

If you play the PASS LINE you are betting
with the shooter amd



w—""

: t:g t::ght bettors win thg:.:
grst pet. If the shooterht,hrz\;rst
4568,9,0:‘100:1 the b
n;ll’ tl;en this is called his pou.\n

| st be thrown agai
and this point mu T L

e a 7 is thrown i :
:efglz\‘SS LINE winner. If the 7 is
thrown before the point then th}s
is a PASS LINE loser or a DON'T

PASS LINE winner.
If you play the DON'T PASS LINE

you are betting against the shooter
and you also have a ?.C. of 1.4%
against you. [f a crap three with
an ace-deuce or a twelve with two
sixes is thrown on the first roll
of the dice the shooter craps and
loses and the DON'T PASS LINE wins.
If the shooter throws a point first
(4, 5, 6, 8, 9, or 10), then in
order for the DON'T PASS LINE to
win, a 7 must be thrown before the
shooter throws his
o o oo, BLU
If two aces(snake

eyes) are thrown
first, all of the
PASS LINE bets 1lose
but the DON'T PASS
LINE bets do not win
- it breaks even.
You will notice that
on casino crap ta-
bles they have two
4Ces or two sixes
barred gn the DON'T
.This gives
house its 1.43%

P

\

hard ways.

On one roll bets
~that on the next ro]] of Can
the shooter will rol] the
(1-1) or boxcars (6-6) Wh° eyes
casinos pay off at 30.1 ° o i:h the
are 35-1., You can wager 0
will throw a threg (11:’.‘; ;htlaom
eleven (5-6,6-5) at 15-1, Tpq ) or

17-1. You can bet he Will g

craps;: snake eyes (the two paq boys

from Illinoise), a three op Boxcaugl

(midnight) . The casinos .
the odds are 8-1. You g:r}: 7&;,:;:
put your money on a natural,a seven
which can be rolled six ways (1-6
6-1,2-5,5-2,3-4,4-3)  which pays
4-1, less than the true odds of
5-1. The house P.C. on a natural is
16.67%.

If the shooter throws an even

(Continued on page 55)
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rail Lights 1 g

'David Frankel ‘\c';ud all 'é,i,‘;'

With Privileges pone

All that remained
Ai Was battered equipment
S And a tarnished name.

They stripped away the layers one at a time, and like an oniom it )

was enough to make you cry.

Your friendly old cab driver bets
| AIRPORT REPORT 95% of you have never noticed the
R numbers found on the poles beleo
| If only from a position almost every street light. These
|4 numbers refer to the number of the
| of pure aesthetics, block 2and the nearest addrws,
v S the first number is "3" it's the
| How i inbow salad || 300 block; if it's "33" it's the

- foWw much nicer a rain 3300, The last mmber sitkii

Than a lot of wilted lettuce. if it is the odd or even 51“’

it. A tip from, ' o




ON MONDAY

T THE FOUNTAINS
RAN DRY
by 1R.dL Dutra

?
ONDAY BEFORE NOON, but already the
hot, bright sun filled the sky over
Bahia; a sun so hot it pushed the hiye *
from the sky and melted twenty-five pounds
m i ff of me, a draft-age American sitting
out the Vietnamese War on a Brazilian
beach.
I was delighted. As a Peace
Corps Volunteer, I made the
lordly sum of $75.00 a
month which allowed me to

oy
live comfort-
//_-—-\ ably in one

Ll | '

Ty ‘\ {4




-1 blac ’
e with tiled roofs and paste)
sred walls., Two of three peo-
wbre under eighteen; two of
died before their firpst

mgmbues had electricity, dirt

e and two public fresh water

tains. For a few cents, my old,

ack washerwoman filled a fifty

on drum in my mud and stick,

el plastered house. Fifty gal-

" jons of water lasted a week. It was

. onday and I was ready for a refill

~ but the fountains had been shut

" om without an explanation from
~ the city water department.

.~ ] was disappointed since one of

~ my favorite pastimes was sitting in

the shade with the other young men

atching the women carry water om

eir heads. Beautiful women and

s in all shades of black and

m let cooling drops of water

kle over their faces and down

I bra-less and panty-less cot-

shifts,

our hindred years after the

ese brought over the first

slaves, Bahia,black capital

1, preserves much of its

heritage: birthplace of the

:itt half the
izZe a lot,
Today was Monda ed
y and 1 needed ¢
bath but my washerwoman confesse
she was too tired to fetch wates
from the well, much farther “down

‘the hill than the now non-function-

ing fountains. T paid a young man
to haul up a bucket of water for
bathing and drank soda pop. .
Later in the afternoon I
hours downtown searching for a
ernment official who could tell
why the water was shut off and
how long. Back in Pernambues I
my neighbors the waterline
dergoing repairs, but as
long, ""Quem sabe?" e
On Tuesday I started re
the rust-laden ;:ter at the
of big drum. ANe:
dowl‘," and bathed in the pa
fested creek that Tap dow
where women I:M 1

one pe

o -




- against g tip Toof

= o ~Joghua Hasgel '

nSenhor Americano,if you want water

i i I Rt
have to get it yourse
youI looked out the window down the

hill which already looked 11k§ a
mountain, Stripped to shorts with
rubber sandals on my feet,I grabbed
a five-gallon plastic bucket §nd
began walking down the steep, dirt
path.

Reaching the well sweaty and
tired, I rested while others filled
their buckets and cans. Women boil-
ed, scrubbed and dried their laun-
dry around the well. Children with
distended bellies bathed naked at
the well's edge.

All stopped to watch me fill my
bucket with the green, brackish wa-
ter. Some giggles escaped as 1T
gracelessly heaved the bucket to my
shoulder, spilling several cups in
the process.The water splashed over
my body and mingled with the sweat
and dust, making the rubber sandals
slippery on my feet. After a few

E A

Had my heart bent in a taxi cab

BENT

by a woman with eyes

that spent themselves across
the lip of my

rearview mirror

my mouth fell open

my _heart shot out an open spout
and the raign bounce-bent

.

clumsy steps my toes we E
in the muddy sandal stmp:ei:ﬂnsled: ,
ing the mirth around pe and SCha TS
feeling of inept foolishp ol

e
stepped out of my sandals a;:wg:

.handed them by a grinning child

Everyone watched the :
and grinned as I spilled A:::gzno
drops with each awkward step ui
Looked up the hill which now stpuc
me as a cliff, :

For the first third of the way
up I exchanged the mandatory "sood
days" and 'how are yous" and "I'm
fines" but it wasn't and I wasn't
and exhaustion soon forced me to
quit these polite pauses and 1
trudged up the hill in silence,

So much sweat was pouring off me
I was convinced it would take the
entire bucketful to replenish my
dehydrated system. My ©breath was
coming in gasps and I was convinced
my amused neighbors could see my
heart pounding in my chest.

All the while cool, dry, dark-
skinned Baianos gracefully passed
me by, water containers perfectly
balanced on their heads, smiling in
sympathy at my struggling efforts.
When I finally reached my house a
friend snatched the two-thirds full
bucket from my shoulder and I col- |
lapsed into a chair amidst the |
laughter and applause of my neigh- |
bors. Recovering from my fatigue
and embarrassment, I acknowledged
their congratulations and shared
their anger at the city water de-
partment. | e

I boiled and filtered a couple
of quarts for drinking; heﬂted”ﬁ =
more, washed with it, shaved
it, did the dishes with it
aged to stretch the remain
gallons until the £«
ed in a couple of da

gy 4



olicemen
:::,ﬂhmg for a man
did not have a vision
of his own .
scraped 2 mind-print
grom a booth in the

allnight cafe
and

as the cook needs ﬁ)'r
T who made the phonecall expression,
picked his teeth gosgn. ang, £
with an exclamation vimmunication
T - point

the red wagon
_crept away
_the jury
seated in, the bottom
‘of his cup debating
how it might feel
to get drunk
verdict:
GoAway! birds
pecked around
pecked a few holes
in the applause

(he threw his mind y 751-5449 |

across the backseat
smiled on the inside
of his face

'y s b y R
VTR IR

e

- and asked
to ride . :
in the rearview- |
T G AN | i
- STHE MORT © || i G 9
THE BRIEFCASE by Gene Fowler g
: June Opening o
D:;‘:;ted by RUTH J. FARRAH S 1 -
Max Di d Studio Erem ’
Meg Metlor 401 A;‘ms* '
T :
Hesh Rosen s‘.'}me 17-18
Lisa Stranger o A
Video Tgping at Viacom Studios Jme = %
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VAN HOUTENS
LED & WHITE #47

Codename PHOEN IX :

1938 Plymouth Deluze Original







DEATH ON

WATCHMAN WAY

by Mark Joseph

Up on housing project hill

It's etther fortune or fome.

You must pick one or the other

Though netther of them ought to be

What they elaim.

If you're looking to get silly

You better go back to from where
you came. ..

Bob Dylom
THE SCENE

Only natives and the very best
cab drivers know Potrero Hill,an
odd lump of earth isolated from the
rest of San Francisco, a thumb on
the hand of downtown. Marred by
steep cliffs and hidden ravines,
the streets of Potrero Hill form a
twgsting,udconfusing maze of dead-
ends, sudden drops issi
gl ops and missing
Many cab drivers will never go
- to Potrero Hill, éver, under any
;ircuqstances. Some will go to an
1 $S on the northern slope but
40.

not into the housing projects on
the southern slope. Others ask for
the fare in advance and a few will
go only with a police escort. The
San Francisco police receive so
many reports of robberies and as-
saults on cab drivers on Potrero
Hill that they don't keep statis-
tics.

For many residents, the northern
slope of Potrero Hill is a pleasant
neighborhood rich in tradition and
legend and old Victorian houses.
One of the oldest sectors of the
city, the district has the aspect
of an inner-city village. People on
the hill are proud of their gardens

and their quiet and their self-

contained existence. 0. J. Simpson
grew up there. )
On the southern slope, the side
that faces away from downtown, Pf?{
ject buildings spill down the hiit
like discarded cigarette boxes.
Potrero Hill Projects are one
some three dozen housing proj!
maintained by the San Fr

SF

|
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+h children and editing a
rhood NEwWsbaper in  the
of Birmingham, Alabama,

a co-worker, a black womap
f;he marriage ended shonl)’,
they returned to California,

% op his return to Fresno he was
eeted with the csleclto;:d great shock

. pis young adult ood. He y :
Eiited. Hc stormed down to e ont to work. Hle wag ruml:::o“v.
¥ ‘_-'ftboard and reminded them that mism'\ old, beat-up Volvo v 4
2 e had spent a year and a half in tiosmg_ headliner and » sick
4 the service of his country in Vista weeg_i:;“h: making an occasiong
~ and that he had been led to believe  Fop the ;? Fresno and hanging out

- such service made him exempt from  fornia ReirSt time since the Cali

| the draft. "Sorry," they told him, bakest his Ta)'sk h? was  happy. H

~ you were exempt while you were in the Penn Pr“c er's Bread, put ou
. put not mow that you are out." y ¥Papers and lived the 1ifs

of an
| Michael Albert never appeared at g mmg;?:gmgﬁg:, . ;:: n:\lr::ylzor oW

<5 land I :
the Oakland Induction center for  his own way. A friend, Paul Vane,
. his draft physical. He had no in- ; '
| hisd ical. another poet, said, "You could giv
| tention of going into the army and your lawnmower to Mike to store f¢
gth;;ln affex:: days the FBI was ask-  a while, forget it, not see him foi
8 g his family where he was. For a  twenty years and then run into him.
- long time they had no idea where he  He would drag the lawnmower out
. was, only that he left Fresno with  the basement, having moved it with
i]ﬂle vague notion of heading for him the twenty-eight times he moved
{mada or Europe. and swear at you for having burden=
~ For years he drifted through ed him with it, but he would have
| Berkeley, the llaight and North  kept it, and kept it in good wory
LM: living in a spirit of com-  1ng condition. That's how honest §
- Mnion with the thousands of others was." Eac] BERIME 3
2 Who shared his rejection of the Another poet, 5 a;m »

ion's dominant culture. He saw hanging ar?und &
, : was working

cat A : » nights, at closing,
s racist, gemocidal po 'wouldn:t start and "B1OS

The only place Mike could ; 3 " home
L for sureywzs any Bay Area s gl;:'}elrlx:saanélli f;m L
Dead concert for the Dead = becamé T T . . mas DO
ly band he trusted. Occa- confessed his thout id
‘he slipped into Fresno tO ‘

-
14y

outlaw 3:?&'1 h
ly but they were he couX




Tongs

(Death on Watchman Way)
~alter his birth certificate and

apply for a driver's license and a
' cab driver's permit. The FBI might
' be looking for him in Fresno but
 they were so burdened with a heavy
caseload they would never get a-
round to checking the fingerprints
of everyone who applied for a
driver's license.

- It worked and Mike started driv-
‘ing an Eagle Cab. The Wongs, pro-
prietors of Eagle Cab, 1liked Mike
so much he drove the prize of the
Eagle Squadron, a VIP Plymouth with
electric seats and windows, factory
air and an honest meter.

Mike took to cab driving like he
was born to it. He was a street
person and the cab put him right
out on the streets. Eventually he
took a2 job at Veterans, which gave
him a radio cab. With regular money
coming in he rented a house in the
Sunset near the beach and began to
live a settled life.

Even though the outward aspects
of his life appeared to stabilize,
his mind continued to ferment. The
ideals which drove him underground
in the first place still nagged at
him. The racial injustice which
drove him a little crazy was very
obvious in the streets. Despite a
great deal of federal and state
legislation, nothing changed very
much. The ghettos were still ghet-
0s. There was still a tremendous
between rich and poor. In 1971
opped writing poetry and lost

- with many of his old
He continued to write a
id his writing took on an
1 bent while he let

mthzgmzh the many

co. Over the years he became mona
and more depressed. Thlngs just
didn't change enough, if at a1y,
When he wasn't working, he stayed
in his house, smoked a lot of dope,
listened to the Dead and waqun
Jennings, and baked his bread.

In 1975 his father died. As Mike
prepared to go to the funeral, he
was informed of the FBI's presence
at the funeral home. He was enraged
and so upset he stayed in a funk
for weeks. =

By 1977 he was asking not what
was wrong with the world but what
was wrong with himself. He was no
longer so sure of his ideals. The
War in Viet Nam, forgotten by most,
still tortured him. The city, he 3
felt, was becoming a human garbage
heap and he wondered if he were fj
part of the refuge. He was always 1
tormented by racial guilt and, to £
escape it, delved deeper and deeper %
into more and more obscure philo- |
sophies, the last being the ponder- |
ous teachings of the Urantian sect,

a group that contends that we
humans, or some of us, come from
the planet Uranus. -

bYW N

e ‘**—b“'——‘d{v Y
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On Friday night, February 5,1977,
Michael Albert picked up his
cab as usual around six o‘clock ‘He
had a regular shift in a re ;
cab, Veterans 209, and was Kk
around the garage as a st
hardworking, especlally ones
driver, :
Unlike most Vbtexans

*firﬁwcﬁsﬂ










-fifteen, he got a call
, he identified as that
black woman, a teen-

; phone booth at 24th and
a seventeen-year old boy
1iberately disguising his
“As he talked, he knew he was
; the dispatcher.
21 get a cab on Mission
2 At twenty-fourth?'"he asked.
, I don't think so," Tommy
< thinking he had been calling
a cab in the Mission and be-
ng there wasn't one.
please," begged the high,
ine voice.
' felt sorry for her so he
to try. "Anyone around
y-fourth and Mission?" he ask-

) his surprise, a driver ans-

£ YHey, I'm right there,
., It was Michael Albert,
y on his way toward Rosie's.
asked into the telephone,

see a cab?"

you see a girl there on the
at twenty-fourth and Mis-
e asked Mike over the radio.
)," came his answer.
my, like all dispatchers, was
ly trying to pry accurate
out of people over the
yrner is really four cor-
are you?" he asked,
hald’s? At the Bart

. the 'Wt-" ,

Phono'boo T

dona].d'"sh -
"No. I'
Tommy

should pe
ints;sectionjt‘:::."
0," said

"wgit, yeah, yeal‘:‘,\el :::l;:l. |
voice trailed away ip e 3
and the 1line went i
Albert said a curious
said, "I see her."

The boy with the girl's

cab,
'"Will you take me to eightee

14

and perhaps a disguise d

P _,*': -
ca 3
,

and Connecticut? he asked. Michael

5

Y

Albert was already filling in
waybill, a cabdrivers record of his
trips. There are neat little spaces
for each trip, its points of origin
and destination, the number of
passengers, and the times the trip
began and ended. Michael Al LS
waybill, as always, was up to dat
and accurate. He pmbdly ~wrot
down the time, the locatiom, &%
§ Mission," and the :
sengers, "1," before
the car.
Connecticut,"
thern slope
grom the projec
safe place.

Two Pecp
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(Death on Watchman Way) :
He told Mike to drive over the hill

to Watchman Way. The youth who dis-
guised his voice lived in the pro-
jects around Watchman Way and was
familiar with all the back streets
and alleys that comb Potrero Hill.
Michael Albert drove his cab nose
first into the blind alley, a thing
no sensible cab driver would do
unless forced.

Michael Albert had one hundred
and twelve dollars in the zippered
breast pocket of his down vest, a
few dollars and some change in his
pants pockets and not much else.
At midnight on Friday night, Watch-
man Way is not completely deserted.
The 1lights from the project build-
ing above the parking lot cast some
illumination down onto the cab.
When the robbers asked Michael
Albert for his money, they were in
a hurry. They knew they could be
discovered at any moment. Michael
Albert was in a state of shock,
trying desperately to understand
what was happening to him. He never
gave them his money.

For reasons as complex as the

~ entire bloody history of America,
the youth sitting behind Michael
s;bert pulled the trigger. He shot
Michael Albert in the back of the
head at very close range, twice.
!h@ other youth, terrified, broke
FoEan.  In thehproject building
j * @ woman who was up tendin
child heard two crashes. Shg
*d _out her window and say g

racing away through th
_ihzzlleads ough the dirt

> to Dakota Street.

got out of the ¢

€ driver's door and pul:!ll:é

© Was seen bending over
tlu:ou@ the pockets,

He was not very thorough or else he
didn't realize the vest had &
pocket; in any case, he never found
the money. In a very few moments he
disappeared down the alley, leaving
behind on the back seat of the cah
a baker's box that contained g2
chocolate pie. The box, a perplex-
ing part of the puzzle, had no
fingerprints.

The woman who noticed the first
youth running away while the other
bent over the body called the po-
lice. A few minutes later the
police received a second call from
a man who reported that "a man was
down on Watchman Way."” In a2 very
few minutes Watchman Way was aswarm
with police vehicles, an ambulance
and a tow truck.

At twelve-twenty Tommy Bright
got a call from police headguar-
ters. An officer said, "Look, uh,
we're going to send z tow truck for
this cab.” P

"What cab are you talking
about?" asked the startled dis-
patcher. v

"The guy that got shot." :

"What are you talking about?" ;i

"Up there on Watchman Way."

"One of our guys? How is he?" |

"He's dead. He's dead." B

"What's the cab mmber?" -

"Wait a minute...cab 209."

to post a reward for the ¢
the killers. The city re




There are hundreds of
o Tprints in a taxicab but not a
| one could be directly connected to
~any suspect. A chocolate pie in a
baker's box was found on the back
seat of the cab, but the pox had no
clear prints. The baker could not
identify the purchaser.
Since 1969 San Francisco has had
one cab driver murdered every year,
| Of the seven between 1970 ang 1976,
§ six suspects were arrested and
tried. Five were convicted of first
degree murder, one convicted of
second degree murder, and one ac-
‘quitted by a hung jury. The un-
bsolved murder of a Yellow Cab
Bdriver in October, 1969 has been
* attributed to the notorious Zodiac
- killer. .
y Inspectors Toschi and McCoy de-
.~ duced that because the killers were
| familiar with the terrain of Po-
* trero Hill, at least one of them
il‘ived there. As the weeks went by
. they talked to dozens of residents
" of the hill. As word of the reward
‘got around, they began receiv:f.ng
- phone calls from persons offering
~ tiny bits of evidence. They came up
- with many names before an informant
- brought forth the name of Donnie
"R, a student at Mission High
b mﬂl' o :
At eleven in the morning on Feb-
; y 28 the inspectors went '.co
. 'Ission High and took Donnie R. i
I questioning. They took hlg
“Mtown to police headquarters an
‘errogated him off and on all
They were very busy. While
Yere holding him, there was
'°r homicide in the city which

hﬂd ~to look after.

-

‘would be frightened enough to

0 investigate and other

mrvombut.mol éw!'ill % ' g :

‘thgd investigation,
€vidence to i licate -Iu-sc
the crime b\ttlgdmt 1y con-
fess. He admitted he was in the @5'
that night and admitted he was with |
Someone else. The police concluded |
his was the disguised voice on the
phone but that his accomplice
pulled the trigger. Late in the
afternoon they formally arrested
him and booked him for murder.

-
‘.,

Donnie R. was then transfer
to the Youth Guidance Center, ne
children's jail. Under a new law in
California a juvenile aged sixteen

or seventeen charged with a felonvy
goes before a referree who decides
if he is to be tried as a juvenile
or an adult. It was determined
Donnie R. should be tried in _
nile court, whose sessions are
closed to the public and the p
A second hearing was held to de ,
mine if there was enough evidence
to try him at all. There was,
most of the evidence came from t

interrogation. The trial was
for the twenty-eighth of March.
was hoped by the police and the
District Attorney that Domnie R.

up the name of the other kill
but he never did. ¢ e
A few days before the trial
defense entered a wtmu A
court to suppress the evide
the interrcgation.
granted, the interrog
clared illegal. When t

up, the./cﬂs.e was - ;




/Jrn teruiew cont'l:ﬂued)

a fare to a remote area and he
: was forced at gunpoint on one of
the back roads where his money
was taken from him as was his
i. These things don't happen
ten. Progress brings on these
ings. There is always somebody
who is trying to get something
nothing. ‘
] notice that you drive on the
ﬁ left hand side of the road. Does
this cause much of a problem for
the newcomer to the island.
IMEPOSE: At times it does, but here
the driver is very cautious, He

restrains himself from taking

chances. Now here is a nice
spot. It's called Salt River Bay
and is the place where Columbus

first anchored hi hip. On
“"'lE.TAl' clear day ;gi caxissecsa iﬁe neighf
HOTEL

12 islands. And there on the
127 Ellis
at Powell
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is an 1iguana in case you
never seen one.
you drive your cab all day
t someone else drive it at
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No, I usually takg it easy

1 I have some evening ap-
When the fare in your cab pointments. Here only one drives
asks for a clean little hotel the vehicle and he knows the
d:;\rntown- one :;ith rates wear and tear on it.
that are reasonable- suggest DCP: What does gasoline cost?
the CONTINENTAL ... AMBROSE: Not too bad, sixty-five to
125 rooms, all with bath ,' Seventy cents a gallon. They

claim the cost of living here is

P OSt 35% higher than on the mainland.
‘ i What's the best thing that

eart.'quake | ever happened to you in a taxi?
auali \| AMBROSE: Well, it's hard to say -

-

g

{ you know, ‘driving a cab you have
.‘ all sorts of experiences - meet-
x ing with different people - like

¥e have a saying here - some are
wise and some are otherwise.
There are some people who, be-
Cause they are paying a fare, \

: B




are so demanding,and some people
that you would never be able to
please irrespective of how hard
you put your back to it. But I

familg syle

personally feel that all one has qu? mggs 8
to do is do his best. And that q 2 i
is how I go about my work. As a famous 11
matter of fact, if you are fa- sweetbread | 1

miliar with Fielding's Guide to
the Caribbean - a few years ago
the author for the book was here
going about research, and I hap-
pened to drive those people not
knowing who they were. About a
year later one of the front desk

domestic
imparked
WINRs X
ligueurs
Famous picon

staff of the Bucaneer calls me punch b
up and says, "Ambrose, there is house
a new Fielding's Guide with your ¢

5 Q
name in it.'" So I picked it up hedid o

and there it was, and I never

knew that the people were the ( AF€ DU HORD

author and the publisher.

: It goes to show that many k
DCPtimes gyou don't know who your { BASQUE FOOD DINNERS 5-10PM :

passenger is. What else do you COCKTAILS }'_ |

B dbout driving? PHONE 626-0977 CLOSED MONDAYS| %
ABROSE: Well,to me it is an honest 3

livelyhood. It's not easy, but

there is a lot you can learn

about people's attitudes and THE ILLUSION

: has many op- y AR _ 1
et tice o exchange ideas | A Surrealistic Film/Drama §

and talk about life in general.
XP: Well, Ambrose, it's been a
pleasure. Now how about you show
B how a man gets some of the
finer pleasures here on St.

—Croix? s
ummeP\X/inCJ

jeweler The Black Rose

- san Trancisco Theater Grqyp., |
(415) 863-6865 ||
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~ few yards shead. Indeed, some even
~specialize in tail jobs, knowing
- how not to get too close yet not
- fall too far back. The more promi -
- nent detectives always had their
- own persox}al favorite drivers for
such assignments (a possible de-
rivation of the "personals" we en-
joy today). In the Maltese Falcon
(1942), Sam Spade engages his
driver, Joe, for a personal to
Burlingame to rescue his client. It
‘turns out to be a wild goose chase,
and Joe gets a round trip out of
the deal. In another Bogart film,
The Big Sleep (1946), Bogart as
Phillip Marlowe uses a cab to track
down a killer on a dark street, and
in another scene goes on a tail job
with a female cab driver who gives
him her number and indicates that
he may contact her on her day off
as well.

Are we to assume from all of
ithis that such goings on were part
of business as usual in what veter-
an drivers like to refer to as the
Mgood old days"? Whether a fantasy
of Hollywood screenwriters or de-
rived from fact, the image of tail
im, undercover deals and other
shady doings remain part of the
public image of the cab driver.
~ In other films of the 40's,other
drivers follow the example of Cag-

~advantage of the cover of
eir occupation. In Dark Passage

7), we see Bogart again, this
playing an escaped convict,
ized by a cab driver who, in-
of threatening to turn him

vides the services of an
plastic surgeon. In Body

committed himself.

As for the filmed portrayal of
the cab business itself up to thiss
time, it is invariably shown to b
almost omnipotently efficient,
are always great lines of cabs o
downtown streets. When the hero at
tempts to flag a cab, one al Ay,
appears as if by magic to prope
the plot in the appropriate di eC-
tion. No detective ever blew a case
because he couldn't get a cab,

In comedies, however, the oppos
site tact is often used - jokes ame
side gags based on the difficulty
of getting cabs, or characters whi
meet during angry arguments o
which of them is going to take
only available cab. These meeting
show a marked tendency to develog
into romantic entanglements. Sucl
became staples in the Wall St -3,
comedies of the 50's and p
60's. Fortunately, these wusually
hackneyed scenes do not generally
pay any attention to the drivers
focusing instead on the main ch
acters while the drivers )
silent robots. (This is also
of any film taking place ou
the United States. Cabs all
the world are driven by
drivers plunging crazily down
row crowded streets, barely ¢
ing several accidents per
speaking pidgin l.ingli-sh. :
and sweating their way IA¥
traffic in battered cars
scene from one f,.ill 5
though, we get @ &34
these drivers aze 2E=
and the Single G
Fonda jumps
Stubby Kaye,

B
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(Taxie in the Movies)

he begins raving "Just give me a
chance to show what I can do,that's
all I ask! This is it! My big
break!" etc., etc. This image of
the cab driver as frustrated stock
car racer is another that has con-
tinued to implant itself in the
public eye, although not, it must
be admitted, without 2 certain
amount of reinforcement « through
real life observations.

The later 60's and early 70's
seem almost devoid of strong refer-
ences to taxis and taxi driving, at
least in my viewing experience. In
1975, however, one of the few films
to actually focus on the cab world
itself was produced. This was Taxi
Driver, starring Robert De Niro in
the title role as Travis Bickle, a
high strung, sexually and emotion-
ally frustrated New York Cab driver
who, anable to cope with squalid
urban madness, begins to contem-
plate violent solutions, one of
which is assassinating a presiden-
tial candidate. Most real 1ife
drivers have the sense to quit when
job frustrations and occupational
hazards reach this level,but Travis
makes the dangerous mistake of tak-
ing on more hours behind the wheel
instead of less, and winds up pre-
cipitating a blood bath which finds
several people dead at the film's
‘climax, and paradoxically makes him
a hero. Whether or not this activi-
‘ty actually brings Travis any re-
lief from his tensions is left open
to question at the end of the film,
where he is seen snubbing the woman
who rejected him earlier, which
might be interpreted as some kind
of renewed confidence, On the other
hand, he doesn't look real relaxed
in the final freeze frame, which
suggests that Teavis is still out

I ST S

there seething. This film js nota-
ble for a fine performance by
Niro, who projects some finely
tuned observations of the physical
nuances bred by constant cabbing,
However, as an analysis of the taxi
world, the film is a disappoint -
ment, saying more about one partic-
ular individual than the milieu in
which he travels. In one of the few
sequences which show Travis asking
his colleagues at the Cab Co. for
help, a local cab guru, the Wizard
(Peter Boyle), exposes his "cabbie
wisdom" as stale bullshit. The only
other help Travis gets from his
fellow drivers is a connection to
buy unregistered guns which he pur-
sues without delay,

The fares we see him with are
all at least as deranged as he,
adding to the unbalanced quality of
the observations. But this is real-
ly no more unbalanced than most of
the other images that have develop-
ed over the years. So the question
still remains: What is the rela-
tionship between cinematic images
of cab drivers and the present
reality of cab driving? The movies
take small truths about our lives
and exaggerate each of them into
consuming passions or overwhelming
obsessions which seem to dominate
us, but which are only a tiny part
of the real picture. The composite
image forged by these fragments is

a crude distortion of the view from |}

be{pind tl\:e m\iter.
%(m\x
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(Mmg the Main aont'd. )

_ nuborﬂd point, 4, 6, 8, 10, you
can wager that he will make his
point the hard way: by throwing the
appropriate double,a pair of deuces
to make a four, a pair of treys to
make a six and so on, Making four
or ten the hard way pays 7-1 but
the true odds are 8-1, Making a six
or eight pays 9-1; true odds 10-1.

To figure the odds on four: four
can comeé up three ways: 1-3,3-1,
2-2. Add 1-3 and 3-1 to the six

Ways You can make a seven and there

are eight ways you can lose and one
way you can win.

On the one roll bets the house
simply offers 1less than the true
' odds to keep the odds in their
| favor. On the hardways the house is
a little trickier. By offering
'8 for 1 or 10 for 1 it takes your
unit bet and returns 8 or 10 for a
win. This means you've gotten back
only 7 or 9 on a hardway bet.Hence,
| the house has an 11.1% edge at
8 for 1 and a 9.1% edge at 10
for 1. Stay away from all hardway
‘bets. The P.C. is too high.

Next issue: COME LINE, FIELD
BETS, BIG RED SIX AND EIGHT.

SPORADIC

If someone gets in your cab
immediately asks, "How's busiz
say '"'sporadic.,"

If you say you're doing well, B
might rob you figuring you've go
bucks, or stiff you thinking
don't need any,.

If you say you're doing poorly
he'll probably think you're full of
shit, 'cause everyone knows tha

cabbies are high rollers. ’

So say '"sporadic." He might confus
it with a rare commmnicable dis
ease, and who knows, maybe ey

refuse the contaminated change.

-David Frankel

The DCP welcomes contributions. Us
solicited manuscripts and artwor
will be returned if acconpanied‘
a self-addressed stamped envelog

A typical Craps table layout.
ComE 8|9
4/5/6/8|9|10 4,56
=
' 5 FOR1 7 5FOR1Y DORR
s Double
Qo BB sreait S
o‘.‘.. .'o."- o 190f0r 1 ‘
5 FIELD CIRIT omn-n-r.
|78 1 ["pons pess 8o EJ E3 |[[-][-Jo0tort
8 LINE ; '
] 8for1Craps 8lor Y
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(HEROIN eontinued)
crystalline compound quickly became

a popular treatment for withdrawal
from morphine. Addiction to heroin
1s an impossibility, wrote wmany
scientists. The alchemists finally
had their gold.

In 1914 President Woodrow Wilson

signed the Harrison Act into law
and created a monster, Attempting
to regulate drug traffic, the bill
outlawed any treatment for drug

addiction by private doctors and
hospitals. Only the courts, the
state and federal government had
this power. Suddenly the addict was
classed as a criminal.

Contrary to popular belief, drug
useage does not automatically re-
sult in a moral degradation. Addic-
tion itself is a nebulous term. Not
all people who experience heroin
become addicts. "Chipping" commonly
refers to occasional use. Addiction
involves a physical dependency, Un-
til 1919, when enforcement of the
Harrison Act began, the Federal
Bureau of Narcotics estimates that
75% of all heroin addicts in Ameri-
ca had employment. Quite often
Creative artists will be attracted
to drugs. One only has to think of
Coleridge, DeQuincy, Baudelaire or
any number of jazz musicians. En-
tire Indian cultures have based
their spiritual revelations on
hallucinogens. However, socio-eco-
nomic factors do play a large role
in heroin addiction.

By the late 1920's, Federal

- records show a vast concentration
of drug users in the urban slums,
- where racial and ethnic minorities
live. A 1962 survey indicates over

~ half of America's heroin addicts
are black. In an addictive society
like America‘'s where alcohol, to-
g:ceb,’.apd'~barbiturates are con-

of his addiction, he has

sumed at a frenzied rate, inevitah-
ly a percentage of the population
would succumb to drug addiction.
The urban poor are particularly
susceptible. Everyday the media
blitzes them with messages of the
good 1life, that the key to happi-
ness is consumption, the more the
better. Since they are denied this
happiness, heroin becomes the ul-
timate substitute, the ultimate
escape.

The quality of heroin sold on
the streets today vastly differs
from what was sold during the jazz
age and the depression when an
ounce, 87% pure, went for twenty-
five dollars. World War II lowered
this purity to thirty or forty per-
cent. Today's users buy a super-
market quality of a mere two per-
cent, the bulk being usually qui-
nine and sugar milk. When they
encounter anything close to the
clout available in their father's
time, they die of an overdose.

Until the midsixties, few in the
upper strata of American society
worried about heroin addiction. As
long as it stayed confined to the
ghettos, they couldn't care 1less.
Then suddenly the drug moved out of
housing tenements and into the
split levels of suburbia. Mom and
Pop heard junior flushing the toi-
let a whole lot more often while
over in the Vietnam jungles, big
brother was snorting the pure stuff |
through the barrel of his rifle to |
gather courage for another search k|
and destroy mission. S ol

Not long ago I spent an intense
Sunday afternoon interviewing two

prisoners at San Quentin State
Prison. One man, let's call i
Harry, was a drug add [.,fﬂéjgw.{zyu

ol
¥
o e
(L rAT )
EC =

el

Ct i e P e e SR AP




N
23

~ eighteen of his thirty-five years
- behind bars, If anybody woulz be
- deterred from heroin, surely Harry
would be the man. |
Harry thought otherwise. "I know
I'11 get back on it," he said with
a bitter smile. "I'm not the sort
to stay away from it. As soon as I
h}t the streets, it'll be on my
mind. Pretty soon I'11 fuck up and
be back here."

If Harry lived in Great Britain,
he would not have to spend his life

in and out of prisons. The British
treat .drug addiction for what it
truly is, a disease, thus giving

the addict an entirely different
status legally and medically.Grant-
ed their system for dispensing
heroin through doctors has its
flaws, (every midnight addicts line
up in front of twenty-four hour
drug stores to fill their prescrip-
tions and some do peddle the drug
to others on the streets) but this
is a problem of management. The
United States could learn from the
~ British experience and set up a
- more efficient system for dispens-
~ ing heroin. The American government
 treats the addict's deviant indul-
~ gence more harshly than any other
~ form of behavior. Think of a dia-
~ betic denied his insulin or scmeone
ffering from pernicious anemia
ed BI12 injections. While the
gy may be weak, it still hc_)lds
that only heroin can relieve

person becomes an addict,
~ itself is not so much the
8eT as the lack of it, though
Wber do dje from overdoses and

An addict denied his

During

i
-

isions within  cal

r?g:gntxm:s by adolescents. 1 blape
or those robberies and the
system that drove these youngsters
to such extremes. The professional
thief would scorn such amateurism,
He can wait a day or a week to make
his risk worthwhile. The heroin
addict cannot. Their habit costs
fifty to a hundred dollars a day to
maintain., Each time you are ripped
off,more than likely you are paying
for someone's habit. I've known
heroin addicts who were cab drivers
They usually don't last very long
because they have to drive seven
days a week just to keep body and
soul together. He has to make his
daily quota. A flat tire can become.
a catastrophe, If a little old Iaif*
hands over a twenty thinking it is
a five, the addict can't afford the
luxury of honesty. ‘4
Instead of dealing with ;938
crisis directly by giving these
addicts the drug so they can £
tion with some degree of normal
the American government choose
skirt the issue by offering a
substitute, methadone, a lega
from the Nixon years. This te
logical fix is even more add
and dangerous than heroin. W
drawal from methadone can 1

er than heroin wlt Tawa
create another monster? Most

proach it woul@n :
payer a single
saved tmggtu
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(HEROIN)

cate there are well over a half
million drug addicts in the United
States and 10 to 12 tons of heroin
are smuggled annually to take care
of these users. Half of these
people live in New York city. In
1970 the Undercover Unit of the
Narcotics division made over 4,000
arrests. Only eight ounces of pure
heroin were confiscated.

A nineteenth century morality
saddles America. In Texas earlier
this year a jury acquitted a former
professional football player for
Killing his twenty year old son.
The father in a tearful defense
said he shot the boy, once a star
athlete in high school, because the
boy was on drugs and he couldn't
stand to see him suffer. After
shooting his son, the father called
the police and handed over the
weapon when they came to his door.
The jury sanctioned this blind
rightousness. This type of ratio-
nale prevents any sanity from being
brought to the heroin epidemic.

America's mnarcotic laws are de-
signed to punish, which makes about
as much sense as applying 1leeches
to a man suffering from pneumonia.
Living under these obsolete laws
encourages a disrespect for all
laws. Narcotic agents often are the
worst offenders. Rarely do they

| worry about search warrants and the
. people they do bust are usually
' addicts.The big suppliers of heroin
. never touch the stuff.

. America's morality gave us Pro-
. hibition, one of the greatest fail-
~ ures in government regulation in
tory. Government is not meant to
control behavior. To allow govern-
m ) establish modes of conduct
W fascism. The people
~ must assume responsibi-

" aens R

lity over their lives. During Pro-
hibition, those who drank clung
resolutely to their vice. The in-
evitable result of this fierce
independence was the birth of a
highly efficient smuggling ring
that grew in proportion to the de-
mand as drinkers in this country
defied the law en masse, graduating
from bathtub gin to the speakeasy.
The gangster replaced the cowboy as
the true American hero. When Roose-
velt recognized the absurdity of
the situation and reopened the bars
across this land, the gangsters had
no recourse but to find other mar-
kets for their talents. The sale of
contraband drugs today is one of
the most lucrative of markets.
Simple to make, heroin is expensive
only because of its illegality.
Consequently the criminal elements
will do everything possible to keep
heroin on the streets and out of
the hospitals,

A new wave of repression sweeps |
this country. People want solutions
to the rising crime rate and they |
grasp the most simple ones avail- j
able - more guns, stricter laws,
more police. Naively many feel that
by '"cracking down on the pusher,"
the drug problem can be solved. ;s
New York the state legislature
passed a law making it an automatic
life sentence for anyone convicted
of selling heroin. No politician |
ever wants to be accused of bei
"soft on crime." Very few s
willing to scrape beneath the
face to find the cause behind
crime wave. It's much easier
the moral flames of Americ.
posing tougher drug laws
meantime addicts clog
and prisons. Organize
be delighted. Bus
been so good.
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