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HITCHHIXS #20, which you could also cali "Volume II, Number One'™ if you
wanted, is published and mostly vritten by John D. Berry, 6514 Quinten
Street, Talls Church, Vir-cinia 22043, those telephone vumber, which is
listed under an obvious pseudonym, is (703) 534-4358., Let it ring sever-
al times if you call; this is a bis house and there's only one vphone,
even thouzgh it does have a cord lonx enoush that you can zo over and
turn down the stereo while you're talkinz or you can go sit on the back
porch while holding a telephone conversation. This 'is a wonderfully
bourreois house. As I begzin this, it!'s a warm Spring afternoon in nor-
thern Viresinia, and the date is April 21, 1974, I don't really %now yet
on what basis I intend to distribute this magazine, but you can always
ask me and include a few gstamps or something to whet my apnpetite.

Thig is Roach Press Publication #84, for whatever that's -worth.

Ng 5 10 80 BCe DG/ N & o [l T L) G O Oy B Dlv SN DG R e O A AN R TR 4 TR TR S
O PR 06 D CT SIS JeE AL / 2 [ Lo LOA eI =502 O S p O p2 00 /0. S e L g Loy L N L L ey S S [ e e [ e S P LT,
. L 2 M < 1
"Yansas wasn't flattened in a day." Terry Huches

| :
A BRIEF EXPLANATION: HITCHHIKE is a personal journal published for my
friends and anyone I think might be interested,
Now that's the sort of thinm It've been doing for years, but this narks
a deliberate point of chan~e for me, an attempt to comnsolidate a whole
bunch of diverse channels of communication into one.. It has secemed to
me that my writing energy was retting dissinated in all these different
fanzines, apas, and assorted publications, no one of which qulite reaches
the full audience of the people I'd like to reach. This is my attempt
to cenfter my communication in wvriting into one creation, something I
can show to anvbody ho asks me what I'm doing or what I'm into, without
thinking about the boundary lines of membershin in various sevarate
crouws, My recent stuff has nointed in this direction, and I've mulled
the idea over for a long time without doing anything about it--being
too reluctant to cive up the lines of continuity Itve established in
- various areas--but just this afternoon I realized that the only thineg to
do was to break with my owm traditions and do something new. So here I
am at the typewriter with a mimeograph stencil nearly filled in front
of me. .

HITCHHIXE is actually the title that I've used for over two years
in a small, private apa that I belong to, which is why this new series
bemins with number twenty. I just like the name better than any other
Ifve come up with., This first issue will draw on a lot” of material Iive
already written up, over the last counle of months, for small apas or
in individual letters, but in the future I doubt I'1ll keep that up.



1itchhilke DRl . 2

The title is appropriate to my style of life; although I'm settled in a
house in Falls Church no, when the lease runs out at the end of June
I'11l be back on the rocad asain, giving a good long satisfying scratch to
that old itch to travel that's been building vp in me ovetr the winter.
We'll see how 1well I publish a fanzine while traveling.

One thing I want to make explicit is that I will print letters, and
I'd 1like to engouraze you. to respond to this raz. That's one way to be
sure you'll stay on the mailing list.

Now that I've got all the nretentious bullshit out of the way,
let!s met on to the good stuff.

PUT ON YOUR SAILIN' SHOES: This has been a really nice week, a zood

one for attempting to get back in the habit
I abandoned a year and a half azo of writing up what happens to me from
weelkk to meek., On Wednesday, I finslly went off and did something I've
been wanting to do for a gcouple of weeks., It was a perfectly gorgeous
day, springtime warm and without a single cloud in the sky, so I hoppned
into my van and, pausinz only to get five bucks out of the bank and to
buy a little zas, headed out towards Harpers Ferry.

IT've only been there once before, ‘early last spring, but the spot
holds a special place of beauty in my mind, The drive out there is
pretty nice in itself, once you get out of the Washington suburbs onto
country roads; there's a bit ‘'of sadness when you pass a brand-new hous-
ing development or find that the first thing you see as you come into
Leesburg is a lMcDonald's, But the open farmland, the old roads, and the
growinz heishts of the mountains ahead sweep the suburban life right
out of vour mind. Virzinia is perhaps at its most beautiful at this
time of year, onh one of those rare Jaruary days hen:the. sun shines
brizhtly and the air is warm, On a sunny day in suvmmer, the horizon.
wollld be tan and hazy, but after the winter rains it's crisp and clear.
The ridges rise covered with a finely-woven web of leafless trees
above the farmland of the valleys; feweverzreens zrow here, but each
one stands out as thouzh drawn in colored inks upon the landscane,

The dominating tree is the oalk: its grey, rouch trunk and sharp-angled
branches rising out of the earth into the sunlight and ending in a
scattered few browm, brittle o2k leaves hansing from branch-tips and
rustling in the wind. :

The old two-lane road that talkes you to Harvers Ferry is awfully
rough, but there's very little traffic on a weekday at this time of year,.
After wthisking along i1t for miles, you round a last wooded turn and run
suddenly into the larzger road that comes alonsg the right bank of the
Potomac River. Only a mile or so up river lies the West Virginia border,
and a little beyond that the bridse that you take across the Shenandoah
to the towm of Harpers Ferry.

tthen I got across the bridge I drove dovm and parked near the river,
where I sat on a fallen tree trunk in the sand and ate the two sandwiches
I had broucht with me. Across the glitfering water rose the side of a
forested mountain and at its foot the road I had just left, whose traffic
sounds were inaudible except for the occasional truck's roar over the
voice of the river., At my feet, little waves lapped at the shore, ex-
actly like the salty waves of. a sheltered cove on the ocean.

The town of Harpers rferry, all historical and old, steeply slanting
down to the V of land where the two rivers meet, ras almost deserted,
since this was the off season for the National Historical Monument. It
wvas better that way. 1 climbed the old stone steps, up nast the old
church and the ruins of the older one, stopring to wWallk on the wooden
porch of Harper House (closed like everything else), until I got to



Y

Y . . o
hitchhike L1 paze 3

1
i

Jefferson Hoclt. This is a2 boulder on the shoulder of the hill, from
mThich you can look dorm on the Shenandoah belowr you and its confluence
with the Potomac a-little farther on. If you raise your eyes you can
see the combined river flowing doun betwreen the hills toward Washinzton
ancé the flat lands and the sea; if you look the other way, you can trace
the course of the Shenandoah as it winds its way baeck up into its omn
valley. The view from Jefferson Rock, accordinzy to Thomas Jefferson,
ras vorth the trin across the theqtlc, but I had ancther zoal, still
higher upn.

At the top of the hill lies z graveyard, arassy and slepinz, from
which rises an irrezular cluster of headstones and a fewr very la Sres URee sy
I found myself a spot under the larmest tree, spread my jacket on the
ground, and szt dorm,

there was no noise except the distant rush of the tTwo rivers belowr
me, I looked into the distance ard absorbed the gulietness of the day.
far off to the egst, my friends were workinc in office buildings in the
center of Washingoton. Were they aware of the day? Probably only on
their lunch hours. I read a few scenzs in the book by Jack Xerouac I
had brouzht, feelinc a contrast between the frenetic scenes of Bohemian
life in. San. Francisco that I was yeadine and the quiet hill that I was
ITying ons for . once T could read sonething about San Francisco and still
be content to be just where I was. I lay back and closed my eyes,
feeling the sun on my body. The mountain on the other side of the
Potomac is the hizhest on the three river banks, and I wondered how
you might climb it. Across its steep face havwks were circlinz., As I
watched, one of them came across the river, to my hill, and began cir-
cling slowly over the slope, When he flew close to me, I could see his
muscles move and his wings adjust to each sust of wind,

Three times while I wasg there, freight trains rumbled over the
railroad bridze to Maryland and went on their way.

When the sun got near the mountain horizon, I discovered in its
slanting light that the entire zrassy hillside was covered with a net-
work of tiny webs. Single strarnds stretched from blade to blade--

211 over: The webs were invisible except =

when the sun was slinting off them, I f‘wfn\4 ”“N\fA\

nondered how many of them had been woven

by the one tiny ant-size spider who had ”hAKQ’dUL<Q(iukﬁz
Auke L/%EZSV(/

been climbing up my leg a little
while before.

As the air began to chill,
I climbed back down the hill.
I got into my van, started her
up, and drove back across
the Shenandoah, back across
the Virginia line toward
home., The hills and
trees were glowing in
orange. light when I
found =zas in Leesburg.
By the time I got back
into Falls Church, I had
my headlizhts on full, and
I was getting hungry for
dinner.

You'd better turn the nace,
@ youtlly be run. over,
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THE JONI MITCEELL CONCERT: It wans a very lonz cznerience; I'm al-
ways amazed vhen I zo to a concert (which
isnt't very often) at how much you go throuch batween the beginning
and the end. You Think you know what it's zoing to bs like after a
hile, but it changes later, and then it changes azain, and then azain,
This concert wag held in DAR Constitution Hall, tthich is a bisx, ownen
sort of place, lookinz a bit like a basketball arena with o stage on
oneg end and seats in rovws across the floor as well ac un the sides.
e stere sitting in the next-to-last row alonyg the bacl: wall, hich,
mith my housenmate's binoculars, ! gave us a nerfect view, The audiecnce
was predominatzly younz and wvhite, with a surpnrising amount of make-up
and slickness. As we were waiting for the lichts to go dowm and the
snow to begin, there were balloons batted around in: the air and there
vag a 1ot of vigliting hack and forth, but it still scemed to me =
pretty disjointed auvdience., I wasg vnrevared to have a zreat time,
but things kept ringing untrue to me,

The lights went down and the dope smoke ctarted drifting up to
our scatsg under the ceilinz., OQut on stazce came Tom Scott and the LA
Express, Joni's back-up band, to do a set by themselves. I think
they're nretty much the samz people vho bact her up on the album, though
gstreamlined and without the odd celebrities suchn ag Jose Feliciano.
The band did not impress me. They play a kind of rocking LA jazgz,
the kind of thing that chobhld have been cooking along just fine but
macn't. They scem like o bunch of LA gesgion men, all very competent
at what they're doin~, but without any life. The bulk of the audience
didn't seem to agree with me, since they cheered the band on and
boogied.in their ‘scats a bit  (not much, ‘thouch; it was a passive aud-
ience). Each time a solo ended, the auvdience would burst into applause,
and I1'd start awake, thinkiny that something zood must have just hap-
pened but not remembering a note of it., It Jjust passed riznt throush
my head, leaving me morc and more recstless as I wonderesd what the
fuck I wags dolng there ligtening to that crapn. There's nothing lilke
trying to convince yourgelf tThat you're enjoying music that you really
don't like, I digsliked Tom Scott's avpearance, too,.

But the LA Express makes a fine back-up band, Yhen Joni finally
came out, to thunderous apnlauce, she launched into a set of recent
songs with the band backing her up, and it sounded fine. She,. however,
shook me up a bhit. 1I've never seen enoush plctures of her to have a
clear inmpression of what she looks likkz, but at lesast in everything
I've seen she'!s looked pretty simple and natural. But she wag dressed
up in a glittery low-cut zovm, and her face mas made-upn, includinT one
thing that I have always had a particular distaste for, falsely made-
up eyebrows. It took me aback, you may be sure. It toolk me, as a
matter of fact, all the way through her first set and the intermission
and into her acoustic set to met over the LAi-style zlittér and see her
own personality shininz out. She shone throuzh her own fagade more
and more ag the evening wore on, and she was obviously getting really
high on a very appreciative audience., Gradu=ally I felt the avkward-
ness and wronzgness of the bexinning melt away, and by the end I was
in love with the lady and everything she did.

he sans her old songs ag well as her new ones, and she didnt't
fuck around with the o0ld ones the may some singers do. (I'm thinking
in particular of the way Dylan nurdered his ovm early songs at the
Bangla Desh concert.) She did try new ways of sinzinz some, thoush.
one didn't always use the full ranse of her volice in concert as she
had on record, but she did enoush to sho' us' that she hadn't lost any
of that ransze; she just didn't feel like using it thén. TFor her final

L
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set, the LA Express came baclk out, and she did stuff from her new
album’ interspersed with the old. A couple of times she .did 1little
raps betreen sonys--including the story behind "People's Partiec,”
from the album. It mas at 2 transparent narty (M'"he clothes were
transparent, the tablesg were transparent, the floor was transparent,
and the people were transparent too"), tthere she wags asked what she
thought about “humor. < "Jesug," .she said. - MI'1ll write you a. letter;
you khow?i . So ‘a few éays later ghe mrote that sonz. I wishh T could
sive you the full flavor of that she sald, but there's a bare ovone
(ONE P [ORK : :

A1l through the concert, even with the aid of the binoculars,
I had a hard time comecting the voice I heard fo the person I satr,
I still have a certain feeling of division, of not getting the whole
person together in my mind, That's what conez of album covers and
bix concerts. P

Ihen Joni walked off stage at the end of the concert, after one
encore already, I think, something hannened that 1've never seen be-
fore. The whole sudience was standing, avnplauding and vleadiny for
more, and all of a sudden I realized that there were more lizhts than
just those of a few done-cmokers lighting un. There were hundreds of
tiny flames in the darlzened auditorium., And it spread, as pcople
realized what the other peonmle were doing; e all began lishting and
holding matches, until the vhole vast building was zleawning as if
with a thousand candles. It was mazgnificent. It must have made the
fire marshal shit in his pants. And Jonl came back out for her last:
encore, : !

At one point, soneone yelled out, "You don't need a band:i" A Iot
of people agzgreed =with him, but Joni said, "Oh, but it's a lot of fun,
and they're =~ood, too.!" Tom Scott, the band leader, iz obviously her

gurrent love, and:'the object of the gonz z2bout falling in love azain
on the ner albun, I have the feeling-she's lost in LA, but I wwish
IMEACTE dEbIE; 4 \

One thing I noticed about the direcition her musgic is, zoing: she's
leaving the silences out of her conzgs. Once she nlayved sound off
agalinst silence, but in all her recent albums she!'s been fillinz in
all the cracks and crevices with sound--her o™ voice, and her hand.

By the time it ended, 1T as a gzgreat conccrt.

INTERLUDE: I just brought my Turlkish rus in and laid it dowmn on the
fleer in-my  roem. - The rug hacd been’ aitiingiout on the

baclt porch since last night, because it was go balmy last night that
e decided to hold our housge meeting outdoors, so the rug has been
paling 1n the hot' sun for most of the day. 'It's the end of April and
an amazing 90O with only 28% humidity. The Turkish rug feels toasty
warm under ny feet.

Heliconter seeds are bloring in my onen window and littering nmy
bed.  The following, for those of you who like to knoir such things,
as written on March 2.

ARMED ROBBERY: That's what it was, all richt. I sot robbed at sun-
noint last night--or zhat vpasses for zunnoint; it could

have been just a metal »ive, but I didn't feel inclined to find out.

e dn . ‘see it. .

Bhav hapoened wras that 17 was hitchhilking home after a2 day ef work-
PASAIN the clty., ' ITd worked three days, and“I'd just pickéd up my
paycheck from Olsten, but the bhank it was dravn on was already closed
and I had no other way of cashing it in D.C. I had nine cents casgh
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in my vocket. I was Xind of pissed, since I'd thouzht the bank stayed
open until six on Fridays, and I'd counted on cashin~ the check and--
finally, for That seemed 1like the firct time 1in weeks-~beins locose on
the city with a fair amount of money. But there I 1as with an un-
cashable check, in the middle of Washington during Friday evening rush
agur,

I started wallzing un Pennsylvania Avenue, feelinn tired, but as
I talked I felt betfer and better. I've done 2 nelluva lot of walkingz
this weelx, because I've been workine but haven't had any gas in my
car nor money for zas or bus fares, so by the end of the last working
day of the weelt 1 wvas feecling pretty damn tired. But just the same,

I walked =211 the 'ay up Pennsgylvania Avenue and on through fashionable
Georzetorm, to the Key Bridge. As 17 walked throusgh Georgzgetorm, 1
thournt about how 1 could walk into any one of those Tancy, expensive
restavrants, sit dowm and eat a fine mgal, pay with the American Express
card in my wallet, and walk hacl out on the street with still only

nine cents in my pocket, It was such an outrazeous idea that I alnmost
divdmaigr - st L fomn theshell  ofvadbappaly wiah o0 lrad ¢ _

Tnstead, I walked over the Key Bridge, dicginyg the Potomac near
sunset, ‘and at the other end of The bridxse 1 checked @ phone book to
see mhere the nearest Virginia MNational Bank tras. 1 could cash my
check there, since I have an account at the East ['alls Church braiach.
There didn't seem to be one very near me, but I did notice and remem-
ber the address of a branch on Lee Hizhiay, between me and Falls Church,
where 1'd stopped once before. I was »nretty sure that this branch,
like mine, had s drive-up window that tras open until 7:30, Keev this
in mind;" 1t's significant.

So I took up a station alons the beginning of Lee Highway and
stuck out my thumb. " After a wvhile, I zrot a ride from this Burovnean
~uy in a gorgeous old Mercedes. I think he was Finnish. Ve had a
conversation about hoir paranoid Americans are about hitchhilzinzg, and
about different attitudes tomard sex in Europe and America. He as
a volite, interegsting person. le zave me a ride as far as Glebe Road,
here he was turning off. : A

I was sort of figuring on getting dorm as far as Falls Church and
stopning at my usual bank, which is also on Lee Higlway, then hitching
or simply walking the mile-and-a-half or so out VWestmoreland to home.
But when I mot left off, I checked the street nuwibers and realized
that it could only be a fer blocks to the branch I'd noticed in the
phone book. So I started walkinz un the road,

Sure enouzh, in a2 few blocks, there tras the bank on my left.

Only the drive-up window was open, unfortunately, othermise I vould
have gotten some traveler's checks instead of all cash. I wanted to
have the money on hand, though, not in my checkinzy account--and I

don't think I could have denosited it throuzh that branch anyvay.

There ere two cars at the window, but I stood behind them and quickly
ment through the line. I handed the endorsed checlr to the guy behind
the rindow, and he gave me fifty dollars in crisp, new bills, and :
three ones, a dollar's wrorth of chanzge, and one silver dollar that he
had on hand. I'm just as glad that he had the silver dollar and that

I asked for some change; they're all I've ot left.

" While I was standinz there outside the:bank, I noticed that there
were three or fouir youns black kids playing around in the parking lot.
A counle of them were fooling around on a bicycle. They watched me,
and they sa me puttinzg the monzy into my wallet; I wasn't making anj
particular effort. to hide it. I couldn't imazgine being paranoid in
Arlington County. Anyway, T stuck the silver dollar into my coat pocket
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and the.smaller coins into my chansge nochet, and I crossed the street
to continue on my way. I felt nretty sood about having fifty-odd
dollars oneme, and I was thinking about the way I could now pay back

a counle of people Tho've loaned me money in recent tree'ts and have

cash for bus fares and to snlurce on some wine and so forth. I thousght
about walking back a ferr. blocks to a Mexican restaurant I lnew of, but
I was sort of itchy to zet home, so I didn't, Another thing I wish

I had done.

I walked dovwn to the first bus stop, fizurine to hang ny thumb
out and take whichever came first, the bus or a ride, A few swarms
of cars passed without stopping, and then a lone Volkswagen pulled up.
It was an old, dark-oreen buc, with three very young black ktids in it.
At first I thought they had stovped for the traffic lizht, but then
they motioned to me and I nodded and zot in. In the back seat.

They pulled away from the curb, and one of them asked me if I was
EameiSiEe s el ‘down the road, to'Palls Church., .Yes, I +told.them,, He
said they rere moinn to James Lee, 'mich is an apartment complex (also
sort of a mini black shetto) in the middle of Falls Church. All three
of them, thin, small, nondescrint kids, looked entirely too young to
be driving a car, but I fizured they must just look younser than they
were; I'm not much of a judge of azes., I settled back in the seat,

I may even have yarmned. -

: The kid in the pagsenser seat reached dovn and turned on a radio,
very loud. There was a bing, hand-made sheaker behind the back seat,
They exchanged some kind of remarks about elther the radio or the
music; I wasn't paying much attention. It was a few blocks before
the kid beside me in the baclk seat reached behind him. He turned
around, and suddenly he wags pressinzg the end of a heavy metal tube
arainst my jaw.

He said something. I don't remember nowr what it was,

I sat very still. ;

The %id vho was.driving took a sharp risght turn up a sidestreet.
Meanwhile, the kid with the gun muttered something about UYrantinzg to
bust him one just for the hell of it.% The one in the passenzer seat
leaned back over his seatback and, at the direction of the kid with
thethe gun, felt under my thizgh for my wallet. "Clmon, 1ift upi®
he said. He pulled out wmy wallet, then he opened my coat and frisked
me guickly, The zun-w7ielder kept naking angry movements and mutter-
ings. '"One move, man; one movet:" :

The driver »ulled a quick left and drove for a few blocks. MGet
his glasses," said the %id in back., ~The one up front gravbed my
xlasses off my face, "Take your hat and jam it down over his eyes."
He took off a blue knit capn--a very bizg one, since it more than fit
me--and jammed it down over my head. The car stopped.

"All risht--out," they said, or something like that. The guy up
front pulled nis seat forward and opened the door, ; .

"Thy don't you give me back my wallet, man," I said. "You don't
need that."

"Get outi® _ .

I climbed out through the door, blindly. They shoved me from be-~
hind, and as I was pushing out, the zuy in back hit me behind the ear
with the zun. It didn't do anything, it didn't even hurt much since
he got me squarely on solid bone, but I zuess he felt it was the thing
to do. Either that or he was just plssed and vindictive.

I ot dumped out at the corner of 26th and Quantico, and they
drove off, With my wallet and my zlasses. I couldn't read the license
plate, and I-didn't think to try squinting at it before they disappeared.
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So there I was., A couple of bucks in change in my pockets. No
wgllet. Everything looking blurry and getting dark. I was still
tired and out of 1t; the whole thing hadn't seemed very real to me,

I started walking dovn to Lee Hishway, mulling over what to do
next. At first I figured that Ifd walk to the nearest nhone booth,
call home, and get somebody to come pick me up., It was too far to
walk in the state I was in.b¥y that time, But when I got to Lee High-
way I found that I was a lot farther alonz than 1'd realized--they
had, in fact, given me a ride most of the way to Falls Church, althoush
it was a pretty expensive ride. It was only about a mile to Ted and
Robin's house, and almost as far to the nearest »nay phone, so I walked
to N. Tuckahoe instead.

Ted was home, and pretty survrised when I showed up and told him
my story. I called the Arlington County police and gave them a rough
e¥nlanation, and they told me to -come down to the gstationhouse. Ted
very Ykindly drove me, but first he heated up some oyster stew and we
both had something to eat, I helped the con on duty make out a renort,
trying to recall relevant detaills. There weren't-very nany. I'm not
even sure I could recognize the kids again., It wasn't until the cop
started filling out his form and headed it "Armed Robbery'" that it all
sunk in,

There lsn't mueh more to tell, Ted and I swung by 256th and Quan=-
tico on the way to my place, to check the zutters in case the kids had
thrown my glasses or my wallet out of the car after they'd gotten the
money., No luck. I went home and had a few beers and told my story
several times over to different peonle, Today I'm still not narticu-
larly awake, and I've got to wear old, uncomfortable glasses that don't
have quite the right prescription.

You Ymow, I can understand somebody stealins your money. I can't
afford to lose fifty-three dollars, but it's not that that really gets
to me, It's the loss of my wallet, with all its memorabilia and so
forth; the loss of my glasses (expensive and comfortable); and the
basic violation of my trust. I suppose some peonle would "learn a
lesson'" from an incident like that, but I can't say I've learned any-
thing except what it's really like to be robbed. I'm not going to
ston hitchhiking, or start hating blacks, or anythiazg like that. I
may not be so quick to cash a largze check, but that's about it., I'm
not even honvinz mad at those threc kids, although I may be later;

I'm usually very slow to anger. I'm just bewildered by them, and I'm
denressed by the whole affair,

Around and round it goes,
around. the path and up the hill
and down agaln.it gocs,

FRIDAY, MAY 2: here I was, all set to sit dovn and finish writing
this fanzine. I had dccided to brine the typewriter
out to what serves us ac a dlning room and sct the machine on the low,
Japanese-gtyle table here, just for a change. The stencil was already
rolled into the typewriter., My fingers were poiscd above the XKeyboard,
Then the mail came. In 1t were two apa mailings, cach of them a
week or so late, and a letter from John Bangsund. Well, not only did
I have these two apa mallings to read, but it scems that I am now a
member of ANZAPA, thanks to John. He not only offcered to pay my first
year'!s ducc and to run off my contributions, he also took the first
column I wrote for hic PHILOSOPHICAL GAS and stenciled it and ran it
off as my first ANZAPAzine (as well as including it in PG, you under-
stand). And I haven't cven seen a mailing yet, nor do I know who the
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members are; except for a fow of them., It's paradoxical that at the

same I am focusine all my scattercd writing cnerzices-into this ster-

linz publication I am also jolnina anothor apa. Yes, 1t is paradox-

ical, 211 right. About the only wexcuse for it I can sive is that AN-
ZAPA will «ive me acccns to a whole bunch of pcople--Australian fans,
basically--with whom I would likc¢ to have much more regular communi-

cation than I do now., And that's what corrcspondence zroups are all

about, risht? .

Richt. Anyway, herc I am ”lVln” you freshhness and snontancity
with all this first-draft, on-stencil stuff. I can assurec you that
future issues will be cven morc on-stencil than this one, vhen I no
lenger Have o0ld bits I want to rcprint for you. The next issue will
also inelude letters, if you zet off your ass and write one. (Yes,
you.) I'!'d like to got feecdback on what I'm puttinzg into this issue,
and I know from cxpericncc that I write best mysclf when I'm respond-
ing to something fron .somcbody clsc. So take this as a hint, okay?

I've fillcd my body =rith two or threcc cups-of fresh-brewed cof-
fec, enough to give . me jittery nerves and cnough to encrgize me.so
much that Ifve cone right on throuch concentration and out the other
side into a ucatter minded placce, while at the samc time I'm feeling

he-scdative effects of a most welcome bottle of Prior Double Dark
bec¥r.” If I can pull all these dissonant cnergics tozether for a little
while, I!'d like to finish this igsue of HITCHHIKE today. I'm zoing

to be sendineg it to virtually cveryone I would like to communicate
with, whether in responsc to something that I should have written a-
letter on or as.a first communication rith pcopnlc I would like to
know. And I want to have time to do at least one morc issue, maybe
two, before the lease runs out on Junc 30 and I hit the road azain.
(After that, I will publish whencver I have cnouzh te say, from wher-
ever 1 happen to be.) Each onc-of you is actting this for a reason,

but you may have to ficurc out the rcason for.youruvlf

} BROWNS
' DAKED
BEANG!

o

FART IF YOU THINK HE'S GUILTY: My only
nclitical
act so far this ycar has been to scrve up
a biz potful of frec becans to everybody
who wanted them at the Impcachment Hally
last Saturday. I was one~fifth of the "May
Day Fart-In Steering Committec," as my :
housemates and I dubbed ourqelvc in the
Press Release that we noever quite got
around to handinz out to radio stations
in the area.

Orizinally, we were coinz to hold the
Fart-In on May Day itsclf or the wcckend
after, and it was to bc a completcly inde-
pendent cvent. After a while, thousth, we
started hcarinz morc and morc about the big
Impeachment march and rally that was moing
to be held in D.C. on April 27, so we de-
cided that wefd simply zo to that and hold
our Fart-In in the middlc of it all. Or,
as the Press Releasc said (vhen it was com-
posed late onc nizght aftcer too many becrs):

"Under the broad-rcaching motto, 'Fart
for Frcedom! ' the FART-IL Committce plans
to hold its event in conjunction with the
April 27 Impeachment 3ally, althouzh the
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coordinators of thc Imneachincent Rally dont't knotw this."

We zot a bunch of biz wWiite sghcets of poster board and a sct of
naints, and sic created scveral outrazcous nposters to carry in the
maretl.. You gotta fart if. you wanna ot it outi ¥ and "Makec Nixon

suck the sagmc bad wind he makes us suck " wero amonz thc morc unwicldy
of our slogans. WYe told all our friends about the ubcoming cvent),

but most ‘of them wiscly decided to stay away. Roclky called up-gcv-
eral local radio stations and tricd to zcot them to announce the Fart-
In, but they refugsed to take usscrious 1y. I wondor wmy.

The Impcachment Rally yaa falrly small Bs suclh thinzs go (or.uscd
to zo, at any ratec), and it goundcd just like' all the other rallies
and demonstratiocns I've been at, only much staler. Ve got a lot of
0dd looks and laushs from nconle who saw us carryinzg our sizns, thoush,
ard a couplc of different pcople with rececording cquipment came up to
ug and asked us to tell them what was asoing on. 1 dont't know vhether
we 20t reportcd on as part of UGTB's all-day livc coveragc of the pvcnt
D, D B, e R G o written up in THE DAILY BAG, cither beforc the

vent or after, but thatt!s because I nevor zot around to telling them
about vts Mk sure, tHey wetld: have, lovedy tomprint, Tt.

We had fun in the carnival atmesnhorc that surrounded the actual
rally, down at the cnd of the Mall ncar the Capitol. Ve set up our
Coleman stove and rchcatced the not of beans (all kinde of beans, sca-
goned at random), then Darbie and Skip went throuzh the crowd, carry-
ing their giznsg, shouting, "Free Beansi Eat gome-beans for tho Fart-
Int Comec and got iti" I felt xood about agiving mcople frec food, and
I think T may do it again any timc I 7o to anothor outdoor mathoring
like that. It's a nice way to mect pecople, and it's fun.

I think we trecated Richard dNixon and the Impcachment Rally with
cxactly the seriousness they descrved,

COBA%: ~Thig has becén’ the first W“ncrally gavailablce issuc of HITCHHIKE.
I%Wge-donc a-bit of thinking about it -sgincc “the-first pagme,and

I think I'1l make this available to anybody iho writces a lctter or

scnds me an intercsting publication of hisg ovn or gives me a fcéu stamds

and asks nicecly., I takc no resmonsibility, however, for rcomcemberiag

to send you an lssuc if you do nothing to remind mc. The artwork in

this issuec is orzganically hand-stenciled from the original works of

Dan Steffan ard myself. . Noext Issue:  Scerets of the Universc Rquqled‘
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