REPORT: Closs at The Community Resource Center

VYetober 21, 1967
From: June hﬁ?ﬁ?’“‘“d"‘

I arrived late. BEvery one from the first class, except
24 year old Gena Reisner, was walting for me, upstairs.
It wns arranped thot, since Victor's cleass had not
shown, except for eleven year old David Bsughn, Yictor
wouldbe with us, Also David. #Also s woman named
Marion Bahensky who, 1 am sorry to report, clearly
said aloud, at one point: "If you don't mind, I

think I would rathér not come to your classes as

a student--I would just like to sit asnd observe--gee
how you hondle them." (My underlining.) In fnct,

J think 1t's oksy for her, or for anybody else to
"obs:rve" providing remarks of that kind do not occur.
At the least, that kind of remark makes dif.icult

our workshop effort.

This day's workshop continued for a bit more than

an o.r and a half, snd it would have easily

continued longer except that 4 had oblirations
elsewhere, as well. During the time we were together
many things happened, indeed, so many moving things
hsvpened that I wished, that I wish I could simply
talk it into a tape rather than scrunch the experténce
onto paper.

First, I would like to say I do not know what I c¢can
offer the kids who come on Saturday. Except for two
of them, (sisters) the others come with a shocking
history of no education in language. That they come
. ought to shame all the so-called teachers who have
perpetuated this history of no educstion. But

shame will not help these young people. And my
question is, what will be helpful?

I had to control my sense of desperation: I wanted
to say, wait a minute. let's stop right here:

This is A Sentence. This is Not a Sentence.

Him is spegled with an m, not with an n. Words
that sound alike, or a Tittle like each other are
Not spelled the seme way. For énstance, along

is not the spelling for slone, and dried is not

the spelling for died.

Then I thought, if this totsl lack of preparation
charactérizes the Eknglish "education" of these kids,
then editors, and personnel mansgers are just going
to have to take the consequences. And/or portable
tape recorders will have to replace the ballpoint pen,
But, horribly, this is absurd. The kids are going

to take the consequences of all The shit treatment
snd despisal-pedagogy imposed on them. So, I repeat,
what should I try and do? How should any of us ’
trygto alter the probable consequences-~-on Saturdays,
yetid.



REFORT: Visit to Ay fEd
: f Grade 6 = ¢
! Public Schiool 45

. Bugshwick Avenue and “cheefler 5.

Brooklyn,Hew Tork

Teacher: Misg Linda Margolin
Date: December 19, 1967

From: June feyer
Students: 83 , mostly black with perhavs two Puerto Rican.

Miss Margolin: Young and white.
The Principsl end the Ass't frincipsl: Older snd white.

Sorrounding neidborhood: Swiftly swiktching fron
well-kept two and three storey frame
homes, to magonry cold-water tenement flats.

Streets: Untouched-by the city's sanﬂﬁ%ation department.

P,S. 45 is two years old., WNr. Zucyerﬂan, my suspilcious

hogt, told me that the school opened on“the anniversary

of Bennedy's assassing tlon.’ He didn't seem to think

there was anytling odd in what he'd said, so 1 made -
no cowment nor inquiry.

1 was gulded about the new plant by FMr. Zuckermsn: He would say,
"Now you 're going to gee what's diifferent about ou{R :
schiool."™ Then he would ghow me some rather pedestrian
architectural peculisrity/convenience, such as partitieded,
sliding walls, etc.

As we strode by the classroonms, I was busy remembering
What had occurred upon my entry to the building.

Four girls rushed me with the guestion, "Are you the
poetry lady?" 1 said yes, £o0EE3 wondering how
thoy'd identified me. They wanted to take me %o

their classroom, but I had to sign here and there and
there sgsin, finally ending in the principal's offlice
where neither of the two top execubiveS gmresmdeslrdbinmud
i believal I belonged there. There was the ritusl

of trading credentials which I went tarough with
incre151nwannoy nce and therefore increasing hautenn.
¥r. Zuckermen thought it was "fascinating" that I
tezch Freshman Lnﬁlnen at City College and L retorted
that I thought it was "lfescinating" too. bLtec.

In one class, very little children were already bedding

to papers on their desks. One boy, naiwed Christopher,
raced 1noo the hallwey snd huzped Mr. Zuckernsn.

Tbe boy's radiance of being so struck me thsat [

‘interpreted the information tnat Uhristopher had

"sneclal placenent” as mesning that he was werified

as bright. On the contrsry, lir. “uckermsn corrected me.,

That glowing little person was "probably relarded.



In mother classroon, an OV““UOJLhL bleﬂ was

saying: "And you know who's coming to our class?

A Pi-op-man, Jdsn't that won- dermfulL?” With

extreme sarcasn LOﬁLﬁ‘ her digtortion of each word

by the trick of exiendinz every olnble syllable into
at lezst two n1x:11y whined enmissions. Her contewpt

wag S0 egrerious that L wondered if any of the kKids,

a few years labter, would e¢var be able to hesr somebody
talking like that and not smash her in the mouth.

Miss Margolin's C]&ShrOOW is & sunny place where
peper Christmas trees Tell on the windowsill. Chairs
and lLebles have been set sbout in an informzl

way that 1s guite plessant to see.

She bIJoilv 1nTroouoed M .

I hended out, begin ing them at opnosité sides of
the roomn, Lcﬂ ;ebon Eughes and lMilton Meltzer's

A Pictorial Historys of fne ﬂwr;g_igm&ﬂer1cu,
Langston hughes volume of peetry, Anebranther and
the Lagh, and to Miss Hargolin I handed something
TiTied "In Their an Words: The History of

The 4wmericsn Yegro'"--used in many schools, now.
She'd never seen it. I asked the kids had they
heard of Hughes. Seven or eight of them said yes.
So I recalled the copy Jjust long enoughto rea
three poems to them--which they seemed Lo enjoy.
Those chiddren looking at the Fittorial History
apoeared quite happy.

Then I re=d them Longfellow's The Revenge of

Rain in The Face, and they sechmed To like it.

inother Teacher, male, My, Sadowsky, entered =zbout
this time, to obssrve, I suppose.

Then I read them my poem, Uncle Bull Boy, which

made then lauzh ond havpy, it seemed. I read
them two more, and then I wrote my poem about

Mgrtin Lutirer King, on the board. _Asked then

what does 1t mean? Nobody knew. %o I suggested
they copy it down if they thought they'd have

a car-ride over the hOlLd ays; they should ask
somebody who drives whet he tll]KS it nmeang.

Thi.y copied it down. Wnile this was happening,
ome of the kids ventured to identify parts of

the poem ss coming from Gasoline Staetion signs.

Then + read them The President Speaks, and some

of then lalﬁf“d av one point, and olkhers of

themn turnﬁu in their seats to see how Miss laigolin
and Hr, Badowsky were taking il.

I noticed Fp. Sedowsky olso copying the King poers,
so I wentioned I had writltern it, and said it

was copyrighived. '




In connection with the Fresident Speaks' poem,

the kids wanted to know Whzds is Black Power.

©o 1 returned the question——without success.

Then I wrote it on the bozrd.

I exnlezined it is a“phﬂﬂce, and not & comrlete

idea--a sentence. 1 agked then do Lhey know the

word slogan? Jles. Goal? Yes. So, I said,

Blsck Frower is a phrase, e slogen, end a gosl,

1 wrote this on the blackboard.

They looked a little blank.

One girl, Beverly, the ons who h1d insigted on
arrylnﬂ‘ny sturl for me, duk@d is it

Black Power when gome boys take and wreck a

car battery? I sszid the meaning depended on

what color you are, how eld you are, what

your experience has been snd what you thlnk you

have and what you think you want.

They looked interested.

So T then delivered s brief speech that Black
Powercame into existence during the voter

registration maréhgete..,etc.

Do we have peace? 1 asked. No§, they shouted back.

Is the world torn by wars?, I asked. "Yes" they

answered. (Mr. Ssdows ky was daking nobes, and one

boy was ignoring all of this with hie hesd hidden

by The Pictorial Higtory.) _

Ana yet, I continued, do people go around
shouting PEACE! PEACE!! Yes! The; answered,
they were beginning to understand. Some of Us
want peace, so wWe say peace. Those of us who
are black have no power and we need it--to be

gppy—--—-and so we say, Black Power..
The kids looked pleaged. 4And 1 wasg too.
Ihen I resd them one more of ny poems,-

I handed out Kozol's ssory, apologized for the
size of the print, and recommended it for
pleasure over the holidays.
Then 1 gave each kid a choice between the drawing
of the Indian and the Negro you[h'v head and the
photogravh of the white IK)J posing for a canera.
I todd them they should write aboul it--a story,
8 sOng, a poem, a caption. Vhatever they wanted.
They sorrod to like the photogrevhs. And thesw
seemed Lo like being zble to keep them.

So they wrote and 1 gavs the spelling of diiferent
words, as reauested, and so forth. Finally,
they stood, one by one, and with evident en Joyment,
read what they had wribtten. The gpelling vias
atrocious, the syntax strictly idiomatic, bub two
of the compositions were imszginative. Lverybody
had been rgal in his or her response. That was
obviocus. ‘
Before leaving, 4 sugmested that when Tthey come
to the end of thne hoaol story tney consider if
tne boy was righl to try and take revenge on his
de1‘i'X}')LT‘?flt:w, or not, and bvhat they try to
imszine—-in woroqnwwwdb happened to that boy when
his parents came home. I thanked them for thelr




~attention. And wisbed them lierry Christmes.
‘As I stepped from the room, L heard Miss Margolin
say the- ioliou1np.

"Al1l right! Put your things inside your
Creative Writing Folders, immediately."



January 20, 1968

REPORT: Baturday Workshop
From: Junc Feyer

We had 2 greet session today a2t The Church of e Open loor,
in Brooklyn. ~

Fifteen kids showed up and wrobe happily ond well. Terr®'s
arranging to have their thingzs typed and copied during
the week. I will submit same when I zet same. As sald,
repeatedly, it is exlrewely important that the kids

receive sonetnlay in return for their efforts.

Today I brought rather more books than usual. The new
one, African Myths and Bles, intcrested enough kids to
prompt me to buy several copies on Monday so I can give
them out, next week. I also intend to get sonme

Haiku poetry, if 1 cen find a really good selection, and
anything else.

They really enjoy making s kind of a home out of our
getting topether-—-writing, talking, lsughing, listening
to records, hob chocolate and cookies. In fact, one boy,
Fichael Goodd, wrote that Ssturdays with the group are
when he livesg.

At their leisure, and as they feel internitiently ,
inclined, the kids wander to the phonograph and also over
to the books and look through them. AL lesst half of

the kids spent & noticeable amount of tine reading from
the books I brought. There is o hungriness that is very
clear.

I had the kids write under the title: "I AM"——it could

be about themselves, or someone they know, or an invented
personality. Anyhow, a story on gne side of  the pper.

And & poem or song on the other. That was the acslignment.
We gmot back about en 85% rebturn on the roguest, which

was exhilarating, to gsy the least.

The kids are now writing confidently, and eagerly and
with a lot of sgtyle. Those who gave ne straltjacketed
sbuff,first time around, I then asked to write about

I WILL NEVER BE. That change of anzle worked., -

We'll go on with the latter, next Saturday.

Altogether, our group ressined in extrenoly high soirits

today. The kids were obviously proud of their accomplishnents.
And a kind of coherency has begen to enmerge. Terri

attended to the chocolste and cookies.

Hobody wanted to leave. "Is that all we going to write today?"
An hour and a hslf on the weekends beping to meke a difiersnce.
And the obligations, on our side, increase.

During the week, more and nore kids write on their OWI)-==
poetry and stories and dreams——and bring them. I'11l
show you what 1 mean when I met the tyned versions Tron
T.B. who ought to be interviewed about the kind of
teaching she does and the kind of a.ministrative Jungle
she has to sbred, Mondey through Friday.
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T AM a Violinist ' Michael Goode

My name is Michael Goode., I live 73 Carlton Avenue, Brooklyn in a part

called Tort Green. I play an instrument called the violin., I plan to

be in an orchestra when I grow up or I want to be a psychiatrist, I go to

a school nearby called Sands Junior High. I am in the 7th grade, My official
class teacher is Miss Rieder. Every other Saturday Miss Bush takes us on

a trip., Last Saturday we went to Tarrytown., Now this Saturday, we are going
to the Church of the Open Door. We go there to Live. We play records, talk
write poems and stories and drink delicious hot chocolate with a marshmallow
to top it off, Thls is the story of my life,

I AM Dr, Doom Reggie Burris

I am a béy sometimes I am good sometimes I am bad. T am in class 7-4 as
many people should know. I am a person many people would call a Negro person.

I am a person that hates school but sometimes I like it. I am on a football
team and a basketball team. I am a boy that hates to start fights. I am a
person that hates to do things once and a while., I am a person,

I AM a Bubble Gum Sherrill Holmes

and people always bite and chew me and when ever they geL tired of me they
throw me on the ground and other people step on me. I'm sure you wouldn't
want to be me,

I AM a nut ’ Anthony Holmes
i was born in the South while the civil war was going on i was being raised.

I was hoping that the north would win so the south wouldn't have any slave to
pick me off the nut trees and eat me. Sign: Mr. Strange

I AM Olga Torres

I always do my school work and my chores., I keep everything clean and I do
all my playing outdoors. I never goé left back and if I ever do I'll get slapped.

I AM Olga Torres

I am a very neat and clean girl. T do everything I have to, even when I don't
want to. 8o I don't have any problems to worry about,

One of the things that I don't like to do is wash dishes, My Father makes

me do them. T tell him that I would do anything cle but wash dishes, but he
makes m do it so T cawn get used to i, One of the things I like to do is scrub
floors and do the bedrooms and things like that.



I AM

I am a little boy (negro).
the color all are equal,

are equal.,

TRAVEL

I would go

-

where the golden apples grow.

I am what no body is.
play.

WHAT

What
What
What
What
What
what

Jerome Holland

I don't brag about my color cause no matter
Most people say they are not prejudice but so are all

Sign: It's me

Debbie Burkett

Arlene Blackwell

I do my work in a whis, I can sing dance and

But when the night fall and work is done for the day
I bend down on my knee and pray.

makes
makes
makes
makes
makes
makes

ant so small
buildings so tall
the wind blow

it rain and snow
the sun glow
work so hard

The only one I can think of is God

What makes man so sly
What makes a one winged bird fly

What make healthyﬁess please us?
The only ope I can think of is Jesus

I AM Diane Wright.

Sometimes I good sometime I am bad.
mind the baby., For my sister, I always have to do the dishes, When my mother

tells me to go to the store or

I do

it.

L. Arts teacher just like Miss Bush,

I obey my mother help her clean up and

wash the bathwroom I do get a little mad but
And when T grow up I want to be a teacher. T going to be a

I will take the children on a trip

There once was a lady who sat on a fence along came an elephant and kicked

hexr on the bench,

know she was in the bed dead,

Along came a pig and knocked her in the head next thing you



1 WENT TO AFRICA LAST NIGHT

T went to Africa last night.
First I went to Getty which
jungles where the grass was
animals and their babies greelte
animals gave me service.,

Debbie Burkett

Ooh I can't describe the thrill it gave me.
has over 250 hyenas. Then I went to the
as tall as me., The scenexry was beautiful, The
d me with love and affection. All the
Next I went to an African tribe. As soon as the
chief saw me he said I was prince Mawha Tawka which means prince of love
and peace. They had a ceremony in my honor. Then the chief told me I was
to marry him. And before I could say yes' T was -awaken by my baby brother
which I thought was & 1ion, And boy did I have some adventures that night.

The End.

1 AM a playboy Teon Bowman

Well,bere in gand got this.

name by the people in my school or class. Well when the teacheT strike

was on we had Lwo beautiful girls to watch us well. Me and Paul was talking
d Debroah and then Jjustic came ask

about them. Then paul told Justice an
me to kiss her. Then when the news got out Queenie got the news and she

started to like me. She kissed me several times., They said yeah Lee got
two 9th grade girls. Now I am going to ask Queenie to be going with me.

Well my title mname I got was Mr. Playboy.

b <mn o o A SRS

(\-\\'



Report: Workshop at The Church Of The Open Door
From: June Heyer
February 17, 1968

There were hendily more than twenty kids waiting inside
our workroom when Chris, Terri, her bruther, Gregsg,

and I arrived a bit late. Undoubtedly the great

size of our group reflected Terri's invitation,

issued at school, to the Brooklyn Museum following

a writing session. -

As promised the last Saturdsy, I produced two yellow
folder covers and a hesvy amount of lined paper for
Linda Curry and Miriam Lasanta, respectively; they
had both expressed interest in writing their own
books. HSo this was the equipment they required.
Linda and Miriam seemed pleased and guite entirely
serious in their determination to become authors of
lengthy substance.

Another member of our club, Arlehe Blackwell, spent
the time progressing on a story that serves as her
distraction from a play she's also trylnv to write.
So Arlene's work will be delayed; it's in process.

The kids' seriousness increases, steadily. Thus,

the background prop of phonograph music has become

an snnoyance for seversl, and the music has been
limited--in vOlume and in the period of playing allowed
--~by the kids.

Different officials of the church have come by and

seem s8lightly incredulous that anything worthwhile

might be happening. But they've not objected to

our rather free-swinging conduct of the workshop.
Reverend Fragzier has manifested a warm and fPiendly
pleasure in our being there, Saturdays. Hone of

this is lost on the kids.

Today the exmmtement abou t the trip rather pre—empted
the more usual leisure and exploratory behavior of

the kids. So none of them, that I saw, bothered looking
into any of the books I spread across the tebles. ~
Instead, they concentrated on reading last week's
publlcatlon, as they think of it, and then, one by

one, asked me for titles, as they do, and sat to writing
with an almost depr9s51ng dispatch. By devpressing,

I mean adult: Let's get it over with so we can make it
to the museum. However, group morale and group

writing morale was unmistakably high and happy.

A number of the books I've been bringing have been
loaned, at this point, and not yet returned. All good
news.

The glan for me to visit Sands J.H.S., next Frlday morn,
appears to please the kids who know about it. We're
all sort of very attached to ell of us, I would say.

Finally, let me report that Michael Goode challengéd me
to write a poem for him. I did. And he wrote one for
ne., Nothing more than fun, But fun. The Collaborative
will see what happened when I send in today's work in
typed form.




What is Lovc?

Love 18 a word which everyone has to-take at one time or another
Love L3 a word that puts your mind in pain

And causes tears to fall from your ecyes

If love is a challenge, a challenge everybody must take

Even if it means mending a bynken heart full of sorrow

Love 1s everything but hate

Devils

Devils are the ones I walk away from with a smile

Because hate and trouble are the means of world destruction and enemies
My heart is full of love and truth for all hates me '

For foolish ways and foolish talk 1is the cause of all enemies,

You do it not me

I never ' know right from wrong

I'm always in the wrong

Never knowing what to do

I am always having things done for me
I am always in a dream \

With no end to it

Please help me find my way out.

Jaanita Bryant

Poem for Michael Gooda
by June Meyer

A name like a word

Shows up the same on paper and print
But means somebody impossible to 1imit
Like a spelling problem.

Poem for June Meyer
By Michael Goode

A word is like a name very much

You can remember it for as long as you live it

Stays in your mind, June Meyer, June Meyer

You can remember your name as far back as you were born
June Meyer, June Meyer,

Spring is the loveliest
The loveliest thing
The loveliest is Spring,

I wish Spring would come back soon
So that I can have a nice afternoon,

Spring is lovely, Spring is gay

That is what some people say.,

Sometimes I wish Winter was here
Some that I can feel the icy air,

Michael Gill
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A Fly T once Knew

I once knew a fly but he got hit by a slingshot and sentenced to die

His mother cried, his sister cried but they was nothing the Judge could do T
So his mother and his sigter got hit by a slingshot too
And was sentenced to die,

Sitting in the park all day

Watching the little children play
Watching the kids fall down and

I watch them when they hit the ground
Watching they mother yell and their kids
Are telling them to go to hell!

Linda Curry g

Soul Peopie

Soul people are hip

Because they like to tip

They like to be fine

But people don't mine \
They love to act crazy

But never like to be lazy.

Soul people like to be cute

Because they like to smooch

They love sweet and fine girls

Especially girls who wear curls

So that's why soul people are hip and fine

Because people don't hardly mine, Linda Milner

You Do It Not Me,

Why me, I would always ask my friends. But the answer is: Because we trust you,
Now listen to me. Are you like this? Every time a handsome boy passes, who have
to find out about him? Me! Every time a friend of mine have trouble with her
enemy who has to find out what the enemy is saying? Me! Who always have to

do their friend's homework and end up doing everybody's homework? Me! O-o--h
I'm getting mad and one of these days I'll stand on my feet and say: '"You do
it, not me," But now I'm in the middle of finding out who's the cute guy who
keeps whistling at Theresa...,

Miriam ILasanta

Negroes are fine

They don't kiss nobody's behind
Negroes are hip

Cause they have a lot of pip.

Gina




You do it not me!

Listen man, go get it yourself

I'm not your slave man

I tell you man go get it yourself

Are you a weakling?

Prove that you're not and I say again once more
You do 1it, not me,

Chris Meyer

Some people take dope

But they really need scope
Some love thee LSD

They can do it

But not me,

Some people can lie

But not I

Some of you think

And you must have a drink
You do it, but not me,

Reginald Burris

Some of you drink

Whiskey with Wink

Some people take dope

But they really need Scope

Some people steal

Because they never had a decent meal

But I do not steal or take dope

But you can do it, but I won't lose hope.

» Charles Broughton
Every day, all the time, people pushing me around, telling me what to do. By
night and by day, someone telling me what do do. I am getting sick of it,
so you do it, not me,

Kathleen Fletcher
You do that nasty work you do it, not me. I don't know who this person is
with a gun within hand coming to do such a very nasty thing. You do it, not
me. I came here for peace. Not to go to Vietnam and fight, I came to live
in peace and worship in peace. So you do it, not me. You do it, not me.

Michael Goode
Indian
I wonder who that Indian boy is. He is hiding by a tree and watching white
men land. They may be gods. They may be friends. They certainly look rum,

I wonder who on earth they are and why on earth they've come?

Michael Goode




KGPGT%T" oaturagy s worksnop /* May 1L, 1%6c
From:—June-Meyer '

' This morning went very badly, indeed. Linda was in a

mood, and her current sidekick, Arlene, was in that same mood,
Consequently, a lot of kids were turned off, and left early.
Plus, there was an extraordinary amount of rough teasing,
and actual belligerence. The main victim was Juanita
Bryantx who,twice, broke into tears that were Jjustified.
Things were really out of hand because I would Jjust as soon
not challenge Linda in any way that might embarass her,

and because I was trying to establish the principle of
"right": I.E.  Something is Not Right to do to Somebody
Else, in the least heavyhanded way I could, and without
much success.

Afterward, Chris and I went along on today's trip in
an effort to contribute to a feeling of solidarity. And
the trip part of it was useful to that end. However
where we went, to a Children's Festival at a Brooklyn
school a couple of miles a way, proved dlsaop01ntlng,xx
There was a magician who took too long to gain the
kids' confidence. But there was a live boa constrictor
and the kids were able to touch her and alse have "her"
wrapped around their necks. And t ere was a live
glassworks' artist at work, and African and Guatemalan
masks you could put on, and seashhlls you could buy for
a nickel and rocks and stones and geododes and books for
a dime, and all this was quite okay.

Then when we were leaving, close to 5 P.M., a fight
ensued over copies of The Voite of the Children. Same
participants. Same person in tears. Well,

Next week I'm going to try and borrow a slide projector
and bring some slides, then offer them " a choice" they
can consider at least: to write about what we did

this afternoon which, during the outside rain, had some
elements of cozy excitement to it and/or the slides.

There's tension about the Camp of the Children, among
the children, at this point. And this tension was
worsened by the fact that 1 spent some twenty minutes
duiing Workshdop time trying to get our lawyer on the
phone in order to check the legality of the Mimeos
we're sending bdut to the public, on behalf of the Cgmp.

Planes Lw@—»ﬂQ
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ROBERT F. KENNEDY

A day has come

And passed again
But one of these days
Was not the same

That was the day
When tictory was won
And also the day
then wrong was done

When Robert F, Kennedy

Proud and
Met his death

50 cruel and oold

By a killer's bullet
That was shot and sped
Through the crowd

And hit his head

Though we mourn

In mournful sorrow
There was a today
And they'll be a tomorrow

They killed John

Who was his brother
And they killed him
But they'll be another

When I heard that Robert F. Kennedy

I did not think that he would die but I
guesd deep inside I knew he would, So

when I heard he died I wasn't go surprised ' ,

but I vas mad and sad at the same time.

-«~Rowena P, Cooke

THE ASSASSINATION OF A GREAT MAN

Today was another dark day. One of
our leaders was shot while campaigning in
California,

==Linda Curry

~~Vanegsa Howard

Did you hear the news of Kennedy.
You must have ain't it horrible., Man
I got to tell someone my feelings. This
beautiful America 1s so beautiful that
they are killing men who are trying to
meke the America e better country.

I hate to hear news of my favorites
in Democrates and Publics being shot. It
makes me feel like someone real close
is dying .

I'm telling you man Americe is
beautiful, but beauty is skin deep so
start doing something to clean up inside
of America--later for the outside. Start
doing something ebout the In. You get
it! You better, I'm sick of funerals,
taxes going to high etc., I bet some of
you feel the seme way. I certainly hope,

~-Miriam Lasante



THe Pres \eot 3(’6‘/\-&&

The President talks about peril
to Negroes talking about power
and all I want to say

to him The President

(no less)

until we sway as many

people 8s he can scare

until we tell

and compell as loud and

as much as The lLonestar

State 1s large:

Don't warn me Big

Buddy you have kept me

in my peril long enough you
been pushing Hush My Mouth on me
my lips beon black and very blue
but nothing

else than now but power now

and nothing else

will warn

or worry you. Besides

you lost the pesce. So

you can keep the peril.

You know war

is nothin about please.

‘0‘1 - Aume Me.z.\e.t"
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