
You lean out the window. . "Digd yaou hear thati" wel boller t& the
neighborbiood in general. ' "Heay wbat?” comes from a dozen th;oats.

T just turned on ‘my pockes-radld and heard what gounded Jlike: 2n
syrouticer gettin’ Rilled, richt on tle aip. - Thon they went off"

"Ppy anbther stetion"  Somebody hollers.
wi.alrendy hHéve,Y vages Trom Somebody else. nrihey'pe allk off "
"ivm geltort My gRnELS Yo gl ler

o : ."Retter be caperfnl,” Shouts amelghbor, 'vou know the new laws on guns!
"o hell with the hew'laws," ¥yau robri "IF ‘those righ-white ba§tards

come messin' around here, they're gomia get shdt. I don't care 1f they
throw me in. gJadil Tor 1ty I%migOt Bomng. 1t those £1lthy nen-whites
shoot up and burn thus place, and hiur! our women."

But before you can erab your Hidden gmie and getout front, they are here!
% oar coles Screechinp araind the ‘glock, tossing molotov cecktalls and

firing automatic weapons: In the glare of ine flaming gasoline bombs you
see the white eyes in the dopl Taces. Bol, even i you gouldn't see them,
you'd know what they are by thear Tilihyolangsugaee! Ag usualophey are

.drunk and roering typiesldl black curges on gl White pegple~liberal, rich,
poor, right-wing, Klan-any White man.

As the canload ol lerropisils wigappenrs ,

screams of the dying, and the expressic
cnes have been shot to death.

You .grab yetr eld Meepirne Corps Ml znd the .38 and take the steps, even
i the dapks /three and Tour gt 8 T .06,

dutside, in the Tliewering Tioht ol the fares. surrounded by moans and
rayers of yowr nelghbors, you 'lind a ' lattle gvdup of men who have had

enfougll service experience notl 4o panie, . They have theilr guns ready, and
dee trying to decide whEL. ©p do.

Tou suggest At SaemeDody e sent to the Dolice station over on Grand.They 211 apree. A kid with we pistale walunieercl ' He disampears into
the 'dark. Yoij don't Enow ihe cops aye @il desd,

Just as you are discussing where each guy will be pested, anogther earlead
of’ the bastards ‘comes roaring:back: toward town from the suburbs, blasting
way. You hit the deek, slan howe the bolt OFf the old Ml . and feed a surge
i satisfaction wWhen the old rifle rathles off each round at the blaek
terrorists. You ean hear one »f the sons-of-bitches scream as he's hit!
Reminds you of the war! But then you remember-this is home! This is
winere your wife and kids live.

Anc that brings a new and horrible thought!
The wife and kids are visiting across town. What's happening there?
Your heart stops for a moment. But then fury surges up within you.1T %they've ftouched Janie and those little kide'.... ¢
You:begin to consider Yyour position.:
No lights, no water, no phone, no radio-few guns, fewer who know how

to use inem and have the guts to use them-no organization! And very little
&mmo.

While you're thinking abeut &11 this, & matter of only minutes since
the first attack, here come three more cars! You blast away with the Ml.
Your hit another onel. ‘Buf the rest of the guys are firing away at nothing.wasting the few rounds of ammo you've got! You yell at them to cease fire'
Itis top Jate: [They’re all. out of smac.

The groans and crying and prayers of the people who are hit have demoralized
most of the rest of the people. Surprisingly, a lot of the women seemtougher than the men, and are doing their best with torn skirts and shirtsfor bandages and what comfort they can provide with words.

Many of the men, especially the younger punk generation are acting like
a bunch of teenage girls, screaming and screeching, begging somebody to
THelp” them. "Help" them! 'Yould ldilec to *help” fhem, With a good Kick
2

o1nN§$eii§g no longer dark. The whole neighborhoed is blazing.

Fiving., you can -hear .the
ror from people whose loved
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