—Editorial—

And Now . . .
The Long, Hot Summer

Food stamps cut. Aid to Dependent Children cut. Housing sub-
sidies cut. Utility bill assistance cut. School lunches cut. Crisis inter-
vention programs cut. Federally-sponsored job programs cut out
completely.

Mix all of that with higher inflation, a lack of city services such as
weekly garbage pickup, continued unemployment and a police depar-
tment that has made no changes since it killed young Billy Taylor last
July 8, and you have what very well could be a potentially explosive
situation here in Flint, Michigan in the summer of 1981.

These are not the best of times for Flint or for the country.
Reagan’s budget cuts have only made the situation worse.

People will do whatever they have to do to survive and to cope with
their present condition. When you have a city administration that
doesn’t understand that basic premise, an atmosphere is created that
could lead to unnecessary and ugly confrontations.

We would like to see a massive outpouring of opposition to
Reagan’s policies that are making the poor poorer.

We would like to see the police chief of Flint set a tone of calm and
rationality instead one of ‘‘shoot to kill.””

We would like to see the city stop bowing before General Motors,
realizing once and for all that this corporation could care less about
Flint and that we owe them nothing. Stop the free ride (12-year tax
abatements), and start moving toward attracting other types of
business that will provide a more consistent tax base.

Unfortunately, it doesn’t look like much of this is going to occur in
the near future. What does appear certain is another tense summer of

unmet needs, unheard grievances and pent-up frustrations.

It will probably also mean more shootings by police (which occur
now on an average of once every other month). We sincerely hope and
pray that this doesn’t happen, but recent history isn’t with our
prayers.

And so we enter, with anticipation—and a healthy amount of
fear—another long, hot summer. ..
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themselves for, it would have helped greatly.

Actually, the rally was well organized, especially
when you consider that the organizers had less than
two weeks to organize. I know personally that they
worked hard during those two weeks.

It is true that the rally was held when the budget was
already assured of passage. That is exactly one of the
most serious shortcomings of all single issue, media
oriented politics. The anti-nuke movement was a result
of the sudden **oil crisis’’ and didn’t really get off the
ground until the disaster at Three Mile Island.

Until these disasters happen they are “‘just theory."”

You cannot compare the freedom struggle to what
the right wing is doing. The right wing has millions of
dollars worth of smears, distortion and bigotry to play
around with. It organizes single issue campaigns
precisely to disorganize the freedom struggle.

A good example of this is the anti-abortion
movement, clearly aimed at destroying the women’s
liberation movement.

What exactly is supposed to happen in 1984 after
three years of organizing around every disaster or near
disaster that occurs? Is this when we support another
liberal Democratic faker for President?

Doesn’t it seem that we had better instead ask
whether 1) we are committed to uprooting capitalism
root and branch; 2) we are going to develop the
philosophy as well as forms of organization for so
doing? In this way, we stand a much better chance of
not only totally changing things, but of anticipating
and fighting the effects of capitalism before they
become disasters.

Dan Bremer
Flint

Concert Sort of a Bummer

Dear Editor:

I went to the Krokus-Pat Travers-Rainbow Concert
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at the IMA Sports Center. The place is aptly named; it
was built for sports—not music.

After being searched to gain admittance, the crowd
was ‘“monitored’’ by numerous ‘‘hall guards”’ (shades
of high school!) and a few well-placed Flint police. I
wonder if hockey fans are searched? I don’t think it
very fair to assume rock fans are dangerous—as
opposed to ‘‘sports’’ fans.

The announcer greeted the crowd with his usual
unintelligible screaming. I sat in my seat for the first
band (Krokus)—I didn’t think they were worth
standing for. Pat Travers really got the place warmed
up—but you had to stand by the stage and speakers to
starving in Detroit revealed in the TV special *‘Broken
Hockey Rink."’ The P.A. speakers were far too small
for a hall of this size. The lighting was excellent—a
minimum of gimmics. At times it appeared that you
were at a 3-D drive-in movie!

Rainbow just plainly churned out speed-of-light
music with brief interludes of quiet passages to regain
one’s composure. Ritchie Blackmore once more was
his ego-maniac self, playing slide guitar at one point
with a bottle of Heiniken—then dumping it on his
awe-struck (closest) fans. A pick-pocket at one intense
moment grabbed a wallet—but the crowd was so thick
up front that the guy couldn’t get away. The wallet
was retrieved.

All in all, it was a good concert. I can’t believe the t-
shirts were 9 and 12 dollars! It would have sounded
better, though, in the old downtown IMA
Auditorium.

Mike Koryciak
Lennon

Random Thoughts

Dear Voice,

Thank you Carole Lisk for your food column. All in
all, the Voice is a pretty depressing paper. Let’s face it,
they dredge up the shit people would rather not know,
and established papers don’t print. Nothing is more

pleasant and relaxing than food. So I'll keep looking
forward to your column.

Thank you Doug Cunningham, for sharing your
thoughts on how you perceive the world today. 1 think
about these things which you write about; but I
disagree with ‘“a new dawn’’—I feel it’s closer to
sundown.

You know why alcoholism and drug abuse are so
rampant in the world? Because people need to escape
even if only for a little while. The day-after-day drain
of being caught up in the American Dream gone
haywire knowing that you blew it somewhere along the
line, and you’re never going to catch up and get inside
the dream, is too much. Everyday there are more
staggering statistics (like the 100,000 old people
starving n Detroit revealed in the TV special “‘Broken
Promise’’) to blow your mind. These old people
bought all the lies of what it means to be an American;
and now everyday until they die, they’re going to live
in the reality of hunger. When the shit of American life
is hitting you and the people around you, where are
you going to find a new dawn? The people with power
don’t give a damn about us and our potential.

After listening to “*Radio Free Flint”’ this morning I
want to know this: In a few years, when Auto World is
built and is standing empty because the estimated
crowds never came; when the Hyatt Regency in all its
splendor stands silent because no one can afford to
spend the night; when the cement banks of the
riverfront extravaganza have no people on them
because they have left Flint to look for work
elsewhere; and Mayor Rutherford and his business
cronies have split for greener pastures; are we, the
remaining taxpayers, going to have to pick up the tab
like the people in Pontiac did for the Silverdome?
Maybe by that time, Mike, we can get someone to
bring back some tumbleweeds from Arizona. We can
go to the Saginaw Street bridge and let them blow
slowly through the streets of downtown Flint.

Sincerely,
Corrinna
Flint






