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T he crossroads at North-
east Shaver Street and
Martin Luther King Jr.

Boulevard is one of Portland's
bleaker intersections. There's
no sign of Udio's, the Itali~
fast -food joint that stood here
in 1969. Kids would shoot
craps in the alley out back.
One swnmer night, police
broke up the game.

"I drove by, " says Kent Ford,

now 64, "and I saw this kid I
knew in the back of a police
car, and I opened the door to
let him out."

Officers jumped Ford and
beat him up before taking hjm
in. In those days, Ford ob-
serves wryly, black men were
lucky if they were taken
straight to the police station.

Ford had had enough. He
launched the Portland chapter
of the Black Panther Party for
Self-Defense a few weeks later.
The party's first headquarters
was a few blocks south of

[jdio's at Northeast UnionAv-
enue, now MLK, and Cook
Street. The building, shared
with the Resisters, a group that
protested the Vietnam War, is

long gone.
"We had tile upstairs, and

the Resisters had the down-
stairs," Ford says at the empty
lot. The groups worked to get
young men train tickets to

for police. "They didn't like
longhairs, and they didn't like
blacks," Ford says.

Nationally, Black Panthers

count of the street-Ievel organ-
izing and social programs of
the Portland Panthers.

and in the late 1960s and early
70s ran free medical and den-
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rolls from Wonder Bread,
ground beef from McDonald's,
milk from Standard Dairy, pro-
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"It felt good," he says. "We

The breakfast program ran
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