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| did not fall from space...

However alien I may appear to this planet, this
land, these people, I come from this earth. From
its water, its soil, its people, its blood. It has
provided me with a life, which I willingly and
humbly direct. Despite all attempts by the
civilized logic to separate me, to dislocate me,
to destroy my connection, I am still part of
this fusion of life, this deeply integrated
accumulation of living beings.

I, like all of us, have direct lineage to a different
way of being, to a direct experience with the
world. We once lived unmediated from the earth,
ate directly from the forest, drank straight from
its waters, slept touching the ground, healed
ourselves with its plants, made all of our decisions
concerning our lives with people we loved. We
are still these people, only scarred, with cold and
clunky armor created for us by a culture of death
that we have reluctantly accepted when and
where we have grown too tired and weak. We
have been tamed. We have been domesticated.
But, we are still connected under this baggage,
this defensiveness, this disposition.

I have been severely damaged from generation
after generation of upheaval, defeat, and domes-
tication at the hands of colonizers, and at times
I did the colonizing. But this was only after I
had been sufficiently separated from the earth,
others, and myself. But mostly, I have been just
apawn and a tool in the ongoing war against life.
I have suffered greatly: in the direct brutality
inflicted upon me in my own life, through more
subtle institutionalized methods, as an accumula-
tion of my ancestors’ pain, and from missing out
on a penetrating and more integrated connection
to the world.

I have been moved so far from where my relations
once dwelled, yet I can still feel connected to
place. Maybe not in the same way that my
relations did to the land they were indigenous to,
or the people who were/are connected to where
my feet currently rest, where I inhabit. But I can
still go deep into the ground, take the air into my
lungs, learn from the whispers of this place, offer
my respectful and modest influence to this land,
and unite the world around and within me.

I have always felt dislocated within civilization.
‘Whether the suburbs, the cities, or small towns,
I have always felt suffocated, empty, and lost.
Traveling from one location to the next, always
over-idealizing the succeeding context. The
grass always seemed greener. In this postmodern
reality, dislocation is not the exception but the
norm, and even the sought-after condition. We
can never be whole as long as we live outside
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and above our surroundings, or for that matter,
even view them as surroundings, and not as part
of us. At some point I think it is important to
find a place, a bioregion, a home (though not
necessarily a sedentary location).

I'have much to learn from those deeply connected
to the place I call home, those who have an intimate
relationship with the land, animals, plants, people,
and patterns of this specific environment. I have
most to learn from those who have evolved with
this place; whose bodies, minds, spirits, and
culture have developed alongside these mountains,
birds, trees, and rivers. I do not wish to “play
native” or co-opt traditions, but to tap into and
learn from a physical and spiritual knowledge,
so that I can live respectfully and sustainably with
this particular part of earth (which is comprised
of infinitely diverse forms of life).

I have much to learn from the survivors. Those
who were forcibly converted to patriarchal gods.
Those who were burned at the stake. Those
who were given blankets with smallpox.
Those who were stolen from their homes and
families and chained in the bellies of ships.
Those who were pushed out of their lands and
herded into camps. Those who were marched and
dragged down trails of tears. Those who were
stripped down, re-educated, and assimilated. Those
who became beasts of burden.
Those who were pitted against
one another. Those who were put
on trains, and again, herded into
camps. Those who were gassed and
burned. Those who were lynched.
Those who were bombed. Those who
were raped. Those who were
beaten. Those who have been
virtually destroyed, yet con-
tinue to endure. Those ¢
who have been whipped,
yet amazingly continue to
thrive. Those who attempt
to regain their ancestral
knowledge. Those who =
raise healthy children.
Those who burn down |
the suburbs. Those who A
reconnect with the earth.
Those who remember. =
Those who survive. And, I
have much to learn from my-
self. Thave much to remember.

1did not create this monstrosity, this

leviathan, this death culture. I am
both a by-product and survivor of it.
I was not the first to step out of the forest.
I did not create the first separations,
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plant the first corn, irrigate the first field,
domesticate the first animal, subjugate the first
woman, support the first stratification, fabricate
the first weapon, construct the first city, build
the first ship, enslave the first foreigner, kill the
first indian, assemble the first railroad, erect
the first factory, split the first atom, plant the
first flag on the moon, genetically produce the first
clone, and like Al Gore, I didn’t invent the
internet. But I am also profoundly tied to their
legacy and their innovation and expansion. And
I am also the victim of their legacy of death,
domination, and destruction. “Pleased to meet you,
hope you guessed my name [civilization]. But
what's puzzling you is the nature of my game.”

I know in my heart and in my bones that we can
live differently, that we have lived differently,
and that those possibilities can come together in
beautiful ways. I have no expectations within
this nightmare; my/our only hope is to wake up
from the confusion. There is no future in this
failed experiment; all I can do is reject it. There
is no possibility of readjustment; it can only be
destroyed. I must find a place, people, and a way
to live differently; to reconnect and to dream.

We were all indigenous to somewhere, someone,
and somehow...and can become so again. The
old ways are gone, but I am still going home,
not necessarily where I started, but maybe
somewhere I began.

Wish us luck!



Welcome

to Green Anarchy,
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At the approach of Spring the ved squirvels got under my house, two at a
time, divectly under my feet as | sat veading and writing, and kept up the
queerest chuckling and chivvuping and vocal pirouetting and gurgling sounds
that ever were heard; and when | stamped they only chivvuped the loudey, as if
past all fear and vespect in their wad pranks, defijing humanity to stop thew.
No, you don't—chickaree—chickaree. They were wholly deaf to my arguments,
or failed to perceive their force, and fell into a strain of invective that was
irvesistible.

The first sparvow of spring! The year beginning with younger hope than ever!
The faint silvery warblings heard over the partially bave and
moist fields from the bluebird,
the song sparvow, and the
ved-wing, as if the last flakes
of winter tinkled as they
fell! What at such a time
are histories, chronologies,
traditions, and all written
revelations? The brooks sing
carols and glees to the spring.
The marsh hawk, sailing low over
the weadow, is already secking
the fivst slimy life that awakes. The
sinking sound of welting snow
is heard in all dells, and the ice
dissolves apace in the ponds. The
grass flames up on the hillsides like
a spring fire,—"et primitus oritur
herba imbribus primoribus evocata’—
as if the earth sent forth an inward
heat to greet the veturning sun; not
yellow but green is the color of its flame;—the symbol of perpetual youth,
the grass-blade, like a long green vibbon, streams from the sod into the
summer, checked indeed by the frost, but anon pushing on again, lifting its
spear of last year's hay with the fresh life below. It grows as steadily as the yill
00zes out of the grownd. It is almost identical with that, for in the growing days
of June, when the rills ave dry, the grass-blades ave their channels, and from
year to year the herds drink at the pevennial green stream, and the wower
draws from it betimes their winter supply. So our human life but dies down to
its voot, and still puts forth its green blade to eternity."

—Henry David Thoreau, Walden
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Sprlng! Sprlng! Sprmg! What more could be said to supplement
the eloquent tone of Thoreau as he meditates on the magical and
eternal metamorphosing from the solitary dark season of winter to
the peculiar germinations and illuminations of spring? On one hand,
not much, but on the other hand, here we are with another 76 pages of
anti-civilization theory and action for you to digest!

FOI‘ thlS edlfion, we decided on the theme of “Indigenous
Resistance to Civilization”, and while the issue doesn’t exclusively
focus on this critical theme, it is highly present and deeply informs
these pages. We got all sorts of great contributions on this, and other

topics, much of which we were simply unable to use due to space
(and financial) limitations. We sifted through it all, and the
succeeding pages are filled with some of our favorites. It is
always more pleasurable (but also difficult) as editors to have
too much stuff rather than not enough — the time has long passed
for filler! While we are not putting forth a “green anarchist
position” or “expert opinion” on the ongoing and inevitable
conflict between indigenous people/life-ways and civilization,
we do feel there are some potent ideas contained here, ones
which can be built upon (and challenged) as anti-civilization
critiques become deeper and more intertwined.

We Need Your Help' We hate to bring this up once

again, but this issue almost did not come out (at least on
time or to its characteristic extent), and you may have
noticed we have dropped the color cover (for now). If it were
not for the generosity of certain people, the cutting of many
corners, and us reaching slightly into the red space of
borrowing from tomorrow, you would not be reading this.
Frankly, we are broke. Half of the burden of this project
is finding the money to pay for printing, mailing, supplies,
equipment, and rent. We desperately need your help if
you want to see this project continue. We have some
ideas up our sleeves, but we can only do so much. We
want to thank the many distributors, subscribers, and
supporters out there, but we need more of you. It’s time
for the hundreds of you who consistently receive this magazine for
free or pick it up around town to start to kick something down (if only
mailing costs). Please, consider becoming a PAYING distributor, a
subscriber, or special donor. This project has continued to strive for
depth and consistency, and it has been well received around the world,
but we need your help to persevere and to grow. Our survival is up to you.

Flna"v, in assembling this issue, many interesting ideas, concepts,
and feelings incidentally came up which were somewhat of an
extension or outgrowth of this issue’s theme. While we have decided
to not be strict with a theme for the next issue, we are especially
interested in contributions relating to spirituality, religion, world-views,
and ideology for the Summer Issue (#20). Let us know what you think.
Deadline for our next is May Day!

For Springtime Creation and Destruction,
The Green Anarchy Collective
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“If the entire natural universe is
vibrantly alive, then no being in it
should be chained or fenced in.
The realization of this is anarchy.”
—Feral Faun

“As a group, authentic nature-based
people are not neurotic, repressed, or
burdened by psychopathology as we
know it; rather, they tend to be integrated
in thought, feeling, and spirit. Most
pointedly, nature-based people manifest
the very qualities that contemporary
psychotherapy, the recovery
movement, and spiritual practices
continually aim for: a visible sense
of inner peace, unselfconscious
humility, an urge to communal
cooperation, and heartfelt appre-
ciation for the world around them.”
—Chellis Glendinning

“No European who has tasted
Savage Life can afterwards bear
to live in our Societies.”
—Benjamin Franklin

We’ve all had it beaten into our heads
that life outside civilization is nasty,
brutish, and short, nature red in tooth
and claw. We’ve learned that the
“savages” had to struggle night and day
in a howling chaos just to scratch out
survival, and (simultaneously) that they
were lazy and indolent, laying around
waiting for white men to put them to
work. But civilization’s own experts in
the field, the anthropologists, tell us
about “primitive affluence,” about
people who work — if you can even call
it work, walking in the woods gathering
berries — two hours a day to have all they need.
They tell us that the hunter-gatherers were
(and are) egalitarian and free of authority,
owning nothing but having everything. That
they lived embedded in the deep rhythms of
the earth, and that this made them radiantly
happy. The !Kung San in Africa lived on
the same land for two million years before
white colonizers enslaved them in the mines.
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The Arawak Indians welcomed Columbus like
along-lost brother, wading into the ocean with
gifts and open arms. He lined their children
up front to back to see how many heads he
could cut off with a single sword stroke.
What is it about civilized life that breeds
predators like Columbus, then makes the rest
of us have parades every year in his honor?
Humans evolved to live in deep relationship
with the land, to live wild, free, and happy.
When we stopped trusting that the earth would
feed us, we started trying to control her.

When we split tame from wild, we split from
our own health and happiness in the bargain.

This broken trust, this split, was and is
devastating. Pandora’s box opened wide, and
out came the buzzing madness of civilization:
agriculture, war, hierarchy, cities, rape, slavery,
work, domestication, the population explosion,
religion (do you imagine that the God which de-
manded Manifest Destiny, the Middle Passage,
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the Crusades, and the Inquisition will some-
how save you?), science, technology, time (hurry
up and finish reading — don’t you have
something else to do?), property, the whole
interlocking web of institutions keeping us
under its heel. Our wild human spirit, like the
wild beautiful earth, became the fuel for the
engines of destruction chewing us all up today.

This predator loose upon the land goes by
many names. The State. Empire. America. Busi-
ness. Production. Work. Authority. Civilization.
It is the perpetrator, the psychopath. It’s im-
personal, unfeeling, insatiable, violent,
invasive, and absolutely remorseless.
It is the Machine. We’ve spent ten
thousand years creating a world in
its image, and now it’s eating us and
everything it can reach.

And it’s in our heads. The same split
that spawned civilization tore a hole
in our psyches that still wounds us
today. We’re born into the world wide
open with passion. We smile, we laugh,
we play, we explore. We’re all Stone
Age babies bursting with life, natural
anarchy throbbing with joy!

But when we primal babies meet the
grinding machine of civilization, the
fate of the Arawaks and the !Kung San
becomes our own. Surging joy meets
civilized violence, and the assault
turns us against our true deep self. Just
to survive, we’re forced to accept
insanities — time, money, “owning”
things, boxes to live in, signs to tell us
what to do, chemicals in our food,
desks in rows, the idea that some
people or races or sexes or species are
better than others, and so on — that are
just not natural to us. We learn to hate,
fear, destroy, and numb ourselves to
the pain, and we learn to lie, most
especially to ourselves. As the programming
sinks in deeper, we start to believe that this is
progress, that we have to conquer everyone
else so they can see how good we have it.

Driven further at every step from our
ancestral wholeness, we develop a false self
— subservient to authority, afraid of passion,
at war with the body, smiling while our hearts
cry out — to cover our horror about what is



happening to us. We try to conquer our deeper
selves in order to be good Americans, good
citizens, good parents, good workers, good
shoppers, good voters, good Germans, and we
identify with the Nazi predator as the fires of
Auschwitz sear our souls. Desperately terror-
ized, we crucify our own humanity, learning
to use ourselves, others, the land, everything,
as objects. We become disembodied, frag-
mented, incoherent heads racing around in
machines looking for something, anything, to
save us from ourselves, to deaden this constant
unease gnawing away deep at our bellies.

But what we’re looking for has been inside
us all along. No matter how we repress our
passions to appease the system, they never die.
Because our primal fire rages always within
us, we can never be civilized and be whole.
When we dis-identify with the predator, we
find a whole world of burning desire, radiant
joy, and profound stillness waiting for us.
Long-buried tensions relax as we find what
was always with us, and as we sink our feet in
the ground, we awaken to strength and power
we never knew possible.

This is the turning point. Living what we
know in our bones, we become renegades from
civilization. Raging freely, grieving deeply,
dancing joyfully, we appear mad to those

caught in its madness. We no longer believe
in its rules and punishments, for we know
in our hearts that our dance is infinite. We
follow the earth’s thythms and heal organically
in her depths. Just as the tree crumbles the
sidewalk, we take root and burst through the
chains caging our minds, the armor binding
our bodies, the masks hiding our brilliance.

Our basic relationship with life becomes
listening. As the primal tide rises in us, we
follow the desire burning in our hearts and the
instinct flowing deep in our bodies. We listen
to those lower on civilization’s ladder of worth
— other races, women, children, our bodies,
the air, the birds, the rocks, the trees — and
their wisdom guides us. We listen to each
other and find in relationship and com-
munity levels of intimacy we could hardly
before imagine. Opening our hearts, our
bodies, our senses, our whole being, we fall
in love with life again. We welcome the
wild into our depths one tree, one river, one
moment at a time, and warm, deep joy settles
in our bones as we return to the home we never
really could have left.

Becoming feral is different for everyone. I
don’t know what you should do or how you
should live your life. But looking the predator
in the eye, telling yourself truth about what

you see, going to the root in your questioning,
and listening to your deepest passions, you will
know. You will find that your resistance runs
strong, whatever methods you choose, that your
intuition sees well, your imagination flies free,
your desire burns bright. In refusing the preda-
tor’s poison, you will find your NO anchoring
you to stand your ground, and in embracing the
blood of the tribes flowing in your veins, you
will find your YES enchanting all you touch.

Some Indians say “today is a great day to
die.” And it is! Every moment could be your
last. But the dead can dance! Dying to the
civilized, we’re filled with a firestorm of
ecstasy. What we have now we can never lose.
Our passions rage unbound even as our souls
rest in the deep silence of the universe. Letting
go into the mystery of life, we find adventure
in not knowing. Celebrating awestruck the
wonder of each precious moment, we free our
hearts at last from the predator’s grasp. Dancing
on the smoldering ruins of the techno-madness,
we laugh madly from deep in our bellies.
Feeling the rhythm of Eros pulsing in our
bodies, we run wild in our play. Trusting the
desires raging inside us, we grow whole once
more. And becoming at last the wild we love,
we melt with delight into the flowing dance
of the primal, ancient forest.

ﬂ#ﬁ- =i
Eal’th. The many-colored and textured — always

unique - particulate matter from which all life emerges, is
nurtured, and is returned. We give this vital element little
notice; polluting it with manufactured toxins, burying it under
pavement, and depleting its essence with scientific agricultural
practices — rendering it sterile, for now. But when these particles
move in just such a way, at just some certain time and place,
they are quite suddenly — noticed. Gaining our attention as
they respond to their conditions, naturally, in a great wave of
creative-destruction.

This winter brought another American presidential inaugu-
ration, the spectacle where some gathered to celebrate the
victory of their tyrant, others to commiserate on the failure of
their own. Qutside, thousands of activists and ‘radicals’ —along
with some who call themselves anarchist — marched to protest
the new regime, that is, if they weren’t corralled or caged.
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Muddled speechifying focused on some inanity or another, the
words rousing but not substantive since the goal is to unite. To
do this organizers focus on the holy grail of activism — hope.

Many see hope as a prerequisite for proper action and hope-
lessness the cause of apathy. This is a false dichotomy of course,
with either abstraction used as motivator or preventative. But,
abstractions work for organizers — the right using faith, the left
hope - as rallying flags, squeezing former (if barely) individuals
into a homogenous mass moving towards a single objective —
to unite us all towards their better world.

Be done with such quackery! Just as no single force moves
the great shelves of earth, no single motivator can harness a
collective movement towards a single, homogenous world.
If there is such a thing, it has been reserved in the depths of the
machine’s security apparatus for its own purposes of a unified
forgetting.

There are tangible, perhaps instinctual motivations to
connect us to the full force of individual action. Action that
cannot be scheduled and massified - thus rendered impotent -
as itis inspired by the complexity of our emotion, spirit, sense,
intellect, experience, desire, and need. Moving to our own
anarchic rhythms, we create the conditions for a massive wave
of creative-destruction. We are the subtle but potent cracks and
fissures that cause the machine to tremble and quake. When
we move from deeply individual passions - joy, rage, desire,
revenge — our motivation is not so easily stolen by others in
their quest to prop up the concrete sterility of collectivism.
And sometimes, we will find ourselves alongside others who
will — with or without hope (or belief or faith) — spread the
rupture. Let’s live passionately — engaged, spontaneous, and
whatever is our own instinctive wildness — feeling the great
wave of creative-destruction rising to the surface.
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Locating an
Indigen
ANnarchism

It’s easy enough to hedge about politics.
It comes naturally and most of the time the
straight answer isn’t really going to satisfy the
questioner, nor is it appropriate to fix our
politics to this world, to what feels immovable.
Politics, like experience, is a subjective way to
understand the world. At best it provides a deeper
vocabulary than mealy-mouthed platitudes about
being good to people, at worst (and most com-
monly) it frames people and ideas into ideology.
Ideology, as we are fully aware, is a bad thing.
Why? Because it answers questions better left
haunting us, because it attempts to answer
permanently what is temporary at best.

It is easy to be cagey about politics but
for a moment let us imagine a possibility.
Not to tell one another what to do, or about an
answer to every question that could arise, but
to take a break from hesitation. Let us imagine
what an indigenous anarchism could look like.

We should start with what we have, which
is not a lot. What we have, in this world, is the
memory of a past obscured by history books,
of a place clear-cut, planted upon, and paved
over. We share this memory with our extended
family, who we quarrel with, who we care for
deeply, and who often believe in those things
we do not have. What we do have is not enough
to shape this world, but is usually enough to
get us by.

If we were to shape this world (an opportunity
we would surely reject if we were offered), we
would begin with a great burning. We would
likely begin in the cities where with all the
wooden structures of power and underbrush of
institutional assumption the fire would surely
burn brightly and for a very long time. It would
be hard on those species that lived in these
places. It would be very hard to remember what
living was like without relying on deadfall and
fire departments. But we would remember. That
remembering wouldn’t look like a skill-share
or an extension class in the methods of survival,
but an awareness that no matter how skilled
we personally are (or perceive ourselves to be)
we need our extended family.

We will need each other to make sure that
the flames, if they were to come, clear the area
that we will live in together. We will need to
clear it of the fuel that would end up repeating
the problems we are currently having. We will
need to make sure that the seeds, nutrients and
soil are scattered beyond our ability to control.
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Once we get beyond the
flames we will have to craft a life
together. We will have to recall
what social behavior looks and
feels like. We will have to heal.

When we begin to examine
what life could be like, now
that all the excuses are gone,
now that all the bullies are of
human size and shape, we will
have to keep in mind many
things. We will have to always
keep in mind the matter of
scale. We will have to keep in mind the
memory of the first people and the people
who kept the memory of matches and where
and when to burn through the past confusing
age. For what it is worth we will have to
establish a way to live that is both indigenous,
which is to say of the land that we are actually
on, and anarchist, which is to say without
authoritarian constraint.

Tirgl Principles

First principles are those perspectives that
(adherents to) a tendency would understand
as immutable. They are usually left unstated.
Within anarchism these principles include
direct action, mutual aid, and voluntary coop-
eration. These are not ideas about how we are
going to transform society or about the form of
anarchist organization, but an understanding
about what would be innovative and qualitatively
different about an anarchist social practice
vis-a-vis a capitalist republic, or a totalitarian
socialism.

It is worth noting a cultural history of our
three basic anarchist principles as a way of
understanding what an indigenous anarchist
set of principles could look like. Direct action
as a principle is primarily differentiated from
the tradition of labor struggles, where it was
used as a tactic, in that it posits that living
‘directly’ (or in an unmediated fashion) is an
anarchist imperative. Put another way, the
principle of direct action would be an anarchist
statement of self-determination in practical
aspects of life. Direct action must be under-
stood through the lens of the events of May
’68 where a rejection of alienated life led large
sections of French society into the streets and
towards a radically self-organized practice.
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The principle of mutual aid is a very traditional
anarchist concept. Peter Kropotkin laid out a
scientific analysis of animal survival and (as a
corollary to Darwin’s theory of evolution)
described a theory of cooperation that he felt
better suited most species. As one of the fathers
of anarchism (and particularly Anarcho-
Communism) Kropotkin’s concept of mutual
aid has been embraced by most anarchists. As
a principle it is generally limited to a level of
tacit anarchist support for anarchist projects.

Voluntary cooperation is the anarchist
principle that informs anarchist understandings
of economics, social behavior (and exclusion),
and the scale of future society. It could be stated
simply as the principle that we, individually,
should determine what we do with our time, with
whom we work, and how we work. Anarchists
have wrestled with these concepts for as long
as there has been a discernible anarchist
practice. The spectrum of anarchist thought on
the nuance of voluntary cooperation ranges
from Max Stirner who refuses anything but
total autonomy to Kropotkin whose theory of a
world without scarcity (which is a fundamental
premise of most Marxist positions) would give
us greater choices about what we would do with
our time. Today this principle is usually stated
most clearly as the principle to freely associate
(and disassociate) with one another.

This should provide us with enough informa-
tion to make the simple statement that anarchist
principles have been informed by science (both
social and physical), a particular understanding
of the individual (and their relation to larger
bodies) and as a response to the alienation of
modern existence and the mechanisms that
social institutions use to manipulate people.
Naturally we will now move onto how an
indigenous perspective differs from these.



In the spirit of speaking clearly I hesitate
in making the usual caveats when principles
are in question. These hesitations are not
because, in practice, there is any doubt as to
what the nature of relationship or practice
should look like. But when writing, particularly
about politics, you can do yourself a great
disservice by planting a flag and calling it
righteous. Stating principles as the basis for
apolitic usually is such a flag. If I
believe in a value and then articu- %
late that value as instrumental for = _,

an appropriate practice then what @7

is the difference between my “S€eM IMPOSHA

completely subjective (or self- =Y.

serving) perspective and one that ==
I could possibly share usefully? =
This question should continue
to haunt us.

Since we have gone this far let us speak, for
a moment, about an indigenous anarchism’s
first principles. Insert caveats about this being
one perspective among many. Everything is
alive. Alive may not be the best word for what
is being talked about but we could say imbibed
with spirit or filled with the Great Spirit and
we would mean the same thing. We will assume
that a secular audience understands life as
complex, interesting, in motion, and valuable.
This same secular person may not see the
Great Spirit in things that they are capable of
seeing life in.

The counterpoint to everything being filled
with life is that there are no dead things.
Nothing is an object. Anything worth directly
experiencing is worth acknowledging and
appreciating for its complexity, its dynamism
and its intrinsic worth. When one passes from
what we call life, they do not become object,
they enrich the lives they touched and the earth
they lie in. If everything is alive, then sociology,
politics, and statistics all have to be destroyed
if for no other reason but because they are anti-
life disciplines.

Another first principle would be that of the
ascendance of memory. Living in a world
where complex artifices are built on foundations
of lies leads us to believe that there is nothing
but deceit and untruth. Our experience
would lead us to believe nothing less. Com-
pounding this problem is the fact that those
who could tell us the truth, our teachers, our
newscasters and our media devote a scarce
amount of their resources to anything like
honesty. It is hard to blame them. Their
memory comes from the same forgetfulness
that ours does.

If we were to remember we would spend a
far greater amount of our time remembering.
We would share our memories with those we
loved, with those we visited, and those who
passed by us. We will have to spend a lot of
time creating new memories to properly place
the recollection of a frustrated forgetful world
whose gift was to destroy everything dis-
similar to itself.

=has' taken upon itse
olacing us nowhe

An indigenous anarchism is an anarchism
of place. This would seem impossible in a
world that has taken upon itself the task of
placing us nowhere. A world that places us
nowhere universally. Even where we are born,
live, and die is not our home. An anarchism of
place could look like living in one area for all
of your life. It could look like living only in
areas that are heavily wooded, that are near

life-sustaining bodies of water, or in dry places.
It could look like traveling through these
areas. It could look like traveling every year
as conditions, or desire, dictated. It could look
like many things from the outside, but it would
be choice dictated by the subjective experience
of those living in place and not the exigency
of economic or political priorities. Location
is the differentiation that is crushed by the
mortar of urbanization and pestle of mass
culture into the paste of modern alienation.
Finally an indigenous anarchism places us
as an irremovable part of an extended family.
This is an extension of the idea that everything
is alive and therefore we are related to it in the
sense that we too are alive. It is also a state-
ment of a clear priority. The connection between
living things, which we would shorthand to
calling family, is the way that we understand
ourselves in the world. We are part of a family
and we know ourselves through family.
Leaving aside the secular language for a
moment, it is impossible to understand
oneself or one another outside of the spirit.
It is the mystery that should remain outside i,
of language that is what we all share &
together and that sharing is living.

Anarchisl in
SPiril vs.

Indigenous people in general and
North American native people spe-
cifically have not taken too kindly ,"
to the term anarchist up until ¢
this point. There have been a |
few notable exceptions (Rob los
Ricos, Zig Zag, and myself
among them) but the general %
take is exemplified by Ward
Churchill’s line “I share many
anarchist values like opposi- [
tion to the State but...” Which
begs the question why aren’t
more native people interested
in anarchism?
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The most obvious answer to this question is
that anarchism is part of a European tradition so
far outside of the mainstream that it isn’t gener-
ally interesting (or accessible) to non-westerners.
This is largely true but is only part of the answer.

Another part of an answer can be seen in
the surprisingly large percentage of anarchists
who hold that race doesn’t matter; that it is,
at best, a tool used to divide us (by the Man)
and at worst something that will
devolve society into tribalism [sic].
Outside of whether there are any
merits to these arguments (which I
believe stand by themselves) is the
violation of two principles that have
not been discussed in detail up until
this point — self-determination and
radical decentralization.

Self-determination should be read as the
desire for people who are self-organized
(whether by tradition, individual choice, or
inclination) to decide how they want to live with
each other. This may seem like common sense,
and it is, but it is also consistently violated by
people who believe that their value system
supersedes that of those around them. The
question that anarchists of all stripes have to
answer for themselves is whether they are capable
of dealing with the consequences of other
people living in ways they find reprehensible.

Radical decentralization is a probable outcome
to most anarchist positions. There are very few
anarchists (outside of Parecon) that believe
that an anarchist society will have singular
answers to politics, economy, or culture.

(continued on next poge)
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More than a consequence, the principle of
radical decentralization means it is preferable
for there to be no center.

If anarchists are not able to apply the prin-
ciples of self-determination to the fact that
real living and breathing people do identify
within racial and cultural categories and that
this identification has consequences in terms
of dealing with one another can we be shocked
that native people (or so-called people of color)
lack any interest in cohabitating? Furthermore
if anarchists are unable to see that the conse-
quence of their own politic includes the creation
of social norms and cultures that they would not
feel comfortable in, in a truly decentralized
social environment, what hope do they have
to deal with the people with whom they don’t
feel comfortable today?

The answer is that these anarchists do not
expect to deal with anyone outside of their
understanding of reality. They expect reality to
conform to their subjective understanding of it.

This problem extends to the third reason that
native people lack interest in anarchism. Like
most political tendencies anarchism has come
up with a distinct language, cadence, and set
of priorities. The tradition of these distinctions
is what continues to bridge the gap between
many of the anarchist factions that have very
little else in common. This tradition is not a
recruiting tradition. There is only a small evan-
gelical tradition within anarchism. It is largely
an inscrutable tradition outside of itself.

This isn’t a problem outside of itself. The
problem is that it is coupled with the arrogance
of the educated along with the worst of radical
politics’ excesses. This is best seen in the
distinction that continues to be made of a
discrete tradition of anarchism from actions
that are anarchistic. Anarchists would like to
have it both ways. They would like to see their
tradition as being both a growing and vital one
along with being uncompromising and deeply
radical. Since an anarchist society would be
such a break from what we experience in this
world, it would be truly different. It is impossible
to perceive any scenario that leads from here
to there. There is no path.
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The anarchist analysis of the Zapatistas is
a case in point. Anarchists have understood
that it was an indigenous struggle, that it was
armed and decentralized but habitually temper
their enthusiasm with warnings about a)
valorizing Subcommandante Marcos, b) the
differences between social democracy and
anarchism, c) the problems with negotiating
with the State for reforms, etc. etc. These
points are valid and criticism is not particu-
larly the problem. What is the problem is
that anarchist criticism is generally more
repetitive than it is inspired or influential.
Repetitive criticisms are useful in getting
every member of a political tendency on the
same page. Criticism helps us understand the
difference between illusion and reality. But
the form that anarchist criticism has taken
about events in the world is more useful in
shaping an understanding of what real
anarchists believe than what the world is.

As long as the arbiters of anarchism
continue to be the wielders of the Most
Appropriate Critique™ then anarchism will
continue to be an isolated sect far removed
from any particularly anarchistic events
that happen in the world. This will continue
to make the tendency irrelevant for those
people who are interested in participating
in anarchistic events.

“One time | was visiting with my relatives

Nalive, People, are,
nol; gone,

For many readers these ideas may seem worth
pursuit. An indigenous anarchism may state a
position felt but not articulated about how to
live with one another, how to live in the world
and about the decomposition. These readers
will recognize themselves in indigeneity and
ponder the next step. A radical position must
embed an action plan, right?

No, it does not.

This causality, this linear vision of the
progress of human events from idea to articu-
lation to strategy to victory is but one way to
understand the story of how we got from
there to here. Progress is but one mythology.
Another is that the will to power, or the spirit
of resistance, or the movement of the masses
transforms society. They may, and I appreciate
those stories, but I will not finish this story
with a happy ending that will not come true.
This is but a sharing. This is a dream I have
had for some time and haven’t shown to any
of you before, which is not to say that I do not
have a purpose...

Whether stated in the same language or not,
the only indigenous anarchists that I have met
(with one or three possible exceptions) have
been native people. This is not because living
with these principles is impossible for non-
native people but because there are very few
teachers and even fewer students. If learning
how to live with these values is worth anything
it is worth making the compromises necessary
to learn how people have been living with them
for thousands of years.

Contrary to popular belief, the last hope for
native values or an indigenous world-view is
not the good hearted people of civilized society.
It is not more casinos or a more liberal Bureau
of Indian Affairs. It is not the election of
Russell Means to the presidency of the Oglala
Sioux Tribe. It is patience. As I was told time
and time again as a child “The reason that I sit
here and drink is because I am waiting for the
white man to finish his business. And when
he is done we will return.”

The clouds, the mountains, the sky, the trees

My refatives touched my spitit INudged it lovingly= Listen to us impatient one We are forever
You must remember the gentleness of time You are struggling to be who you are You say you

must do is remember”
~ John Trudell, Listening
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Carrying bows and arrows, members of the ancient Jarawa
tribe emerged from their forest habitat on India’s isolated Anadaman
Island. In a rare interaction with outsiders, the Jarawas said that all
250 of their fellow tribespeople had survived the devastating tsunami
by fleeing inland and eating coconuts in the aftermath of the sea’s fury,
which killed over 900 people and left over 6,000 missing on the Andaman
and Nicobar islands (and, of course, devastating death tolls in the six
digits in the general region).

“We are all safe after the earthquake. We are in the forest in Balughat,”
said Ashu, an arrow-wielding Jarawa
tribesman.

The Jarawas rarely interact with
strangers and seemed wary of visitors.

“My world is in the forest,” Ashu
said in broken Hindi through an
interpreter in a restricted area at the
north end of South Andaman Island.
“Your world is outside. We don’t like
people from outside.”

Days after the tsunami thrashed the
island where his ancestors have lived
for tens of thousands of years, a lone
Sentinelese (another indigenous tribe
of the region) man stood naked on the

He said tourists sometimes throw packages of cookies at them from
buses. “We don’t like when tourists throw things at us. They should
give it to our hands,” he said. Plus, the packaged food upsets their
stomachs, he added. “We prefer to eat raw and roasted bananas. Ripe
bananas make us sick,” he said.

Jirkatang police have had a troubled relationship with the Jarawas. In
1997, a year after the tribe made its first-ever contact with government
authorities, they stormed the Jirkatang police outpost and shot a guard
dead with their arrows. Both British and Indian settlers have moved
onto their islands over the last 150
years, but the Jarawa have chosen
to maintain in almost complete iso-
lation. In 1998, more Jarawa started
coming out of their forest to visit
nearby towns and settlements, as
pressure from poachers on the
coast had driven them inland. They
live a hunter-gatherer lifestyle;
hunting, fishing, and gathering
seeds, berries and honey. They
are nomadic, living in bands of
40-50 people.

The main threats to the Jarawa are
encroachment on their land —

beach and looked up at a hovering
Indian Coast Guard helicopter surveying for damage. He then took out
his bow and shot an arrow toward the chopper. It was a signal the
Sentinelese have sent out to the world for millennia: They want to be
left alone. Isolated from the rest of the world, the tribespeople must
understand nature’s sights, sounds and smells to survive. “They can
smell the wind. They can gauge the depth of the sea with the sound of
their oars. They have a sixth sense which we [the domesticated] don’t
possess,” said Ashish Roy, a local environmentalist and lawyer who
has called on the courts to protect the tribes by preventing their
contact with the outside world. It appears that many tribespeople fled
the shores well before the waves hit the coast, where they would
typically be fishing at this time of year.

There are only an estimated 400 to 1,000 members alive today from
the tribes of Jarawas, Great Andamanese, Onges, Sentinelese and
Shompens who live on the islands, and are said to go back over 70,000
years. They are said to have originated in Africa, migrating to India
through Indonesia. It is believed that ancient knowledge of the move-
ment of wind, sea, and birds warned them, and saved the indigenous
tribe from the tsunami. It seems that the less domesticated the animal,
the more able to predict, prepare for, and survive the tsunami, with
tribal people and wild animals enduring, and civilized humans, dogs,
cats, and cows not faring too well.

But, in the civilized realm, the tables are turned. The Jarawa men
stopped a photographer from taking pictures. “We fall sick if we are
photographed,” Ashu said. In the past, tourists who have tried to take
their photo had their cameras smashed by upset tribespeople. When
asked how his people survived the tsunami, Ashu just shook his head,
not wanting to talk about it. When asked what they typically eat, Ashu
said pork and fish caught with their bows and arrows. “And we like honey.”
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sparked by the building of a road
through their forest in 1970 — and the risk of being settled forcibly —as
planned by the authorities. The road has increasingly brought more
settlers, poachers, and loggers, stealing the tribe’s game and exposing
them to disease. Forced resettlement was fatal for other tribes in the
Andaman Islands, and has always been so for newly contacted native
peoples worldwide: it introduces diseases, destroys the sense of
identity, and robs tribes of their self-sufficiency. The government
of India had initially set aside an area for the Jarawa but the size of this
reserve gradually lessened as more of their land came under construction
for roads and settling migrants from the mainland —forcing the Jarawa
into smaller areas.

The indigenous people of the islands have survived waves of migrants
and colonists, but have fallen prey to government policies that look
upon them as ‘primitive’ and in dire need of ‘development’. The
development policy of the government meant encroaching on their
traditional hunting grounds, clearing the forests to settle thousands of
migrants, relocating the indigenous people to ‘settlements’, splitting
communities that had always lived together, and introducing them to
an alien way of life, language, and religion. Such changes have
impacted their physical and mental health. An epidemic of measles, to
which they had no resistance, wiped away ten percent of the Jarawa
population in 1999. Alcoholism, obesity, diabetes, and depression are
other ailments which are now appearing among those who have been
‘relocated’ to civilization. This happens all over the world — but tribal
peoples are fighting back. Resisting colonization, maintaining traditional
life-ways, and the recent survival through the deadly tsunami, are all
indications that the uncivilized cannot only survive these factors, but,
in fact, are more likely to endure in the long run than the weakened,
desensitized, and lost ones of civilization.
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‘An Interview with Ward Churchill

Ward Churchill &eetoowah Band
Cherokee) ig Profegsor of American Indian
Studieg at the Univergity of Colorado/
Boulder, An uncompromiging indigenist
activigt, he hag been a member of the
American Indian Movement for more than
30 yearg and currently serveg on the
Leadership Council of the Colorado
ATM, Aningightful and eloquentauthor,
his many bookg include Marxism and
Native Americang 1983, Agents of Re-
DPreggion 198.2002, The COINTELPRQ Papers
1990, 2002, Struggle for the Land 19%.
1999, Indiang ‘R’ Ugs 19%. 2005, Since
Predator Came 1995, Pacifism ag
Patholagy a9%), A Little Matter of
Genocide a9, Acts of Rebellion @0,
Pervergiong of Jugtice o0, On the
Justice of Roosting Chickeng @003,
“Ki11 the Indian, Save the Man” oo
and Speaking Truth in the Teeth
of Power ooy, Ward’swritingsand
lectureg critically examine con-
quest andgenocide in the Americas,
environmental degtruction,
political repreggion, cultural
appropriation, and regigtance
to colonization,

Part 1l

In many of your eggays you uge the
term “Predator” todescribe the suc-
ceggive waveg of colonial/imperial
brutality that began to ravage the
Western Hemigphere in 1492, In our
opinion, the Predator ig a ugeful
concept for radicalg in North
America to become familiar with, ag
it describeg and revealg the true
nature of the United States occupy-
ing forceg far more accurately than terms
like imperialigsm, capitalism, or even

Empire, Could you elaborate more fully

on your concept of the Predator?

WC: Sure, although I think it’s important to note,
as I did in Since Predator Came and elsewhere,
that I lifted the term from John Trudell, back in
the days when he still had something to say. 'm
not entirely sure how John conceived it—there’s
always some sort of visualization with these
things—but my own version of Predator—how
I saw it—was kind of like “Pac-Man.” I mean,
it’s this absolutely antinatural entity, utterly
synthetic, the very existence of which is predicated
upon its fulfillment of a single function: to consume
anything and everything it encounters. There’s
no reasoning with it, no way of appealing to
its “better instincts.” It has none. Certainly,
nothing resembling a conscience. The fact is that
it lacks the capacity to deviate in the least. Ever.
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Its appetite is infinite. So, it will simply consume
until there’s nothing left to consume.

Like I said, I don’t know what specific image
John had conjured up when he first started talking
about Predator, but I do know that we were using
the term in pretty much the same way, to describe
precisely the same things: the mindset and con-
sequent behavior of those who identify with the
European tradition from the point their invasion
of this hemisphere began on the 12" of October,
1492, right on up until the present moment.

There’s a straight and unbroken line of predation
spanning the 512 years from then till now, and
no sign that the line’s likely to be interrupted or
change direction any time soon. Or at least not
of its own volition. So, there’s nothing for it in
the end but to look the thing square in the face
and see it for what it is, rather than what we might
wish it were instead. On that basis, we can
appreciate what it is that must be done in order
to bring it to a halt.

And that ig?

WC:Well, let’s just say that since what I’ve been
describing isn’t something that’s susceptible to
persuasion and reform, if we’re going to stop it,
we’re going to have to kill it. That’s the bottom
line. The only valid question in this regard isn’t
whether killing the thing is necessary, it’s how
we go about accomplishing the job. Clear?

Perfectly,
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WC: Okay. Good. Because, assuming that’s so,
I’d like to say that I’ve come to regret having
helped popularize the use of the word Predator
in the manner I’ve just been using it. Framing
things in terms of “Predator” is grossly unfair to
actual predators like wolves and sharks. How
many times have you heard the Great White
Shark described as a “mindless eating machine,”
for example. That’s just about word-for-word the
way I characterize Predator, eh? Yet the two are
diametrical opposites. Predator epitomizes the
antinatural while there’s nothing more
natural than the predator called shark.
It’s a being so perfectly adapted to its
environment that it’s remained almost
unchanged by evolution for longer than
all but a handful of current animal
species have even existed. That’s because
the shark’s purpose, “mindless” or no,
is to maintain the balance of the eco-
system it inhabits. In other words, the
function of a true predator is to preserve
the ecology upon which its existence
depends. That’s as opposed to the
function of Predator, which is to destroy
that same ecology, any ecology, all
ecologies.

The upshot is that my applying the
metaphor of Predator the way I do
may produce certain constructive
cognitive effects among an audience—
it had that effect on me when John
did it, and that’s why I picked it up in
the first place—but it leaves me with
the queasy feeling that I'm also re-
inforcing the twisted outlook that
legitimates the extermination of
sharks, wolves and other natural predators.
And that’s the reverse of what I’m trying to
do. So, I need to come up with another way
of framing what I’'m trying to get across, and
I’ve been playing with it, experimenting with
different metaphors to see what might provide
the same sort of clarity the term Predator
seems to engender, without the garbled side-
effects. Follow?

Yeah, Ido, And that makes me curioug
about what you’ve come up with, Before
You angwer, though, I want to pose a
second quegtion, and that’s whether
Your preoccupation with finding just
the right word or metaphor might not
border in some way upon the linguistic
obsegssion displayed by the so-called
Ppostmodernigts? That’'s not meant in a
hogtile way, I'm looking for you to
distinguish your project from theirs,



WC: Fair enough. But I'll have to take the
questions in order. With regard to the first one,
I’ve been gravitating more and more towards dis-
ease analogies, especially cancer. I like the term
disease because it doubles as “dis-ease,” and
there’s a lot you can do with that. Additionally,
it’s something to be cured, rather than something
from which we “heal.” I’ve come to draw an
increasingly sharp distinction on that score, largely
in response to the rhetoric of “healing and for-
giveness” which has become so fashionable of late.

Let me tag you right there, I'd like
You to expand on that a bit before you
go on, What’s your problem with the
healing shtick?

WC: Well, that’s just it: it’s a shtick. More
precisely, it’s a conflationary routine designed
to muddy rather than clarify things, thereby pre-

of concrete action. Consider the sorts of
conflations inherent to the formulation. First of
all there’s the bit about the phrase “healing and
forgiveness” being used as if it formed a single
word. The implication, and it’s not an especially
subtle one, is that forgiveness is healing, or
at least that healing cannot occur without the
bestowal of forgiveness upon whoever inflicted
the wound that made the healing necessary. I’11
return to the falsity of that proposition in a
moment, but I think it’s important to touch upon
a second conflation—of being sick with being
wounded—before doing so. The two conditions
aren’t the same at all. You get cured from an
illness, healed from a wound. Yet, you’ll notice
that nothing in the formulation goes to curing.
It’s all about healing.

That might be fine in certain settings where
you were dealing solely with wounds and
those afflicted with them. But that’s not what
the “healing and forgiveness” crowd are on
about. Their pitch is that, for their “process” to
work, everybody should be involved. That’s the
stated ideal, right? Where does that put us? With
perpetrators and victims all in the same bag. If
you think about it, it’s no different at base than
Ronald Reagan’s spiel at Bitburg back in the
’80s about how both the SS men buried there
and the Jews, Gypsies and Slavs slaughtered by
the SS were all—and equally—victimized by
nazism. Well, later for that.

GA Note: Due to Ward’s recent situation,
he wag unable to complete mogt of thig
interview in time for publighing, He
hagaggured ug, however, that theentire
interview will be concluded for our
. Stay tuned!
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An Update on Ward Churchill’s
Mogst Recent Controversy

As we go to print, on top of being consumed with legal battles over
Anti-Columbus Day Actions in Denver this past fall, Ward Churchill
has been in the national spotlight over ideas expressed in his
essay, Some People Push Back: On the Justice of Roosting Chickens.
The essay (published in part in Green Anarchy #8) on the September
11, 2001 attacks on the World Trade Center and the Pentagon even-
tually developed into a hook, most of which is a detailed chronology ™
of U.S. military interventions since 1776. Widespread and grossly
inaccurate media coverage concerning Ward’s analysis resulted in
numerous demonstrations against him, his position at University of
Colorado (CU) at Boulder, and even threats against his life.

The CU Board of Regents held an “emergency meeting” to discuss the recent publicity and
controversy surrounding the professor’s scheduled speech at Hamilton College, a small liberal
arts school in New York where some students, faculty, and 9-1-1 victim’s families protested Churchill’s
upcoming appearance there. At issue in Churchill’s three-year-old essay is his reference to World
Trade Center victims as “little Eichmanns” (referring to the Nazi archltect of the Holocaust, Adolf
Eichmann), not merely innocent victims but willing perpetuators of the “mighty engine of profit”.

Regent Cindy Carlisle, a typical Boulder Democrat, joined local conservatives in demanding
Ward’s removal. She said she is “appalled” by Churchill’s essay and said despite the issue being
complex legally, “something needs to be done.”

Campus talk about Churchill was not all against him. Many students protested Ward’s treatment
by CU, with many being arrested. Ethnic studies senior Dustin Craun and a coalition of students are
angry that Churchill is being singled out, like a “witch hunt.” “White men trying to get an Indian
out of Boulder? That’s nothing new,” he said. “That’s how this city was started.”

Churchill resigned as chairman of CU’s Ethnic Studies Department, but will remain on as Professor
of American Indian Studies, although many are pushing for a full dismissal, including Colorado
governor Bill Owens. Most international news outlets featured the controversy as a lead story,
including Fox’s Bill 0’Reilly, who repeatedly urged viewers to email the college in protest. Churchill’s
Hamilton College talk was moved to a building that could seat 2,000, instead of the planned 300,
which he planned on giving in a flack jacket with two bodyguards. Finally, however, Hamilton
College caved in and cancelled his appearance after thousands of angry and threatening emails
and political pressure, citing “security concerns”. As we go to print, the controversy grows...

With his job in jeopardy, threats of physical violence against him, and some conservatives even
calling for him to be tried for Treason and executed, the Green Anarchy Collective stand in complete
solidarity with Ward, and continue to have tremendous respect for his dedication and courage during
these turbulent times. The following statements are from Ward in a press release on January 31:

“I am not a “defender” of the September 11 attacks, but simply pointing out that if U.S. foreign
policy results in massive death and destruction abroad, we cannot feign innocence when some of
that destruction is returned... This is not to say that | advocate violence; as a U.S. soldier in
Vietnam | witnessed and participated in more violence than I ever wish to see. What | am saying is
that if we want an end to violence, especially that perpetrated against civilians, we must take the
responsibility for halting the slaughter perpetrated by the United States around the world... | mourn
the victims of the September 11 attacks, just as | mourn the deaths of those Iraqi children, the
moare than 3 million people killed in the war in Indochina, those who died in the U.S. invasions of
Grenada, Panama and elsewhere in Central America, the victims of the transatlantic slave trade,
and the indigenous peoples still subjected to genocidal policies. If we respond with callous
disregard to the deaths of others, we can only expect equal callousness to American deaths.”

“I have never characterized all the September 11 victims as “Nazis.” What | said was that the “tech-
nocrats of empire” working in the World Trade Center were the equivalent of “little Eichmanns.” Adolf
Eichmann was not charged with direct killing but with ensuring the smooth running of the infrastructure
that enabled the Nazi genocide. Similarly, German industrialists were legitimately targeted by the
Allies... It should be emphasized that | applied the “little Eichmanns” characterization only to those
described as “technicians.” Thus, it was obviously not directed to the children, janitors, food service
workers, firemen and random passers-by killed in the 9-1-1 atfack. According to Pentagon logic, they
were simply collateral damage. Ugly? Yes. Hurtful? Yes. And that's my point. It’s no less ugly, painful
or dehumanizing a description when applied to Iraqis, Palestinians, or anyone else.”

“The lesson of Nurembery is that this is not only our right, but our obligation. To the extent we shirk
this responsibility, we, like the “Good Germans” of the 1930s and °40s, are complicit in its actions
and have no legitimate basis for complaint when we suffer the consequences. This, of course,
includes me, personally, as well as my family, no less than anyone else... Some people will, of
course, disagree with my analysis, but it presents questions that must be addressed in academic and
public debate if we are to find a real solution to the violence that pervades today’s world.”
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