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FREE TO PRISONERS

I saw a beggar leaning on his wooden crutch,
He said to me, “you must not ask for so much.”
And a pretty woman leaning in her darkened door,
She cried to me, “hey, why not ask for more?”
Oh like a bird on the wire,
Like a drunk in a midnight choir
I have tried in my way to be free.

–Leonard Cohen,
Bird On A Wire



Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son?
Oh, where have you been, my darling young one?
I’ve stumbled on the side of twelve misty mountains,

I’ve walked and I’ve crawled on six crooked highways,
I’ve stepped in the middle of seven sad forests,
I’ve been out in front of a dozen dead oceans,
I’ve been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a graveyard,

I saw a newborn baby with wild wolves all around it,
I saw a highway of diamonds with nobody on it,
I saw a black branch with blood that kept drippin’,
I saw a room full of men with their hammers a-bleedin’,
I saw a white ladder all covered with water,
I saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues were all broken,
I saw guns and sharp swords in the hands of young children,

I heard the sound of a thunder, it roared out a warnin’,
Heard the roar of a wave that could drown the whole world,
Heard one hundred drummers whose hands were a-blazin’,
Heard ten thousand whisperin’ and nobody listenin’,
Heard one person starve, I heard many people laughin’,
Heard the song of a poet who died in the gutter,
Heard the sound of a clown who cried in the alley,

I met a young child beside a dead pony,
I met a white man who walked a black dog,
I met a young woman whose body was burning,
I met a young girl, she gave me a rainbow,
I met one man who was wounded in love,
I met another man who was wounded with hatred,

I’m a-goin’ back out ‘fore the rain starts a-fallin’,
I’ll walk to the depths of the deepest black forest,
Where the people are many and their hands are all empty,
Where the pellets of poison are flooding their waters,
Where the home in the valley meets the damp dirty prison,
Where the executioner’s face is always well hidden,
Where hunger is ugly, where souls are forgotten,
Where black is the color, where none is the number,
And I’ll tell it and think it and speak it and breathe it,
And reflect it from the mountain so all souls can see it,
Then I’ll stand on the ocean until I start sinkin’,
But I’ll know my song well before I start singin’,

And it’s a hard, it’s a hard, it’s a hard, it’s a hard,

It’s a hard rain’s a-gonna fall.
words by Bob Dylan

“We are the birds of the coming storm.” —August Spies

The tide is out, the wind blows off the shore;
Bare burn the white sands in the scorching sun;
The sea complains, but its great voice is low.

Bitter thy woes, O People,
And the burden
Hardly to be borne!
Wearily grows, O People,
All the aching
Of thy pierced heart, bruised and torn!
But yet thy time is not,
And low thy moaning.
Desert thy sands!
Not yet is thy breath hot, Vengefully blowing;
It wafts o’er lifted hands.

The tide has turned; the vane veers slowly round;
Slow clouds are sweeping o’er the blinding light;
White crests curl on the sea—its voice grows deep.

Angry thy heart, O People!
And its bleeding
Fire-tipped with rising hate!
Thy clasped hands part, O People,
For thy praying Warmed not the desolate!
God did not hear thy moan:
Now it is swelling
To a great drowning cry;
A dark wind-cloud, a groan, Now backward veering
From that deaf sky!

The tide flows in, the wind roars from the depths,
The whirled-White sand heaps with the foam-white waves;
Thundering the sea rolls o’er its shell-crunched wall!

Strong is thy rage, O People,
In its fury
Hurling thy tyrants down!
Thow metest wage, O People.
Very swiftly,
Now that thy hate is grown:
Thy time at last is come;
Thou heapest anguish,
Where thou thyself wert bare!
No longer to thy dumb.
God clasped and kneeling.

Thou answerest thine own prayer.
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Myths and stories serve as acceptable
explanations for a life of increasing subjugation,
a life disconnected from all that our imagination
describes. Only dreams that stay within the realm
of the masters’ ordered options can be considered
viable. Consequently, fantasies repeat throughout
history – updated throughout the march of civili-
zation, ensuring a continuous supply of willing
subjects who subvert and subdue their wildest
dreams to function reasonably well in the death
machine of Progress.
   For a system of this magnitude to succeed, our
complete domestication is required. That is, the
Machine-masters’ rules must be unquestioned.
Internalized. And most of the time we follow
along. But obedience doesn’t come without sig-
nificant doubts and varying degrees of resistance,
so regularly scheduled reinforcement of this
unnatural order is necessary. From fairy tales to
pop music to blockbuster movies, the spectacle
convincingly asserts (never explicitly, mind you)
that our lives are both dependent on and in service
to a special, powerful, and superior people. Elite
who deserve to take what they want by force of
will or army. Eventually their taking becomes our
voluntary giving. It IS better to give then receive.
   From the moment we first tried something new
and were thwarted we learned our master was also
our savior. From the parent who punishes us out
of ‘love’, to the God who provides salvation if we
are obedient, and eventually to the cops serving
us with club and gun, we are FORCED to behave
as we are told. If we do this well we are rewarded
with symbols of success. If we do it poorly, we
suffer in increasingly restrictive imprisonment.

He’s making a list
Checking it twice

He’s going to find out
Whose naughty or nice

Santa Claus is coming to town

Young children start life as the
most free and the most resistant.
They’ve not yet internalized the
morality of master-slave, higher-
lower, ruler-ruled, so the education
system’s primary goal is to instill
the dominant reality – we are not
free to explore and experiment,
to ‘fail’ or ‘succeed’ on our own
terms. We learn very quickly (or
not) that others know best and
we’re rewarded for accepting
this Truth or punished for testing
its limits.
   At the end of each year, the
System presents a particularly
enticing myth, tantalizing the
slaves-in-waiting while reinforcing
the masters’ expectations on the
already trained. Christmas, now
celebrated by nearly every modern
society – Christian or not – offers

a three-layered myth system of reward-punishment.
First, is the Santa Claus. A jolly, generous, well-fed
white man who shares the bounty  – his elf-slaves –
created with the deserving. With his supernatural
powers and perfectly domesticated reindeer only HE
can deliver the goods. Simultaneously, the cuddly
baby Jesus tugs at the heartstrings of the saved and
even of many of the dubious. Finally, woven through-
out both savior myths, the ubiquitous Green and Red
shines for everyone. Billions of green dollars are
spent in the illusion that success, love, and happi-
ness can be purchased. For a time, the rosy feeling
of the season dissolves the red of the slave-wagers’
anger and blood, buried or shed in the daily grind
of a rapidly breaking machine.
   But the Santa and JesusGod, like all savior-
masters, don’t trust us to do what is good and
right. Furthermore, they don’t appreciate the
discontent or rebellion implied in our long faces
and misbehaviors. So, Santa (like God, parents,
bosses and police) uses ‘supernatural’ powers to
see what we’re up to.

He sees you when you’re sleeping
He knows when you’re awake

He knows if you’ve been bad or good
So be good

For GOODNESS sake

Over time we learn that those eyes aren’t as all-
seeing as we were led to believe. And whether
we step over the good line ourselves or watch
and cheer on others who walk outside the line,
we appreciate getting over on the watchers,
thinking we are getting over on the masters.

   More of the citizenry is being naughty instead
of nice. Because more of us are questioning,
challenging, and refusing, the supernatural
watchers are becoming the reality myths pre-
configured. In every town and city surveillance
cameras stare at us from street corners, school-
rooms, churches, libraries, offices, and factories.
Microphones record our conversations in hotel
lobbies, bank teller stalls, and cashier stands.
Listening devices are placed on telephone lines
and our words recorded to see who is casting
doubts, who might be challenging the ruling order.
While the Internet provides a means to launch
such challenges, it also provides the easiest means
yet for tracking the whispers of discontent. For
the increasingly rare corners that the masters’ spy
technology hasn’t (yet) reached, private police
and watchful citizens launch their own investiga-
tions, in the feudal exchange for more privileges
from the wardens. And the focus is expanded
during the holyday period from November to
January as more folks – many who can’t afford
the symbols of the truly successful – take what
they need or want. Making a list and checking it
twice has never been quite so easy.

You better watch out
 You better not cry
You better not pout
I’m telling you why

Santa Claus is coming to town

The Santa myth serves another purpose (systems
serve multiple functions – efficiency rules). The
immediate albeit temporary purpose that the Jesus
(and other after-life saviors) gives permanence
to but requires waiting for – in fact, requires dying
for. That is to assuage our pains and frustrations;
to give context to why we remain captive to a
life that REVOLVES around producing what the
masters want; consuming what is left over from
that production; and spectating and speculating
on the lives of those who have more or less,
better or worse, harder or easier than we do.
Ignoring the reality that by accepting the com-
modities our labor creates and the devastation
all production causes, as we purchase the imita-
tions that remind us that we can never have what
the master has, we accept a slow and agonizing
death. It is the death of spontaneity and of an
authentically free life. It is our slow and ago-
nizing death alongside all other living things
inhabiting what has become, a production-
consumption-prison planet.
   The illusion of being free to choose our way
of life is so thorough that most people believe
they have access to all they want or need. They
don’t question the fact that their options are
limited to what the elite determine is accept-
able. If they acknowledge limitations it is to
see that the desired is just out of reach. And,
if harder work can’t get it, they’re resigned
to not being good enough to even want them.

Santa Claus IsSanta Claus Is
Coming to TownComing to Town
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Solidarity Forever?

Of course ‘radical’ activists ask some questions.
But they rarely ask why we have masters at all.
If they’re really ‘revolutionary’ they may suggest
selecting new and kinder masters, push for more
equitable distribution of the symbols of success.
But, the green and the red still spreads thickly
across the landscape of their Utopian visions.
   We CAN choose differently – our free will
extends far beyond the choices offered by the
masters’ spectacular myths. The options for a free
way of living are so expansive only our dreams
hint at the possibilities while too often only our
declining health and recurring angst announces
our discontent. And only the fear of the unknown
beyond the illusions prevents a leap beyond the
artificial limits set at birth.
   So yes, enjoy this holyday time – hell, enjoy
every moment you can. Perhaps you’ll find a few
moments when the house is quiet and the young
ones sleep – waiting for gifts from the rich, white
savior – and ponder the course of a life stripped
of the gift of limitless wonder replaced with
objects of value. Maybe you’ll reconnect to the
reality that sharing and giving freely are the most
pleasurable ways of ‘exchange’ (ultimately the
reason this whole damned Santa/Christmas
spectacle works so well) and that it does not
require destruction and slavery.
   Our possibilities for a healthy and liberated way
of life require the destruction of the illusions
reinforcing our subservience to a Master of
all Things.
   Kill Santa Claus, crucify Jesus (again). Quickly
and decisively we’ll destroy the masters’ illusion-
ary saviors and symbols of power, success,
Progress. We have all we need within our grasp
and – just for now – time is of the essence.

So kids, what do
you want for
Christmas?

Several self-described radical institutions
are celebrating organized longevity – Earth
First, Food Not Bombs, and the Industrial
Workers of the World – equating decades
of ‘time in service’ with revolutionary
possibility. Participants rarely question the
oxymoronic nature of “radical” organiza-
tions that are bound by tradition and often
rigidly identified with the ideals and
activities of the founders. It seems the old
saw, ‘the only thing constant is change’,
doesn’t cut it for those whose ideology
requires defending, whose perspective
doesn’t shift as experience, awareness, and
the chaos of life shifts.
  But examples of this
tendency abound;
how many of us don’t
or haven’t clung to
hope, examples, mod-
els, or an idealized
past or future to get
us through to some
‘other side’ of dis-
content? Lingering
for a time in one idea
or project surely
expresses solidarity
or support; a tempo-
rary and limited
unity with cohorts.
But when do our
activities constitute
the promotion or
advocacy of some-
one else’s actions?
   These questions
are being raised more
frequently amongst
radicals critiquing
publications like
Green Anarchy. While
too much of what is
touted as an intent
towards dialog seems
more of the same
‘the best defense is a good offense’ some
questioners seem genuine and inviting
enough to step in for a moment.
   We publish writings from hundreds of
individuals whose ideas, analysis, critique,
or experiences seem relevant to an anti-
civilization perspective. There is no
rightness, no order, and no objective
rules, morals, or imperatives we follow
in selecting the content. We rarely know
the writer’s ‘real’ name, much less their
history or future. For those authors we do
know more about, we consider where they
are currently situated in relation to their

writing under consideration. But, it is their
words, not the whole of the person we are
offering. We never fully agree with anything
– much less everything any other person
says or believes. That also seem oxy-
moronic for anarchists to expect!
   We’re constantly changing; organically
morphing as we mature (for lack of a better
word) in our understanding of ourself, our
place in the world, and our relationships
with others. This is going to come quite
naturally as we narrow one focus for a time,
at others, opening it to new thoughts that
appear unexpectedly. Often through others’
writings. We are pretty sure most think-

ing, open-minded
radicals are doing
so as well. If a
contributor later
becomes or is dis-
covered to be a pig,
a child molester,
fascist, etc.– should
we feel bad for
having given their
earlier ideas – that
never reflect their
darker tendencies
– space in our
magazine? We are
a small editorial
collective who –
like most people
opposed to  the
confines of the insti-
tutional mentality
– struggles to articu-
late complex and
controversial views
that encompass
uncountable and
untraceable direc-
tions. Do we need
permanent dis-
claimers, periodic
apologies, and pre-

allocated space for the back-forth defensive
arguments that usually intend to solidify one
point of view over another rather than to
expand a mutual understanding. Which
does not mean agreement!
  We are in service to no one person, idea,
or perspective and we’ll continue to offer
writings according to the current and
amorphous whims of the collective as
influenced by the intelligent and exploratory
commentary of readers who support a
non-ideological discourse in anti-civilization
theory and action.

     –GA Collective

Solidarity Forever?
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Ch-Ch-Ch-Changes
Summer’s over and the inward time has crept up on us. As we embrace
and revel in this period of plotting and reflection, this collective is
going through some very exciting changes. Most significant perhaps,
is that some of us have finally left Eugene (we’ll keep our critique of
that particular scene out of it, for now). And some are taking a
long-needed break. Don’t worry, there’s no big split or controversy
for you to gossip about. All is (relatively) calm in the collective. We
still love those we always have, and hate those we always will (sorry
to be so definitive, it is really mostly for effect). This change will
affect the project in different ways, hopefully primarily positive,
although it will take adjusting and fine-tuning during the transitional
period. The distribution will still be centered in Eugene, but much of
the production will no longer occur in the once infamous “hotbed
of anarchy”. With a key person remaining there, Eugene will surely
remain a pivotal place for Green Anarchy, but a few of us have
decided to relocate to a more rural area of Oregon. Our reasons are
many, but the desire to live in a wilder environment closer to our
visions is most important. Admittedly, while our own domestication
(as well as this huge project) keeps us somewhat tied up in the mess
of civilization, living more intimately in the forest and around people
who have a deep connection to the earth is healthier for us to make
our breaks, detoxify, re-learn, fight, and to live wilder lives. We are
beside ourselves with delight. Perhaps this place of more strength and
clarity will be even more inspiring to the pages of Green Anarchy.
Give us an issue or two before you give us too much feedback on the
effects of this particular change on the project. Please, still send your
articles, letters, images, donations, subscriptions, questions, words of

support, hate mail, etc to the usual address, as we have an intricate
process (including wizards and dwarfs and underground tunnels) to
get the right stuff to the right places and people (although slightly
more patience would be appreciated since dwarfs have short legs and
take a lot of days off to look for mushrooms and play with axes).

The Gathering
It is worth noting that another Feral Visions gathering has transpired
with tremendous fruition, thanks to the folks at Wildroots (and friends).
This year, it was in the astoundingly diverse bioregion of southern
Appalachia, straddling the Tennessee and North Carolina border.
Amidst the creeks, forests, hills, meadows, and summer rain of this
region, we immersed ourselves in a collective rewilding process that
I’m certain transformed all involved. This makes three years straight
that the Black and Green Network has been able to get together a
gathering focusing solely on anti-civilization theory and practice,
and each year enthusiasm for the gathering and the general per-
spective increases, as well as becoming more serious, thoughtful,
diversified, and down to earth. There is a more detailed write-up on
the gathering on page 73 by the Wildroots Collective, but we thought
we’d give a few of our criticisms, so as to strengthen a primarily
positive annual event.
   We were excited that this year’s gathering was more focused on
primitive skills, DIY workshops, and practical rewilding than previous
years, a reflection of those who were the primary organizers – people
who immerse themselves in actually living a more feral existence
day to day (in terms of food, shelter, and community), as opposed to
prioritizing the philosophical, theoretical, and resistance end of things.

Welcome to

Green AnarchyGreen Anarchy
Issue #21-Fall/Winter 2005-6
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All of these elements are vital, and a balance of them is probably
the healthiest and most effective approach, something we are all
attempting to juggle. There was, however, a tendency by some to
avoid the deeper theoretical and insurrectionary discussions. Perhaps
this was because these talks have dominated previous gatherings
and fill most of the pages of green anarchist publications, perhaps
it was an attempt to take advantage of the access to all the great
skills instructors present, but at times it felt that we might be
seeing the beginnings of a slight slip into subculture. That is,
escapist and self-referential in our practice and a little bit defeatist,
carving out our scenes in the world. This critique (or warning) of
some primitivists has been leveled in the past, and is not some-
thing to be taken lightly unless we want to become like many of
the “back to the landers” of the late sixties and seventies; apa-
thetic, passive, and opposed to insurrection. Again, it wasn’t over-
whelming, just something to consider.
   One particular issue of the gathering, which may be related to the
first one, was a few people’s casual, and at times friendly, open, and
cooperative interactions with the Forest Service. These pigs of the
forest often attempt to intimidate gatherings of this type and size to
enter into a legal agreement (permit) with them over the use of the
land. Typically, radicals ignore their presence, and while a few people
may occasionally (though rarely) be ticketed for “indecent exposure”
or drug/alcohol related “offenses”, usually no permit is signed and
the event goes off with little or no disturbance. This year, however,
there were a number of naive and liberally-minded people who were
either frightened by the scare tactics or who disturbingly believed
that the Forest Service “has our, and the forest’s, well-being in mind”.
Eventually, a small group of people (probably craving attention and
acknowledgement) decided to sign the permit, and believed we were
then “safe”. Some of us were outraged. Not because of some symbolic
ideals we have, but because anytime you enter into collaborative
efforts with the State (or any oppressive force), you open up the door
for more repression. This is basic, and not something one would think
necessary to debate with other anarchists. The security of all was
compromised by a few, and since the Forest Service stated that they
perceived this event to be organized by Green Anarchy magazine,
some of us could have been more directly affected. Luckily, this
time, their occupancy and demands did not intensify, but certainly
remained, and set a bad precedent.
   Send us your thoughts on the gathering, so we can post them on our
website. Hopefully, the positive and negative criticisms of this year’s
gathering by us, and others, will be taken to heart by the organizers of
next year’s event, which will be hosted by folks in the Southwest.

We Went Spiritual On Your Ass
Some people thought the previous issue was the worst direction we
could have taken, while many more thought it was a vital topic to
discuss. Others could have gone either way with the theme, but
were glad that GA is comprehensive enough outside the topic of a
particular issue to keep them interested. We are very glad we discussed
spirituality, if only to see something of the range anti-civilization folks
are coming from. It was also a great learning experience for each of
us, as well as an excuse to articulate such a huge topic, one that
motivates some of our lives and makes us whole, and one we often
contemplate in the barren reality we typically inhabit as domesticated
humans. It was also good to expose some of the reactionary and
materialist leftists who were hostile towards the topic, proving once
again that they are stuck in the realm of exclusively social and political
solutions. But don’t worry, as with any of our themes, it was merely
a temporary focus or deeper look into one particular realm.We always
try to come back to a holistic picture from which we wish to analyze
and attack the totality we call civilization.

A Mélange of Stuff
With all of the theme issues we’ve had lately, a lot of really great stuff
that didn’t necessarily fit into those issues, yet were impressive and
provocative, had been set aside for future use. With the changes we’ve
been going through, we thought it would be a great time to publish
some of these gems, in addition to some really top-notch recently
received articles, as well as essays written in the collective. Consider it
anti-civilization patchwork. It’s almost exclusively original stuff and,
in our opinion, well worth the wait. Highlights include: John Zerzan’s
“On the Origins of War”; “Stones Can Speak,” a poetic and powerful
look at what is going on in Bolivia by Jesús Sepúlveda; “Only a
Tsunami Will Do,” a potent and lucid rant on feminism that is sure to
create a storm of controversy; an interesting narrative piece by Viva
MacSeoin; an extensive review of “Liberate Not Exterminate,” the new
apology for the city by the Curious George Brigade; and much more.
And, of course, we also have all the usual goodies you have come to
expect from us. We hope you get something out of it, we sure did.

OK, We’ll Say It Again…
Green Anarchy is an all-volunteer project that costs approximately
$6,000 per issue (printing, mailing, supplies, equipment, and other
expenses). We need your help if you wish to see it continue. We’ve
gotten a ton of support already, but we always need more. So please,
think about becoming a PAYING distributor, a subscriber, a special
donor, or consider ordering items from our Distribution Center
(located on page 83). This provides a significant portion of the funding
for our project, plus it is an excellent anarchist resource (including
over 80 pamphlets and zines, as well as many books and videos).
Also, as we go through our exciting changes and we try to reintegrate
into lives outside of this project, we are looking for one or two serious
people to collaborate with and get more involved in the production
and day to day maintenance of this project. All sorts of skills are
helpful (artists, typists, proofreaders, techies, writers, reviewers,
researchers, distributors, fundraisers, masseuses, etc), and no
contribution is too small. So contact us. By the way, if you haven’t
checked it out lately, our website (www.greenanarchy.org) has been
totally revamped. It is still being updated, but it already contains a
huge archive of material and is now fully interactive. We will also be
putting online items that we can’t typically fit in each issue, like actions
and state repression (which we can only offer a glimpse of in this
limited number of print pages), other essays, event announcements,
links, and more. We hope this can become a huge resource for folks.
   Send us your contributions of articles (under 4000 words), reviews
(under 1000 words), letters (under 500 words), poems, and images.
We prefer that you email all contributions (in Microsoft Word/rtf
file, if sent as an attachment). The theme for the next issue (#22-Spring
2006) is Technology, which we’ve been looking forward to addressing
for a while. Hopefully some of the “Post-Left” anarchists who
consider this topic uninteresting and not too relevant could write
us an article about why they might think that.
The deadline is January 1st.

For Wildness
and Change,

The Green Anarchy
Collective
Fall/Winter 2005-6
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His face masked, arm raised,
fingers open, his body clad
entirely in black – a moment
frozen in a photograph of a
broken chunk of pavement
just gone through a storefront
window. A thousand pieces of
bottle green glass all over the
sidewalk.
A merchant’s corporate window shattered.

At this photograph in a magazine held open in
my hands, I stared and stared, bleary-eyed
from a four-day trek across America from
Nashville, Tennessee to Portland, Oregon.
Four days earlier was November 30, 1999. The
first day of the anti-WTO uprisings in Seattle.

At this stark photograph of a man in mid-riot
I kept staring as two words, two questions kept
flying around and around in my head –
Shattered, Why? No quick answers came. I
put the magazine back down. Only terrorists
wear masks. Did they not know that?

Anyway, what did it have to do with me?
Activism is a bumper sticker – Save the
Whales, Save Tibet, Save our
Salmon. Single-issue. Single
attack. That’s it. You broadcast
your message to an anonymous
authority who somewhere,
somehow is supposed to
change things. That’s it. Stick
a bumper sticker on it. You’re
done. Or you make a sign and
march passively from one end
of town to the other. But never
ever under any circumstances
do you commit violence – espe-
cially not property destruction.
That is a sin. Property has
papal infallibility, the divine
right of kings, you will go to
Hell if you question it.

The next day, I went back to
that magazine and looked at
the photo again. Now there
were others – pictures of people my age,
my background, kicked, beaten, gassed,
pepper-sprayed – their suffering blatantly
exposing the falsification of history that
tells us that the circumstances creating
police states and riots happen only in the past,
only in the ghetto. Only in the Third World.

But I did not fully understand that yet. I just
liked the photo. A raised arm. A brick through a
window. Shattered glass. It must have felt good.

I put away the magazine once more and
picked up the first secretarial temp job I could
find. Fourth temp that company
had had. They all kept quitting. Not
enough to do. No one really caring
if anything got done. Unsupervised
and unwanted. With internet access.
Click, click. Where in the world do you want
to go today? Seattle.

It took a while. There were a lot of “isms”.
The WTO, global finance, third world debt –
not exactly easy reading. Then somebody
tossed me a lifeline with these three words that
came across my monitor like three wise men:

Property is theft.

Come again?

Property is theft.

Is that so? Prove it.

And I was hooked. Like a hound dog on a track,
I followed anonymous tips back to the scene of
the crime – back to the image of the black clad
window-smashers – but this time the image had a
newly-minted caption to explain it all – Anarchists.

Anarchists? Yes, anarchists said the bruised
corporate media in Seattle. And they are all
from Eugene. I got out my month-old Oregon
map. Eugene is one hour and fifty minutes
from Portland. Jeesshh. Anarchists in Oregon.
Why?

Around the corner, the boss’ footfalls
clomped. Away went the map and the
internet, up went Microsoft Word on my
computer screen. Without comment, the
boss disappeared into his office and picked
up the phone. My heart pounded. He sat

down in his big
chair, engrossed in
a phone call with
his boyfriend. A
sigh of relief – I
was free again for
several hours. Still,
better to look busy
for awhile. I started
typing into the
Word document.

Believe it or not,
finding jobs like
these is not hard,
their main attrac-
tion being the loads
of free time they
allow to dream, to
surf, to write. Writing
was the reason I
moved to Oregon,

because once there, I intended to finish a
novel about a woman lost in an ancient and
deadly forest where the only way out is to
learn how to love. But the tale needed a
setting and Oregon promised to be a land of
mystic oceans, volcanoes, old growth forests.
Above all, I needed a forest.

“Untitled” by Vivaby Vivaby Vivaby Vivaby Viva
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How the story initially took shape and why is
beyond the scope of this relating, but it honestly
can be said that the main impetus came from
a near-death experience. Quite literally, one
radiant Fall day, I felt the Angel of Death pass
through the room; his presence hovering just
long enough to impart one word:

“Ppssstt.”

In the wake of his leaving came turbulent
thoughts about the reality of my own passing.
I imagined being rowed across the river Styx.
What would I say to Death should he ask me
about my life? The question elicited an indif-
ferent shrug, then a sullen scowl,
then smoldering anger, hot tears,
and finally beneath it all – despair.

To recuperate powerful emotions
threatening to overwhelm every-
thing, I put Death in the book and
gave him a brother – the God of
Love. To the woman in the story
I gave four guides – a condor, a
wolf, an owl, an opossum. To her
adventure – a forest haunted by
love and death and the dawning
hope that nothing is as it seems.
The book was an attempt to face
the grief of a lost home and a
broken family, to recuperate the
energy of a looming nervous
breakdown, to try to understand
why I am so alone. I became
convinced I was nuts.

Yet how was I to explain the three or four great
horned owls that moved into the woods outside
my apartment window, the opossums in the
yard in the middle of the night, the vultures
surfing the air rising up from the hollows into
whose folds my apartment complex was built,
and then one day, a snake lying across the sill
of my door when I came home. Not too long
after, a large stray dog shot out of the woods
and clamped massive jaws onto my ankles and
wrists in a terrifying hold whose meaning I
still do not understand.

As it all unfolded, possessive relatives began
to cling more and more tightly as I tried to pull
away for the psychic space necessary to write.
Unable to escape their empty conflicts, their
golden cages where anything may be had but
personal growth and freedom, I ran away. To
Oregon. To a land of mystic forests.

But most of all, I was writing to convince
myself that wilderness is only a story; I was
writing to silence the nagging doubt that
the artist gives to her art what she cannot give
to her life. Then somebody threw a rock
through a window. Shortly thereafter, I drove
to the Hoh Rain Forest on the Olympic Pen-
insula in Washington. Spellbound, standing
beneath old growth Elders in the Hall of
Mosses, I felt a message come loud and clear:

You cannot justify cutting down even a single
tree for a novel that will never describe a for-
est as well as Nature can.

As fast as I could, I got away from those trees,
and for a little while longer fought their
wisdom. A great novel had to be written; I
wanted to become famous and wealthy. How
else does a person get out of meaningless
McJobs, isolation, banality? Without money,
one cannot have a thatched cottage by the sea
in a Gaelic-speaking county in Ireland. Without
money, one cannot grow bamboo for a Zen hut
to be built beside a hidden spring in the heart of
Florida. Without money, one cannot….

But I was not really convinced. Fame and
money rarely change anything – certainly not
isolation and banality. A few days later, a terrible
case of writer’s block set in. Still I slogged on.
The block got worse until finally, exasperated,
the Angel of Death lost his temper. Grabbing
me by the back of the collar, he dragged me to
the door and rasped gravely, “Get out!”

I went to a protest. Gaping like a tourist, I saw
my first in-the-flesh anarchist giving a fiery
speech on class war. Homeless, he was a resi-
dent of Dignity Village – the self-governing
tent city in Portland that once every few
months gets evicted from their campsites on
public land by armed eunuchs of the State –
evicted because the presence of a tent city in
the neighborhood drives down the price of
real estate.

The struggles of Dignity Village increasingly
embodied everything I was learning about the
economic and spiritual violence of capitalism,
and about the resistance to that violence that
Dignity Village modeled in their anarchistic self-
determination. Anarchist theory poses a
question, how can we live our lives without
domination, coercion, violence? Without hier-
archies and pyramid schemes? In Dignity Village,
and in street protest as well, I saw what the
Zapatista Marcos meant when he said we are fight-
ing for communal spaces against market forces.

Yet there was an unspoken barrier between
Dignity residents and their supporters – we
could help but we were not homeless. I kept
reading. As my faith in the system steadily
unraveled, at night sometimes, I went to
bed shaking, pulling the covers up over my
head. I am going to Auschwitz. They are
going to put me in Auschwitz. Because I
don’t believe in Them anymore. Because
I can see what They do. For seeing the truth,
for wanting to leave Them, we are all going
to be beaten and imprisoned. War is the
health of the State. Yes, I know. I remember
childhood.

On and on I read, the books piling
up beside my couch as a great,
nagging fear that some collapse,
some terrible reckoning, is just
around the corner would not let me
rest. What could a person do, how
would one survive when it came?
Survivalist books shot to the top of
the reading list. Meanwhile, the
corporate media was still looking
for someone to blame for Seattle.
They found John Zerzan – the primi-
tivist writer from Eugene. He was
to blame for the property destruction
in Seattle because he and “his” tribe
hated Civilization. How wicked!

Off the library shelves flew the books
by Zerzan (and others), who page
after page, methodically demolished

the sacrosanct, civilized ideologies of time,
technology, language, number, agriculture, art,
and industrialism. It was exhilarating. It was
as if something long dormant, scarcely to be
believed, but there all along came springing
up like hearty weeds through the cracked
pavement.

The mists of pre-history clearing away, an
enlightened picture began to emerge of the
people who lived before the conquest of civi-
lization. Particularly inspiring were their
intimate ways with the natural world, their
freedom from time and toil, their refusal
of accumulation, and a marked absence of
exploitation and hierarchies. Just as surprising
came the evidence that there are still primal
peoples living the old ways; that it is even
possible (and desirable) to do so.

Yet this idea was terrifying in its implications,
in its risks. America’s ongoing policy towards
Old Way peoples has always been nothing less
than exterminationist. With my own eyes I
have seen a measure of this kind of intolerance
in Portland’s treatment of Dignity Village.
If Native Americans got genocide, if Dignity
Village’s homeless cannot even have a
communal place to pitch their tents, then what
chance do any of us contemplating this
lifeway have?

(continued on next page)
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Then I remembered the radical’s challenge that
if it does not revolutionize your daily life, it
isn’t revolution. And in this day and age of
ecological and spiritual devastation, anything
less than revolution is death. Perhaps it is too
alarmist (or hopeful) to say that civilization is
collapsing. I really do not know. But it has
collapsed inside of me.

That our feral natures and primal selves are
eternal and irrepressible is miraculous news
yet not really new, for it seems that for so
long the natural world has been trying to
make contact. Only just recently have I
learned that this understanding has a
name: Dodem. It is the only way I know
how to explain what I wish to become.
This is our story:

Unfazed by concrete, suburbs or social
climbers, the Relations were not long in
appearing. The house in Georgia where we
lived when I was a toddler was adjacent to
a piney woods, and one day while I was
playing in the yard, a copperhead came
slithering towards me out of the woods. My
mother managed to intercept the creature
with a garden hoe just in time to prevent
the occurrence of what most likely would
have been an interesting conversation.
Despite my mother’s hostility, the viper
clan was not deterred.

A few years later, we moved to Tennessee,
and one day my father took the four of us
(I have a younger brother) out in a boat on
Tims Ford lake. As lunchtime neared, we
anchored about twenty yards off a small
island during an unusually humid May after-
noon. My mother, when she relates this
story, says that there was something about
that island and the unusual weather that just
felt “snaky”. The island was covered in
thicket with shady trees hanging low over
the water.

Ignoring her intuition, my mother began to
pass out sandwiches to a hungry and cranky
crowd. Next to me, a red can of Pringles
potato chips sat on the right side of the boat
nearest the island. Suddenly, like a dark
flash of lightning from the shore came a
tremendous, black explosion through the
water. A serpentine missile, it drove towards
the boat with great speed and blasted the red
Pringles can head first, knocking the chips
into the water.

Gape-jawed, I sat with half a sandwich
clutched in my hand as the water moccasin
slammed into my side of the boat again and
again. Had she chosen to, this water viper eas-
ily could have slithered into the boat as she
was well able to raise her head high enough
over the edge to knock out the Pringles. My
father gunned the motor into reverse and we
fled. That was our first welcome to Tennessee.
There were more to come.

At eight years old – scrambling hand over hand
up an embankment above a rain gully – I was
just about to place my hand on the next hold
when something inside said look. I glanced
down in time to keep from placing my hand
on a baby moccasin hidden under a brown leaf
that he had just raised up enough with his head
to look me straight in the eye. My heart stopped
in my chest. Then I fled.

To no avail.

At ten, my childhood friend and I were run-
ning across a long-abandoned railroad trestle
that passed over a wide creek in the woods
below our house and fields. Way ahead of my
friend and flying over the thick, rotting ties I
felt a voice again say look. I glanced down
and saw – a step away and easily within striking
distance – a tremendous water moccasin
sunning himself on a support tie below the top
of the railroad. He had to have been at least
six feet long as his fist-sized head was propped
up at a forty-five degree angle between several
coils, his tail placed coyly under his chin. I
will never forget the look that viper gave me.
I turned and ran.

Incredibly, we came back a few months later
to hunt crawdaddies sure to be lurking beneath
the hardened slag under the railroad trestle.
Finding a particularly promising slab about
three feet in diameter, I instructed my friend
and his sister to ready themselves on the other
side for all the crawdaddies that were sure to
come flying out and into our pails as soon as I
tipped the slab on its edge. Heaving the tall
slab back, I could not immediately see what
was under the capstone, but looking across into
the shocked faces of my friends, I knew we must
have hit the mother lode. I grinned and peeked
over the edge of the slab. It was horrible.

A slimy, graybluegreen mass – the medusa’s
head beneath the capstone seethed and twisted
and writhed like the living viscera of some
monstrous animal. There must have been thou-
sands of them. Looking up at my friends whose
color had blanched completely out of their
faces, I managed to choke out a single word:
run. Slamming the capstone back onto the nest,

hundreds of writhing, seething missiles shot
out on the enormous splash towards the back-
sides of my fleeing companions.

Barely escaping with our lives, we never
played together in that creek again. Two decades
later I happened across a specimen of the
monster in a natural history museum. At last,
the beast had a name: Gray’s crayfish snake.
Perfectly harmless, and as fond of crayfish
as any child.

Nonetheless, the water moccasin got the
blame and the woods and creek remained
abandoned with the approach of adolescence.
Sixteen came and I was again in the yard of
our house, only this time no happy toddler,
but a distant, sullen teenager working on the
only thing that really mattered – a perfect tan.
A radio headset covered my ears shutting out
all the world. Turning over to bake the other
side, I saw something flutter in the corner
of my eye. It was a blue jay hopping madly
beside my mother’s rose garden (which she
watered obsessively, causing both the frog and
nesting bird population to shoot up dramati-
cally and thereby attracting predators fond of
said populations).

A black whip cracked maniacally at the blue
jay’s head, and the jay slashed back at the water
moccasin with its sharp claws. Undeterred, the
viper continued heading straight towards me.
I shot out of the yard and onto the porch and
into the house.

Then away to college in Athens, Georgia, then
up to Chicago for film school and off to a
Pacific island resort to teach American sports to
Japanese tourists and up to Kyoto to teach
English and off to OCS to become an officer
and three weeks later over to the VA for physical
therapy for permanent injuries to both feet and
then lots of temp jobs and a vain attempt to
explain through a novel why my father went
bankrupt and lost everything including our home
and why my parents divorced so brutally.

Nevertheless, these temporary diversions have
utterly failed to convince me that the viper in
my mother’s garden and the viper on the
railroad trestle were not one and the same.
Civilization’s complicity in keeping this fact from
coming to fruition has not succeeded either; its
war against memory has failed. The ancient Eye
of the Viper has looked into me and revealed
just how deep primal memory goes. After all,
these reptiles watched the dinosaurs die.

Now maybe water moccasins cannot really
help to explain what is happening to me, and
maybe I am about to overstate their importance
to revolutionary Return, but when all else
failed, they remained. They remained when
the wolf and the Indian were murdered, when
the trees were taken and the land exploited,
when labor was enslaved and dissent silenced,
they remained.
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“...give me a wildness who’s glance
no civilization can endure...”

–Henry David Thoreau

“...give me a wildness who’s glance
no civilization can endure...”

–Henry David Thoreau
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Wanting only this, no amount of face-masking,
fist-raising, black-cladding or rock throwing
at military formations of riot-geared eunuchs
is ever going to mollify the recognition that
they are not what’s in the way. Besides, I
cannot learn from an enemy I do not respect;
I want my own fear not theirs.

And it is in the forest, not the streets of civi-
lization, where I want to face this fear; it is
there that I want to understand how to
deepen love. Even if it means at first to be
like an ungainly, near-sighted, omnivorous
opossum with little for defense but playing
dead in a musk of offal. Perhaps Nature will
be forgiving. After all, the bumbling opossum
has an immunity to cottonmouth venom up
to ten times the dose that would kill a man.

When attempting to explain to the human
Relations nearest me my desire to live and
learn at Nishnajida, I am most often met with
a sad or cynical “Well, that is all very good,
but in the end we cannot go back.”

And they are right.
We cannot go back.

But we can come full circle.

Like the snake swallowing
its tail – the symbol for
eternal Return.

Cottonmouths have a reputation for dropping
out of overhanging tree limbs and onto canoers’
necks. Perhaps sometimes, this is true, although
the responsibility largely falls to the agile, tree
climbing, and harmless water snake who,
cloaking herself in the water moccasin’s
reputation, is the same color and shape. It takes
an expert to tell them apart. Not to be outdone,
water moccasins have also been known to climb
trees. Sometimes boaters reaching around trees
to tie up their lines have been bitten.

Armless, legless and deaf, pit vipers hunt in
the darkness with profound subtlety relying
almost solely on heat sensitivity (which they
register through pits located between their
nostrils and eyes). Elliptical, cat-like pupils are
at the center of their night hunter’s vision. A
precious commodity, venom is reserved for
prey and used only as a last-ditch defense in
the most dire of circumstances. Bloodless
in combat with one another, their skirmishes
leave the loser to fight another day and the
winner to procreate.

Despite their unpredictability, water moccasins
are usually forgiving. In fact, I am alive today
because a certain cottonmouth took mercy on
my childhood carelessness and chose not to
instigate a deadly fall from the top of a rail-
road trestle. On that momentous day, the look
in the Eye of the Viper was many things, but
above all it was Remember.

And so I remember, despite how greatly it
hurts sometimes. Though much was lost, the
Way of the Viper remains, and it is the Way of
the Viper that I wish to walk into my path. As
far as I can discern from limited research and
personal experience, the Way of the Viper is
this: patience and precision, subtlety and
stealth, unpredictability and wise retreat, a
deadly reputation for quickening surprise,
a sensual fidelity to sun and water, and the
silence and timelessness of eternity.

They remained to remind the genocidal
South that you cannot control what is wild.
They remained to retreat to some of the
most god-awful hot and humid places ever
created. And they flourished. And in these
places where they flourished, they built a
reputation for legendary unpredictability.
In their numbers and in their stealth, they
became the reason why we call some
swamps hell.

The wolf and the Indian temporarily beaten
back, the oppressors let down their guard
and the moccasins began pouring out of the
swamps – into swimming pools, into log
piles, into basements, into rose gardens,
into barns and boats and bathrooms. Every-
where. To walk anywhere in the South is
to feel that you take your life in your hands;
it is to know that you had better look before
you reach or sit or step or lift. It is not that
the moccasin is a fierce or particularly
deadly creature. It is that s/he is so unpredict-
able that little can be said definitively about
their nature.

Sometimes when threatened they vibrate
their tails like a rattlesnake. Sometimes they
don’t. Sometimes they warn before they
strike by exposing the inner white of their
mouths (giving rise to the alternative moniker
cottonmouth). Sometimes they don’t. Some-
times they inject venom when they bite.
Often they don’t. Sometimes they swim out
with their heads up like periscopes to bite
people who have fallen off of jet skis. Usually
they don’t.

Highly territorial during the mating season
(May/June), they are sometimes aggressive.
Sometimes they can be counted on to be
lethargic in the wintertime. Often not. Some-
times docile, water moccasins occasionally have
been picked up and handled without incident.
Some people do the same and lose a limb.

Experts claim that snakes do not crawl into
sleeping bags to warm themselves up next to
folks. Sometimes pit vipers wait near sleeping
bags for mice seeking crumbs to drop by.
Solitary creatures, moccasins usually travel
alone. People who have fallen into nests of
them say it is like wrestling with a ball
of barbed wire.
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   Throughout a variety of non-Western traditions
of philosophical thought one can find a
directive or general urging towards making
peace with the chores of everyday life. These
seemingly necessary activities–laundry,
dishes, and the like–should be performed in a
conscientious way, so that you are always fully
present and engaged, enjoying each waking
moment as much as possible. I first encountered
an elaboration of this concept in the writings of
Thich Nhat Hanh, a world-renowned Viet-
namese Buddhist monk living in exile for
much of the past four decades. In his books
and workshops, he offers people the choice of
making nearly every act a meditative act: from
walking to drinking tea, from sweeping to
cooking, he urges us to not let the seeming
inevitability of everyday activities prohibit our
enjoyment of them. So often they become
aspects of a deadening routine, one in which
you are never contemplating or experiencing
what you’re currently doing, insofar as the
mind is focused on the past or the future:
infinite layers of multitasking, shuffling
through a never-ending hall of mirrors instead
of living. Thich Nhat Hanh, amongst others,
urges us to break from this path.
   This way of approaching the world appeals
to me because it seems like a simple, deeply
personal war one can wage against the
overarching societal imperative to be as efficient
and productive as possible. It reminds me of
the Situationist rallying cry, now common
in anarchist agitprop, to live without dead time.
It has the potential to make us more aware of
ourselves and our interactions with the world
around us, fostering more meaningful and
authentic relationships in the process. In other
words, it blunts or halts our pervasive experience
of alienation. Because alienation is not simply
a condition, a checklist created by Marx or
Adorno or Zerzan, the newest survey adjacent
to “How is he in bed?” in the newest edition
of Radical People that you complete and
announce, with grim finality, that “yes, I too am
alienated!” Rather, alienation, like oppression,
is also experienced directly in detailed moments
of everyday life. Just think about protocol,
social lubrication: handshakes, nods, “what’s
up? not much”, “hi how are you? good and
you? good”, and all manner of talk about the
weather are partially just an expansion of
the logic of production into the most basic
aspects of our social interaction (or inaction).
Calculated detachment. If you made the

conscious decision in your life to value process
over product, quality over quantity, you would
be able to define your own terms of success, your
own desires, your own fulfillment...all of them
potentially radically divergent from what’s
offered by our current society.
   And then go about the drastically more
challenging effort to manifest those changes,
desires, and dreams. While I am describing a
very active, concrete commitment to changing
the way we live, in the time it takes you to
yell “Free your mind!” you will realize how
incredibly naive and egocentric the phrase is,
and the concept can be. At some point in this
narrative you may have said to yourself, “This
sounds an awful lot like Dr. Phil’s latest self-
help manifesto,” and you are absolutely right.
There lies a fundamental conflict and tension
in this whole philosophical milieu.
   It’s passive. Or, rather, it can be. It can lead,
like so many ways of framing the world, to
complete submission and acquiescence to the
current order of things. If you follow this train
of thought to its logical consequences you
arrive at a place that should raise the pulse of
every anti-authoritarian. Martin Luther King,
Jr., in a speech entitled “Facing the Challenge
of a New Age” given in 1965, said the following:
“If it falls on your lot to be a street sweeper,
sweep streets like Michelangelo painted
pictures, like Shakespeare wrote poetry,

like Beethoven composed music; sweep streets
so well that all the host of Heaven and Earth
will have to pause and say, ‘Here lived a great
sweeper, who swept his job well.’”
   And what a legacy that is! Interestingly, if
you look at most of the commentary surrounding
this oft-repeated and celebrated quotation, you
come across a never-ending parade of liberals
misinterpreting the quote to be, “whatever you
choose to do in life, do it to the best of your
ability, with passion and determination.” Well,
there’s certainly nothing particularly dis-
tressing about that. I’ve heard everybody from
my fourth grade teacher to Army recruiters
saying the same thing, and I nod in agreement,
though clearly we have fundamentally different
understandings of what “being all that we can
be” means. No, the problem lies in a single
word, a verb that serves as the scaffolding of
this insidiously self-pacifying ideology: falls.
There is no choice involved in the “lot” of the

Revolution, Zen, and

Dirty Dishes by Icarus Descending
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6-Progress
Prog-ress n. 1.[archaic] official journey, as of a ruler. 2. historical
development, in the sense of advance or improvement. 3. forward course
of history or civilization, as in horror show or death-trip.

   Perhaps no single idea in Western civilization has been as important as the
notion of progress. It is also true that, as Robert Nisbet has put it, “Everything
now suggests that Western faith in the dogma of progress is waning rapidly in
all levels and spheres in this final part of the twentieth century.”
   In the anti-authoritarian milieu, too, progress has fallen on hard times.
There was a time when the syndicalist blockheads, like their close Marxist
relatives, could more or less successfully harangue as marginal and
insignificant those disinterested in organizing their alienation via unions,
councils and the like. Instead of the old respect for productivity and
production (the pillars of progress), a Luddite prescription for the factories
is ascendant and anti-work a cardinal starting point of radical dialog. We
even see certain ageing leopards trying to change their spots: the Industrial
Workers of the World, embarrassed by the first word of their name may yet
move toward refusing the second (though certainly not as an organization).
   The eco-crisis is clearly one factor in the discrediting of progress, but
how it remained an article of faith for so many for so long is a vexing
question. For what has progress meant, after all?
   Its promise began to realize itself, in many ways, from history’s very
beginning. With the emergence of agriculture and civilization commenced,
for instance, the progressive destruction of nature; large regions of the Near
East, Africa and Greece were rather quickly rendered desert wastelands.
   In terms of violence, the transformation from a mainly pacific and egalitarian
gatherer-hunter mode to the violence of agriculture/civilization was rapid.
“Revenge, feuds, warfare, and battle seem to emerge among, and to be typical
of, domesticated peoples,” according to Peter Wilson. And violence certainly
has made progress along the way, needless to say, from state weapons of
mega-death to the recent rise in outburst murders and serial killers.
   Disease itself is very nearly an invention of civilized life; every known
degenerative illness is part of the toll of historical betterment. From the
wholeness and sensual vitality of pre-history, to the present vista of
endemic ill-health and mass psychic misery – more progress.
   The pinnacle of progress is today’s Information Age, which embodies a
progression in division of labor, from an earlier time of the greater possibility
of unmediated understanding, to the stage where knowledge becomes merely
an instrument of the repressive totality, to the current cybernetic era where
data is all that’s really left. Progress has put meaning itself to flight.
   Science, the model of progress, has imprisoned and interrogated nature,
while technology has sentenced it (and humanity) to forced labor. From
the original dividing of the self that is civilization, to Descartes’ splitting

of the mind from the rest of objects (including the body), to our arid,
high-tech present – a movement indeed wondrous. Two centuries ago the
first inventors of industrial machinery were spat on by the English textile
workers subjected to it and thought villainous by just about everyone but
their capitalist paymasters. The designers of today’s computerized slavery
are lionized as cultural heroes, though opposition is beginning to mount.
   In the absence of greater resistance, the inner logic of class society’s
development will culminate in a totally technicized life as its final stage.
The equivalence of the progress of society and that of technology is becoming
ever more apparent by the fact of their immanent convergence. Theses on
the Philosophy of History, Walter Benjamin’s last and best work, contains
this lyrically expressed insight:

“A Klee painting named ‘Angelus Novus’ shows an angel looking
as though he is about to move away from something he is fixedly
contemplating. His eyes are staring, his mouth is open, his wings
are spread. This is how one pictures the angel of history. His face
is turned toward the past. Where we perceive a chain of events,
he sees one single catastrophe which keeps piling wreckage upon
wreckage and hurls it in front of his feet. The angel would like to
stay, awaken the dead, and make whole what has been smashed.
But a storm is blowing from Paradise; it has got caught in his
wings with such violence that the angel can no longer close them.
This storm irresistibly propels him into the future to which his
back is turned, while the pile of debris before him grows
skyward. This storm is what we call progress.”
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imaginary street sweeper in King’s speech.
It has simply befallen him and, accepting that
as a given, he now has the choice to be a
grumpy Gus who resents his profession or he
can draw praise from the Man on High if he
pours his heart and soul into a life of sweeping
well. To me, part of what it means to be an
anarchist is that first spark of critical analysis
that looks at the above situation and, both
theoretically and in everyday practice, brings
that broom handle crashing down on a nearby
store window. In other words, we don’t accept
the confines, limits, or boundaries that have
been set for us. And it’s not that we want more:
we want something different altogether.

   So, it seems, one must strike a delicate
balance between being fully present, and
making the most of your everyday life, and
accepting your everyday life as it currently
exists. Because, while washing your dishes can
be a meditative and enjoyable act, seeing it as
such can also prevent you from asking, “Why
the hell am I always washing so many dishes?”
You have to stay critically aware of the fact
that so much of what we do rests on a fragile
but opaque implied necessity, assumed need
and value that goes without questioning,
reflection or analysis. Even proponents of
social change and social justice, whether it’s
Thich Nhat Hanh’s brand of engaged Buddhism

or MLK’s tireless but ultimately misguided
struggle to organize against racial oppression,
can become unknowing agents of cooptation
and essential powerlessness.
   Celebrate the details: the songs, the smiles,
the small caresses of wind or hands. Hope and
happiness rely on the enjoyment of authentic
and unmediated experiences as part of the
world around us. Never forget, though, to
continue questioning the very foundations
of our society–particularly that which feels
inevitable and essential. There is a powerful
difference between making the best of a terrible
situation and accepting our terrible situation
as the best that we can hope for in life.

The Nihilist’s
Dictionary
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War is a staple of civilization. Its mass,
rationalized, chronic presence has increased as
civilization has spread and deepened. Among the
specific reasons it doesn’t go away is the desire to
escape the horror of mass-industrial life. Mass
society of course finds its reflection in mass soldiery
and it has been this way from early civilization. In
the age of hyper-developing technology, war is fed
by new heights of dissociation and disembodiment.
We are ever further from a grounding or leverage
from which to oppose it (while too many accept
paltry, symbolic “protest” gestures).
   How did it come to be that war is “the proper
work of man,” in the words of Homer’s
Odysseus? We know that organized warfare
advanced with early industry and complex
social organization in general, but the question
of origins predates even Homer’s early Iron Age.
The explicit archaeological/anthropological
literature on the subject is surprisingly slight.
   Civilization has always had a basic interest in
holding its subjects captive by touting the necessity
of official armed force. It is a prime ideological
claim that without the state’s monopoly on violence,
we would be unprotected and insecure. After all,
according to Hobbes, the human condition has
been and will always be that of “a war of all against
all.” Modern voices, too, have argued that humans
are innately aggressive and violent, and so need
to be constrained by armed authority. Raymond
Dart (e.g. Adventures with the Missing Link, 1959),
Robert Ardrey (e.g. African Genesis, 1961), and
Konrad Lorenz (e.g. On Aggression, 1966) are
among the best known, but the evidence they put

forth has been very
largely discredited.
   In the second
half of the 20th cen-
tury, this pessimistic
view of human
nature began to
shift .  Based on
a r chaeo log i ca l
evidence, it is now
a tenet of main-
stream scholarship
that pre-civiliza-
tion humans lived
in the absence of
violence—more
specifically, of or-
ganized violence.
Eibl -Eibesfe ld t
referred to the !Ko-
Bushmen as not
bellicose: “Their
cultural ideal is
peaceful coexist-
ence, and they
achieve this by
avoiding conflict,
that is by splitting
up, and by emphasiz-
ing and encouraging
the numerous pat-
terns of bonding.”1

An earlier judge-
ment by W.J. Perry is
generally accurate, if
somewhat ideal-

ized: “Warfare, immorality, vice, polygyny,
slavery, and the subjection of women seem to be
absent among our gatherer-hunter ancestors.”2

   The current literature consistently reports that
until the final stages of the Paleolithic Age—until
just prior to the present 10,000-year era of
domestication—there is no conclusive evidence
that any tools or hunting weapons were used
against humans at all.3  “Depictions of battle
scenes, skirmishes and hand-to-hand combat
are rare in hunter-gatherer art and when they
do occur most often result from contact with
agriculturalists or industrialized invaders,”
concludes Taçon and Chippindale’s study of
Australian rock art.4  When conflict began to
emerge, encounters rarely lasted more than half
an hour, and if a death occurred both parties
would retire at once.5

   The record of Native Americans in California
is similar. Kroeber reported that their fighting was
“notably bloodless. They even went so far as to
take poorer arrows to war than they used in
economic hunting.”6  Wintu people of Northern
California called off hostilities once someone
was injured.7  “Most Californians were absolutely
nonmilitary; they possessed next to none of the
traits requisite for the military horizon, a condition
that would have taxed their all but nonexistent
social organization too much. Their societies
made no provision for collective political action,”
in the view of Turney-High.8  Lorna Marshall
described Kung! Bushmen as celebrating no
valiant heroes or tales of battle. One of them
remarked, “Fighting is very dangerous; someone

might get killed!”9  George Bird Grinnell’s “Coup
and Scalp Among the Plains Indians”10  argues
that counting coup (striking or touching an enemy
with the hand or a small stick) was the highest
point of (essentially nonviolent) bravery, whereas
scalping was not valued.
   The emergence of institutionalized warfare
appears to be associated with domestication, and/
or a drastic change in a society’s physical situa-
tion. As Glassman puts it, this comes about “only
where band peoples have been drawn into the
warfare of horticulturalists or herders, or driven
into an ever-diminishing territory.”11  The first
reliable archaeological evidence of warfare is
that of fortified, pre-Biblical Jericho, c. 7500
B.C. In the early Neolithic a relatively sudden
shift happened. What dynamic forces may have
led people to adopt war as a social institution?
To date, this question has not been explored
in any depth by archaeologists.
   Symbolic culture appears to have emerged in
the Upper Paleolithic; by the Neolithic it was
firmly established in human cultures everywhere.
The symbolic has a way of effacing particularity,
reducing human presence in its specific, non-
mediated aspects. It is easier to direct violence
against a faceless enemy who represents some
officially defined evil or threat. Ritual is the earliest
known form of purposive symbolic activity:
symbolism acting in the world. Archaeological
evidence suggests that there may be a link between
ritual and the emergence of organized warfare.
   During the almost timeless era when humans were
not interested in dominating their surroundings,
certain places were special and came to be known
as sacred sites. This was based on a spiritual and
emotional kinship with the land, expressed in
various forms of totemism or custodianship.
Ritual begins to appear, but is not central to band
or forager societies. Emma Blake observes,
“Although the peoples of the Paleolithic practiced
rituals, the richest material residues date from
the Neolithic period onward, when sedentism and
the domestication of plants and animals brought
changes to the outlook and cosmology of people
everywhere.”12  It was in the Upper Paleolithic
that certain strains and tensions caused by the
development of specialization first became
evident. Inequities can be measured by such
evidence as differing amounts of goods at hearth
sites in encampments; in response, ritual appears
to have begun to play a greater social role. As
many have noted, ritual in this context is a way of
addressing deficiencies of cohesion or solidarity; it
is a means of guaranteeing a social order that
has become problematic. As Bruce Knauft
saw, “ritual reinforces and puts beyond argument
or question certain highly general propositions
about the spiritual and human world…[and]
predisposes deep-seated cognitive acceptance
and behavioral compliance with these cos-
mological propositions.”13  Ritual thus provides the
original ideological glue for societies now in
need of such legitimating assistance. Face-to-face
solutions become ineffective as social solutions,
when communities become complex and already
partly stratified. The symbolic is a non-solution;
in fact, it is a type of enforcer of relationships
and world-views characterized by inequality
and estrangement.
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