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dung, compost, organic fertilizer. the way humans survived for
tens of thousands of years was by stewardship of organic cycles.
not by destroying them.
sacrificing our time and effort to support the unsupportable is hardly
worth it, when we could be investing in permaculture. instead of
struggling inside of a failed system, we can reorient our efforts to
replenish the soil. we can focus on the long-term sustainability of
people within a functioning and healthy ecosystem as our objective.
my question is: who gets left holding the bag? who claims to be the
leader of this mess: our busted, broken down, unbreathable,
undrinkable, inedible, and unliveable biosphere, after all the vultures
are finished ripping the guts out?
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King Mob and Black Mask

Anarchist Street Gangs with Analysis
The Postwar Culture Working Group at
the Beinecke Library of Yale has been
hosting exhibitions related to the
Situationist International (SI) for more
than half a decade. Is this just a Yale
thing? If I was a cynic, I might think these
Ivy-league exhibits are not-so-subtle
pranks being played by the conservatative
intellectual elite at large.
Do elites really want to preserve and to
celebrate the same radical forces that have
historically sought to undermine their own
power and privilege? Perhaps they
consider it a coup de grace, a final tweak
of the nose at the Leftist upstarts who
became irrelevant when "Communism
lost." On the other hand, they might be
playing a self-deprecatory joke on
themselves by using their own artistic
resources to echo the mode of the Leftists.
Recall that it was the intentional method of
the SI to deconstruct and repurpose the
most spectacular art forms as a means to
overpower their capitalist oppressors. So
what can we make of places like Yale
Beinecke when they invite NicholsonSmith to tell us all about how he was
thrown out of SI for being too radical... are
they seriously interested, being ironic, or
trying to make sure it will never happen
again? You have to wonder, since even
Greil Marcus' Lipstick Traces, (a vehicle for
transmitting the Situationist meme to
younger generations,) was published by
Harvard's own Belknap Press!

The Working Group at Yale recently held a
symposium with Donald Nicholson-Smith,
co-founder of the London radical activist
collective known as King Mob, and he was
certainly aware of the irony of the
situation. That self-awareness made the
event all the more absurd and fun to watch
for me, in any case.
To be clear, Nicholson-Smith himself
remained a devotée of radicalism for the
duration. As both an editor and translator
he has been diligently translating a whole
range of Leftist critiques and the core texts
of Situationism from French into English.
He's been at it for decades.
It is also clear that he was in the same
cohort of radicalization as some of the
authors that he went on to translate, for

Donald Nicholson-Smith
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example, the neo-noir crime fiction author,
Jean-Patrick Manchette.
About Manchette, Nicholson-Smith said:
" What Manchette did in the wake of 1968 was

to politicize French crime writing, which had
largely lapsed into a dusty and conservative
proceduralism... His novels of the 1970s
constitute an experiment, and a conversation
with himself about the possibility that such
commodities of a consumer society could serve
the subversion ofthat society. "

Where Manchette and Nicholson-Smith
might have differed was the degree of
radical action that they advocated.
Manchette offered his own novels as a
form of critique. He took the policier noir
genre and combined it with extremist
politics in his novel Nada, which can be
read as a warning against terrorism.
According to Nicholson-Smith: Nada, is an

“anti-caper” novel recounting an ill-starred
kidnapping of the American ambassador to
France by a ragtag band of anarcho-

Nada, directed by Claude Chabrol (1974)
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communists. This constitutes a prophetic
cautionary tale, a warning to Manchette’s
acquaintances on the Far Left that the
temptation of terrorism was to be resisted at all
costs. Years later, in 1994, addressing students
at a technical high school, Manchette recalled
his satisfaction upon learning that “some
young extremists who were envisaging violent
action had read Nada and treated it as a
theoretical text and abandoned their plans ."

Of course, it's also possible that those
students saw the film adaption by Claude
Chabrol in which the caper goes
spectacularly wrong in graphic excess.
Nicholson-Smith joined the Situationist
International (SI) in 1965, but he had
already been expelled by the end of 1967.
His disagreement with SI was about how
radicalized they should be as an
organization. In an obituary for Chris
Gray, he said that the London radicals who
had joined SI in the mid-60s were caught
" between the dialectical certainties of Paris and
the no-holds-barred, risk-everything example"
of more radical protest groups, such as
Black Mask in New York City. NicholsonSmith favored more radical forms of
protest actions, and after being expelled by
SI, he was a co-founder of the King Mob
collective in London.
One of the strands that came together
during the formation of King Mob was a
connection with Frank and Penelope
Rosement in Chicago. The Rosemonts had
joined the surrealist movement in Paris in
1965, inspired by their meetings with
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Andre Breton.
The Rosemonts found synergy between
surrealism, art as rebellion, and the more
focused labor movement of the wobblies.
This led to the Chicago Surrealist Group
and the publication of Rebel Worker, a zine
that was printed on a mimeograph
machine borrowed by Frank Rosemont
from the Chicago I.W.W. office.
In London, Charles Radcliffe published the
sixth issue of Rebel Worker in solidarity
with the group in Chicago, proclaiming:
“ The Rebel Worker is an incendiary and wild-

eyed journal of free revolutionary research and
experiment devoted principally to the task of
clearing a way through the jungle of senile
dogmas and aiming towards a revolutionary
point of view fundamentally different from all
traditional concepts. We believe that almost
all political propaganda is useless, being
based on assumptions which are false and
situations which do not exist. We are tired
of the irrelevant concepts and the old
platitudes. The revolutionary movement, in
theory and practice, must be rebuilt from
scratch.”

Subseqently, a new zine called Heat Wave
was published in London and that was
soon followed by the actions of King Mob
and their own zine, King Mob Echo.
The attitude of King Mob is clearly seen on
the cover of their first issue, which shows
an anarchist, Fantomas, from a movie
serial directed by Louis Feiullade in 1913.

King Mob Echo #1 (1967) Fantomas cover.

I n theory, King Mob was bent on total

disruption, in practice this took various
forms. One action involved dressing as
Santa Claus and infiltrating the toy section
of Selfridge's store, then giving away toys
to children as they passed by. Another
action saw them marching in Anti-Vietnam
protests to the door of the U.S. Embassy,
under the banner of William S. Burroughs:
" Storm the reality studio and retake
the Universe."
Other founders of King Mob were the twin
brothers, David and Stuart Wise, who were
art students at Newcastle-on-Tyne. They
published the radical anti-art zine, Hapt,
which resembled some of the early
publications by Guy Debord.
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system separated art from that living
interchange."
With absurdist zeal, Black Mask launched
a direct symbolist attack on the enemy:
WALL STREET IS WAR STREET
" The traders in stocks and bones shriek for New

Frontiers—but the coffins return to the Bronx
and Harlem. Profits rise to the ticker tape of
your dead sons. You cannot plead “we did not
know.” Television brings the flaming villages
into the safety of your home. You commit
genocide in the name offreedom. ” (1967)

King Mob Echo #3 (1969) Werewolf cover.

When the Wise brothers moved to London,
they lived at Nottingham Gate, and they
were very good at screen printing, or
“squeegee-ing,” as Nicholson-Smith
described it. They also went to New York
and met Ben Morea and his group Black
Mask, which published twelve issues of
their own zine with the same name.
As an “anarchist street gang with
analysis,” Black Mask waged a
surrealist war against the establishment
and it’s commodification of art.

According to Ben Morea, “We felt that art
itself, the creative effort, was an obviously
worthwhile, valuable and even spiritual
experience. The Museum and gallery

The radical actions of Black Mask
continued when they changed their name
to Up Against the Wall Motherfuckers, in
reference to a poem by Amiri Baraka (aka
Leroi Jones). They carried piles of
stinking, festering trash uptown during
the garbage strike from the East Village
and dumped it on the steps of Lincoln
Center. A short film was made of the
group as they planned, drummed up, and
performed this guerilla social action.
“WE PROPOSE A CULTURAL
EXCHANGE,” the Black Mask collective
declared in an accompanying leaflet:
“garbage for garbage.”
In the words of Alexander Rodchenko,
“DOWN with Art as a bright patch on the
mediocre life of a propertied class. DOWN
with art as a precious stone amid the dirty,
dark life of the poor man. DOWN with art
as a means to ESCAPE A LIFE that isn’t
worth living!” (22 Feb 1921).
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late 1950s. The picture that emerged from
these sources is one of a fast and loose
enterprise, that made a quick buck in the
gray area between a changing, more
permissive society and the political
conservatism that tried to enforce its own
definition of what was obscene. As the
unlikely protagonist in this conflct, Rogue
Magazine became a free-spirited canary in
the coal mine, and survived multiple legal
actions to halt its distribution.

Ted White Goes Rogue
In a recent interview, Ted White talked
about his early career as a jazz writer,
when he was hanging around in the clubs
of Greenwich Village, and how he first got
published in Rogue Magazine. His
comments sparked my curiosity about that
magazine, which was a magnet for
talented and eccentric writers and editors.
How did a semi-sleazy magazine for men
become a cross-roads for so many talented
writers and editors? And why were so
many of them writers of science fiction?
The best accounts that I could find to
corroborate Ted White's recollections were
those of Earl Kemp and Frank Robinson,
who were also employed by Rogue in the

Based in Chicago, Rogue was founded by
William Hamling, as a competitor to
Playboy Magazine. There are conflicting
accounts about the origins of Rogue. Some
eyewitnesses recount that Hugh Hefner
and Hamling were working together on
mockups for a prospective men's magazine
as early as 1952. Did Hefner propose to
Hamling that they run the magazine
together as partners? Whether or not there
was an actual deal that went sour between
them, Hefner published the first issue of
Playboy in December, 1953. The magazine
was a huge success. And almost
simultaneously Hamling pursued the idea
of setting up a competitor.
Hamling couldn't hope to match the
flamboyant launch of Playboy with Marilyn
Monroe on the cover, but he did have a
talent for finding some great editors and
writers. Why were so many of them
involved with science fiction?
The answer to that question can be traced
back to the mid 1930s, when Hamling

zapf.punkt 10
attended the Lane Technical High School
in Chicago. There were at least six sf fans
attending that school, where Hamling
edited the school newspaper. He was
involved in the formation of Chicago's
earliest fan organizations, the Chicago
Science Fiction League, and the Chicago
Science Fictioneers, and was peripherally
involved with the second Worldcon that
was held in Chicago in 1940. An acti-fan
from the beginning, Hamling also
published a fanzine called Stardust which
was known for it's high production values.
In 1947, Hamling got hired by Ray Palmer
who had been editing Amazing Stories for
Ziff-Davis. Within a few years, Hamling
had been promoted to managing editor for
both Amazing Stories and Fantastic
Adventures . That explains why he knew so
many of the top writers in science fiction at
the time.
When Ziff-Davis closed it's Chicago
operations and moved to New York,
Hamling embarked on his own
independent publications. He took over
the science fiction digest, Imagination, in
1951, and was able to lure contributors
from the stable of writers that he'd been
working with at Ziff-Davis. When
Hamling launched Rogue Magazine in 1955,
it was a 35¢ newsprint tabloid, and it
remained a pulpy second-rate mag until
May 1959, when the price was increased to
50¢ and Rogue Magazine became a slick.
Surely, Hamling's background in the sf
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pulps explains why Rogue Magazine
published so many sf writers, including
Silverberg, Beaumont, Bloch, Budrys,
Shaw, Bester, Mack Reynolds, Lieber,
Ballard... a regular rogues' gallery of sfnal
talent!
From the start, Hamling and his editor,
Frank Robinson, looked for hungry young
writers. They sought to give the magazine
a literary tone, punching up at their cashrich competitor, Playboy. Hamling also
brought Harlan Ellison onto his staff as
associate editor, a position which Ellison
used to tout himself and the magazine all
over the country. Ellison was promoting
his new job at the magazine like nobody's
business, to such an extent that another
acti-fan, Bob Tucker, complained that he
spent an entire evening listening to Ellison
chew his ear off about Rogue in July 1959.
In New York City, Ted White found out
that his old friend, Harlan Ellison, had
joined the staff of Rogue in Chicago, and
when they next had a chance to meet, (at
the Worldcon in Detroit), Ellison actually

Harlan Ellison in Boston (1977) photo: Laura Alper.
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paid him for a story title that White came
up with on the spur of the moment. For a
writer just getting started in his career,
getting paid for anything was a big deal.
So Ted White continued to send snippets
and story ideas to Ellison.
But it wasn't until the summer of 1960 that
White sold his first story to Rogue. That
happened when Harlan Ellison went to
New York and stayed at Ted White's
apartment on Christopher Street. It was
July, less than a year after White had
moved to the city to try his hand at being a
jazz critic. The plan was for Ted White and
his wife, Sylvia, to drive up to Newport for
the Jazz Festival, while Harlan Ellison
would watch the apartment.
When he got to Newport, White was
denied entry to the main festival where his
press credentials, as a reporter for
Metronome, weren't accepted. He drove
around Newport, where crowds of young
people were arriving from all over the
country. They didn't look like the usual
jazz nerds. The festival sold out and all
the people who couldn't get in started
drinking and having a party in the streets.
Although White couldn't get into the main
jazz festival, he found out about the anti
festival being held nearby at the Cliff Walk
Manor. The origin of the "rebel festival," as
it came to be known, was an ongoing legal
dispute between between Elaine Lorrilard,
who co-founded the Newport Jazz Festival
with her husband, and the festival

Ted and Sylvia White (Dec 1959)

manager, George Wein. As an act of
defiance, Elaine Lorrilard organized her
own counter-festival in 1960. She recruited
Charles Mingus to line up the acts.
As he circled around town, Ted White saw
Mingus riding in a big convertible with the
top down. He followed the jazz musician,
who was playing in the open car along
with a few members of his band and
calling out to the crowds on the sidewalk,
"Come to my festival!"
In the same slow parade, White saw
trouble-makers who were mooning the
crowd from other cars, baring their asses
and tossing beer cans in the street. Things
were getting that rowdy by mid-afternoon.
When the anti-festival got started that
evening, it was clear that Mingus had put
together a terrific set of performances. At
the smaller venue of Cliff Walk Manor
there was outdoor seating for only a few
hundred people. At first, nobody there
was aware of the chaos erupting nearby.
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"The police were letting people out," said
White, "but they weren’t letting anybody
in. It was like that.”

Ted White, Rogue Magazine (1961)

White described his experience in "Tale of
Two Editors,"
"That evening, while listening to
Ornette Coleman… my eyes began to
sting, and I realized that we were being
tear-gassed – the tear gas drifting from
what turned out to be a riot at the
main festival."

When the rioting broke out, Ted White was
sitting on the fringe of a cloud of tear gas
that the police laid down in the center of
Newport. The cops were trying to quell
those crowds of boozed up, thrill-seeking
kids who were going wild. Close to two
hundred people got arrested, and one
hudred sixty more ended up being treated
for injuries in Newport Hospital.
For small town America in 1960, it was a
shocking, wild scene. Ted and Sylvia got
into their car and headed up to Boston
around midnight. There were roadblocks
set up all around Newport.

When they reached Boston, White called
up Harlan Ellison back at Christopher
Street, and told him what was going on at
the jazz festival in Newport. Ellison
thought that White’s account of the riot
would make a perfect piece for Rogue
Magazine, regardless of the fact that White
wasn’t actually an eyewitness at the main
festival where all the rioting took place.
The piece that White wrote, "Riot at
Newport," was based on info gleaned from
news reports and from his friends who
were there, such as Bob Perlongo. It was
published in the January, 1961 issue of
Rogue with Tina Louise on the cover. Ted
White gave much credit to the editor Frank
Robinson for the quality of the final story,
but even so, his first sale to Rogue was
about a major event in the jazz scene and
he was certainly off to a good start!
Who were the other young writers being
published by Rogue? One of them was
Hunter S. Thompson, whose first paid
publication was "Big Sur: The Tropic of
Henry Miller" (Oct, 1961). In Thomspon's
piece you could feel the editorial slant of
Rogue. They projected an image of liberal,
risqué commentary, without being too
serious, coming from their staff of literary
correspondents around the globe.
But the roving reporter at Rogue wasn't
Hunter Thompson. It was Dave Stevens,
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who wrote the "Rogue about Town"
column. Stevens was soon poached by
Playboy, where he wrote a similar column
for more than 30 years.
Clearly Rogue was more than just a girly
magazine with photos of nude women.
They published everything from gag
cartoons, to science fiction, to humor. The
magazine was as flip as you could get,
pushing the edge of tastelessness towards
the judgement line of obscenity, which
they eventually crossed.
To his credit, Hamling paid for the legal
fees of his employees when they were
eventually busted for obscenity. Some of
the cases made it all the way to the
Supreme Court.
The obscenity case directly related to
Rogue was about distribution through the
US Post Office. The case was decided in
Rogue' s favor in 1957, which paved the
way for both Rogue and Playboy to be
legally mailed to any address in the USA.
While Playboy could pay top dollar for the
best artists and writers in the country,
Rogue took risks on young, unkown
writers with talent. Rogue might publish a
piece by the best known jazz writer of the
day, Nat Henthoff, but they also bought
pieces by aspiring young writers like Ted
White. As the scrappy challenger to the
leading magazine in a new genre, Rogue
was the underdog.
Take the case of comedian Lenny Bruce,
whose risqué jokes and routines were

Lenny Bruce, The Money I'm Stealing, Nov 1959.

famous in the strip clubs of the San
Fernando Valley but too obscene for
popular publication. Hugh Hefner was a
big fan and used his influence with
nightclubs in Chicago to have Bruce
perform in the city's top venues.
Although Hefner and Playboy supported
him from the start, it was Rogue that
published Lenny Bruce first: "The Money
I'm Stealing," in November, 1959.
Playboy didn't actually publish his writing

until 1964, so it's an important to note
that Lenny Bruce was holding up a copy
of Rogue Magazine, not Playboy, at the
Chicago nightclub in 1962 when the police
raided the joint. He was arrested in midperformance, right on the stage.

With a wild sense of humor and
willingness to take risks, Hamling and the
editors of Rogue created a dynamic energy
that rivaled Playboy. Lacking pots of
money to throw around, Rogue was more
of the upstart. Like Jay Ward Productions
in Los Angeles (creators of Bullwinkle),
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Since he lived on Christopher Street, and
was writing about the jazz clubs in
Greenwich Village, Ted White already had
a good feel for the story. He immediately
went to find Izzy Young, whom he knew
as the owner of the folk music store on
Macdougal Street. As it turned out, Young
played a pivotal role in the affair and Ted
White was able to tell the story from the
center of the action.

Severin Darden (center) in Rogue publicity photo. .

Rogue substituted zany publicity for cash.

In one publicity campaign, called "He Who
Reads Rogue," the Second City actor,
Severin Darden, posed with two people
from the Rogue office. They waved their
arms in dramatic poses while tangled in
reel-to-reel audio tape. This advertisement
was typical of the absurdist view that
Rogue had of itself and everyone else.
Rogue Magazine, breaking away from the

conservative expectations of the 1950s hit a
high note in 1961. That year, editor Frank
Robinson recruited Ted White to report on
the "beatnik riot" that took place in
Greenwich Village in April.
Once again, Ted White was writing about
an event that he hadn't seen with his own
eyes. But in the story he produced,
"Balladeers and Billy Clubs," he felt that he
was beginning to feel confidence in his
own chops as a writer.

When Izzy Young read the draft of the
article, he was amazed by how accurately
White had captured their conversation
from only a few scribbled notes. White
said that he learned an important lesson
from that. People being interviewed won't
have an exact recollection of every word
that they said, but if you get the mood
right, they will feel as though it was a
word for word transcription.
With those two articles, Ted White began
his career as a writer in slick magazines.
He was writing about music and society
on the eve of the civil rights movement,
about people who were standing up for
the right to sing in the park, and people
who chose to integrate themselves
however they wanted to as a measure of
their own freedom.
American kids everywhere were driving
around in search of their own kicks,
creating their own scenes that sometimes
turned wild and violent. While America
was on the road in search of itself, Ted
White captured a moment of history by
going rogue.
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Paperclip, a new city-states
novel by Seb Doubinsky

You will find yourself inside of multiple
points of view in Seb Doubinsky's CityState novels. You'll wake up in a strange
place, wondering who you are and how
you got there.
And when you end up in someone else's
body, you'll wonder how that happened
too. But it won't be a jarring experience, as
they always warn you in the writing
workshops. The transitions from one
character to another in Doubinsky's CityStates result in minor collisions, the way
ginger ale makes ice cubes tumble around
in a highball glass.
Because if you really begin to see from the
characters' eyes, you slowly begin to
realize that the city before you is actually a
projection from your own mind. You can
sense that there is a wireframe underneath
it all, which seems to hold reality together;
and at the same time, you notice that all
the surface textures and essential details

p.18

of the world around you are being filled in
by your personal filters. You are painting
the reality that you want to see. And this
can be changed.
Dope, booze, pills. Whatever the doctor
gave you last time. Was it called Cylert?
Makes no difference. When the whole
cityscape becomes a projected illusion, it
might as well be a synthetic reality. You
could just take a few tabs of "Synth" and
see what your subconscious mind tells
you, then go live in that city for a while.
Oh, right! There is a mystery drug in the
City-States called Synth. And the main
characters take it, only to find themselves
exploring an alternate city where strange
things happen. So, it's okay then.
In Paperclip, we cruise around in the luxury
lifestyle of Kurt Wagner, a complex
military industrialist, who thinks he has a
heart. But his sympathies are questionable
because he wants to invent a neutron
bomb that will eliminate people but leave
everything else squeaky clean.
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On the other hand, you will be behind the
wheel of his driver, Jet, who is obsessed
with ritual magic. Can Jet cast a spell that
will knock Wagner off his pedestal and set
things right in the world?
Not likely, as you know from the
experiences of Omar, Wagner's bodyguard
who is living a double-life and has his own
plans about how to fix things.
In Paperclip, Doubinksy weaves his story in
and out of these points of view, and creates
a multi-variant montage of what is wrong
with the world. This is especially true for
the character, Susan, the successful actress
who goes to Africa to film a raw
documentary about the conditions there.
A raw image, without a voice-over trying
to mansplain or whitesplain everything is
the only way to get close to the truth.
Or is it? In Paperclip, we also live in the
mind of Waldo, a bird who flies around the
city, stopping to gaze down upon it from
various lookouts. Like the angel in Himmel
über Berlin , Waldo is only partly connected
to the thoughts and motives of the people
that he is watching. And yet, he has the
same ambiguous feelings about the other
animals that he sees. Has he been
reincarnated as a bird? What might have
happened in his past lives?
" He vaguely remembered having the same

impressions when he was a dog and a fish.
Or was that a dream? He definitely
remembered being a human, that heavy
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breathing machine of skin, bones and
blood."

The action in Paperclip is not overly
dramatic. The characters loop and dip
around each other like partners in a formal
dance. Their moves are balanced with cool
detachment. Although they are drawn
with intriguing possibilities -- there is
more than one assassination plot going on
-- the suspense in this installment of the
City-States series is never ratcheted up to
the level of mortal danger.
You may be lost in a garden maze, but
then, with an unexpected turn, you find
yourself back in the garden of the
Tuileries. Maillol's women are gazing at
you with gray smiles in the sunshine.
Nothing went wrong, except that
everything is wrong in the first place.
What is the secret of Paperclip? A
doomsday weapon that can kill us all?
No, Paperclip is not focused on the danger
of our weaponized reality, it is fixated on
the realization that we can only trade one
doom for another.
In Seb Doubinsky's cozy weird novels, you
float through the story like the camera in
Last Year at Marienbad. It is not so urgent to
find out if magic spells actually work,
striking down the rich and powerful, as it
is to know that on the other side of doom
is yet another reincarnation. Popping
pills, or pecking at crumbs, our beaks will
never see beyond our synthetic reality.

zapf.punkt 10
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Dirty Anarchists

-- Simon Springer

How is it that the very substance of life
itself, the soil, the mud, the dust, the soot,
the debris, the Earth, became the primary
metaphor assigned to anarchists?
Given that the descriptor “dirty anarchist”
is intended as derogatory, and most
anarchists feel their persuasions are
positive and their actions affirmative, one
might assume that there would be
significant resistance against such a
characterization.
Should anarchists attempt to wash away
the sins of defamation to somehow cleanse
the anarchist ideal of this representation?
No, let us instead rethink what it means to
be dirty.
Children know all too well the joy of
playing in the dirt, where connecting with
the Earth in the most physical way
provides an endless source of nourishment
for their curiosity. They lose themselves to
time and space when playing outside in
the world, connected to the immediacy of
the moment, enthralled by the sheer
beauty of nature’s messiness.
Scraped knees, smeared faces, and
blackened fingernails. These are the
consequences of connection, of oneness
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with the planet. They offer testament to
our primal and permanent union with
nature. What is ‘the child’ and what is ‘the
Earth’
becomes
muddied
and
indistinguishable. When we allow
ourselves to unite with the planet, we
create a sense of purpose. We get our
hands dirty, and in so doing we come
alive.
From our own volition, alongside our
families and friends, the toil of work is
transformed into the exuberant joy of play.
We can feel our connection to the Earth
and the wider mystery we call life. We
become conscious, deliberate, and mindful
that every individual is a unique
manifestation of the whole, contributing to
it through a reciprocity born of
immanence.

zapf.punkt 10
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We are not split up into billions of pieces,
as though we fit into a jigsaw puzzle.
Rather the whole is a pattern that includes
us all.

deluge passes the sun always shines again.
Embracing us in its warmth and baking
the mud on our backs, we are nature
becoming self-conscious.

To all you dirty anarchists out there, let us
revel in the "filth" that authoritarian ego
ascribes to us. We are not the vestiges of
civilization, responsible for all that is
wrong in this world. Not at all. We are the
indignation, the grime under the heel, the
antithesis of false separation that pits us
against each other.

In moments of quiet stillness we can feel
the pulsing of our planet's frequency
through this immutable connection. We
can feel it thrumming within us. We are
the human expression of Being. Earthlings.
The great unwashed.

When the series of mistaken dominions
over the planet have crumbled, we are the
wind-swept soil that remains. When a

"Dirty Anarchists" © Simon Springer is
abridged from the full text available here:
https://anarchistgeography.com/dirt

The owners offered to let
me hold the Telling Skull
of Tenfield Hall and ask
it questions so it could
whisper answers in my
dreams, but I gently
declined.
- Matt Adams, 1980
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