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When I feed the poor,
they call me a saint.

When I ask why theyre poor,
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they call me a communist.

When I rob the rich to feed the poor,

they call me an anarchist.

ONE
HUNDRED

That day, Atlas
shrugged, and the
people rejoiced
as the captains

of industry and
beauracrats and

spoiled children of

Kings discovered
that they knew
nothing about
growing their own
food. And we all
lived as free people,
as the wealthy were
starved by their own
Ignorance...
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MILLION

VOLUNTEERS
NEEDED

‘When the day ends, and
our arms fold, and the
spin of the world on our
shoulders winds down, we
will all look back on the
past as a tragic comedy,
where millions of actors
were slaves to a small
audience. As the old
history books conclude,
and the new histories are
written by those who live
them, we watch the curtain
pulled tightly shut as the
last passive audience
member is either brought
on stage or forgotten

by those who formerly
danced at their request.
The theaters close briefly,
and the actors break apart
the stage, rebuild it with
their own intentions, and
rewrite the script to reflect
their own needs and
desires. As the curtains
re-open, the seats are
empty, and the play is
performed in a way never
thought possible. We are
the actors, the world 1s
our stage, and we will no
longer be slaves to the
audience.

THIS PAMPHLET WAS PRINTED AND DISTRIBUTED BY

PLEASE CONTACT US FOR MORE INFORMATION



plays like a movie script, one |- but those few wvyears when |- -
could be right there. An out of | —" - inspire revolutionaries to this
of the corrupt Spanish Church, -‘ |if it weren’t for the Spanish

Love @Q%W ey
of those incredible mouvies the  possibilities  swelled
control military general and his “|day. This pamphlet probably
attempt a brutal takeover of one |75 q 1 L | revolution and all the uprisings

The story of Spain in 1936 makings of a tragedy began,

that you watch wishing you L #‘r“?f ﬂ uncqntrollubly continue to

| fascist troops, with the backing wouldn’t have been written
"3\ ‘ of Europe’s poorest countries. | that it inspired. Of course, | /o

w g They start taking over cities ‘
one by one, intent on ruling|
with an iron fist.

| nothing is perfect, and nobody | =
should ever try to recreate o

W\ history when the present is [
“|much more important. That

1 iP-Yo doesn’t mean we can’t smile |,
r )| everytime we see those photos |
of red and black buses paraded | gt
through the streets of Catalonia :1‘

= ’ \|to celebrate the revolution
o |and the (however temporary) | "
defeat Qf the fascists.

.J

That’s when our heroes show |3
up and fight back. Millions |§
of Spanish peasants, men and |
women, grab their rifles and

the fascists hell. And then,
in the second act, they take‘
| over their chf:).riegp.apd' art

They take over stretches of
& land and start growing food
24 for everyone. Bosses are kicked

- |about how to run the place
|without them. Nobody would
g0 hungry and the days of [
taking orders from the rich, the |

What started as defense became |
the spark of a revolution.

Before ~ the credits rolled,
,'the war was lost, an_d the

This is for every peasant
who ever wanted to burn
the landlord’s mansion to

the ground, walk away,
and never look back. In
these pages are questions
about the same conflict
we’ve been caught up

in for a thousand years
now: The everlasting
struggle between those
of us who grow, cook,
serve, and clean and
those who sit at the table
and wait for us to feed
them. This is an ongoing
war between those who
have and those who ain’t
got, and the battlefield
extends beyond all

the borders and into
every single home,

every workplace, every
playground and every
street. This is our war,
and conscription started
along time ago. We may
not always have had a

name for it, but

INTRODUCTION
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Our
only

chance g
is to : f
stand W
and
fight
Togerherl

we always heard the

As for us, we're
i ff in thi

bombs going off in the Autonome. We aren’t
background. We may o .
an organization to join,

not have always known
. . or a party to vote for,

how to fight it, but we've

. or a religion to convert
never been alone in

. to. Aut is just
wanting to. And yet, no O Autonome1sjus

empire crumbles on its a flare on a dark road,

own. Especially an empire illuminating the way

to wherever it is we're

headed. And we've

that can trust its servants.

These are the last days of

the war, for all its tragedy been waiting for you.
and longing, poverty and
isolation, together we can
decide if it soon comes to
an end. Our side in this
fight has had plenty of
victims, but not enough
One hundred

thousand volunteers are

heroes.

needed in the only war
where fighting brings you
back to life.
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Our first task is to bury the myth that
the wealthy have worked hard for their
wealth. We must eliminate from our vo-
cabulary of thought the concept that suc-
cess and hard work are related in any way.
In Theory, they say, Success Comes To Those
Who Deserve It Most. In theory, that may
be true, but our lives are not theory, and
we can’t survive on abstractions and ide-
ology. The reality speaks otherwise, and
no matter how many economics profes-
sors and capitalist philosophers might
be presented to us, we refuse to believe
in an idea that contradicts our existence.

We watch the day laborers riding their
bikes before daybreak to work heavy con-
struction for twelve hours. We watch the
secretaries who manage the nuts and bolts
of whole enterprises without ever being
acknowledged. We watch the fast food em-
ployees who sweat over grease grills and
irate customers, all the while keeping up
with the pace of a society in overdrive.
We watch the factory workers file in, day
and day out, to work amidst the metals
and plastics and heat and arthritis. We
watch as the hardest working people are
ignored, despised, ridiculed, and forgot-

ten, and we watch them from up close, eye
to eye, because we stand next to them as
they work. We are not statistics or num-
ber games played by middle managers and
human resource departments. We are peo-
ple, and we refuse to believe the myth that
we deserve to be treated as anything less.

There are no lobster dinners with cli-
ents in our future. No paid busi-
ness trips or personal health days,
no stock options or summer homes.

And so this myth is more than a myth,
it is a slap in the face of anyone who has
been forced to waste their day under the
thumb of someone who barely works, and
yet enjoys a greater dignity than us. It's
an insult to everything we have had to
endure, and that myth ends right here.

“The machinery of capitalism is oiled by
the blood of the workers.”
- Homer J. Simpson

do aren’t sure if they’re worth anything
anymore. That’s because a union became
The Unions, a disfiguration of its former
self. Most of us have been forgotten
entirely, living without any illusions that
we’ll ever be saved by those we never
should have entrusted to save us.

And so, we come to this conclusion:
The Unions, as a bureaucracy, as an
institution, or as a heirarchy of the
powerful, are no longer relevant. What
we need is not The Unions, but a union,
as an idea from days of struggle long
past. What we need is groups of people
willing to fight, willing to have each
other’s backs. Regular, everyday people
who are ready to light the barricades
aflame and raise the flags of revolt and
mutiny.

What good is a union card if it sits

idle in our back pockets? What good
are membership fees if our strength is
sapped with them? Is it better to be part
of The Unions and do nothing, or to have
a union and throw up our fists?

Who is more fit to determine the best way
to fight than ourselves and those among
us? We could throw away The Unions,
and shake the hands of those nearest to
us, and we would have the strong union
we haven’t had in decades. The war is
won when we decide to fight it, and our
first step is to do away with everything
that keeps us from taking up arms.

“We knew,” said the mine worker, “that when the union

big shots came into town it wasn't to help us!”
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chains.

when we raised
we lost our way.

>
)

though

’

Union was a cuss word that

we spoke with abandon
would inspire generations.

vigilante or company thug who dared
cross our path. Flags were flown, food
was stockpiled, prisons were stormed,
that ties our hands with a different

kind of rope. Our strength was in our
ideas, in our desires for a world we could
call our own. Union embodied those
ideas, but has become like an absentee

the divisions between us were forgotten,
gave them back. The history we built

the door. We have nothing to gain but
everything, and nothing to lose but our
flaming barricades we watched the old
world’s stare as the new world was being
built right in front of them. War was
what they gave us, and war was what we
on the eve of battle, but an institution
our union cards, but those of us who

Once upon a time, we had a union, and
we built slave revolts and neighborhood

Our mission is simple: Strike fear in the
our fists, and promised hell to any hired
bonds were forged, and from behind the
Union is no longer a rousing hymn sung
landlord, or a superhero we expected to
save us, but who decided she has better

things to do. Some of us might still have

hearts of the wealthiest men. Get them on
the run, and never give them a chance to

look back. Chase them out and barricade

insurgencies.
Since that time

The powerful won't give in without a fight, so it’s about time we hit back.

The Union In Your Head.




EVERY I
DAY

":I'ﬂg ) r_ g 0 e comple e
REST

YOUR )
LIFE

Timeclocks,wagecuts,
paychecks, layoffs,
and lost opportunities; -
this is life, good to the last drop. It doesn’t get any better than this, does it? Unemployment, ©
foreclosure, bounced checks, we won’t be homeless for long. That’s unfortunate, but at least it
never happened to me. One of these days, we’re gonna make it. Maybe we’ll never get rich, but
at least we’ll have our dignity. Someday we’ll fight for an eight hour work day. Someday we’ll
make decent money. Just clie
you wait, ‘cause we won’t

take this for much longer. anc @ o Anvone o ove
The boss wouldn’t dare, he ) © o i
knows what would happen to dged at a J

him if he tried. Sometimes
we all wonder what would have happened if we hadn’t stood our ground. Management told
us that we wouldn’t get paid for overtime this month. That’s when our hands turned to fists. a
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% Throw a  potato ' « J JJ'J ‘J-‘
’ ck over your .
es head, take, :
‘out in the alley, and let him know at’s up. Light your molotovs and send the
. c "pY)rate offices straight to hell. Ax handles are good for showing that anti-union |
b wyer your company hired some straight up street justice. But, nobody understands
Bxactl Wre doing or why you're doing it. Sometimes, neither do you. The jerks
,mlght dts'w& what they got, but how long do you think you can keep this up?

NIRRT UM ol

You wrote books, manifestos, position
papers, and every imaginable proclamation
‘Q\ i ' of your faith in revolution and the
i,, & [ b » working class. You had study groups,

e % ’ i book clubs, mailing lists, online forums,

gl [ ml, and the occasional speaking tour on your
t /' university. Youargued over every meal the
best way to bring about the great uprising of
~ the masses that you were convinced would
appen. If only everybody had read what

youd read, they would have understood.
" But, after years of discussion, debate, and
* self-righteous indignation, you've found
. yourself completely ignored and forgotten
gby the history books you were intent on

{changing. Everything you've ever written
‘was dismissed by the same people you
/ championed. As down as you were with
| the working class, with the poor and
| 'the downtrodden, with the ignored and
. silenced, younever took yourself out of your
.own head, you never rolled up your sleeves
_and got your hands dirty. The proletariat
never listened to you, because they were
never given a good enough reason to listen.

This is the
problem:

We're
tired,
broke, and
pissed off,
and we
hate the
fact that
the time
we spend
working is
wasted on
somebody
else’s
dream.

So far no answers...
and a lot cyf questions...

Philosophers, coal
miners, guilt-ridden
politicians and fast
food employees

all over the world
have identified the
problem before.
This is nothing new
here, and if we want
to go any farther
than a collection

of catchy slogans
and an overdose of
nostalgia, we have

a lot of work to do.
The question now is,
how do we change
the situation we’ve
found ourselves in?
And how do we do it
without leaving any
one of us behind?

It m1ght take a revolution...

so where do we start?



THE TAO Of

STREET POUITICS

What € ?utK‘ma up

The problems we see are a part

i, of make“believe. lgnoring cops
"'\ and eriminals and 'Pco'Plc we

\

\ \\us \snord and \Snormn+.
,

pa

isagree with will only make

W\Ajhc our ?roblcms are o part of the solution.

None of us are capable of

managing the revolution; Po*chﬁm”j lestro

as ang bomb is o
We should

we have cﬂoush

we would all destroy it in
the process. Once we have

. . Levil.
selfishly stuck to an ideology

or a plan, no matter the
consequences, then our role tover our baeks
as a revolutionary has ended. 3oes wrong.
We’re hated when we exploit
people’s love for us in order to
create a revolution that never
This
means that no matter how hard

was meant to exist.

it is, sometimes we just have to
stand back and trust.

" of our lives, ‘rkcj’rc a part of the
eolture we live ., We can't +rP
and build a revolution in a bubble

Our problems aren’t romantic,
Imbrating the part

Nobody is perfect, and this confliet isn't We're building a mass

only between us and the powertuly movement, a militia of every

but in ourselves and in our own angry, disaffected working

communities. ?r—dcvx&\v\s that we're person willing to pick a fight.

Clawless eoan only lead to Que.K‘mS up We're building an army so

\:15 somewhere o\lonj the wo‘j' big, so powerful, we won’t

even need any weapons. This

means that we’ll be dealing
with thousands of people all
with their own ideas of how
to rip this world apart and
rebuild it. In order to do this,
perfection needs to be replaced

with balance.

This isn't about builling & utopia.
We aren’t trying to create a
perfect world: we just want
o place where people aren’t

getting Killed for 3y
shoes and diamond mines,
U+c?\o\s are Sor +3mn+s
and dictators and those
with weak \maa‘\naﬁ-\ons.

F"\m\\ns balance seems \m’Poss\Me. W\o\ﬂbe_ that meons

we're getting somewhere.

and they won't save vs either,

of our lives that could

us just as much
=0 deal with the
make it i€
Q\rcfpowcr to

If

ov\lj

when cverj‘rk\hs
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