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.
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Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son?
Oh, where have you been, my darling young one?

Pve stumbled on the side of twelve misty mountains,

P've walked and P've crawled on six crooked highways,
I've stepped in the middle of seven sad forests,

P've been out in front of a dozen dead oceans,

P've been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a graveyard,

| saw a newhorn baby with wild wolves all around it,

| saw a highway of diamonds with nobody on it,

| saw a black branch with blood that kept drippin’,

| saw a room full of men with their hammers a-bleedin’,

| saw a white ladder all covered with water,

| saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues were all broken,
| 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, | 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,

| met a white man who walked a black dog,

I met a young woman whose body was burning,

| met a young girl, she gave me a rainbow,

| met one man who was wounded in love,

| met another man who was wounded with hatred,

limYa s 011 dbackaout f} githerain startsia=fallin’;
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rquggvtﬁ?meany and /theirshands are all empty,
Wherelthelpelletsiof poisan are: flaoding their- waters,
- Where the lhome in‘the valley ‘meets- the damp dirty pnson,
Where the executioner’s face is:always well hidden,
Where hungeriis ugly. where souls are forgotten, B
Where black s the color, where none is the number, iy
And [Vll tell it :and think:it:and 'speakit‘and breathe it, g am
And reflectit from the 'mountain so all souls can see it, L.
Thent lllistand 'on the ocean.until | start sinkin’,
<Butl’knaw my ‘song well hefare | start singin’,

And it’s'a hard, it’s a hargyit's:a hard; it's a hard,

It’s a.hard rain’s a—ganna faII

words by Bob Dylan

The tide is out, the wind blows off the shore;
Bare burn the white sands in the scorching sun;
The sea complains, hut 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!

It waits o’er lifted hands
The tide has turned; the vane veers slmtvly round ﬁ \
Slow clouds are sweeping o’er the hlmdmg lighti
White crests curl on the sea—its vmce glyrows deep
5 |
Angry thy.heart, O People ﬁ.‘ i |
And its bleeding ER (1
Fire-tipped with rising hate! ]
Thy clasped hands part, O Pegple;™ " =
For thy praying Warmed nafithe desalate!
God did nat 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' iy .5{ -
| £l
The tide flows in, thewindiroars fromithe depths,
The whirled-White sand heaps with thei foam-white waves;
Thundering the sea rolls o'erits shell crunched wall!

e

Strong is thy rage, F;eople,
In its fury '
Hurling thy tyrants down! '
Thow metest wage, 0! People.
Very swiitly, il
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.

——Voltairine deCleyie,

Thou answerest thine awn prayer. :
2k The Hurricane
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yths 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.
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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.
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4 SENTR CLRUS iS
CONMING TO TOWN

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.



Scosgialmreetis

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.

O KIps, wAART vo
YO WANT FoR
cHRISTMAS?

o

Solidarity Forever?

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
foratime inoneidea
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
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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
—strugglesto 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
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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
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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.
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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.
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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 Jesds Septlveda; “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. _ﬁ
The deadline is January 1st. -

For Wildness
and Change,

The Green Anarchy

Collective
Fall/Winter 2005-6 .
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“untitled”

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. |
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.

GREEN ANARCHY #21

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 g
enough to do. No one really caring Y

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.

SFONT ANEITY.
 AREONTHE

Anarchists? Yes, anarchists said the bruised
corporate media in Seattle. And they are all
from Eugene. I got out m