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      Direction:

      Professor, Gregory Samuels, biologist

      His wife, Salome Wall, naturalist

      Their two kids 5- and 6-years old Heather and Harry

      Gregor’s mother, Vera, also appears

      

      The company:

      Baxter Bagley from Cleveland, occultist, photographer

      His brother Bobby is a San Francisco filmmaker

      Also, brothers, Rori and Thorn Cookson, both vets, USN, from Massachusetts

      Wendy Davidson, Rori’s girlfriend

      Esmeralda Hughes, Trinidadian from Detroit, modern dance

      Aurora Zipkin, Public health major

      Lydia Stone, American literature

      Rachel Isen, Sociology, Women’s studies

      Pamela Steiner, Student exchange visitor from Montreal

      Ruby, film, friend of Max’s who comes and goes, as she likes

      Andria Pollock, modern dance

      Missy Starling, architecture

      Mannie Haberkorn, comparative religions

      Ariën Fishman, Pittsburgh, studies feminism also known as Hermes, sometimes called, Avram.

      Lucky Lansky; musician studying to go to Berkeley School of Music in Boston.

      Maxwell Mountain, photographer from Boston

      Jblu, hippie scavenger; meals, wheels, materials

      Megan Brandeis, pre-law

      Her boyfriend, Jethro Gardener, they rent an apartment in SF.

      Wolfgang Dietz, German motorcyclist

      Lionel Kowalski, collector, anarchist, friend of Max Mountain from Roxbury, Mass.

      Patrick Moffet, social sciences studying the gay community in SF

      Zita, Patrick’s girlfriend, studies French lit.

      Donny Hattery, son of the woman who sold Baxter his land.

      Helmut Wagner, president of the American Dowsers Association

      Marsha Mann and her two kids, girls six and ten, divorcee from Washington DC, her youngest Kimmy, thinks she is a dog. Her older daughter is the leader of the “kid’s gang,” house manager, ecologist.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            FIFTEEN YEARS LATER,

          

          FIFTEEN YEARS AFTER SAUSALITO

        

      

    

    
      I will keep thy secret as I have his.

      —Hester Prynne in Nathaniel Hawthorne’s “Scarlet Letter”

      

      Winter came early or so it seemed. I had wood to bring in, and animals to care for and work on my buildings to do. I was trying to get the car ready to go for the kids at their day care and was outside when my girlfriend opened the window and called to me, ‘’Mrs. Bagley on the phone.’’

      Jesus. Mrs. Bagley?

      Baxter didn’t have a phone, so she could not call him. Anyway, she was sure he was not there. He should be home by now. She had called Mrs. Hattery and Max Mountain. Did I know where her son Baxter was?  She had not heard from him for a couple of months. She had waited, but now she was reaching out to Baxter’s friends to see what they knew?

      I told her, we had not seen Baxter since the Circus at the end of August. As far as we knew he was going to finish up September, at least, at his place in Greensboro and then go home. Yes, we had seen him and he had come to our performances and we had talked and hung-out and he seemed fine and in good spirits and in good health.

      I felt like I had neglected Baxter. He came sometimes to visit and share his ideas about the Golden Mean, which he recognized in nature, in paintings, and in his pyramids. He always had interesting and provocative things to say. It was not so easy for me to invite him, as he had no phone. Baxter lived alone, he did what he wanted and he visited when he chose.

      I called Max in Boston, he had not seen Baxter and wondered what had happened to him and thought it was strange and unusual not to hear from him for so long and wondered out-loud why Baxter had not got back to his mother’s. In other words, he knew nothing I did not know.

      After the first of the year, I got a call from Helmut Wagner whom I had never met. I knew he was Baxter’s friend and that they had been meeting together. Helmut started out telling me that Baxter seemed to have left rather abruptly, abandoning their pyramid project. They had talked about a copper pyramid and they were building it. The pyramid was not far from being finished. Helmut said, ‘’I can finish it myself but I was surprised Baxter never came to put on the final touches.’’

      ‘’Anyway, that is not why I called you, or not exactly. Here is the thing, Donny Hattery from down in the Bend, the son of the woman Baxter bought his land from, came up here to my place with a twenty-two, long rifle.’’ Helmut after a pause, ‘’I went to the door and Donny was holding the gun in front of him, at present arms, and told me, ‘this here piece was left behind by Baxter and he told me to give it over to you. It belongs to Rori Cookson; it was his mother’s gun. Baxter said you would get it back into the hands of its rightful owner..’”

      I went up to Greensboro, on one of my trips to Glover, and stopped at Helmut’s but he was not there. His son gave me the rifle, it had been my mother’s and it had sentimental value to me, I was glad to get it back. I never did meet Helmut. I had to drive by Donny’s that same day. My girlfriend and two of our kids were with me. I pulled into Hattery’s yard and left the car running. “Just wait here,’’ I told my family and went and knocked on the old farmhouse door. The mother answered. I said, “Can I speak to Donny?”

      “Come in. Have a seat. I will call him.” She looked like West Virginia mountain people, skinny and poor; thin gray hair yellowish skin, blueish on the back of her hands and fingers. The room was pretty barren; nothing on the blood red walls, only four chairs at the table, nothing else in the room except an overhead light that made the shadows strong. The windows had no curtains and I felt the presence of the cars as they raced by on Rte. 16.

      Donny came, very cautiously, peeking around the corner first, a real gangle of a guy, dressed barely and shabbily, looking like a junkie; all out of order, out of whack and lost in spirit. It would really take a specialist to deal with him.

      I asked, ‘‘What’s happened to Baxter?’’

      “Baxter? Baxter Bagley?’’

      He gave me a defiant look, “He’s gone to his mother’s place in Cleveland.’’

      “When did he go?’’

      “He left around the middle of October.’’

      “Have you heard from him?’’

      “ No. Nothing.’’

      When I said, “No one else has heard from him either.’’ I looked at him closely. Donny was in a fog though; I could see nothing except that he was stubborn and not going to tell me anything.

      I said, “Well, I thought I should check with you and here is my phone number, if you hear anything please call me.’’ I left the number with his mother.

      In the spring Sargent Rose called, from the Vermont State Police in Hardwick. Mrs. Bagley had filed a missing person’s report and they had started an investigation. They had been up to Baxter’s place. They had interviewed Donny. He told them that Baxter had gone off in a yellow convertible. I told him, that car was Jo Anne’s. I just re-stated what Rose already knew, he had already spoken to Jo Anne. Then I repeated that we had not seen Baxter, not since August, and as far as I knew, no one else had seen him either.

      A month or so later Sargent Rose called again, “Any news about Bagley?’’ he asked.

      When I told him I had heard nothing, he told me, “Donny has gone now. His mother says, he went to Florida but she didn’t know where he was going to be staying.”

      “What happens next?’’ I asked.

      “We need a warrant and there is not much to go on. Donny does not have a record. We don’t have anything on him.’’

      “Mrs. Bagley will give us permission to search over at his homestead place, which we will do.’’

      Two years later Lt. Rose called and asked me if Baxter was a homosexual.

      “Mr. Cookson, I wonder if Baxter Bagley was a homosexual?”

      I say, “No, Baxter was not a homosexual.”

      Then I say, “Not as far as I know.”

      The line is quiet.

      “Why do you ask?”

      “Donny is in jail in Florida, he murdered two homosexual brothers near Tampa.’’

      I feel sick.

      I say, “Donny’s got a record now. You’ll be able to search.’’

      Rose draws on his cigarette, he hesitates, “I have the warrant. We start to dig tomorrow.’’

      I drove up next day in the afternoon. There were a few vans and State Police cars and a K9 car in the parking lot across the street from the barn. They had searched the house. Mrs. Hattery was gone too. Using the dog as a guide they dug in the barn. Nothing. They found nothing. I met Rose, he was tall and thin with bent shoulders and he kind of hung his head and was apologetic about everything; the macabre scene, the shadows, the men with shovels. He wore black spit-shined shoes. Korea, I figured, US Army. The barn wasn’t very big, they had a backhoe but it wasn’t that useful because the ceiling was so low, and they had to dig by hand. By the time I got there they were shaking their heads. Backing off. Raking over the holes they had filled in. The dog was going around the outside sniffing.

      We who were friends with Baxter often talked about his disappearance when we were together and sometimes on the phone. A couple of people, his buddy Ralph and his brother Bobby, wrote about him and his disappearance. But as happens with disappearances, there is never a feeling of closure; one always wonders.

      Myself, I wondered about what happened to Baxter in California and tried to remember what it was like in 1970; the struggles we went through, the dark and oppressive feeling of the times, and what it cost us psychically and emotionally to be trounced by the local authorities. It was a time of war; the war in Vietnam and the race wars at home. We knew that we were on the side of peace  and we took our stand. How was it that we managed to get back to Vermont in one piece?
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            APRIL 1970, PLAINFIELD, VERMONT

          

        

      

    

    
      They asked for a permit to levitate the Pentagon three hundred feet off the ground, explaining that by chanting ancient Aramaic exorcism rites, while standing in a circle around the building, they could get it to rise into the air, turn orange, and vibrate till all evil emissions had fled…

      —Revolution for the Hell of It, by Free.

      

      Breaking news; The US is secretly bombing and invading Cambodia. The Congress has not approved, the Congress has not been informed, it seems Nixon and Kissinger have undertaken this latest outrage on their own.

      We are determined to respond, here in our small, remote arts college, Goddard, what can we do? Our professor Gregory Samuels proposes that we block Route 2, the east-west, US Highway that passes right through Plainfield and right by the gate of the college. Once the decision is made, some people run to the telephones to call the local paper, the Times Argus in Barre. The rest of us, thirty people, students mostly, walk the few hundred yards, from the dining room to the two lane, hardtop road, Route 2. The traffic here at the edge of the village is slowed to 30 MPH. The weather is sunny, it’s mid-day, early April. It is a bit chilly, we are dressed in wool sweaters and jackets with boots and hats and gloves, but the snow is in full retreat and, we can walk along the edge of the road. The sun is shining brightly. It doesn’t seem like there is a plan, but in fact this is a fine place as there is a fork in the road here and we can block two roads at once, cutting off traffic to the city of Montpelier the state capital or, in the other direction, all the way to the east; St. Johnsbury, New Hampshire and Maine. Route 2 looks like a simple country road, as it rolls over the hills and through the farm fields, following the north branch of the Winooski river, but it is the only east-west artery in this part of New England.

      We wave as our friends go by and people honk in wonder at what such a group of people might be doing at the edge of the road. Since this is a spontaneous event, we have no signs or banners. During a pause in the traffic the Prof leads the way and the demonstrators slowly move out into the road and sit down on the macadam. A couple of people go out in either direction to slow down the incoming traffic, I am one of these. The drivers are surprised and have their own agendas and want to go about their business, but okay, this is Vermont and they stop and before long they get out of their cars and they want to know what is going on. We say, “No more business as usual!’’ “Stop the bombing!’’ “Stop the war!’’ They say, what does that have to do with me? I have to pick up my kids at school, or deliver these gaskets to my boss in the village or reach the paper mill in Mexico, Maine before 5 o’clock ! There is a car from Quebec right at the front, a family on their way to a holiday in Maine. I have become a sort of marshal and they speak to me. The woman, two kids and a baby, they are speaking in French. A stylish woman with her infant in her arms, looks at me as if I should understand, she says,“Voyons Monsieur, les enfants s’impatientent…Pourriez-vous nous laisser passer s’il vous plait?” The man says, in English, “We agree with you. Stop the war. But we have so far to go.” I chuck the two-year-old girl under the chin. She is wearing a crocheted pink bonnet and looks up from where she is nestled in her mother’s arms. I reply to her father, “Don’t worry, it will not be too long.”

      Meanwhile right next to me two students, Megan and Ariën are talking in sequence; “We are going to block the road till the bombing is stopped!” Then Ariën, “We will not stand any more violence in our name!” Megan, “We are not Nixon’s “silent majority.” Ariën responds, “We know the war can be stopped and we believe that blocking this route will stop it.”

      Some of the drivers get excited, some manage to turn around, and some sit and wait. The demonstrators sing, “we shall overcome’’ and sit close to one another with their arms entwined. Some of the drivers walk among them and speak to them but there is not going to be a crisis. The press starts taking photos and interviewing the demonstrators, the students are high strung, surprised no doubt at what they are doing, entering the fray like this, unexpectedly, having passed a threshold and then acting against the status quo stating, “We will not stand by and let the war go on like this! We object and we will do what we can to stop the war!’’ The students chant, “One two three four, we don’t want your ugly war!’’ Eventually the police arrive; in Vermont at this time there were not very many police and they had to come from Montpelier or St. Johnsbury or both, but eventually they did arrive. Once there were four or five cops, they started to say to the students, “OK now, enough of this, you must get out of the road.’’ The students moved closer together and chanted, “Hell no, we won’t go.’’ The Police were a bit uncertain. They went to their radios and called for directions. When they came back they said, ‘‘We must open the road. We have to ask you to clear the highway, please get out of the road.’’ The students did not budge. After a huddle the cops asked, “Who is the leader here?’’ It didn’t take much to see that it was Greg Samuels, as he was calling out to the others, “Lock arms!’’ and the others were intertwining their arms to hold onto one another.

      Two cops come to the Prof, one on each side and they ask him to move out of the road, he says, “No, I will not move.’’ They take hold of him, under the arms, and drag him to the police car. The cops come back and start with the others, Missy next and then Aurora, who are in the center of the road. With Samuels and the two women out of the way those who remain are now divided into two groups.

      We are definitely outnumbered, and there are no more students coming from the college and the drivers are, for the most part, against us and the police are systematically taking the students. Ariën and Megan hold on to each other, it takes four cops to carry them off to the police cars. By the time they have eight students under arrest, the rest of us think better of it and move out of the road. The drivers are relieved and the traffic starts to move. The arrested students, and Professor Samuels are transported to St. Johnsbury where they are locked up and spend the three-day weekend in jail, ’til Anita Landa bails them out, Monday morning.

      That might have been the end of it, however a few weeks later the student body at Kent State in Ohio got serious about resisting the war.  Before a week had gone by, on May 4th 1970, the governor called out the National Guard and denounced the students. The National Guard shot four of the students dead; Allison Krause, Jeffrey Miller, Sandra Schauer and William Knox. Nine more were wounded. The war had come home; the soldiers, our soldiers, were shooting, at us, the students, just like in Saigon! As though we peace protesters were the enemy! Universities and colleges all over the country went out on strike. At Goddard we seized the president’s office; Jerry Witherspoon’s office, the president was totally in sympathy with us and at Goddard, it meant mostly that we suddenly had access to the phones, free phones and we started calling and talking to other students and student committees around the northeast.

      We held teach-ins and listened to illuminating histories of the warring states; did we know that Ho Chi Minh was a US ally against the Japanese during WWII? Did we know how the US betrayed Ho and supported the French re-establishment of their colony in Vietnam after World War II, leading to years of war until the conclusive battle of Dien Bien Phu, May 1954, where General Giap defeated the French? When the French surrendered, they surrendered all of their colonial forces and withdrew from Vietnam. As part of the peace accord, the UN divided the country into North and South Vietnam. This is when the US entered, in the early fifties, supposedly to support the government of the South.

      All over the northeast student organizations chose their representatives and we, the elected, were sent to converge on Yale in New Haven for a decisive meeting and conference and teach-in where we would decide what we, the united student movements of the east coast, intended to do about the escalating violence. Hope Alswang has a big Volvo with six seats; we are six delegates. I drive, she gives directions and we are off to New Haven. At Yale there are many groups represented, colleges and universities, SDS and Marxists and Veterans. There has never been a meeting like this, of the students, from all over New England. I am chosen to be the chair at the meeting, there is too much going on and I, at least, am hardly prepared. I suppose none of us are, but I can keep the meeting in order and for three days we talk and listen, and propose and challenge and counter-propose and tell our histories. There are some very well-informed people among us, who really can present the blow-by-blow of what has happened in South East Asia and in the US and how it has happened. There are others who have clear ideas about what we must do and how we are to do it. In the end we decide to march on Washington DC. This convergence took place on May 10, 11 and 12. On May 15 two anti-war students were shot down at Jackson State College in Mississippi, Phillip Gibbs and Earl Green.

      This is not the story I want to tell, but it is the setting and our story can be said to have started there, in the heart of the anti-war movement.
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            SET AND SETTING

          

        

      

    

    
      The nature of the experience depends almost entirely on set and setting. Set denotes the preparation of the individual, including his personality structure and his mood at the time. Setting is physical; the weather, the room’s atmosphere; social, the feelings of persons present towards one another; and cultural, the prevailing views as to what is real.

      —Timothy Leary, The Psychedelic Experience

      

      When the semester started, back in February, I, Rori Cookson, joined the Performance Group that was being organized by Greg Samuels. The plan was to spend this spring semester working on a version of Nathaniel Hawthorn’s The Scarlet Letter, in the Haybarn, right at the center of the college. In the summer we planned to go out to California and study with the dancer Anna Halprin in her studio in San Francisco for a month and we would set up a house in Mill Valley. We would be the core group for an experiment with a theater form that Samuels was describing and that we as students would create and define through our projects. The proposal was for a one-year residence in California, where we would produce street theater and “infiltrative” theater.

      Jerry Witherspoon, Goddard’s new President, was trying all sorts of things. He intended to change the social profile of the college and he invited me as a full scholarship student, because I was a Veteran. He also invited the black students, with Ken Wibecon, who for the first time, had a place of their own at Goddard, the Black Studies Dorm. Further, Jerry invited the Bread and Puppet Theater to be in residence. The school was a hot bed of experiments and new visions. Greg Samuels lived in the hills at one of the local communes, the New Hamburger, with his wife Salome Wall and their two little kids Heather and Harry, the little ones were five and six years old. The family had just moved from Washington DC where they were running a small theater called The American Playground. In 1970 Greg was 31, I was 24 and married too, with an infant son.

      Professor Samuels was writing  Re-Creation: Some Notes on What’s What and What You Might be Able To Do About What’s What, a series of scenarios about political actions that one might take in public places. This was his research, his first draft and a point of departure for what we were going to develop in the coming months.

      It started quietly enough, we had the Haybarn, a very special wooden building that served as a theater and social gathering place for the college; it was all wooden and had a very warm feel to it. The interior open space was about 60 x 30 feet, with a high ceiling. There was a small stage at one end. The hard wood floor was polished and good for dancing.

      Our first lessons were Yoga. Gregory proposed a book called, The Sun Salute, which was a fine simple intro to yoga and taught us a series of postures or Asanas. For me at least, but I imagine for the others too, this was a revelation, a real introduction to my own body and the opportunity to rebuild and redefine my body and my purpose. Breathing alone was transforming. I felt like I had never understood breathing before; I felt I had never been in control of my own body. This was so exciting that I would wake up early and go through the asanas in my apartment in Plainfield, so that when I got to the rehearsal at 9 am, I would have already done the yoga and could start again from this prepared point. We took our time with these exercises reaching a place, after an hour of concentration and flexibility, where our hearts and minds were open and ready to create. Our project for the day was to improvise and dramatize parts of the Scarlet Letter. When I try and think, was the Scarlet Letter intrinsic to this project? I conclude, no, it wasn’t. Perhaps it was a false start, which was abandoned as we saw where we really intended to go. But even so, at the beginning, as we learned to know each other, it worked fine, a piece of Americana full of moral overtones that we could well contemplate.

      We were free to work with the material as we chose, including in conflict with the original story. We created scenes that did not occur in the book. I remember the scene when we decided to put our collective energy behind Hester and Pearl and Dimmesdale and to expel the hateful and sadistic Chillingsworth. This is a position that Hawthorne perhaps suggested by his sympathy with the lovers but could not take, because of the restraints of the novel form he was using. But we could take it; we could explore it and dramatize it.

      We would get quite warm working in our rehearsal space and we sometimes worked with very little clothing, enjoying our bodies in the yoga and sharing our bodies with our collaborators; we might use body paint and we might exclude speech from our “tools” for the day. Imagine, we are half-dressed, bare-breasted, bare foot, and painted with bright colors that we have applied to one another. We start to move around our space together as a group, as a single body, as a creature or a passion, we feel our way; the lights might be out, or our eyes closed. We move together, making sounds to guide one another, pounding out a rhythm with our bare feet, we rush across the dance floor from one side of the building to the other, we try to climb the walls, we beat on the walls with our hands and our fists, we cry out in vowels to one another and in chorus. Slowly we separate Chillingsworth from the others. Today Max Mountain is playing the old villain and he is pointed at by his accusers as Chillingsworth pointed at Hester and Dimmesdale and the child Pearl. The old villain is pushed out of the group, he is excluded and ostracized, then, still with no words, witnesses testify against him; growling, howling, sputtering, and gesturing are used to state the accusations, and he is judged and condemned. Next, the group decides to punish him and the judge reveals what the punishment will be.

      Max, the giant hairy creature that he is, in his role as Chillingsworth, decides to escape and to hide from us. We practice a theatrical blindness, and it takes a bit of searching to find him but we do search, feeling everywhere, smelling the air like a pack of wolves, listening and probing the spaces, we discover his hiding place and we drive him out. He runs and we pursue him, he circles around the space, we follow close behind. The pack divides, some separate and block him as he comes around, he breaks through the blockade and rushes from one end of the space to the other. Now the group is howling and thundering along behind him. He slips out a door of the rehearsal space, which is not permitted, but he feels desperate and he opens the door and goes out. He locks the door from the outside. We, the avenging angels, the outraged victims of his morality and condemnation, have turned from the malleable, intimidated “people,” into judge and executioner. We will not be denied by this door; we tear at it, smash it, pry it, and piece by piece, in our rage, tear it off its hinges and emerge through the opening in a wild state, spitting and frothing, grinding our teeth and rolling our eyeballs, almost naked and painted in wild colors. Only to realize we are in the college administrative offices with the secretaries and the administrators, the comptroller and the dean of admissions. We lose our steam and laugh at ourselves and no doubt embarrass our professor.

      Maxwell Mountain, Megan Brandies, Lucky Lansky, Missy Starling, Lydia Stone, one after another they come. The workshops were called “open’’ and, many people came to them, only a few stayed. Greg negotiated with them outside of the workshop; usually he became the advisor of those who wanted to join the group. So, a student would come for a few days of rehearsals and then speak to Greg who would tell them the plan; California and dancing with the Dancer’s Workshop, if he or she wanted to join, they would arrange their affairs so that Professor Samuels would be his or her advisor and he or she could go out west with us. Aurora Zipkin, Rachel Isen, Andria Pollock, Esmeralda Hughes. Slowly we built up our core group. Sometimes Salome worked with us. Salome was married to Samuels and mother of his two children, she had the experience with Anna Halprin and she helped to arrange that part of the project.

      According to the plan, we had all spring to do this; working out and learning skills and practicing. But then Kent State happened and weeks of our semester were thrown into disorder. What’s more, the classes were over by lunchtime and we were free in the afternoon to study or live our lives. I was still on the student governance committee. There were five student counselors. The anthropologist Jules Rabin came to us. He had a proposal for Jerry Witherspoon and he needed our support. He needed the student committee to accept or endorse his proposal. He was suggesting that the Bread and Puppet Theater come from New York and take up residence at Cate Farm, a small family farm without a farm family, that was on campus. We did endorse his idea and that is how it worked out that the arriving puppeteers and trucks came to my apartment in Plainfield. Murry Levy, George Konnoff, Kenny the Stilt Man, the Dutch kid, Carlene Fernandez, Sue Bettmann, Margo Sherman, I knew this group of performers, who were with the Schumanns when Bread and Puppet came to Goddard. They were the first theater people I had ever met, and meeting them and telling them our plan and seeing their enthusiasm for such an adventure encouraged me to think that we were on the right track with our California project.

      I must mention, that I was married then and lived in Plainfield in an apartment in a building known as the Hungry Pig and Eye. My wife was a fine woman and a fine person, from a fine family of the best people. Her father was the director of a bird sanctuary in Massachusetts, an ornithologist who kept all sorts of wild birds and was a graduate of the ornithology program at Cornell, which must be the best in the country. They were lovely people and she had borne us a healthy and happy son who was just over a year old. I did not see how I could take her out west; I could not figure out how to get them there, or how I was going to care for them once we got there. The whole family life was too perplexing for me. I felt that I had to follow my own path as an artist, after all, that was the idea of going to Goddard, I was to be a theater artist, and I did not see how I could possibly take them along. We weren’t unhappy together, we just did not know how to live. We had no guidance and we could not figure it out ourselves. I think Helen Rabin, who was having children at the same time, tried to get close to my wife and maybe encouraged or advised her, but it was not enough and we two together decided it would be better and more sensible for my wife to return to her parents and live with them and that we should in fact divorce. Once we had agreed, the whole process was put into motion and she and the baby left. The divorce was done in the mail and it was based on a concept that would free all of us. The key phrase was, “as if dead” and it referred to how I was to be considered in terms of my ex and my son.

      I met another woman shortly afterwards, Wendy Davidson, a film student studying with Roy Levin and about to graduate. She moved into my apartment and we began planning our move to California.

      Wendy and Greg Samuels didn’t like each other from the beginning and ’til the end. With this in mind, I might try to explain a large part of the project that evolved and perhaps was out of control from the word go. It seems that the students who registered as Greg’s advisees were the basis of the financing for the project, at least their tuition money would be available to the Professor to rent housing and provide meals and also provide his salary. Well, the reader can see that Wendy was just added to the company, in a certain way, in protest and insisting that she was not going to participate, but none the less, she was part of the community.

      Megan had a boyfriend named Jethro. He was from Western Mass like Thorn and I, but we were from a mill town near Mt. Greylock and he was from the richer and more aristocratic middle range of the Berkshire Hills, Lenox or Stockbridge, near the music center Tanglewood. The same area where Ishmael, the seaman in Melville’s novel, had been a school teacher before he decided to go to sea. Jethro was a sensitive man, he liked to wear a suede jacket and shades that had light rose lenses. He had deep eyes and a gentle way. Jethro was polite. He spoke thoughtfully and understood how to appreciate people and how communities work. Jethro would follow Megan out to California and since he got along better, he was often included.

      Megan and Jethro rented their own apartment in San Francisco and so did Wendy and I. Both places were right near Anna Halprin’s studio, more or less on Divisadero and on either side of where the Panhandle reaches Divisadero. There were just the two of us in our apartment, but at Megan and Jethro’s one could often find Lucky Lansky. Sometimes Baxter Bagley stayed there and Ariën Fishman, too.

      The larger group of people lived at the house in Mill Valley. Greg had invited Jblu, a handy fellow who lived in the same commune in Plainfield. Jblu was in charge of scavenging and he was good at it, providing us with a van and food from the dumpsters and various materials that we needed and that he scavenged.

      Greg invited Marsha Mann and her two girls; I have no idea what the rationale was, I suspect they needed a place to live and he simply said, ‘come with us’.

      We were just arriving in SF when Lionel Kowalski showed up. He was a Bostonian and he wanted to be with Max. Max was a Goddard student.

      Next, my brother Thorn arrived and lived in the house in Mill Valley and stayed ’til the end. Still there was room, and when the wandering German motorcyclist Wolfgang wanted to join, Wolfgang, too, became part of the group.

      Mannie Haberkorn, who was living and studying in California, found a place in the Mill Valley house. Mannie was a Goddard student; he took the classes with Anna Halprin, but he had not been with us in Vermont in the spring, no one knew him ’til he moved in.

      Ariël Fishman was a Goddard student and part of the whole thing. At that time, he was known as Hermes, he thought of himself as a feminist. Hermes and Professor Samuels shared an interest in motorcycles; they both had BMWs. Hermes had just purchased his and he was very proud of it. Gregor convinced Ariël that he should invite Missy Starling to ride out to California on the back of Ariel’s motorcycle. The two of them did it, but nothing worked and they could not agree on anything; when to start, when to stop, which way to go, where to sleep, what to eat, they fought all the way across the continent, and by the time they arrived they were declared and permanent enemies.
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      Well you know it’s a shame and a pity

      if you were raised up in the city

      and never learned nothin ’bout country ways.

      —Country Joe McDonald

      

      My apartment in Plainfield village was at the Hungry Pig and Eye, an old building right on the Winooski River, at the bridge. There were four student apartments and the landlord, Lisa, lived in the basement, really right at water level.

      The building was constructed at the time of the civil war, with eight by eight posts and a few of them stood in the middle of our living room. The posts were hand hewn, more than a hundred years ago and darkened by all the people who had lived around them.

      Wendy had the room arranged with her Zen aesthetic, very simple black and white; there were storefront windows on the south side and light streamed in. The floor was wooden with very rough-cut old boards smoothed and even grooved by years of wear. We had just this one room with the kitchen; such as it was, on one side, and the bed on the floor in the middle.

      As the morning sun slanted in through the front windows, it cast diagonal shadows of the standing posts, and divided the place into rectangles and triangles of dark and light. Wendy emphasized this contrast with a black blanket on the bed and black rugs and white pillows and sheets.

      She wore black and white; a padded Chinese jacket and silk trousers and Chinese cloth slippers. As an ascetic and a dancer, she was a very neat and tidy person. She was very petite too, certainly the smallest person in this community of students who would go out to California together. Actually, she had just graduated, she would go out to California with us, but she was not a student.

      Mountain arrived first; the two were quite chummy, he being the biggest and she the smallest, she had an infectious laugh and Max acted outrageous to amuse her. Today he had photographs; his own distinctive vision, captured and printed by hand in the school’s darkroom and hand painted by Maxwell himself. This series was of Dude and Harry, two Vermont hillbillies, who ran a second-hand place out near Marshfield on Route 2. Max loved this idea of collecting the cast-offs of our society and so did Dude and Harry. They amassed a huge and varied collection of broken, twisted, and abandoned objects, in piles all around their house, filling the barn and the driveway and all the rooms in the house too. Max had taken great photos of the two vendors; Harry with rose colored glasses and Dude in a polka dot dress, right over his coveralls, with sun glasses in the form of pink hearts. Both men sported grizzled beards and wore ancient felt hats, both were smiling gleefully. Max had just printed his images on very large format paper. Wendy was quite charmed by the photos and she in turn dazzled Max with her good humor and with the praises she showered on him.

      Wendy proposed tea, Max handed her a wooden nickel saying, “I thought you’d never get round to it.” She laughed saying, “I have had plenty of these from Dude and Harry themselves!” She tossed the wooden piece for me to read. The small wooden disc had, ‘Round To it’ burned on both sides.

      Mountain, taking a deep breath says, “I invited my new friend Baxter Bagley to come and meet up with you. I met Bax at the beginning of the semester and we have been getting stoned and taking pictures together. He just came from RIT, that photo school in Rochester, and I was excited to collaborate with him.”

      Max continues a bit breathlessly, talking as fast as he can. “After just a couple of meetings, we drove out to his place in Cleveland. Baxter lives with his mother out there and he has all sorts of photo equipment. His father died when Bax was fifteen. Bax was the youngest in the family, his brother Bobby is the oldest, fifteen years older, and there are two sisters but they are also older and married.

      “Our idea for this trip to Cleveland was to smoke as much pot as possible and hatch a batch of wild ideas involving pyramids and dowsing rods and his great darkroom set-up. We planned experiments, like tracing the lay lines on photo paper or the vibes of the pyramid, or, taking photos of auras, of people’s auras. Baxter was proposing original photo techniques. He has a really well-equipped wood-working shop too and we wanted to build certain devices for the darkroom.

      “His mom was friendly and fed us and helped with whatever we needed. What a happy surprise to see they were growing organic pot in the garden. Nice big plants.

      “Bax is a weaver.” Mountain looks to see if we believe him. “No really, he has looms and he makes looms, and he weaves, and knits too. When we got to Cleveland, he set one of his looms up in the living room and set to weaving, throwing the shuttle back and forth rhythmically, while talking politics with his mom and me.

      After our visit to Cleveland, we drove to Boston and we stayed with Lionel in Roxbury, right on Fort Hill. Bax and Lion hit it off too. One thing led to another and I was talking about the California project and I was kind of talking up the political/guerrilla aspects of the project, which appealed to both of them.

      “By the way, Bax’s brother Bobby lives in San Francisco! Bobby Bagley makes movies about rock groups!” Max looks around to see if we are still following. We nod encouragement, he continues, talking fast.

      “We’ve had many adventures, like our short trip out to Rochester with a lot of LSD and a pound of homegrown. We actually took amazing photos. Robert Frank was giving a talk there and Baxter knew his daughter Andrea. I took an electric portrait of me and Lionel and Baxter when we were peaking. The photo shows us in the men’s room mirror at the Genesee brewery, at the end of the tour, and under the influence of massive amounts of acid.”

      Wendy brings the tea and there is a knock on the door. Max, getting in the last word says, “I want him to come with us to California. I warn you though; Baxter relishes criticism, well, giving criticism, criticizing everyone about almost anything, ranging from food to toilet habits, and never fails to incite lively discussion,” he says, with the last of his breath so it comes out like a whisper.

      As Baxter comes in, he is fumbling for his glasses. He is twenty years old, tall and pale and soft looking. He has a sandy head of hair and a fair complexion. His hands are articulate with long fingers but he keeps them at his side, giving an impression of shy reserve. Once Max has introduced Baxter, he goes on to talk about the dowser’s convention in Danville, which prompts Baxter to pull out his dowsing rods, which he has tucked in his belt. The rods are copper, with one right hand 90-degree angle and a plastic sheath over the handle, bigger than the diameter of the rod, so the rod can move freely. With a rod in each hand, Bax paces the length of the room. Holding the rods at chest level he looks for an invisible force; just like a dowser with a forked apple branch. When he finds the force, the rods react and move to the side, in opposite directions, forming a parallel line with the earth force they have detected.

      Seeing what he is doing I ask, “Water? You have detected water?”

      “More like a ley line,” he says, pulling the rods back, they turn straight ahead again and pushing them forward, they turn out to the sides. “It is right here,” he says, making the gesture again and watching the rods respond.

      “Let’s see if we can find a perpendicular ley line and then you might move your bed to be right on the junction, which will give you power sleeps and a sort of nightly recharge from the energy of the earth.”

      The other ley line appears shortly and it seems the bed is already centered on the junction of the two lines.

      Wendy says, “Some people are just naturally sensitive.”

      Baxter gives her a nod, “Sure, these earth powers are old knowledge. The pyramids all take advantage of the ley lines, all of the great cathedrals, too. Meditators and meditation halls are consciously making use of earth energy. My rods are just a simple inexpensive way to verify their presence.”

      He puts the rods back in his belt.

      I say, “Are you coming out to California with us, Bagley?”

      “I’m thinking about it,” he says.

      “Have you spoken with Greg Samuels?”

      “No, I don’t want to be in the theater.”

      “It is a theater project,” I say questioning him.

      “I want to be an observer. Maybe even take some pictures?

      My brother lives there in San Francisco.”

      “Ah, so maybe you would stay with him?”

      “Maybe.”

      “Samuels won’t be your faculty advisor either?”

      “Right.”

      “Still,” I say, “you ought to coordinate with Greg just so he can make plans and understand who is available and who is participating, in whatever way you decide you want to be part of it.”

      “I like the political aspect of it.” Baxter says, “I want to be part of the politics of our times. I went to the Democratic convention in Chicago in ’68 with my McCarthy banners and T-shirts, my camera too. There were fine scenes during the Battle of Michigan Ave, I took photos, dodging the tear gas and the cops.”

      “What did you think of that experience, Baxter?” Wendy asks.

      He takes a seat on the edge of the bed. “I thought it was the end of the world, at least the world as we know it. In Chicago it was obvious the Democrats, the so-called liberal party was ready to beat the voters into submission. The adult population, the ‘grown-ups,’ have become so much a part of the war machine, which they created, they think the political opposition is their enemy and they keep these teams of thugs, their police, to attack college students, young people, unions, recalcitrant voters; whoever will not fall in line with their battle plan, or hand over the prizes they think are their own, the presidency for example. There was so much blood on the streets at the Democratic Convention, so many cracked heads, so much police hooliganism, it was only surprising the National Guard didn’t open fire on us. It was clearly the prelude to Kent State and I have to ask myself, what will follow in the escalation of this war on youth?”

      He gives us a minute to think it over and continues, “After Chicago, I understood; I better make an alliance with a group, an organization of like-minded people, allies, friends, people who think the way I do, who see the value of liberation and peace and revolution. And since Kent State, I want to join, to be part, to be known and to know my community, my “cell.” With his hands he makes quotation marks in the air. “I want to know the others who are in my ‘unit.’ I want to put my skills in the service of the liberation movement, which was also visible at Chicago with the Yippies and Tom Hayden, Rennie Davis from SDS, Bobby Seale from the Panthers and Dave Dellinger the pacifist. There were organizations and movements which had the right idea; it kind of looked like a nationwide uprising. So, when I heard Max talking about ‘guerrilla theater,’ art actions, ‘infiltrations’, peaceful actions in San Francisco, I thought I should be part of this. Max tells me there is going to be a house and a collective or a commune and that we will make decisions together and act on the issues of the day?”

      “Baxter,” says Wendy, “let’s be clear, this is going to be a Goddard project and Professor Greg is going to be the director. It is going to be a school project.”

      “I am a Goddard student,” says Baxter.

      Wendy smiles at him and says, “Well, as long as you understand.”

      There is a quiet moment and I say, “Arrange a meeting with the professor, he will help you organize your program, or at least he will give you the various coordinates, the dates, the locations, the objectives. Not everyone has to be on the stage, there will be others who support the theater projects but never set foot on the stage. A good photographer will make a big difference. We will be glad to have you in the company. Let’s work out a travel plan, let’s talk about housing. Let’s see if there are materials or things that you will need. For sure we will make some very memorable theater events in California.”

      When we were in bed that night, Wendy says to me, “Do you think Baxter likes boys?”

      “Boys? Why should he? There are such fine women around here,” and I throw my arms around her.

      “It’s the way he looks at me, as if I am merely the image of a flesh and blood woman.”
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      In the spring of 1970, the semester ended, the war was still going on. Wendy and I went to her parents’ house in Silver Springs, Maryland, near Washington DC, where we stayed for a couple of weeks. Wendy had some friends who were driving out to California in a VW Bug and we were invited to go with them. It was crowded, ridiculously crowded, but we managed and got along pretty well. It was hot, we split the gas, it was far, 2800 miles, at fifty or less miles an hour. Just before we got there, we were in California, Wendy and I got into a horrible fight while I was driving; we stopped the car and got out, her friends, who were sick of us, took our backpacks out of the rack on top of the VW and put them on the curb, then they simple drove on. Still fifty miles from San Francisco we crossed the highway and walked into the mountains and stayed there for a week. We were lucky, we had been camping on the way across and we had a few things with us. We each had a metal cup and spoon, we had dry matches, and a pocketknife. Wendy had a small jar of honey and a box of tea. We had a bag of granola. We were above tree line and there were no bugs. The terrain was huge granite boulders the size of churches, roughly dome shaped. Since the huge rocks did not fit together, the areas between were filled with earth and created platforms that were totally isolated but sometimes connected. Between fifty of these giant stones there was a deep, large pond with clear water the color of the sky. Above, where the boulders ended, there was a broad shelf of granite that stretched into the distance, and on the granite shelf, there were stands of very tall evergreen trees, some elemental pines or primordial spruces. We camped there among the great stones, with just what we had. We did not see anyone except once we heard a group of boy scouts passing by in the night. The weather was fine, it didn’t rain. Since it was spring, there were no berries. We drank the water from the lake and we found three cans of beans that had been left in a hiker’s shelter. We fasted and we chilled and made love and got re-established and counted our lucky stars and after a week, when we were united again, we hitched into the city.

      Wendy had short dark hair, sculpted features and a compact versatile physique; she was physically active and in good health. We were about the same age, we had complimentary senses of humor, she had a sharp tongue and she liked to laugh. We were both ready for a change. We never saw our relationship as permanent, we always had different ideas, she meant to migrate to California and I intended to stay in the northeast. We shared a sexual sensibility, we had appetite, and we served each other full plates of pleasure. We were able to make an arrangement that was convenient for both of us, and we made the best of it. We were close to penniless and we found an aesthetic that fit our financial situation. We would live like monks, with as little as possible, eating the simplest foods and wearing the same clothes all the time and spending nothing. She had no income, either from work or from her parents, and I had only the GI bill, about 180 a month. We applied for and got food stamps.

      When we arrived in San Francisco, we found Anna Halprin’s dance studio on Divisadero, right at the corner of Haight and we knocked on nearby doors and went into the shops and found a Turkish man who sold dry fruit and spices, who had an apartment available; third floor at 1101 Oak Street, and we rented it. From the front windows we had a view of the end of the Panhandle, right where Golden Gate Park reached Divisadero. A part of the park that was threadbare; no trees, little grass, no seats, no paths, more like an urban lot with blown paper, lost dogs and homeless humans. In the apartment there was a kitchen, which was a slightly bigger room but had no light. There was one window into an alley, and outside this window there was a wooden box with a screen door, which acted as a fridge. There was a gas stove. Finally, there was the bathroom, which had a skylight but otherwise was simply a commode and a small cast-iron bathtub of chipped white enamel and lion’s feet. The floors were wooden and the ceilings were quite high, ten or twelve feet. The owner had painted all the interior walls white. We bought a mattress at a used furniture place quite nearby and that was our pad. There was no furniture and we did everything on the mattress, eating, reading, making love and sleeping. We were not going to be there long enough to have a telephone installed, anyway the installation was too expensive. We had no idea about the others. The plan was, we would meet up at the Dancer’s Workshop on the appointed date.

      Wendy was reading Krishnamurti, The First and Last Freedom and Gurdjieff and Ouspensky plus Alan Watts’ The Way of Zen and DT Suzuki’s The Training of the Zen Buddhist Monk, and various other volumes filled out her bedside stack of Zen and meditation studies. She kept a journal and she wrote poems, along with her correspondence with her friends and teachers at Goddard.

      She was going to the Zen center to sit zazen almost every day. The Zen center had opened very recently and we were only a few blocks from it; Wendy saw this as great good fortune. I went with her occasionally; to me it seemed a massive wooden altar with highly polished dark wood interiors, including cylindrical columns. The sitting pillows were black or red and arranged in a long line on a platform that was glowing with polished wax. The interior was very open, this room was on the second-floor balcony; walls of bamboo enclosed the zazen area. When sitting with the other meditators you all seemed to be out-of-doors in a grove of trees or a glade of bamboo with a trickling brook.

      San Francisco the city of Love, just a few blocks from the hippie’s corner, Haight and Ashbury, searching for our place and our lives. We are in our twenties, we have all abandoned the religions of the Puritans either in its Jewish or its Christian form. We are searching for new meaning, some like Wendy insist it is to be found through zazen. Mannie Haberkorn believes it might be offered by Steve Gaskin who is preaching in San Francisco this summer.

      We have Janice Joplin and the Grateful Dead. We will try LSD and Love and Marijuana. We will try music and dancing and diets and fasting. We will try sitting and walking and rolling on the floor. We believe that we can enter a new world from here, that the time is right and we are in the right place and we can experience our own “great leap forward” or a shift to another plane, a new consciousness. It is happening all around us. The Living Theatre is performing Paradise Now and we see the movie Marat Sade in Berkeley, we hear the lunatics in the asylum, huge on the silver screen, demand, ‘’We want a revolution and we want it now!!’’ Timothy Leary is speaking about the effects of LSD and encouraging us to turn off the TV and the radio and tune into the new consciousness. Ken Kesey is on the road with his Merry Pranksters. We are young, we are willing, we are searching, and we are together. We can use all of our resources and make the quantum leap that we feel we are called on to make.
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