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      At an early age, the contractions were too much to avoid. Proven over and over, the illogic of God, competition in schools, and authhority, it was too much. Somehow, the system was so bankrupt and still going. Everything disintegrates. Avoid this, that, and everything else; the pockets in the sand, the curly, golden locks of hair. The resistance set in, always looking for an expression it came out in these little bursts. Somehow, it had to become coherent. The flashes came and vanished. Moments that never seemed to end dissolved into a slow parade of time. 

      Bradley and the Bully Teacher

      In grade school, a few memorable events were etched in memory. One was the day the teacher tied up Bradley. He ate lots of candy and couldn't sit still. He made noises and was fidgety. He got high from the candy. He was an offbeat kid. I never really bonded with him until that day. She stopped teaching and went to the back of the class. There he was, smiling, and she was resolute. She got the rope. It was one inch thick and about 20 feet long. She tied one end to the chair and wrapped Bradley in the rope; round and round it went. After that, he couldn't resist moving his lips, so she wrapped some tape around his mouth. There was Bradley in 2nd grade all tied up in Catholic elementary school. That memory set the stage for something else. 

      Robert and the Smack Hit

      Another one from our school had a bit of prankster in his blood. He found clever ways to resist. A year before the 2nd-grade teacher subdued Bradley, Robert pulled a clever and unlikely stunt in the schoolyard. I wasn't expecting it because he didn't tell me he would do it. We were in the schoolyard, and recess was about to end in a few minutes. Robert gave me a signal to watch. I didn't have a clue what he was going to do. With his back toward me, he turned slightly and launched a soccer ball sky-high. My eyes followed the ball to the target. The first-grade nun got the ball squarely placed on her head. She buckled down for a bit and was OK shortly after. Somehow, the resistance got started. 

      Radar 

      A few years went by without significant action. Perhaps it was all in the minds of those who waited for the right time to act. They called him Radar. Maybe the name fits. Like many other names, Slimo, Hair Balls, Yeti, Scrangy, and Radar fit those muscles well. What provoked it, I don't know. I don't remember exactly being there, but my mind wasted little effort to imagine what it looked like or what had happened. Radar picked up one of the nuns and pinned her up against the blackboard. Forever, the image was etched into my mind. It was easy enough to go along with the crowd and obey enough to get through it. Everybody was going through the motions. 

      Pickin Rocks

      The rocks were infinite. I was trying to figure out if I liked doing the work or if I didn't. Doing something was usually better than doing nothing, and why not? If you are getting paid, something is better than nothing. After elementary school and sometimes on Saturdays, they would pick us up, and we went to the farm. The barren corn fields had plants that were 4 inches tall. Killdeer would come every 20 minutes. We were given a five-gallon bucket to fill with rocks, carry to the flat trailer that a tractor was pulling, and empty the stones onto the trailer. When the trailer was full, we drove to a low spot where we dumped the rocks. The harvesting machines would be destroyed in the fall if the stones were not removed. It was simple work. A kildeer bird could ease the boredom or the end of the field where we would have to turn around. We were paid 1 dollar per hour. If we were lucky, we would get some gloves. If not, our faces would be covered in dust, and our arms and hands would be loaded with fresh country farmland. We were picking rocks, building muscle, and the piggy bank. 

      Dr. Goodbar

      What would Lucifer say, God or Marx, Malcolm X, Phillis Diller, the magic Pie man, and Faust, who meets Godot, then Quixote? I'm too selfish and too fuck you if you don't like how I look. I'm not here to please you or anyone else. If I have the chance to lend a hand, perhaps I will jump. Anyway, so yes, I've become aware of someone unknown as forever and yet more real than reality itself or AI, or BI anyway; so there's a person who is a being as real as you and I, flesh and blood, fingerprints, retinal scan, facial recognition compliant, certified Z monger looking for Dr. Goodbar. 

      Skating Without Ice

      Somehow, it happened. Our school was at the roller skating rink. The wheels rolled across the flat space. It was dark in there. No windows anywhere. It was dark out, so no difference. The music played real high school music, the tension, the angst, the smell, the teenage guided conundrum. I could feel the heat. The urge came on. Without communication skills, something else had to speak. Somewhere, there was a target. When it broke, the satisfaction came. It didn't last, but it had to be there. It was a connection. Without language, what else could speak? The urge was strong but without ways of making it real. 

      Tripping in the Mine Field

      We tripped on acid. The laughing would start and go on and on. Something was flipping and tripping. Keep it together. Reality was melting. Can I walk? Feel my face. Is it still there? It's melting. Wow, that's my color? Is this what other people are seeing? The vast mass of wires, like a Kafka novel. Crisp, lucid, like tangerine reality. The image kept coming back. It was a massive pyramid of bright fluorescent orange. A deep, swirling black maze surrounds the hill of Tang. On top of the mountain sat the grand master of desire without any splendor. Way up on top, a scene of the beach. The kaleidoscope magic umbrella and sunglasses are round, glazed with crystal mirrors, slim, and stacked, riding on the kangaroo walrus and tickled in pink, rosary spangled tie, twirling mist, rabbit, and dragon, loose wheeled, half dashed, and primed for another tomorrow. Did someone hit the reset button? 

      Vomit Lava

      The party was planned. It was new. Married for 25 years, it was time to throw a party. People came dressed in their best. Threads fine, I walked the line. The steps would flow. The drinks were on the table, just sitting there. No big deal, so I tried one, then another, and another, and I kept flying around as if there were no consequences. Soon, it hit. My stomach started swirling. I was sitting at the table, anesthetized by the alcohol. Suddenly, it all came up. The stream of stench-laden lava began to roll across the table in a slow wave. My eyes wobbled in the sockets. What was next? Recovery mode? or keep on going? Quickly, the memory faded until I got out of the car. Was I still alive? My father said I was a man if I could reach the top of the stairs. Quick as greased lightning, I rose to the top, held up my arms to show my biceps, and declared, "I am a man." As my father laughed, I collapsed and suffered on the couch for three days from severe alcohol poisoning. The days wore on like quicksand. I was lying on the sofa, head swollen, swirling; when would it end? 

      Flashback to the Dark. 

      It was there in the window, just sitting there. The window was gone; it was there, next to me. I couldn't move. Paralyzed, I was shaking; my arms and legs could not move. The lion was huge, large enough to bite and crunch my neck with a quick whisk. It was right next to me. I couldn't do anything. A permanent stand-off. Like pushing a giant rock up the mountain. Fading, another reality came forth. Now, the gums and teeth were tingling. Yes, there was pain, like itching and frazzled disintegration. I could feel it, and it would linger. A prophet came and whispered. Trembling in the face of yesterday. 

      Reevaluation of all Values. 

      After high school and out of the yoke of the family, it was time for a reevaluation of all values. In Madison, it's possible to audit classes at the university. Few people were doing it. I looked up the classes I wanted and dedicated time and energy to get the most out of them. I took notes on the lectures and read the books, mostly on philosophy, politics, and history. Instead of writing papers, we started a zine called SMILE. In the magazines, we explored alternatives to the dominant codes. With an anarco-communist-situationist orientation, we called ourselves Schiz-Flux and did various art action events downtown and on the east side of Madison. With any extra time, I devoured books on philosophy by Kant, Hegel, Nietzsche, Deleuze and Guattari, and Situationists, Yippies, anarchists and others.
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      I landed after hitting too many dead ends. I got fired. I walked off the job. I didn't know what would happen. I walked. The last time, I was cutting a pipe after 14 12-hour days without a break. I was on an aluminum ladder. It was wet. I was welding and cutting, saw a spark, and woke up on the floor. The 220-volt shock blew me off the ladder. For a few moments, I was paralyzed. Electric shock is an uncommon pain. It's a bit of terror and a blast of the system of nerves. The wave of pain blew over. After that, it's moment to moment. It will be back. How long can I go without another smack? Usually, something happens 3-4 times per year. It's all about letting and getting the time to flow. 

      Transition

      I got fired. It was the first time. Did I care? Fuck the boss. I had a duffle bag with checks. I was hoarding the checks. I had enough for 6 or 8 months of life. I could live off little, so why should I care? I knew my work was tops. It wasn't about that. It was a dead end. Money is a dead end. Jobs are slavery. I looked for an exit plan. I applied to the army. I could pick up another skill, make some money, and be ready for college. The army rejected me. So be it. If there was a draft, they couldn't get me. The last route was college. Knowing something more than nothing, I knew I had three choices for college: Berkeley, Austin, or Madison. Those were the most rebellious places I could think of. I never fit in anywhere, so the choice was obvious. 

      I landed in Madison on a beautiful fall day. The water gave light and life. I had no idea what to expect. With all those lakes, it had to be good. I put my fears on hold and continued. I got dropped off somewhere and started another chapter. I found housing and began applying for college. 

      U

      The university was a foreign notion to me. I knew some general ideas but needed to process the internal logic of the actions. I didn't know the insider game that most had been groomed for since high school. I avoided all of that in high school. My background was in industrial construction work. I was picking rocks, welding steel, and framing houses. I found a job at a nuclear reactor lab. The biggest shock for me was the pace. It was like being on vacation compared to what I was used to. Suddenly, the world as I had seen it began to vanish. Basically, I was going from a neofascist work orientation to a social work orientation. I learned theories at the university and in the streets; in the coops, I learned practice. By the way, did you catch the rye?

      L

      The housing Coops in Madison liberate people from the housing exploitation of the dominant economy. I came upon them after my buddy moved out of our apartment. He told me about them, and I acted. I couldn't believe what I saw and experienced. It was a motley group of artists, idealists, intellectuals, and 1 or 2 people who had something like a regular job. We all worked together to make the project happen. We made housing for everyone. Owning, managing, and maintaining the building gave us enormous power. All we had to do was stick together. It was hard to believe how much we get for so little. Yes, it was a bit rough looking; yes, it was an egg that the hippies laid; yes, it liberated us from the constraints of capitalism, and yes, we were empowered more than any institution that had imprisoned our imagination. 

      How Can This Happen? 

      The core of the coop happens when members combine their minds to find solutions to own, manage, and maintain their housing. The decisions are socialized. Once a week, members combine brain power to determine their future. All are required to participate, but often it's just enough for a quorum. What's on the agenda? Whatever people put on the list. All are invited; imagine that happening at work, school, or family. All matters required to keep the coop running smoothly are on the agenda. Who will buy, prepare, and eat the food, do the dishes, clean the kitchen and living room, and sweep the sidewalk? Who will fix the door, do the treasury work, or take action to remove someone who has proven themselves unworthy of the coop? They must protect their lives from capitalism. If they don't maintain the building and pay for expenses, they will become fodder for the state capitalist housing methods. 
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