
 
REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #21 
 
Can you 
own land, can you 
own house, own rights 
to other’s labor, (stocks, or factories 
or money, loaned at interest) 
what about 
the yield of same, crops, autos 
airplanes dropping bombs, can you 
own real estate, so others 
pay you rent? to whom 
does the water belong, to whom 
will the air belong, as it gets rarer? 
the american indians say that a man 
can own no more than he can carry away 
on his horse. 
 
 

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #22 
 
what do you want 
your kids to learn, do you care 
if they know factoring, chemical formulae, theory 
of numbers, equations, philosophy, semantics 
symbolic logic, latin, history, socalled, which is 
merely history of mind of western man, least interesting 
of numberless manifestations on this planet? 
 
do you care 
if he learns to eat off the woods, to set 
a broken arm, to mend 
his own clothes, cook simple food, deliver 
a calf or baby? if there are cars should he not 
be able to keep his running? 
how will he learn these things, will he learn them 
cut off in a plaster box, encased 
in a larger cement box called ‘ school ‘ dealing with paper 
from morning till night, grinding no clay or mortar, no 
pigment, setting no seedlings in black earth 
come spring, how will he 
know to trap a rabbit, build a raft, 



to navigate by stars, or find safe ground 
to sleep on? what is he doing all his learning years 
inside, as if the planet were no more than a vehicle 
for carrying our plastic constructs around the sun 
 

 

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #23 

 
A lack of faith is simply a lack of courage 
one who says ‘ I wish I could believe that ‘ means simply that he 
is coward, is pleased 
to be spectator, on this scene where there are no spectators 
where all hands not actually working are working against 
as they lie idle, folded in lap, or holding up newspapers 
full of lies, or wrapped around steering wheel, on one more 
pleasure trip 
 

 

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #24 

 
Have you thought about the American aborigines 
who will inhabit 
this continent? Cave dwellers, tent people, tree dwellers, will your 
great-grandchildren be among them? Will they sell 
artifacts—abalone or wool—to the affluent 
highly civilized Africans 
who come here in the summer, will they wear 
buckskin, or cotton, loincloth, run down  
deer catch fish barehanded, build teepees, hogans, remember 
to use the wheel, to write, to speak, or simply drum & pipe, smiling, will your 
great-grandchildren be among them? 
 

 

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #25 
 
Know every way 
out of your house, where it goes, every alley 
on the block, which back yards connect, which walls 
are scalable, which bushes 



will hold a man. 
Construct at least one man-sized hiding place 
in your walls, know for sure which neighbors 
will let you sneak in the back door & saunter out the front 
while the Man is parked ·in your driveway, or tearing 
your pad apart, which neighbors won’t be home, which cellar doors 
are open -whom you can summon in your neighborhood 
to do your errands, check the block, set up 
a getaway while you sit tight inside & your house 
is watched ... 
 

 

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #26 
 
‘DOES THE END 
JUSTIFY THE MEANS?’  this is 
process, there is no end, there are only 
means, each one 
had better justify itself. 
To whom? 
 

 

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #27 
 
How much 
can we afford to lose, before we win, can we 
cut hair, or give up drugs, take 
job, join Minute Men, marry, wear their clothes, 
play bingo, what 
can we stomach, how soon 
does it leave its mark, can we 
living straight in a straight part of town still see 
our people, can we live 
if we don’t see our people? ‘It is better 
to lose & win, than win & be 
defeated’ sd Gertrude Stein, which wd you 
choose? 
 

 

 



REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #28 
 
O my brothers 
busted for pot, for looting, for loving 
young beautiful brothers & sisters, for holding out hope 
in both hands to the Man, enraging him 
O my brothers, freaking out this moment 
this beautiful summer evening 
in all the cages of America 
while the sun goes down on this fabled & holy land : 
know that we have this land, we are filling its crevices 
its caves and forests, its coastlines and holy places 
with our mating flesh, with the fierce play of our children 
our numbers increasing 
we are approaching your cells, to cut you loose 
to march triumphant with you, crying out 
to Maitreya, across the Pacific 
 

 

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #29 
 
beware of those 
who say we are the beautiful losers 
who stand in their long hair and wait to be punished 
who weep on beaches for our isolation 
we are not alone : we have brothers in all the hills 
we have sisters in the jungles and in the ozarks 
we even have brothers on the frozen tundra 
they sit by their fires, they sing, they gather arms 
they multiply : they will reclaim the earth 
nowhere we can go but they are waiting for us 
no exile where we will not hear welcome home 
‘goodmorning sister, let me work with you 
goodmoming brother, let me 
fight by your side’ 


