
REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #30 
 
(To Those Who Sold the Revolution Summer of '68) 
 
remember to wear a hat, if you have a hat 
and stick your hair inside it, if it's long hair 
or don't, wear shoes if it's snowing and you have shoes 
remember they buy out all the leaders, be a leader 
if you want to be bought out, but remember to 
tell the truth, just before they buy you, tell the truth 
loud, and the kids will hear you, not hear your money 
as it falls on the liquorstore counter, day after day 
not hear your dreams of nightmare betrayal and torture 
not hear your mercedes, they'll hear the truth you spoke 
they'll believe you and honor you after you die, brought down 
by that cia bullet you can't avoid just by taking their money 
they'll believe you and DO WHAT YOU SAY 
NOT WHAT YOU DO 
 
 
REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #31 
 
(for Le Roi, at long last) 
 
not all the works of Mozart worth one human life 
not all the brocades of the Potala palace 
better we should wear homespun, than some in orion 
some in Thailand silk 
the children of Bengal weave gold thread in silk saris 
six years old, eight years old, for export, they don't sing 
the singers are for export, Folkways records 
better we should all have homemade flutes 
and practice excruciatingly upon them, one hundred years 
till we learn to 
make our own music 
 

  



REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #32 
 
not western civilization, but civilization itself 
is the disease which is eating us 
not the last five thousand years, but the last twenty thousand 
are the cancer 
not modern cities, but the city, not 
capitalism, but ism, art, religion, once they are 
separate enough to be seen and named, named art named 
religion, once they are not 
simply the daily acts of life which bring the rain, bring bread, heal, bring 
the herds close enough to hunt, birth the children 
simply the acts of song, the acts of power, now lost 
to us these many years, not killing a few white men will bring 
back power, not killing all the white men, but killing 
the white man in each of us, killing the desire 
for brocade, for gold, for champagne brandy, which sends 
people out of the sun and out of their lives to create 
COMMODITY for our pleasure, what claim 
do we have, can we make, on another's time, another's 
life blood, show me 
a city which does not consume the air and water 
for miles around it, mohenjo-daro was a blot 
on the village culture of India, the cities of Egypt sucked 
the life of millions, show me 
an artifact of city which has the power 
as flesh has power, as spirit of man 
has power 
 
 
REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #33 
 
how far back 
are we willing to go? that seems to be 
the question. the more we give up 
the more we will be blessed, the more 
we give up, the further back we go, can we 
make it under the sky again, in moving tribes 
that settle, build, move on and build again 
owning only what we carry, do we need 
the village, division of labor, a friendly potlatch 
a couple of times a year, or must it be 
merely a ' cybernetic civilization ' 



which may or may not save the water, but will not 
show us our root, or our original face, return 
us to the source, how far 
(forward is back) are we willing to go 
after all? 
 
 
REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #34 
 
hey man let's make a revolution, let's give 
every man a thunderbird 
color TV, a refrigerator, free 
antibiotics, let's build 
apartments with a separate bedroom for every child 
inflatable plastic sofas, vitamin pills 
with all our daily requirements that come in the mail 
free gas & electric & telephone & 
no rent. why not? 
hey man, let's make a revolution, let's 
turn off the power, turn on the 
stars at night, put metal 
back in the earth, or at least not take it out 
anymore, make lots of guitars and flutes, teach the chicks 
how to heal with herbs, let's learn 
to live with each other in a smaller space, and build 
hogans, and domes and teepees all over the place 
BLOW UP THE PETROLEUM LINES, make the cars 
into flower pots or sculptures or live 
in the bigger ones, why not? 
 
 
REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #35 
 
rise up, my 
brothers, do not 
bow your heads any longer, or pray 
except to the spirit you waken, the 
spirit you bring to birth, it 
never was on earth, rise up, do not 
droop, smoking hash or opium, dreaming sweetness, perhaps 
there will be time for that, on the long beaches 
lying in love with the few of us who are left, but now 
the earth cries out for aid, our brothers 



and sisters set aside their childhoods, prepare 
to fight, what choice have we but join them, in their hands 
rests the survival of the very planet, the health 
of the solar system, for we are one 
with the stars and the spirit we forge 
they wait for, Christ, Buddha, Krishna 
Paracelsus, had but a taste, we must reclaim 
the planet, re-occupy 
this ground 
the peace we seek was never seen before, the earth 
BELONGS, at last, TO THE LIVING 


