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‘f 1 studied, researched and wrote abgut the radical history of my

' Mome toWn-a longtime ago. Something- that it seemed like: me and
everyone 1 knew were pretty égnorant of at the time. The most
fascinating research was at the ¢ity archives, a scary windowless
building on the northern edge of the city, There you can find the
Red 8Squad files, the city police's anti-communist anti-radical
extra legal group that operated in the mid part of the last cen
tury. In the files there's these pictures of a funeral, taking
place, it looks like, in the early 508, On the back there's a num-

l ber rubber stemped, high, maybe in the 400s, T ey vk
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of other<phs “. in the files, all with other random numbers on them
indicating that most of the photos were probably destroyed before
being archived, mosi likely illegel surveillance, these slipped

fl through somehow. The photo of the funeral sticks out to me, I try
to imagine the story behind it. The funeral is sparsely attended,
Who took the phote? Did they hide themselves or take it out im the
open to intimidate people? How mény people were scared to go the
funeral of their friend, their femily member, their loved one or
comrade 7




XX
They closed the central library in Portland in the miid 908, to
remodel it and make it earthquake proof, For about a Year it had
temporary residense in a 608 era office building downtown, Though
at first 1 ecringed at the new location, I came to enjoy it in a
weird way, I liked the chaes of the plaee, the low ceilings and
the fluorescent lights, the stairways that led nowhere, I walked
by the old library to wateh the progress, soon the eonstruction
had completely hollewed out the inside of the building, It was
strange to look &t this old building and perceive it as a shel].

I loved that old library. It was a strong fixture of my being
& teenager downtown, I hung out on the steps out front, walked
tight=rope style on the backs of the concrete benches that sur-
rounded the place. Got kicked out for meking out with my girl-
friend on the third fleer stairway, I loved the typing room in
the basement~ you descended the stairs to an insane clatter, a
room full of people who paid 25¢/hr, to bang away on eleetrie
typewriters, People making resumes, old men typing up family his-
tories, my friend Matthew practicing being & writer, The epen
stacks in the fietion room were nice too, 1it by bare low watt
bulbs, it was & good hiding plase. In there I'd look up through
the iron framed floors above iyte the closed stacks, watched the
librarians push carts around, Pull books and reshelve others,

If I needed & book from the elosed stacks I had to go to the 2nd
floor reference desk,.1'd fill out a 8lip and the librarian inser-
ted the slip into & tube, She would walk over to the wall and

drop it into & tube that went to the ¢orrest floor, A pneumatie
tube system, like at & bank drive through or a submarine,

It worried me to see the entire inside gutted. How could they
ever replace the magic of that place? Then a few months before
the grand reopening the hammer really dropped, I saw a flyer that
Biad the library would open with & Starbucks inside. The flyer
represented the oppogition to it, it announeed an organizational
meeting that I attended. It was a small group, I can't even remem-
ber what we did.... made some phone ealls, wrote some letters,
maybe even protested en the epeaing day? But to no avail, we were
too late and too weak, The library opened with the Starbucks in
the fietion room.

I checked it out the opening week, The structure inside wasn't
that different, the basie Plan remained the same, But no more ty-
ping room in the basement, the big rooms on the second floor had
bright fluoreseent bulbe with an &nnoying audible hum, the card
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cataleg was gone, the vinyl LPs were gone,
tem? bye bye. A lot of the new decorations were goudy and over-
done, the open fietion stacks were gone, And ofcourse, worst of
8ll, there was & Starbucks in the fiction room, which made an awful
din, orders called out, the hiss and gurgle of the milk steamer,
¥ Yuk.

¥ I was a good citizen of the library, I checked out & 1ot of

” books, returned them (mostly) on time, payed my fines ang used
the place as a resource. I wrote letters when I thought something
W&s wrong, Libraries are a fairly benign public institution, a]-
most utopian in practice, It felt small scale enough that I hoped
we could've affected some change there. When the library reopened
I felt rooked, Not just because of the Starbucks, but because in
the vaast bureaucracy and money interests involved, I realized how

marginal I was, Tt was also ope of my first engagements with aecti-
vism, '

XX

For awhile I felt like I could get this country, As I travelled
or talked to people in my day to day life, I wouldn't say I felt
¢hange wes imminent, but I felt like the potential was there, I
lived in New’ Orleans, a predominently poor and black city, and
from that distance the Bush presidency seemed like a joke we
j Gould ignore, Then Mbse planes hit those buildings and an amer-
ki ican flag popped Yp on every car. The conversations I heard start-
£ ed to turn'my stemach., All the progress I*q made from alienated
teenager who hated this country to someone who'd begun to have
some hope flew out the window, The Tellies for unity, the subse-
quent invasions, wars &nd murder, the bloodlust and the stupidity
of my countypeople has produced in me a seething hatred for this
plaee, This president and this administration are terrible, and
they are also wildly popular. It's a scary time here, the gla=
ciers are melting, cancer is eéverywhere, the sky is felling and
&5 We are the belly of the bdeast, Amidst @1l this I went to a new
L- eity to start over,
f When I moved, it was not even a fully eonscious decisjion, I
| dropped away from all the activism that defined 8o much of my
l life in New Orleans, I cleared the slate of projects I felt comp-
] elled to continue, I wanted to be & better person and friend, I
[ wanted to spend more time making art, With the US revving up for g
perpetusl war all the lifestylisms (critical masas, fnb, recyecling, |
vegetarienism, doing a zine) seemed dumb, None of it mattered,
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nene of it made the smallest difference, ¥ was lazy t t.he one
thing I did half-well, that I enjoyed, art. Sloppy and impatient,
I turpned out quickly produced turds.

I looked for activiesm that seemed direct, meaningful and local.
I went to & meeting for bus riders, to protest the new fare hike.
The meeting consisted of aging hippies who had the remarkable abi-
lity to talk in circles with the sole effect of silencing every-
one slse, The outcome was & pstitiem drive, I walked areund snd
got signatures to be delivered to our state congress person. If
we were lucky, he in turn would bring it to & budget meeting and
try and trade favers with a rural senator (ie more highway funde
for the country folk equalled more mese transit funds for the
city folk). It was & little disspiriting. When I brought the
cause to the activist punk group, one kid recomended dressing up
as pirates and doing & die-in on the bus., Both routes seemed
equally imeffeetive. I dropped it.

I had tons of free time in the new city, Time to be & better
friend, time to work on art- almost all of it, in retrespect, I
| squandered, The library became my best friend, days slipped by in
& stupor of reading books on random topics. The path from over-
busy activist led to days of nothingness, The new city of hills
and rivers, the city thet held so much personal promise, started
to ¢lose in on me, a physical reminder of my own limitetions,
X
! They've started getting into my head. The other night a dream-
that I was stuck in the middle of & bridge with & friend, we had
to pull up the drawbridges on either side of us because there was
& bomb threat. In the dream an official tells me to raise one
side while he does the other, I, of eourse, do it wrong, too fast .
or something, my side of the bridge slams up end dents something im-
portant. Then we found out the bomb threat was a hoax, I woke up
from this .dream and tried to figure it out, where it came from,
| and I remember that homeland seeurity billboard on the Burnside
Bridge that says, "we can be scared or we can be ready., be ready.”

I was in Chicago for the one year anniversary of the begin-
ning of the war. The protest was big, thousands of pecple met
4§}| downtown. I biked there knowing that my few friends in Chicage
%..§ were around somewhere, but in the mess of people I saw only folks
.thnt I wanted to avoid. The march moved slowly, I was at the end
ﬂ of it with my bieycle., It was good, I mean maybe we're all sick
| of rallies and pretesis a little, but being caught up in a group
¥ of 5000 people has its own exciting enrgy. The cops were out in / A
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full force, I was alone and it bugged me, I felt vulnerable,
cop8 lined the route, hundreds of them in battle armor, clubs
helmets down, I walked on the edge of the mass, as close to th
line of police that I could, some weird macho defiance that er
out in me to push the limits but net, you know, cross the line
watched & kid from the black bloe in front of me get taken dow
for doing nothing. 10 of us crowded &round and yelled, got pusk
back, got told to take it easy by the peace police and the real
police. Me, two irate old ladies, and the revolutionary black .
hloc were all impotent, we kept on moving, but did not take it
easy, ; !
They are getting good-with the:show.of foree: helieopters,
video, surveillance trucks, photos, horse cops behind and in
front, bike cops 8t the end of alleys & block away and the samu=
rai cops &1l around. And we're getting used to it, Eduarde Gal-
eano writes, "the machine teaches you to accept horror as you
accept the cold of winter" If I didn't think about the cops, it
was nice to be around that many protestors, But after awhile I
could only think about the cops &nd it was depressing. I thought
even if we could get this many people in the streets ready to
battle, FSU or whatever, we'd probably still get our asses kieke
Some people say it's worse now then ever before, but I think tha
buys into @& false history of this eountry., This government has -
. never been kind to dissent. Generations before us had to put up
| with & lot more beatings, jailings and extralegal police activity
than we've ever had to (but that might chenge too). I think the =
stakes are kigher now, the empire more powerful, the need larger.
Sometimes I think we're so spoiled we couldn't handle it, other
times I think they're too meny steps aheed, too good and greedy
at the power game to lose, Despair is en easy trap, sorry, sad
spoiled americean, I defeat myself.
XX
Chicage
I. It was the Ioth anniversary of the A Zone. It was great that
an infoshop was still alive after a decade, but 1o see it was a
little bit sad, The A Zone was particularly dreary in this incar-
nation, bad light, dirty, diserganized, &and those same pam- .
phlets I've been seeing for & decade (taking:beck our lives,
appeal to the homeless).
I was also still in full despsir mode, Anarchosctivism, especial-
1y info shops to me, were a giant failure in practice. Unfriend-
ly clubhousea, alienating and confusing even to me, Bomeone fajr=
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y emmeshed in the scene, They lack imegination and oftentimes | '
any sign of 1life, joy or struggle. i ‘
My new housemates, Joey and Anna, and I went with our own [
agends, & video cemera, and & dumb question: What &re the micro-
politics of dumpsterdiving? Mostly to give us something to do, te | s
be fun and obnexious. We had & slew of questions "are thers legen~ | |
dary dumpsters?” "do you have any special names or codes?" "have '
you ever done any street markings to indicate & good dumpster?"
"do you take it all or leave some?". One,question appealed to our
collective cynicism and quickly became d'focus point of the preo-
jest1 "do you consider dumpsterdiving a revolutionary act?" Cyniec-
a] because we already had our answer (ne) and because we let
people extrapolate, Because 9 put of IO said yes,
We stayed for a few hours gathering meterial, We felt some Sym-
pathy for the DJ and danced down in the empty basement. Then we
went home and edited, We never got furkher then the first thirty
seconds. Editing is & hard group process, I lost some drive out
of confusion, where was I coming from? It started to look pretty
meén spirited. So the documentary died, shelved away but the con
versations continued at home,
- Joey and Anna, my co-documentary makers and housemates, were a B =
fun couple and I liked living with them, They talked about the = —
world, about art and politics with mm exeitement and energy thet :
felt grounded in reality., How do we translate our beliefs into Ay
action? An important question, one they asked in their heads and AL
in what they did, Tl1E
Even though we all came out of the same generation of DIY, ‘
punk and riot grrl, I felt like a lost little kid around them,
Especially at first, then ir my third city in two years, newly
single, after running away the previous summer with any band that
I could, And they had their shit together, she taught at the art s
school, he had & book coming out. They had good art on the walls, o ;iﬁ
@ huge library, interesting projects they worked on with others
and interesting projects they worked on by themselves, g
We'd talk issues, and they had the seme problems I'd have with -
punks, activists and anerchists, but they'd taken these probleme
and worked with them, I was still in the same holding pattern
over the eirport of my beliefs, saying this is bullshit, Arrgh

2e A month earljer I ran away to Chicago because it seemed easy
énd new, because I felt fucked up, like getting away. It was a
new city to me, big, explorable and unfamiliar; end it had all
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the promise for a new 1ife that had fallen 8way in Pittsburgh and
Detroit. I moved there and was entranced by the street life on

Division, by those long blocks that 81l had alleys, by the city's
infinite dimensions. I had late summer days with nothing to do
but roam around, sit by the river or the lake, It was not a happy |
time. I hoped the endless visukl stimulus of the city would drown |
out my thoughts, but there's something about sitting by the water
&nd something about riding a bike that 2llows my mind to expand
and worry when I should be looking at the scenery or listening

to the waves. At some ghak of self disgust I'd hurry home to re=-
join the world of people. I'd somevinithe-baskdoor all manie and
my new housemates would ask, You OK? You don't look 8o good. Oh
yeah, I'd say, just tired,

I probebly shoulll've talked about it, about my misery, but it
was the last thing I wanted to do, We'd watch T¥ together and I
was happy to shut.my brain down for awhile,

For awhile I got the daily urge to drink, to be drunk, Most of
the time I had internal pressure against it... alcohol is evil, |
need to be good to myself, need to stay productive., But sometimes
1 felt evil, Long distance friends were Worried, I told the wrong
stories, I wasn't drinking very much, but I didn't want to be
sober, When I got drunk I felt dumb because it seemed like & lot
of effort and angst to be wasted in my room playing tapes quietly, §

Y friend Jan made & poster that said 'he wants something that :
does not exist', Huey Lewis sang that song 'l want & new drug',
remember that? I wanted something that didn't exist, I wanted a
new drug, I wented to stop Worrying about what I was doing with
my life, wanted to stop feeling guilty about the shitty way I
broke up with my gitlfriend, wanted her to be OK. I wanted to
run away and not mow enyene, wanted to be surrounded by friends
and communi ty.

Then winter and work hit and my head settled down. I moved
into & quiet life there, I worked a lot, made art for my neice
&nd nephew, I had a teeny room with a dirty small window, sweet
housemates and not much else,

I'd work steadily for like Wy or three weeks end then have
& couple weeks off, I was in a monkish mindset again, I slept for
8ix hours & night on & thin mat on the floor, few belongings and [
few iumedtate worries, I liked to stay up later then everyone,
have the house quiet and to myself, I also liked to get up with
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! my housemates and see them off to work. I'd sit at the table, sip

coffee and watch them wake up. Joey shuffled around the house in
slippers, in a daze, Anna began to talk while half asleep, in bed
and barely made sense, Breakfast brought me company around the

. table. I worked on my coffee while they ate cereal, packed lunch,
and slowly woke to their day, Anna left first, jut the back door
to catch the el, Joey usually left & half hour later,

One morning something sparked him. Joey was truning ideas over
in his head and spittigg them out, "Sometimes I get tired of
making these political graphics over and over again, not because
I'm not behind them, but I wonder if it would be better to spend
my time doing something more effective"” I liked his political art,
he had bold lines, bold images that conveyed complexity or clever-
ness, But as his housemate I &lso got to see his doodles and
stickers, a little more playful, self-critical and humorous. I
gave him some trite answer while he was half out the backdoor,
you should just make art, you're good, don't worry how it gets
out there or what it does, His response:"while should I get te
méke art while we bomb two other eountries?" It wasn't a snappy
or overly moralistic response, but & simple question at face -
value, He continued talking as he went down the baek staircase
and then down into the alley. He yelled up, "and I have to do -
this slideshow of anti-war graffitti for this festival, and what
does that do? just so some artists can feel more political by
attending an art show?", then & funny smile and a little wave,
"see ya tonight". He asked those questions not for comfort or
answers, but a8 & cheek in for himeelf, I sat down on the back
porch, watched him walk to the train, I smoked and thought about
my life, This weird path that took me to Chicage, the past twe
yeers moving and expierencing, promises and dreams broken, All
the self torture of the last few months started to look like
self-indulgence. What a waste I had become. Bombs away,

5« My housemates,engeged me with the world, They dragged me out
to parties, bad movies and shows., Joey took me out wheatpasting,
Anna end I went and looked at art, One morning she and I drove
out to the far north side, multiple art shows to go tei a

print show from Mexico and Africa, & colleetion of female
inmate art, a video installation at Loyola U, Really, none

of the art was that great, but the company was good, We ran
into & woman Annea worked with at the art sshool, Marcy. She

was an occasional visitor to the heuse and a welcome presence
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that day, Marecy was
mdde & 1iving talking about art, I
but these two were

been around People like this in my
Spective. I wonder what it's like t
viem that thought r olution wasn't
nent. A generation$f activiste whe
gun, had to debate it a8 a rea]
time, been shot at by cops, Who
daily riots, pProtests and bobmbings
away into the Reagan years,

pos

after what you've been through? How
ward shift sit with you? What is to
down on these questions, as futture

in, there will be a break in moment
give up organizing, keep Working in

because I agreed,

There was more to art day still,
into a fifteen Person dinner party a
Devon Ave, Everyone shared the food,

being around people Smarter then me,

I couldn't really dea

away, ;
-1 walked dewn to Western Ave, the
South artery wher I quickly caught my

nn-;ft academ£

ughit and come out the other sige 8til;
radical, fun, ﬂunny,alinr;xand curious,

lived through & time of almost

What do I want from these people? Stories
of the time, also pPerspective on today,

mended learning Chinese &nd Spanish, She saiq to bea
um, there has to be, Don'%

housing, art and otherwise, The only way to make
next century is 1ntsrdnpandant1y. I was happy to

broke. As I sat around the table of people tilking and eating I
realized I was tired odciiiwm of being out a]]

geing to continue to karaoks, dependant a]] da
ving, I new felt stuek and far from home,

gonna walk home, people started to offer me
& very long walk, After having been fed on o
1 with anymore cherity, I refused the bus
fare, Another friend 8nuck in and gave
"if you get tired of walking", so nice,

I feel fortunate to ha
life, I appreciate the per-
© live through en ers of act
only logical but also immie
» if they didn't Piek up the
8ivility. People who've done

and then watch it al1 8lip

and an understandy
How do you g0 forward
does twenty years of right=
be done? I got to Pin Marcy
furvival skills she reee~

r -down, dig

g

collectives; political, . . -
it through the
hear all this

by the evening it had turnped
t an Indian restaurant on 1
which was good because I was

day, tired of
Anne and the crowd were
Y on Anna's:.dri-
I told Anne I was
bus fare, it Would be
ther people's dinge

me her monthly bus pass
I took it and 8lipped

giant car clogged north/

bus, I rede the bus south
1ds in the Chicago night,
’ blotkn1unpty except for




cars and closed up martial arte academies, past & bunch of hispan-
ie and black kids hanging around a video arcade, past the white
suburban kids at the multiplex and finally down to the yuppies,
homeless people and Puerto Ricans on Milwaukee Avenue, I got off
the bus and decided not to take the train, I put my walkman on,
tuned out the sounds around me and walked home under the el
t®aeks. The night was cool and clear, I was full. Lueky me,

XX :

I dont want to be a part of the consumer econmmy. I want to avoid
88 much plastie shit as I cen, I &ppreciate fnb and books to pri-
Soners as what they are, & simple redistribution of resources, I
don't want to support the meat and fishing industry, they are
cruel, gross, wasteful and destructive. I'm happy to get food for
free, I resycle, I still think critical mess is dumb. I like the
alternative institutions, the collectives, the bike shops, the
Support groups. I believe in a politics that is confrontational,
protests, direct actions, strikes, street art and graffitti, 1
believe in people confronting state power in ite most immediate
forms, the police and the prisons, I belive in fighting a society
that 1s sick with misogyny, racism, classism, homophobia, the end-
less list, }

These things aren't enough, what can be enough right now?
That's that despair I feel and I'm trying not to be stulted by it.
There's hope in resistance, seeing it at the cracks and being
part of it, It's nice te have been alive long enough to &ppre-
ciate some things getting better. There's hope (in & doomy way)
that 1life, as it exists in this country, can't go en. The econ=
omy is gonna tank, the @il will run out, the coastlines will
shrink., In these huge changes, if we're lucky, organized and
prepared, there'll be breaks in the huge momentum of this count=
ry. Breaks that could allew for increased decentralization, sus=-
tainability, community contrel, :

11 hol-,i_.ei: in what I do, art, as something that has value
beyord mgself, In the past year I've been lucky to be around an
increased urgency and criticalness in art, People organizing crea-
tive protests, direct actions end pranks. People doing street
theatre and musicals, street arts that are captivating, political
end human, The critical question asks how can we do this better,
how does this art break eut of our self-referential circles and
become something that is public. How can we strengthen our cire
cles, be accountable te eachother and be proud of who we are, so
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88 not to be a house of cards, it's npt enough,
it'11 mever be eneough
XX

I watxhed the winter come in Chicago from the back porch of the
apartment, Watched the little tree im the back yard shed its
leaves and turn raw and naked, I snw‘fbta of other things, old
men digging in the trash, the cops Speeding down the ajkey, the
kids chasing and htting eachother, the guy who liked to play with
his car alemm, I did a lot of watching, Even in the ¢old I liked
to go out to the lake ang feel small between the eity and the
water, I liked to feel Anonymous, ride the warm train ever the
top of the city, Alone, but not lonely, on ehristmas day, I
walked the abandoned elevated rail line, I walked slow through
the dead grass, tresh and Snow, Peeked into &1l the windows I
could, Faseinated by the million details of people's lives, the
million different ways to live through these times, '

After new years I went west, baeck to Portland, Back to grey
days, wide streets, green trees, rain, chills and the occasjional
glimpse of blue sky. Being in Portland was the opposite of being
in Chicago, the city is a little boring but my 1ife is hectic, I
have all these friends here and it's febrauary so everyone is
startin to flip out a 1ittle, There's houses ang parties and
it's all quite different then the little 1ife I'd been used to,

A lot of friends were fuelking themselves Up, 8lipping back
into old bad habits,, I got sick there in the middle of it all,
the drugsdranahraakupaanddrunkn.-Feverish, shivering and morta] 1
watched my friends gelf-destruct around me and admired what they
did to their minds and bodies, Every time I got Blightly better I
Joined in on their sprees, binges and idiotic outings in the rain,
Because these are my people here, people I don't second guess too
much, because it's my home town and time is limited on visits,
Because all the self-abuse is at least my friends reacting ine:
tensely to their lives, which is ap affirmation of living, almost,

I started this bad habit of moving all the time to get away
from Portland, to get away from all the ghosts here and in the
process I turned into & bit of a ghost myself, Last Winted I rea-
lized I'd rather feel neurotiec mo8t of the time then fee] nothing,
It took going home to realize thist I want to live, and it's not
that I've wanted death, but Sometimes it just feels like I'm
going through the motions, day to day, ~

Back in the day, back in the day, I used to live on Dekum 5t,,
almost at the top of northeast Portland. In those bygone times,
when the Portland sceme was tiny, I didn't know anyone who 1ived
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remotely near me, I lived in the dirt-«floored basement of this
shitty house, I had a grocery bag of shake and would get stoned
out of my head, listen to records, watch TV, read, Every night
that summer, I swear, the neighbors would find some reason to
shoot their guns off repeatedly, I'd be in the basement, stoned
énd paranoid, and would fee] the Bverwhelming urge to lemve the
house, I'd bike over to Garfield street end head south, I loved
Garfield, especially around Preseott or Going, you crest over a
Small hill and thestreet and eity unroll out in front of you,
down through my favorite part of Northeast Portland., It's wide
and straight, a little dark, I don't lmow why I've always loved
that street above any other street &gorund it, but the love is
there,

This last winter when I wae 111 with the flu, smoking and
drinking my way through it; one dey the shitty feeling broke as I
was out and about. It must've only been fifty degrees, but the
c¢louds cleared and I took off my jacket, Sun and goosebumps on my
érm, I biked north up Garfield St,, up %o visit a friend, not
dead, not yet,

Postscripts:
I've been trying to reestablish my relationship with the Port-
land library, Like many other things here, the woundsI used to
have don't hurt so much anymore, I can forgive the library I
think. It(s decent in there, it certainly seems busier then ever
before, I've started having the weird library trance state where
I can spend hours in there following tengents in my head, floor
to floor, 1'd fopiven the place naturally, it has become part of
my life again withod much thought, I was complaining about the
Starbucks at the library to a Pertland newcomer who just looked
at me blankly, "there's no Starbucks there”, Unable to turn a pre-
fit, it closed up shop years ago, to be replaced with shelves of
new arrivals and librarian's picks. How did I not motice? There

is no Starbucks there anymore, The people suffocated the place
avway., Thanks. :
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you. Then they put you through a demoralization pracess, and before you know it,
you don't know where you are or what you're doing but you know you're thers,
You'va lost your independence, you've lost any individuality you thought you had,
everywhere you look no one has any hair, they're wearing the same clothes as
You, we all just looked like the same thing. Then they give you lests when you're
sound aslesp, or you know they'll keep you up for three days solid, 24 hours a
day, and then they'll give you a lest, you're s tired you can't play games wilh the
lesting. They find cul who knows how 1o shoot a gun, who can light, who's shot
guns, who's killed animals. At that paint there were 200 people in that boot camp
and only like 5 were chosen for infantry. | was one of them, We were the real fuck
ups. Their were gang guys from New York ity and there were mountain guys
like me, kids whao'd been hunting since they were 10 years old. They sent us out
into the field, in New Jersey, for training for three more monihs. We were such
low lives Ihal when we were done they took all 200 of us under ammed guard lo
Newark Air Force Base and guarded us lo make sure we got onto that plane 1o
Viet Nam. Even under guard we, irashed the barracks, we threw cols through
windows, broke everything, but we were going to Viet Nam and that's all that
mattered to them. Most of us would've rather been court martialed then go.
Anyway, we were escorted on to this bus and this big sergeant came on and was
giving us Ihis pep talk aboul going to Viet Nam and serving cur country, and
some guy in the front stood up and said “You open your big fuckin mouth one
more lime and I'm gonna shove my foot down to your asshole” the drill sergeant
pulfed up, started yelling something, and the guy in the front said “What are you
gonna do? send me to Viet Nam?". We had him, we laughed at him. Everyone on
the bus knew, no one can fuck with us because this was it, we were going, So
next thing you know, we were in route, we were in San Francisco, and then
Japan
What was it like entering a foreign country for the first time in that kind of
situation?
We went over there from Japan in a cargo plane and we were in parachule
strappings. The kind of thing where they passed you a bucket to pee, then they
passed you a sandwich to eal, then they passed you ancther bucket to pee.
If you needed to shit? _
You were out of luck. 12 hours sitiing on this dark plane, then when we landed
they dropped the back gate of the plane and all this heat and humidity came in, §
which after being at 30000 feel was a shock. As soon as we landed they slarted f
1 bombing the airport. So the next thing we knew the mortars were coming in,
| walking in the direction of the plane, they shoved us oul of the plane, ordered us
{ onto the runway, and the damn plane tumed around and tock off. The plane was;
|| worth more than 150 of us guys. |
In the midst of all this confusion, with mortars coming in, artillery shooting back |
out, helicapters shooling away &l whatever, we were slill out in the middle of the |
aifield. There were 3 or 4 of us who had. our wils about us, thal were not
completely military, so the group of us ran like hell to the parked two and a half |
ton trucks, deuce and a halves. There's no keys in a military vehicle so | hopped
in, cranked it up and drove back oul there, a bunch of guys jumped on it. By then
4 base MP was smart enough to know that he had 1o gel us oul of there so he
just signaled me and escorted us out of the base. He could've kept us there |
guess, but he decided lo lake us north on Roule 1. He got on the radio and pretty {
scon we'd stopped and he'd signal those peopla go there, those people go there.
| was supposed to be First Calvary. Some guys got dropped off at First Cav.,
some at the Big Red One, | was tha truck driver, not for any particular reason, not ¢
because | was supposed 10, but just because | grabbed that truck. Which | think
is why | survived thal war. Anyway, we were dropping all these guys off all over |
and eventually it was just me and two other guys in the truck. There was a signal |
company that desperalely needed infantry protection because they were being !
attacked frequently. The MP pointed the way and we drove up & dirt road and in |
ito the base. We had machine gun on the lop of the truck and they thought we ,
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| was a drop-out. | had completely failed in Chicago, | warked nights and went 1o |
¢ § school days and | did that unlil my body broke down. On Thanksgiving | took a
bus to New York Cily to meet my sister, and | was pretty sick, pretty anemic, |
going blind. Finally an optometrist told me | was malnourished, overworked and
under slept and all that. | was in pretty bad shape. | went to Saranac Lake and
became a TV repaiman. | was 21 and Ihe draft hadn't started yet, at the time |
there was 20,000 guys in South Vistnam. They were mainly Rangers, Special
Forces. Il was wha they called military assistance al the lime, in 1964, | worked |
through the fall, up to the winter, and alter Christmas they laid me off. When they
put the draft in they were looking for young men, single and out of school. That's
whal they looked for and that was me. That was in 1965. | was really even
before anyone thought much about getting drafted. When | got in you could see
what they were looking for, everyone one ol us who were drafted was to a T,
young, unmarried, some drop outs and in general a fuck up.

How long did you have in-between when you were drafted and when you
went?

Not very long. | got a letter and | think it said report in & week. | was pretty
shocked, | was 100 stupid to think their was a way out of it, so | did it. In those
days there, al least around me, the idea wasn't even there, to avoid it or go 1o
Canada or anything.

Did you know anything about Vietnam before then?

Yeah | had been reading a little about what was going on, bul that didn’t really
get me very far. Just this litle country where there had been a revolution. | don't
think we knew very much about iI, the general feeling of the country was that
communism was a threal to our way of lifs, and most of the country thought
better there then here. | think we expected a quick and easy war. We put up the
line in Korea and people felt like thal worked so now it's time to put up the 171h
parallel in Viet Nam. Not much dissent in those days, Hatfield and Morse, the
Oregon Senators. We thought it would be a cake walk.

What did you think about going over seas, going to war?

Well | was scared 1o death of it. But first off it's an innocent thing, they just draft
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were gilt from heaven, They'd just kicked the draft in and there was not a very
organized infrastructure there for dealing wilh us, so In some way | just slipped
though the cracks. It was very random and | was very lucky. So how did | fee!
when | got there? Very confused, no idea of anything aboul anything. Very
quickly they had us take a hill, no Viet Cong around so they let us keep the hill,
we spenl about three or four days on lop of the hill, every once in a while one of
us would walk down lo get beer or cigarettes. | was acclimaling which meant |
had a rash all over my body, | sweated like hell, smelled like hell. Animals and
normal peaple, Vietnamese people could smell you from a mile away. Pimples all
over every part of my body. | didn like it, | was dirty and filthy and | stunk.

When did you start taking pictures? 5 <t
| couldn't have been there very long when | got the Pentax. There was lot of
things of beauty there, | saw a lot of pretty things, a lot of things were interesting.

T'hI? is a picture of a restaurant that you liked that they told you was off

house and hie's got this WWI looking old machine gun. Cuile a picture, he alwa
wore & white t shin. al tough looking .kh’a.fﬂqst'gg been 14 yp;;rs old with tI;’;:
huge gun. | don't know whal happened to him, his father was from North Vietnam,
and he was a capilalist, a wanna be enirepreneur so he sided with the Americans.
Atter the French left the North he moved South because he couldn't run his
business up there.

Amyway | slaried taking pictures because | guess | knew it was importanl, that it
made il out alive thal there'd be some history 10 it all, | didn't take pictures of
military stuff, | didn't carry a camera with me when | was on duty in other words.
Mainly it was pictures of Saigon, pictures of things around the camp that | thought
were pratty, the smoke coming up from the shithouses, every evening someong
had to bum &ll the shit. So the sun would be going down, the sky all red and
you'd see these plumes of black smoke going up. | was probably loo young 1o
know what 1o take pictures of.

How was for you interacting with Vietnamese people?

They were very nice. The culture was moré polite then ours. There culture was
5o different then anything | knew, that | couldn'l even communicate very well.
Men would walk down the streets holding hands, it was a nice gasture, but it was
teribly alien to us. Because they smiled at us a lot we fell it was easy 10 mistrust
them. It was a village in the day, all types of people, colorful clothes or whatever,
and when the sun would set, you'd see movement of black pajamas. It was prefty
intimidating. Nothing we were ever prepared for. Qur military knew i When |
cama back | was fransferred to Ft.Lewis and thal was my job, | was supposed lo
try and teach about what it would be like.

So how did | feel about the Vietnamese? Well | liked this one family a lot, | used
1o eat with them a lot, hang out with them. But y'know, we were kinda crude to
them, we smelied, we were not attractive people, we were soldiers, we weren'l
fhe brightest bunch and we were all men. And it was a war.

Did you tell me once that you thought you'd driven US troops into
Cambodia?

Being just a peon, spec 4, it was the rumor that the river we crossed was the river
between Cambodia and Viet Nam, but | don't really know. It was a reinforcement
activity, It was a rumor that | always believed. All sors of rumors there, some |
believed some | didn'. One group of guys got il wilh some gas out there and
they took their antidote, what was it called Anthropene, which should have saved
some of them but they all died. Rumor was thal the Russians had given the
Vielnamese some experimental gas to Iy out. | believed that. What a befter
place to try it oul. I don't know about thal river, | think that we, withegt anyone
knowing, were making little plugs now and then. In those days they wertrying to
feel out the enemy, Irying lo figure out how they fought, whal dre their
weaknesses. And we were just guinea pigs, send am out see what happens, they
did a lot of thal, Absolute experimentation with people's lives. We were supposed
1o draw fire, that was our job. And | figured that out after thal first trip across that
river with my truck. So from then on when they wanted thal one particular convoy
1o be made, | always said ‘does anyone want my truck? and | have a vague
memory of Gary Weekly cutting my break line, S0 we didn’t have to go, The rest
of the tima some other guy would take it and quite often it came back all shot up.
Younger guys, who had enlisted, thought that was codl, they came 10 go 10 war.
So whatever. As far as thal war was concemed as | was kind of old. | was 50 old
that they sent me to a shrink because | was getiing in trouble so much, | wasn't
adapiing. | had a lot of problems. | was old for infantry. | had lived on my own,
waveled around a lite, had some independence and pride. And you can't have
that and be a soldier.

What was it like socially at the camp?

Al our camp we were almost all draftees, lots of black and whits, hall and half,
Some Hispanic guys, infantry. The base itself was.a signal battalion and that was
mostly enlistees. But even stil, very few that were gung-ho. There were a couple.
- But'| didn't cocialize with them. | didn’t like them, had nothing in comman,_ with

limits

There was a lot of places like that, | didn'l believe them, you couldn’t believe
them, so | went where | fell safe, because they didn't know whal the hell was
going on. After | was in country for awhile | trusted myself more, even the enemy,
gven the Viel Cong during the day was friendly lo you. | didn'l feel like they
demonized us, at least not thal early in the war, This picture is Cho Lanh, a very
pretty picture of people walking down the ramp on to the barges with big baskels
of rice. Neal part of the world, very pretty there.

So al that point | guess | did start acclimating, | got a lot of books that explained
what Ho Chi Minh was trying to do, not military books, but books about Indochina
and that area's history. | slarted studying the language, | wasn't very good. |
guess | was curious, ft wasn't more then a week or two Ihat the military started
there peace corps type of program within the military.

Was that the Hearts and Minds program? :

That was it, | don't know if they called it that at that point. In Europe they did the
same thing. We were managed by WWII veterans and they thought it was the
thing to do, thal it would work or'make a difference. | had this big truck still, so
this sergeant and | went into a town. He was the contacl, and lried to sel up &
laundry for this village. Among all the ather things | had lo do, they gave me lime
off once or twice a week to go into this little town and meet this guy who was the
mayor. They had like four or five mayors, s0 | quess he was more like a county
father or something. He took me under his wing and eventually the Viet Cong
bombed the village because we were there, because they were coliaboraling, so
they sent me to another village.

Is that this guy here in this picture?

Yeah, that's him and his family. Ngyuen Ky Key. Cule kids, and his son on the
right used to protect me with a Thompson submachine gun. Mo idea whal

me down. He jumped into the lruck and said *you must leave, fast™ anda
two and a half ton truck had 10 wheels on it, all were drive. | probably ran a few
‘Irees over luming that thing around, his son was laughing at me, we were having
a good time, but anyway the Viet Cong had moved into the village and were mad

road toward Bien Hoa where his village was and then we started and we'd do the
thing in front of his house, and he was fairly popular there so it was safer but | did
get shot at there a few times 100. | was oné night the pied piper, all the little kids
cama 10 see me, it was al the very beginning, they'd never seen anyone over B
feet tall, they'd never seen a white person. | was an oddity, and | liked kids, s0
I'm sure | brought & bunch of candy and garbage. And alter that the little kids
showed me their village and then someone shol at me, a slug wenl by “shood”,
out on the edge of the village with thirty kids around. That changed how | looked
at things. But when | got back this one son of his is up in the second floor of his




them. | had one goal and that was the case with a lot of draftees, survival, | didn’t
want to be a hero, didn't want a medal. | didn't have a problem ducking. It was
dangerous. Sometimes we were shol at by our own artillery, sometimes we were
sniped at by the enemy. Somelimes we were attacked, ;
One time the enemy got in, we were on the outer perimeter of this huge,
ammunition dump, for the 93rd evac. We were part of their perimeter, and they
bordered us al this ammunition dump. The Viet Gong snuck in one night and we
always, every evening, we'd waich some TV show on 8mm film, Batman, Combal
some dumb TV show. Drink beer and walch the screen. Right behind the!
reen and down the hill was the ammo dump, the screen was getting hit by,
. and some of the guys were getting pissed so they'd stand up and shoot a
ittle and then we'd walch some more, By that point we were numb to it all, then
hey sent the flares up so we cul the movie and started walching the whole thing,
because you could see down the hill and some people that we knew were sitting
on top of the ammunition dumps, guarding it, and you could see the flare would
light em up once in awhile, the flares were on parachutes so they swung all,
around it made these really eerie shadows, and then they were shooting in al
types of directions, and all of a sudden BANG. These VC had got in and set a
charge and they blew up one pile which blew them all up, thers was this hugei
explosion, like a nuclear bomb, a giant fiash and a huge column gaing up with a
mushroom top. All bright now, you could feel the heat, and then metal the size of
Volkswagens started falling down.
You where still in the movie tent? Rl 0
The movie area was not @ tent, just outside viewing. By then we were all In a
ditch. Very scary. When | was out in the country | was with one olher guy, we.
didn't have the machine gun on the truck anymore, they would send us down
these lonely jungle roads and if we made it they felt that it was safe. So we were:
just bail. Then they'd send the rest through and the rest always would get hit. The
officers were stupid, why reveal your position for two guys in a truck. After we
realized that, you had mixed feelings on these things, you felt like you were being
walched, but you were also surviving. So al some point they realized they weren't
shooting at lone trucks very much so they starled just using us to get through to
bring things around, very scary, all they gave us were pump sholguns, Which we
did shoot a lot. Mainly guerilla stuff though, there were not many direct attacks on |
us. | didn’t shit my pants, but | was very scared. Just the roar of it. You could not
fathom that the United States was anything more then fiction, the fact that | had a
family, or that the US was out there-was unbelievable. Your whole entire life was

right there, that was it. No past no future. When we left | couldn't believe it until |
landed in New Jersey and then | tried to forget every thing. After awhile it's such
an a freaky existance to live, | can't find an adjective. You don't, you can't believe |
anything existed. | was a peon, somebody else was playing with my life.
Did a lot of people die in your company?
No, not a lot, not in the signal company. See | wasn't in the infantry anymora, |
was in that signal company. But of the 150 of us that went over, some of the guys
l got dropped off in what they called 84 and they were able to keep labs on where |
everybody was. They were in a HQ thing. When | left the country these were the
guys who took all my records of Aricle 15s [disciplinary action short of court
martial] and whatnot and voided them all. You have to turn all your weapons and
uniform, | didn’t have to turn anything in, | could've brought it all back. Those L

guys kept track on everybody, and 365 days later when our lour was up we all
met back al this one infout area and there were 5 of us. Some had been killad,
some had been wounded and went back early. 5 out of 150. Pretty lucky,
problem with being lucky is-you feel terribly guilty.

What were things that you did to make it tolerable?

| had an ice chest, fortunately since | had this big deuce and a hall lruck and
everyday | had to drive it somewhere | swung by the 93rd evac.., | traded, | did a
lot of bartering. There was a surplus place where | could get jungle fatigues and

Ljungpa boots. Nobody else could get them, | knew the guy that was running the h

- -

ffsurplus place, so | used 1o go in there and fil up the truck with uniforms and
boots and then we'd go and give em out 1o people that wa knew, cause there

wasn'l enough clothes yetin those days, and we traded stulf for the rest. | lraded
enough stuff that | could always swing by the 93rd Evac, a MASH outlil, and they
always had stuff we didn't have, they always had ice. | also traded when I'd gel
back, so | could trade ice to other people, but | always had enough for my ice
cocler, and | always had goodies in there of some sor. Beer and food. | had a
short-wave radio, | listened lo Hanoi Hannah, which we all iked, | had a Knight kit
transmiitier, and | had a wire going down 1o various Quonset huls, hooches o
whalever, they were just canvas, Everyone then had a responsibility to feed
music idfo my transmitter. So that we kept music on the air at all times, we had a
little AM radio station.

What did you guys play?

Oh whatever people had, everyone had those big Hikai reel to reel tape
recorders, so we'd roll the wire out to someone's fent and someone had to be the

and | could be shot for having this transmitter, because he said the VC would use
it as a beacon. Can you imagine, we pul up 2,000 fi. streams of smoke avery
moming when we bumed the shit trenches and he thinks they could figure out
how to home in on my transmitter. Most of the NCOs were for me, they prolected
me, didn't let him arrest me. And they finally negotiated the thing where they
were gither gonna take me back and court martial me or | had 1o destroy it in
front of them. 1 took my transmitter out, put it on the ground took my .38 gul and
shot it. That was thal,

What else did I do to get by? | had a pet monkey for awhile, a pet ocelol, which is
like & giant 25 Ib. cat, | don't know how | gol it, bought it | guess. Big beautiful cal,
nice 1o have around, friendly. | wrote a lot, couldn't write very well, but | wrote a
letter almost every day. It was a little like a diary, but reading those letters now,
they were rather guarded. | remember my cousin Leah wrote me a letter, she
was working as a slewardess at the time, and the captain poinled oul to her that
they could see bombs exploding as they flew close 1o Vielnam, There must've
been a B-52 bombing or something. And she was shocked and | hated her for
that letter. | buned it and vowed never 1o speak lo her again.

You thought she was critical of you?

DJ that night. Everyone had one or two tapes. So we had all kinds of stuff playing.
That lasted uniil a guy from headquarters showed up and said it was treasonous i

No it wasn't that, it was... | was so mad that pecple thought | was just in the army i

and | was drafted and being a soldier. It was Iha idea that no ong back home had
any fucking idea what it was like, whal war was like. All that kind of stulf, Here we
were 6 months into a war over there and hall this country didn’t know, didn't care.

Some of the colleges cared, some of the politicians cared. Imagine if we'd won
the war in two years, we'd bs invading Europe now, or pushing through China. -

Maybe it's good in some way that we lost, so thal Americans could see it wasn't
black and white and to see us losing and our govemment lying. We went into that |

with the domino theory, and people believed il.

How did you feel about the anti war movement when you got back? t
Well, | joined the Vietnam Vets Against the War. It mads sense to me. | followed
what was happening over there intenlly, every detail, every night I'd gel sick
watching television.

When | was there it was prelty obvious to me that it was an agricultural |
community, everyone had a linle house and some water and it was pretty self}’

sufficient. And the one thing they knew, from when the French invaded and
belore thal the Chinese invaded and the Japanese before thal, endless invasion

of that country and it was in their head that they had to pay someone foreign§ il

taxes for the privilege of living. They felt that they got nothing for those taxes.
And starting really with the French that the invaders were corrupting their country,

prostitution was very big, drugs. It was an age old thing, they saw us come and
they said ho hum here's another one. Very much pant of their language was

beaucoup *too much” in French. They just kept goin~ on, only difference was we
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-Oh my. Yeah this was me and Gary's last day.

p : 2|
had higher tech, our country was mare sadistic and it hurt more. So | came 1o the
reality, lor me, that we had nothing to offer them, thal our aims had nothing to do
with them. They just wanted to be left alone and live. | realized that nothing we
did mattered, there was no way to win the hearts and minds of these people,
because most of the people in the countryside didn't want us, didn't wan! our way
of life and just saw us as anather invader, which we were. It was prelty easy o
demonstrate against it for me, because | didn't think we had any reason 10 be
there, and | didn'l think it was possible 1o win in any way. The people ruling the
country were puppels for us. Everyone in any position ol power had their own
angle, their own axe to grind, everyone in power was making money and gelting
pawer from the war.

What do you think about media representation of Vietnam?

As far as the media goes, well they did OK, they had a big impact on ending that
war. It was the people in the media who dug into the jungle with the guys who
brought Back the horror of war, it brought people to the reality of what was going
on. Because as far as the US population went, there weren't thal many guys

going over there. If you were poor or black, yes, but it didn't grab a big cross
section of our population, not like WWIL If people were lo vole you would've
found the majority of the population was unaffected by thal war. They were
making money on il, & lot of people were.

What's this picture about? d
This is & piclure of me and Gary with a sign saying how many days we had left,
whal's il say? : :
“One day”

You came in together?

Yeah he jumped in the front of the truck with me that day we arrived, so we
stayed togsther the whole ime, flew back together. | didn't know him until then.
He was supposed 10 go into airbome. When we got back we hit New York City
together, and it was 3 days before we made il home. We said gocdbye and that
was it. Never seen him again, it was hard to maintain any kind of friendship after
thal experience. It was very difficull because s0 many people that | knew and
was friends with were wounded or had died and so | had this huge guilt on my |

hack. Jus about then  fot of this country was beginring to tink they didn't ke i

anymore, the colleges were just starting lo see Us as baby Killers and thal sort of
stuff. And | don't quite understand, other velerans from other wars were nol as
fucked up as we were. Y'know there's that stalistic, 52,000 Americans died in the |
war and in the next ten years after the war 50,000 more veterans had killed
themselves. We are an odd bunch, unemployed, homeless. No one cared really,
the government didn'l care, they used us, oul of sight out of mind. War is over,
we didn't win it and we don't even want lo think about it. Hell of a lot of human
beings are in the wake. So coming back was very unusual, you couldn’l wait to
take your uniform off, you didn't want anyone to know you were in the war, and
I'm only talking aboul 1966. The war was only really one year old for mosl of the
country and it was bad then.
The thing that gets me most is that i's such a dupe job, you convince young
pecple that... | mean John Wayne is the enemy, he's the one that showed us this
rugged macho crap that you Iry 1o convince kids that that's what it's like to be a
man, that there's some excitement and glory to war; and you'll be hero and you'll
come back and get a medal and i1l make you feel good for the rest of your life.
You lake the youth of a country, any country and you give them all this
excitement about war and jumping out of planes and guns and then you give
them lo the military and they have a very clever way of demoralizing you. They
Iry to bring you down lo a vegetable and then they bring you up and tell you are a
man, they try lo make you feel like you are ready 1o die for your counry. They put
alot of effort to brainwash you 1o charge that machine gun nest. And then you do
itand when if's all over with you're nothing more then a used car, It's like the GI

Ei_II. big fucking deal | made $250 a month lor combal pay. | n
slightest bil guilty for using the Gl bill for years. They owe mlil : hell ::aaflétel:nm
“then that. That's all any of us ever gol. | don't need anything, | can maka a living.
But a In_l of other vels can't, the veteran's hospital? | don't think VN vets get that
unless it's lor a military wound, it's for WWII guys and wounded in action guys. |
don't know who is supposed lo use il when they all die but it's not for most
‘lﬂalngm velerans, Amazing lhat you can dupe people inta expending their lives
fﬂ;r this bullshit, and even more amazing that you can have officers who will play
this game, that send guys to die. If | ever had to send people into combat I'd have
to go with Iham and some of them did, a lot of the good ones couldn't stand it
and they died o0, | don'tthink thal there's any words to descibe the slavery and
misery of soldiering, it's disgusting.
So anyway | think the experience, coming back, the only way lo survive was o
forget it and civilianize as fast as you could. When | came back | was all fucked
up, then I got shipped out to Washinglon, to Ft.Lewis, and | got really focused. |
tock electronics courses and photography courses and | was able to do that
speech thing, | was serious about studying, and doing something with mysell. |
And | don'l think I've ever looked back and not fell lucky. Which is why | think |
dnnl think very much is important to me in life, not concerned aboul malerialistic
things. |t was a traumatic experience, in cther words everything in my lile is

referenced to my experience in Vietnam.
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Ancther work story., There was one other white guy who worked in the kitchen, Dan,
An ex-navy meathead, he was perpetuslly sniffling from his perpetual coke habit, Dan talked
loud, complained loud, yelled at the wait staff, never did his job well, always wanted to
}isten to classic rock and Rush Limbaugh. In &ny other kitchen he would've been the head cook,
here he was a dishwasher training to be & line cook., Ha sucked to work with, created an even
more hostile enviromment there, he was lazy and told the most ridiculously transparent lies
@bout his 1life, Oddly, there was something almost likable about Dan, some humen warmth there I
think, though maybe it was just his total lack of power in the kitchen.
Anyway, while he trained to be cook one day he left a bunch of salad unfinished in Abdel's
(the head cook) Wwork space, Abdel told Dan "move your shit", then & few minutes later "Den, your
shit's in my way" then with more urgency "hey Dan move your shit® then "Hey lszy motherfucker,
move your fucking shit" "Dan if you don't move your fucking shit I'm gonna dump it on you®
"Huhuhuhu", Dan replied, "fuck you Abdel," So Abdel did it, he threw the large bowl of salad
across the room at Dan, It wound up mostly on the floor, Dan countered by throwing Abdel's shit
on the floor. They both started yelling at the top of their lungs, moved to within inches of
eachother, kniéves in their hends, violence seemed close, It was weird to see Abdel like this,
our head cook was usually the peacemaker, but here he was fierce and scary. Dan on the other
hend went from being the ex-navy tough guy to sounding 1ike & little ldd who got beat up too
much, his voice high and out of control. Suleymen, the owner, roundly hated by the cooks as an
enemy of the kitchen, came to the back es conversation in the restaurant died to the sounds of
two cooks screeming at eachother. Suleyman laid into Dan, "You srupid idiot what the fuck are
you doing? Huh? You work for Abdel, you do what he says, you're lucky people back here put
up with you Dan, if they tell me to fire you I would, but they protect you, you're lucky,
you should be kissing their asses. So shut up, clean up back here or get out,” And then the
boss walked beck into the restaurant with a fake emile, o
In the manly world of the kitchen Dan was obviously humilieted, But I think it was a 1little
shaming for Abdel too, to have the boss back him up and end the fight, There were & few seconds
of silence and then Den shuffled off, red faced, he got the broom and started to clean the place
upe Abdel turned around and went back to work., Said, the grill cook, shuffled some pots around
wade & joke with a waitress and kept filling orders. Everyone was dead quiet in the kitcehn, trying
to pretend that everything was normel. In the silence Said started to sing, almoat inaudible at
first, he slowly got sironger and louder. He had & high pitched voice and he was singing a song
' in Arabic, I don't know what kind of song it wes or what the lyrics were, but it was a beautiful
tune, it rajsed the hair on my neck. He sang uninterrupted for minutes, The entire crescendo
of emotions had been gone through in the lust half hours drama, conflict, action, climex,
mourning 8nd with this song some strange sense of unity of resolution. Dan, meathead whiteboy
who always complained about listening to Arebic music ('dude, it sounds like & chicken getting
raped'), 8till red faced but back to work looked up at Said and says "that's the most beau-
tiful song I've ever heard" and men et that moment it was true,
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