
Revolutionary Letter #12 
 

the vortex of creation is the vortex of destruction 

the vortex of artistic creation is the vortex of self destruction 

the vortex of political creation is the vortex of flesh destruction 

flesh is in the fire, it curls and terribly warps 

fat is in the fire, it drips and sizzling sings 

bones are in the fire 

they crack tellingly in 

subtle hieroglyphs of oracle 

charcoal singed 

the smell of your burning hair 

for every revolutionary must at last will his own destruction 

rooted as he is in the past he sets out to destroy 

 

 

  



Revolutionary Letter #13 
 

now let me tell you 

what is a Brahmasastra 

Brahmasastra, hindu weapon of war 

near as I can make out 

a flying wedge of mind energy 

hurled at the foe by god or hero 

or many heroes 

hurled at a problem or enemy 

cracking it 

// 

Brahmasastra can be made 

by any or all 

can be made by all of us 

straight or tripping, thinking together 

like: all of us stop the war 

at nine o’clock tomorrow, each take one soldier 

see him clearly, love him, take the gun 

out of his hand, lead him to a quiet spot 

sit him down, sit with him as he takes a joint 

of viet cong grass from his pocket... 

Brahmasastra can be made 

by all of us, tripping together 

winter solstice 

at home, or in park, or wandering 

sitting with friends 

blinds closed, or on porch, no be-in 

no need 

to gather publicly 

just gather spirit, see the forest growing 

put back the big trees 

put back the buffalo 

the grasslands of the midwest with their herds of elk and deer 

put fish in clean Great Lakes 

desire that all surface water on the planet 

be clean again. Kneel down and drink 

from whatever brook or lake you conjure up. 

 

 



Revolutionary Letter #14 
 

are you prepared 

to hide someone in your home indefinitely 

say, two to six weeks, you going out 

for food, etc., so he never. 

hits the street, to keep your friends away 

coolly, so they ask no questions, to nurse 

him, or her, as necessary, to know 

‘first aid’ and healing (not to freak out 

at the sight of torn or half-cooked flesh) 

to pass him on at the right time to the next 

station, to cross the Canadian border, with a child 

so that the three of you 

look like one family, no questions asked, 

or fewer, to stash letters, guns, or bombs 

forget about them 

till they are called for, to KEEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT 

not to ‘trust’ 

even your truelove, that is, 

lay no more knowledge on him than he needs 

to do his part of it, a kindness 

we all must extend to each other in this game 

 

 

  



Revolutionary Letter #15 

 

When you seize Columbia, when you 

seize Paris, take 

the media, tell the people what you’re doing 

what you’re up to and why and how you mean 

to do it, how they can help, keep the news 

coming, steady, you have 70 years 

of media conditioning to combat, it is a wall 

you must get through, somehow, to reach 

the instinctive man, who is struggling like a plant 

for light, for air 

// 

when you seize a town, a campus, get hold of the power 

stations, the water, the transportation, 

forget to negotiate, forget how 

to negotiate, don’t wait for De Gaulle or Kirk 

to abdicate, they won’t, you are not 

‘demonstrating’ you are fighting 

a war, fight to win, don’t wait for Johnson or 

Humphrey or Rockefeller, to agree to your terms 

take what you need, ‘it’s free 

because it’s yours’ 

 

 

  



Revolutionary Letter #16 
 

we are eating up the planet, the New York Times 

takes a forest, every Sunday, Los Angeles 

draws its water from the Sacramento Valley 

the rivers of British Columbia are ours 

on lease for 99 years 

// 

every large factory is an infringement 

of our god-given right to light and air 

to clean and flowing rivers stocked with fish 

to the very possibility of life 

for our children’s children, we will have to 

look carefully, i.e., do we really want/ 

need 

electricity and at what cost in natural resource 

human resource 

do we need cars, when petroleum 

pumped from the earth poisons the land around 

for 100 years, pumped from the car 

poisons the hard-pressed cities, or try this 

statistic, the USA 

has 5% of the world’s people uses over 

50% of the world’s goods, our garbage 

holds matter for survival for uncounted 

‘underdeveloped’ nations 

 

  



Revolutionary Letter #17 
 

we will all feel the pinch 

there will not be 

a Cadillac and a 40,000 dollar home 

for everyone 

simply 

the planet will not bear it 

// 

What there will be is enough 

food, enough 

of the ‘necessities’, luxuries 

will have to go by the board 

// 

even the poorest of us 

will have to give up something 

to live free 

 

 


