
REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #18
let’s talk about splitting, splitting is an art

frequently called upon in revolution

retreat, says the I Ching, must not be confused

with flight, and furthermore, frequently, it furthers

ONE TO HAVE SOMEWHERE TO GO

//

i.e., know in advance

the persons/place you can go to,

means to get there

keep money (cash) in house for travelling

an extra set of i.d., Robert Williams

was warned by his own TV set when the Man

was coming for him,

he had his loot at home, his wife and kids

all crossed the country with him, into CANADA

and on to CUBA

//

it’s a good idea

to have good, working transportation ‘wheels’, one friend

has two weeks stashed in his VW bus

food, water, matches, clothing, blankets, gas, he can go

at least that long, before he hits a town, can leave

at any time

something to think about...

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #19 
(for The Poor People’s Campaign)

if what you want is jobs

for everyone, you are still the enemy,

you have not thought thru, clearly

what that means

//

if what you want is housing,

industry (G.E. on the Navaho reservation)



a car for everyone, garage, refrigerator,

TV, more plumbing, scientific

freeways, you are still

the enemy, you have chosen

to sacrifice the planet for a few years of some

science fiction Utopia, if what you want

//

still is, or can be, schools

where all our kids are pushed into one shape, are taught

it’s better to be ‘American’ than black

or Indian, or Jap, or PR, where Dick

and Jane become and are the dream, do you

look like Dick’s father, don’t you think your kid

secretly wishes you did

//

if what you want

is clinics where the AMA

can feed you pills to keep you weak, or sterile

shoot germs into your kids, while Mercke & Co

grows richer

if you want

free psychiatric help for everyone

so that the shrinks

pimps for this decadence, can make

it flower for us, if you want

if you still want a piece

a small piece of suburbia, green lawn

laid down by the square foot

color TV, whose radiant energy

kills brain cells, whose subliminal ads

brainwash your children, have taken over

your dreams

//

degrees from universities which are nothing

more than slum landlords, festering sinks

of lies, so you too can go forth



and lie to others on some greeny campus

//

THEN YOU ARE STILL

THE ENEMY, you are selling

yourself short, remember

you can have what you ask for, ask for

everything

REVOLUTIONARY LETTER #20 
(for Huey Newton)

I will not rest

till men walk free & fearless on the earth 

each doing in the manner of his blood

& tribe, peaceful in the free air

//

till all can seek, unhindered

the shape of their thought

no black cloud fear or guilt

between them & the sun, no babies burning 

young men locked away, no paper world to 

come between flesh & flesh in human 

encounter

//

till the young women

come into their own, honored & fearless 

birthing strong sons

loving & dancing

//

till the young men can at last

lose some of their sternness, return

to young men’s thoughts, till laughter 

bounces off our hills & fills

our plains


