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ABSTRACT

Shooting the Arrow/Stroking the Arrawva fictional documentary made up of
two parts. The first par§hooting the Arrowis an autobiographical novel based
on the author’s experience as a Maoist activi§dattle in the 1970s and early
1980s. The story begins at the end, in 1981, whed, kvho has by now dropped
out of the Party to become a writer, travels dowhds Angeles to investigate the
police murder of Damian Garcia, a local Maoist\asti Los Angeles is a city of
danger and diversity. Twenty percent of the pojpatais foreign born, and much
of the city is broken up into barrios and ghettelere the police presence has the
flavor of an army of occupation in a country likéetham. The interviews that
Fred conducts show the high stakes and set amatienal context for the rest of
the novel. The narrative then returns to the begmof the story in 1971, when
Fred first joins the Party. It follows Fred’s pemsband family life, his life inside
the Party and the Party’s political work in thepsfairds, factories and on the
streets. The narrative is episodic, similar in faoBrecht’s epic theatre, leaping
to key personal and political conjunctures in Fsddg, only this being a novel
rather than a play, the conjunctures are not ptedeas single events, but as
narrative units. The novel tells the story of whappened to an influential section
of the Sixties movement that has largely been enitiut of the historical
accounts, especially in the United States. Neiflogrer children nor mad
bombers, these were activists who became hardreoodutionaries and tried to
bring their revolutionary ideas back into the waikiclass from which many of

them had come.
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Stroking the Arrows a study of the Maoist conception of dialectical
materialism that forms the core philosophy of tr@mtharacters in the novel. |
argue that Maoist dialectics is simply the furtdevelopment of the process —
begun by Marx and Engels and continued by Lenihstrpping Hegelian
dialectics of its teleological framework. The oniyiversal law of Maoist
dialectics is the unity and struggle of oppositee:contradiction in all things
between the new and arising versus the old andydyivay. As such, dialectics is
a working tool, and its only ontological implicatiégs that everything changes.
Mao is the first in the tradition of Scientific Masm to explicitly reject the
universality of the law of negation of the negatwith its teleological
implications. History is a process withoutapsolutesubject, but it is not a
process without subjects of any kind. Rather, tieeeunity of opposites between
determinism and agency. Freedom does not lie isubpension of causality, but
in understanding and being able to consciously mdaie causal relations. The
individual — or group — becomes a subject to thterexthat it is able to
consciously step outside the situation that cregit@®tb matter how big the
situation, there is always an outside. The objédarxist political activism is to
enable the working class to step outside the psoited created it and become the

subject of history, rather than its victim.
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1. LA

CHAPTER ONE

We pulled away from the parking space and followezt’s car out of the
housing project. When we hit the empty fields sunaing the project, three cop
cars appeared behind us. The city of LA is studeiéd clumps of uninhabited
wasteland like these fields — perfect places foamibush. As soon as we were out
of site of the project, the cop car lights staftedhing and their sirens came on
full blast. Judy stomped on the gas, as did Mothencar ahead of us.

“Aren’t you gonna pull over?” | said.

“Are you out of your fucking mind?” yelled Barbara.

Yell isn’'t exactly the right word. She was loudheshad to be to get heard
over the roar of the car engines and the blasi®sirens — but she didn’t sound
scared... excited maybe.

“Grab some leaflets,” said Judy who was riding ghatin the front seat, “and
get ready. As soon as we hit that clump of houpeshead, we're all gonna jump

out and start pounding on doors — get as many sseg®as we can.”
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| couldn’t believe it. We were going to try to ourtrthe cops? This was
madness.

Bridget tugged at my arm — she was sitting in theklseat next to me.

“Don’t worry, Fred, we know what we’re doing... pulg over in the middle
of nowhere would be suicide.”

When we hit the clump of houses, both cars slamonetthe brakes, fishtailed
to the side of the road and came to a full stgperiect sync. The doors flew
open, and we flew out of the cars and up the stefise houses on either side of
the road.

The house | got to was brick with a well-kept laamd a private garden, a
step up from the projects — but only a step. Thewg on full blast, and | had to
ring twice and then pound on the door to get anyoraswer. Just my luck, it
was a cute little five-year-old boy.

“Is your mom or dad there?”

He smiled and nodded.

“Could you get them please?”

Bigger smile, more nodding.

Meanwhile, everyone else was running from doordord

“Come out and be a witness,” they were saying.

“They won’t shoot anybody if you're watching.”

“We're from theRevolutionary Workeand the pigs tried to catch us in the
wasteland back there with no witnesses.”

By the time the cops were out of their cars, theestwas full of people. | was
surprised they hadn’t slammed their doors and tlitheir backs on the trouble,

but | shouldn’t have been. This wasn’t the projéase, but it was still East LA.
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Nobody loved the cops, and the ctyagedthe Revolutionary Worker money
couldn’t buy that kind of advertising.

When we’d hit the project that morning to sell npeysers, the project police
were waiting for us — yes, the housing projectsArhave their own special
armed police. They'd followed us from door to daogitting in their cars with the
lights flashing, just about guaranteeing that,ef avdn’t sell a paper at every door
we knocked on, at the very least people would waidlk to us and give us a
good word.

The good word was usually something along the lofe$~uck 'em” — or if
they were church going, a more respectable verditime same thing.

| remember Ricardo back in Seattle, telling meudlbioe project police — the
pigs. “You don’t even make eye contact with thehg”said. “Not if you're alone.
Not unless there’s a gang of you, and even théeygot guns and a license to
kill.”

Ricardo had grown up in East LA, not far from PAdso, where Damian
Garcia had been murdered. When | had decided te wiplay about Damian,
Party people in Seattle put me in touch with Rioasd | could get some
background before | went down to investigate. Rlodrad told me plenty, but
nothing he said could have prepared me for whaad really like. It was a
different country from Seattle, maybe a differelasinet.

Barbara was facing down the cops now, with JudyBumpet flanking her. |
was still on the porch with the cute little kid whad progressed from smiling to
giggling to a big happy laugh. | figured I'd bettget back into the action, so |

waved goodbye to the kid and joined Mort and tls¢ o& his crew, who by now
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were fanning out through the crowd selling newspaped talking about
revolution.

“The pigs are like cockroaches,” was their fav@ritixed metaphor. “They’re
afraid of the light.”

Barbara was demanding an explanation for why she&h pulled over. Her
face was a couple inches from the lead cop, buspgbke loud enough for the
crowd to hear. It may have looked like she was dfwating, but it was all cold
calculation — get the crowd on your side, makaen and us.

“Why did you stop us?” said Barbara.

“You were speeding...” said one at the same timenathar said, “Your
brake lights don’t work...”

“The lights work fine,” said Barbara.

Judy opened the car door and stepped on the biakdget stood behind the
car. “Yup, they're working fine. What's your probh®”

There was a big crowd surrounding and pressingpsedo the cops, who
were all out of their cars by now. It was an alnmashival atmosphere. The cops
looked angry and a little bit nervous — | noticefé@a hands resting lightly on
holstered guns.

Then the cop who seemed to be in charge said, T\féeYyou off with a
warning this time. But you'd better get that ligitecked — there must be a short
in the wiring.”

In a minute, the cops were back in their cars andng) off. The crowd was
jazzed — you don't see LA cops back down very oft¥e stayed in the street for

a while, selling newspapers and talking revolutiblen went back to the cars.
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Judy, Barbara and Bridget high-fived each othehe §irls are back in

town!”
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CHAPTER TWO

I'd flown into LA from Seattle two days earlier. iBlget was there to pick me
up. She had black hair and freckles and was drdgsdaf stylish — not a typical
look for Party members in Seattle, but in LA, | wakl, they had more of a
division of labor. Bridget was assigned to workhe cultural arena, so she
dressed the part.

She hustled me out to the car park with the ushitdttat about flight
schedules and weather. As soon as we were in tlendaunderway, she turned to
me and said, “So tell me, what'’s this all about?”

“I thought you guys knew. People in Seattle saidg@greed | could come
down here and do some interviews.”

“They said you wanted to write about Damian.”

“That’s right — a play.”

“So you're a playwright?”

“Sort of.”

“Have you been produced?”

“Not anything big time. I've had one productionsasmall theatre in Seattle —
a musical.”

“You're going to write a fucking musical about Damnis murder?”
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“Not a musical comedy. Think of it as a play witlhusic. Brecht used music
with his plays.”

“You're a composer too?”

“Not a composer. | write songs. That's the kindvafsical I'm talking about —
a play with songs.”

“Did you study music?”

“I'm self taught. So was Irving Berlin. He wrotd his songs on the black
keys of the piano. He had a special piano madesmhld change keys with a
foot pedal.”

“You play piano?”

“Guitar.”

We drove on in silence for a couple minutes.

“Listen, Fred. I'm not trying to give you a hardné here. We just don’t know
that much about you. We know you’ve worked with Beety up in Seattle and
they say we can trust you. But that’'s about it.tEnall we know. And things are
heavy down here. Well, you know that, | guess ¥y therdered Damian — that's
why you’re down here. We just have to be careful.”

“l understand.”

“How long have you worked with the Party?”

“Years. | used to be really close... *

She understood what | was saying here. It was éfradcode. Most of the
Party membership was secret, even to other Pamyb®es. | was telling her —

without telling her — that | used to be in the Rart
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“I dropped out a few years ago. No big politicaatjreements, | just got
discouraged — and selfish. | wanted to be a wisiethat's what | started doing.
Then | got sucked back in again...”

“Sucked back in...”

“Well, | was working at Todd Shipyards when all fighting broke out there.
| had to take sides...”

“Gee, tough luck for you...”

| didn’t like the sarcasm | could hear — or mayhest felt guilty... “Look.

I’'m not a Party member. | haven't dedicated my idehe revolution — or rather |
did, then I took it back. I'm an apostate...”

“It's not a religion, Fred.”

“So don't talk to me like I'm a sinner.”

By now we were at her apartment. It was on thersgéloor of a two story
building. Didn’t seem to be many of those in LAh@t than that it was sort of a
generic LA apartment building — flat roof, whiteisto walls, a parking lot in
front, of course, and big windows that could bermggakto catch the wind — if it
ever came.

“Want something to eat?”

“Thanks, | ate on the plane.”

“Well, I've been assigned to pick you up and giweiya place to stay. I'm not
going to chaperone you — I've got other thingsac-cout I'll hook you up with
people. I've got it set up for you to go aroundPioo Aliso tomorrow, show you
the spot where it happened.”

“Great.”
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She broke out some cold drinks and we talked addw@nd politics for a
couple hours. She was sharp, not just about polticwas used to that —but she
also had a strong background in the arts, much swtkan me. I'd been getting
irritated lately at people in Seattle spouting Baety line on art, when they'd
never given it much of a thought beyond readingicle or two in the
Revolutionary WorkeBridget had thought about it plenty. | was willitmbet
she’d done a degree or two in art school. Butdidit’'t dampen her appreciation
of the “classics”.

“So,” she said, “have you read Madalks at the Yenan Forum on Literature
and Art?”

“Sure.”

“Recently?”

“Pretty recently.”

“How many times?”

“Just the once.”

“It's worth re-reading.”

“Yeah, it's good.”

“It's worth re-reading a lot.”

“Say, Is there a store in walking distance fromef?&r

“Nothing in this city is in walking distance. Whab you need?”

“Well, it's hot here. Just thought | might get soroe cream.”

“Tell you what, I'll pick up the ice cream. You cagad Mao’sTalks at the
Yenan Forunwhile I'm gone. Then we can sit on the balcony stepere it's
cooler and talk about it. Then we can watch Daettdrman.”

“Who's that?”
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“A local talk show host.”

“Like Johnny Carson?”

“Well, the same kind of format, but he’s a lot morevell, he’s got a
different take on things. It's hard to describet éasy to see if you watch him. |
think you'll like it.”

So | sat on the balcony steps reading Mdailks at the Yenan Forum on
Literature and Art while Bridget went for the ice cream. Then wechad David

Letterman. He was okay, but I liked Johnny Carseitel.
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CHAPTER THREE

| woke up the next morning about 6 a.m. I'm pretiych of an early bird — at
least | used to be back then. The morning was dlowad, but it wouldn't stay
that way. It was early March but it felt like thensmer had already started in LA.

Bridget had a lot of books, but they were in hedrbem, so | sat on the
balcony re-reading Mao’8alks at the Yenan Forumwhat the hell.

The alarm went off at 7 a.m. and Bridget came i@ bedroom a few
minutes later.

“Did you have breakfast yet?”

“No, just re-reading Mao.”

She gave me a look that | couldn’t quite interpf€here’s cereal in the
cupboard. That's what I'm having. You can cook saggs if you want. You
might have time before Judy gets here. I've gotshdfor work.”

“Cereal is fine.”

| had the table set and the cereal out by the sineewas finished in the
bathroom. Judy arrived in the middle of our corkéis. They greeted each other
like long lost pals.

“Hey, sister.”

“Hey, sister.”

“So you're the mysterious writer guy.”
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“Not very mysterious,” | said.

“You’re gonna write about Damian — you think younako him justice?”

“I'll try.”

“He’s going to write a musical.”

“What?”

“Not a musical comedy,” | said. “A play with musidke Brecht.”

“You write music too?”

“l write songs.”

“Cool. Maybe you can sing some before you go.”

“If there’s a guitar...”

“I have to go to work,” said Bridget. “Judy’s gonsiaow you Pico Aliso.
She’s on a workteam selling papers there. You donid selling the
Revolutionary Workedoor to door with them?”

“No, I'm okay with that.”

“If you wanna get a feel for what it's like in tipeojects, there’s no better
way.”

| hated selling newspapers. | always had. It reexihche too much of
Catholic school and being forced to sell chocoletes from door to door. When |
left the Party, | felt depressed as hell, but astel told myself, I'd never have to
sell another fucking newspaper.

Ha.

Bridget split for work, while Judy and | cleaned up

“So, a musical, huh?”

“A play with music. Like Brecht.”

“Well, too bad | can’t sing. I think it would beriuo be in a play.”
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Judy had short blonde hair, a pretty face and auiike a 1950s movie star.
She had a big hearty laugh and a presence theat flile room. | could imagine her
on stage — or as a tractor driver in the Soviebdni

She led me down to the parking lot. | was half exipg a tractor, but it was a
Zippy little sports car, far from new, but stildrand shiny. She squealed the tires
on the way out of the lot.

Pico Aliso was in Boyle Heights, about a fifteemote drive from Bridget's,
practically next door by LA standards. To be honedon’t remember much
about how the neighborhood looked. It's becomerbtliim my mind with the
slums and run-down neighborhoods of a hundred aities. | remember that a
lot of the walls were tagged with gang insigniae fousing project itself had the
standard army barracks feel — it reminded me optbgcts we’'d lived in when
my dad first got out of the army.

We pulled into the parking lot next to another céat. This one was anything
but red and shiny. It was a Dodge Dart, dirty bluieh a few dents, but nothing
memorable. Beside it was a serious looking womaty, dlonde hair, no dents,
nothing memorable — until she spoke and you gofuhélast of her intensity.

“Fred, this is Barbara.”

“So you're the one’s going to write about Damian.”

“He’s gonna write a musical.”

“A play with music,” | said. “Like Brecht.”

“You're a composer to0?”

“No, just a song writer.”

“Have you ever had any of your plays produced.”

“One. Nothing big time.”
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“What makes you think you can do a good job withrian?”

“Come on, Barbara, give him a break. I'm sure lygsna do his best.”

Barbara was clearly a leader of some sort. Shehedkind of no nhonsense
air that | recognized so well from Seattle.

“Anyway, we'd better get started,” said Barbara.

“What happened to Mort and the rest of the crevei Judy.

“Something came up. I'm filling in. It'll just beauthree. Fred, don’t go
wandering off. This is East LA. As long as you'adlisig theRevolutionary
Workerwith us, you'll be okay, but you don’t belong here your own.”

“Got it.”

So off we went. It was mostly mothers who answeheddoor — and older
sisters. The men — and often the women — were ofkiwwg at this time of the
day.

“Usually we try to sell on the weekend, so we cdreweryone,” said Judy.
“But sometimes it's better with just us girls.”

“l won't exactly fit in.”

“You'll fit in just fine, once we tell them you'rerriting about Damian. He
was well known around here.”

And it was true. Just about every other door weckad on had a story to tell
about Damian.

“Yes, he was my boyfriend,” said one old lady, laing. “He talked to my
grandson Ricky, when he was going off the railgkRRirespected Damian.
Everyone did. Those people who killed him wererot around here. | don’t

even think they were cholos.”
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“That’s where they killed him,” said an older givith a room full of noisy
brothers and sisters behind her. “Nobody will waller that spot now — not
because he was a saint or anything, but he wasdman. He talked to me with
respect. He didn’t look at me like | was a piecengfat, the way most of these
cholos do.”

We walked down to the spot where he was killed.r&eere two cop cars in
the parking lot that overlooked the block we werel ipointed them out to
Barbara and Judy.

“They've been following us all day,” said Judy. “t4n’t you noticed?”

“They always follow us when we come to the projgéctaid Barbara. “That’s
how we know Damian’s murder was a police hit. Thdyeen following the
Brigade all day — then they vanished and this gdrggrange cholos showed up,
attacked the Brigade, and then disappeared. Thenassas the cholos were gone,
the cops came back and arrested the survivors.”

“The only two people that were stabbed,” said Jidere the two people
who had been up on top of the Alamo, Damian anchipén

“I thought there were three who climbed up on thamwo.”

“There were,” said Barbara. “Gail Buyers was thedthbut she stayed down
in El Paso where she was from.”

“I'd like to talk to some people who were herels time of the attack.”

“We're trying to set up an interview for you wislome of them now,” said
Barbara.

“I'd like to talk to Denny too, if he’s still in LA

“We'll see,” said Barbara.
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CHAPTER FOUR

But the next day | was taken to another projecibpapers and get more of
a “feel” for the place. And did | ever. This watbroject visit I've already
described that ended with a cop car chase andraiaeas we pounded on doors
to get people to come out and be witnesses so wwbget shot.

That whole incident had been like a modern dayieersf the Wild West. |
was amazed at the way they’d pulled the crowd bthar houses and used them
as protection from the armed police.

“Karate of the mouth,” said Judy once it was akovihen she clapped me on
the back and said, “Good going.” It felt like I'dally accomplished something,
but | knew | hadn’t. | was just a tourist. They wéhe real thing.

“l didn’t get anyone to come out,” | said, “jusfige-year-old kid, standing in
the door and giggling.”

“Yeah, but you jumped in and tried to do sometHisgjd Judy. “That's what
counts.”

There were still a few people on the streets by that the crowd had thinned
out considerably from the angry mob that had sunded the cops and forced
them to back down. The excitement was over now.tdiod his crew loaded into
the lead car. He stuck his head out the driverisdaw and yelled, “Hey, let's get

out of here.”
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“He’s right,” said Barbara. “No point in waiting féhe pigs to come back.”
We climbed back in the car and followed Mort orite freeway. We twisted
through a maze of on and off ramps and fifteen tesilater, we were parked side
by side at a McDonald’s — a favorite meeting plececonspirators all over the

world, | think.

But this time there was no meeting. Both car trunkse opened and stacks of
papers were transferred from Barbara’s car to MoWe’'d only spent a couple
hours in the projects and it was still early in tfag. Mort and his crew were
going to sell newspapers at a jazz festival in Wd&arbara, Judy and Bridget had
something else going, but they didn’t say what.

| was dropped off at Bridget's and left to watch F\ér read Chairman Mao —
for the rest of the day. Bridget was still out whdnt the sack after the David
Letterman show. | liked him better tonight.

The next morning Bridget was up before me andgbsut ready to go out the
door when | got up.

“You can’t be going to work this early,” | said.

“I've got something to do. Judy’s going to comeand pick you up in about
an hour. We've lined up an interview for you.”

“Terrific. With Denny?”

“No, but someone who was there.”

She was out the door and gone before | could agkiaig more. Two hours
later, Judy knocked on the door. When | openezhi, gave me a big hug and
said, “Good morning, comrade.”

She squealed the tires on the way out of the pgikinagain. This time, the

two wheels on my side came up off the ground akiwiae corner.
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“That was good yesterday, huh?” she shouted ¢weemgine noise.

“You enjoyed that?”

“Sure, | love to sell the paper, get out and meeigbe, find out the news on
the street — and it was good to get back with tHe.§y

“I wouldn’t dare call you girls.”

“You better not. That's what we call ourselves. U¢ed to be sort of a girl
gang selling papers, me, Barbara, Bridget and Gatloht's Damian’s wife.”

“What's Carol like.”

“She’s a sweet kid. Kind. A really good motheritdd Damian. Don’t get me
wrong — she’s got steel in her.”

“Little Damian... two years old, is that right?”

“He’s an angel. We all love him.” She rubbed ondef eyes. “We had some
great times, the four of us. We didn’t take shonfranyone — especially cops. We
used to play Thin Lizzy's ‘The Boys are Back in Trowas our theme song. It
drove the pigs crazy that we were women and wotitdike any shit from them.
They didn’t know what to make of us.”

“I can imagine.”

We screeched to a halt in front of a small bungaltl brown grass in the
front yard and a flower box full of brightly colatdlowers in the window. We
walked up the sidewalk and Judy knocked on the.d&@rcould hear the faint
sound of children yelling. Then the door opened dumdly was introducing me to
Luisa.

She was a short, sturdy Mexicana in her late twentwearing a light colored
blouse and blue jeans. She led us into the liveagr and a little brown streak

flashed out of the kitchen and leapt into Judymasr
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“Buenos Diascomrade Judy,” the little girl said.

Judy swung her around and then deposited her aghk dn the brightly
colored living room rug. Buenos Diascomrade Carmella,” she said solemnly.

Luisa had two children, Carmella, the little brostreak, age five, whom we
had just met, and Raymond, a few years older, stgnd the doorway of the
kitchen and examining me carefully.

Luisa introduced me to both her children. “He’srgpio write about
Damian,” she told them.

“He’s writing a musical,” said Judy.

“A play with music,” | said.

Luisa gave me a big, heartwarming smile. “Damiamiddike that. He loved
music.”

Her son, Raymond, looked at me very seriously. “Yo® going to write a
good story?”

“I'll try,” | said.

“Good.”

Carmella had gone all shy now and was peepingroat behind her mother.
“I liked Damian,” she said.

Judy stayed with the children while Luisa and haroff to a nearby
MacDonald’s for a long interview. | was amazed thady trusted me with her
shiny red sports car, but she handed me the keyshatantly. “You've got a
license, don’t you?”

“Of course,” | said.

“No worries, then.”



Shooting the Arrow page 20

CHAPTER FIVE

“It's just around the corner and two blocks dowsgid Luisa as we climbed
into the car.

“Are you from LA,” | asked over the engine roar.

“No, | came up from Mexico a couple years ago.”

“Your English is perfect.”

“Thank you. | studied it in school. And then, I'nad a lot of practice.”

She told me what city in Mexico she came from, loumasn’t taking notes yet
and | don’t remember. When we got to McDonald’s,osdered hamburgers and
coffee and sat at a table by the window.

“I don’t think I've ever been interviewed beforesaid Luisa.

“That’s okay, I've never done an interview beforeXau were there when
Damian was killed?”

“I'll never forget that day,” she said.

“Maybe you could just tell me about it then... anslcalmaybe you could tell
me a bit about yourself too — whatever you warteliome... your family, how
you came up here, how you got involved with theyRar

“Okay,” she said. She thought for a minute. “I thifll start in Mexico.”

Luisa’s story:
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My father split when | was twelve. It was a typida¢xican family — husband
drinks, hits wife, goes out with other women, hdseokids. We’d raise pigs and
butcher and sell them. We never paid taxes. Wel linea house made out of scrap
wood, with a tin roof and a dirt floor.

My mother had been a maid in my father’s familyeymever married. When
father would split for a while, my mother carried loutchering and selling. Of
course she did all the washing, cooking, clearseging, all of that kind of stuff.

Us kids, we didn’t have to help much. We were siggpido study and make
something of ourselves. You know, we had a litteney — our family, because of
the butchering — more than most people in our rmgiood anyway.

My ex-husband and | were both students at a jusotéege — you know, a
technical college. The students were always fightiith the cops. Big meetings
and marches. The cops weren’t supposed to comeamt@us, but they would
throw in tear gas.

The junior college was part of a Mexico-wide complé lot of the new
teachers would come in with no teaching matersdghey made up their own
materials on whatever kind of stuff they wantedeiach. They'd do stuff like...
like the Russian revolution, dialectical materialis

| thought the Left would unite — that there wasyomhe line and all the people
would get together. But when teachers had a stoikerm an independent union |
saw some were for Russia, some were Trotskyitese $oom other parties, some
with no parties. | didn’t know what to believe hibught, “Who the hell is talking

the truth?”
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The teachers said, “You'll learn more in the stiikan you'll learn in
school.” But because the teachers were disuniteg,lbst. A lot of the students
left school, fed up, but looking for something else

My boyfriend and | got married during all this, bhe started drinking and |
could see it all turning out the way it did for mother. The second time he
started hitting on me, | left him — two months brefamy littlest one, Camilla, was
born. So there | was — married, divorced, two kidisdecided to come to the US
to stay with my sister to make some money. Theared to go back to Mexico
with the money I'd saved, go back to the univeraitg get some kind of career. |
wanted to be able help people back home. | didmwkhow, but | wanted to do
something.

First thing though, | needed money. | got me agbh bar. That's why my
English is good — they were mostly Anglos, the cosdrs. The tips were good,
and things were looking okay for a while.

Then it all changed. | started fighting with myteisand eventually | was run
out of the house. It began when a friend came tip ke@r boyfriend for an
abortion. I helped her to find a job as a wait&@sa bar. My sister said, “You got
a job for your friend — to feed her. You care mabeut her than me.”

Things just went bad after that. | got in a broaght with my sister’s
boyfriend. We fought out in the yard. The neighbcame and watched. My
friend and her boyfriend had decided to split, lytsister wouldn't let them have
their clothes. They were locked in my sister’s bigyfd’s car — a brand new car —
the biggest thing in his life. | started beatingitowith the broom handle. He tried
to get it away from me, but | was too strong. Hynhak unlocked the trunk where

my friend’s clothes were. The cops had arrivedhant but we told the copke
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nada Then my sister hit me, and we all started fighhtagain. The cops said,
“Don’t fight in the street,” and left.

| took my children and we all moved in with my fictand her boyfriend —
well, we moved into his car. All five of us wergihg in that car for about three
months. That’'s when | came across the Party. laspaster in Spanish about a
memorial to Mao... Mao-Tse-tung? In the U.S.? | wasking “It's probably
some people from South America,” but that it waS.Uevolutionaries — it never
crossed my mind.

So | decided to check it out. | went to the parlevenit was supposed to
happen, and the Party was there with red flagsy $hag the International in
three languages: Spanish, English and Chineseughidheir newspaper, the
Revolutionary Worken thought, this is incredible. Then they gave arghone
number. | called them. And after talking to themstdrted going to stuff.

When they said, “Hey, do you want to help us selpaper?” | thought they
would never ask.

One night, Judy came by with Damian. They told heeRarty was going to
build a May Day demonstration that would be thegbgj thing in... well, in a
long time, that it would put the red flag out therdront of everyone, make it the
main topic of conversation in the country.

Well, | wasn’t so sure how that could happen. tisarhis is 1980, not the
Sixties.” But when they explained the idea of fangup into May Day Brigades,
sort of like shock troops that would go from citydity, stay for a week or so, join
up with local struggles, make a big deal out of Ny and generally raise hell, |

jumped at the chance.
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By then | had made up with my sister, and she agi@¢ake care of
Raymond and Camilla for the time | would be away.

There were twenty of us on the West Coast Brigauestly from LA and the
Bay Area, but there was Denny from Portland, arelguny from Seattle, Charity.
Yeah... | thought you would know him. He was takimge off from Bethlehem
Steel.

Seattle was the first city we hit. Bethlehem Ste&tl never been in anything
like that before. Hundreds of workers streamingayuthe change of shift — one
guy came out with May Day stickers all over hisdlmpail. He took a red flag
from us and held it up in the air. Another guy wainit pick up a flag but said,
“I'm with him.” We threw the chain barricade awaydamarched in formation
down the road to the plant. There were about ardgags from the plant who
joined us, and quite a few more who seemed to ¢pgirty it. Charity was all over
the place rapping.

Sometimes in LA | run into Blacks and Latinos wilay,s'Why don’t you go
among the whites and organize them?” So | wouldhem about Bethlehem
Steel.

Todd Shipyards was real different. You worked tReYeu gotta tell me
about that... okay, when [ finish. | can’t believeuyworked there. I've never
been in an attack like that before. When they cautdrom work, a group of
fascists attacked us. They looked like they wegaoized. They began to tear up
the flags and mess with our security. They stdotting on us and we started

beating on them. It was just like one big ballisetd.
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The fascists tried to mobilize other workers taeltus but didn’t get any
help. | heard them say to one guy, “I thought yoliseed, man. What do you
think about these commies?”

“I'm going into the army, but they got a right tpesak.”

We marched out from Todds in formation. Some offtags were torn up.
Some of us were beaten. More of them were.

| wasn't there for the Alamo. My sister was freakimut with the extra
childcare. My little ones can be a handful when ot around. So | had to stay in
LA when the Brigade went down to Texas. | wouldéngiven anything to be
there when they climbed up on the Alamo.

But | still wasn’t working, was still free in theagls, so when the Brigade
came back to LA, | joined up again. | was there nvBamian was murdered.

The first time | went out with the Brigade in thejects was about a week
and a half before the murder. We went there fraim 4p.m. on a weekday. We
came in with red flags, chants, marching in foromtithen we fanned out and
went door to door. A lot of kids took red flags alat around with them. We
became known as the “red flag people”.

There’s criminals in the projects — there is evdrgre. A lot of drugs,
especially among the youth, but it's mostly workoigss. There’s hardly anyone
there on the weekdays during the day. They're aarking. Even the gangs
divide. Some really dig us, some don’t — more ihtoags and crime.

The week before the murder, we were out spray-pgiim Pico Aliso, just
the two of us, me and Charity. It was night, wewdtio’'t have been out by
ourselves, but we were too enthusiastic. Some gaergbers came by, “What the

fuck you doing to our walls?”
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When | told them what it was about, they decidedd®ecurity for us. They
set up a perimeter to warn us if the cops were ogmithis old Black guy came
by and started giving us a hard time. He’d beenkilng quite a bit and | think he
was just kinda talking shit, but the gang didrkelit. One of them said, “These
people are going up against the system. You calktd them like that.”

But this old guy kept talking shit, and the gangwetting more and more
pissed off. A couple of them pulled out guns andengetting ready to off him.
We had to stop spray-painting and talk them down.

The day Damian was killed, we had just been tacthet house — the police
commission was meeting to decide whether they weireg to give us a permit
for the May Day demonstration. There were all kinfidelays and bullshit, so we
got started late. It was just ten of us, one tearmfthe Brigade, mostly East LA
people except for Denny.

We started in Pico at Block A. We were marchindpimation with banners,
two agitators, one Anglo and one Spanish speaKight away the pigs started
following us. It was both the HAPD and the LAPDgthousing pigs and the city
pigs). Already that was kind of strange becauseallysit was just the housing
pigs. People came out of their houses; the kids flags and would ride around
on their bikes and scout for us. They'd report hdTkvo pig cars ahead...” stuff
like that.

Then suddenly all the cops disappeared. They' dmidwmee that before. Then
these cholos came up out of nowhere. They lookedgang members but they
weren’t any of the gang members we’d seen befdrerdwere just two of them
at first. They were drinking from pint flasks. Ookthem started yelling shit at us.

“Get the red flag outa’ here. Get the fuck outateryitory.”
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Our tactical leader went up to him. She said, “Hirst your territory. The
pigs run it. The working class has no borderline.”

Then he said, “You guys are against the governmegit, | am the
government. You guys are the fucking red flag. Msthe red, white and blue.”

| was thinking, “She’s talking to a Marine.” But d&ln’t have a Marine
haircut.

We formed up and moved on to the next courtyardthaytime there were
three cholos. They emptied their pint flasks andwhthem at us. They tried to
grab our banners. Then they grabbed the gardenflomse& woman who was
watering her lawn and tried to hose us down.

The brigade fanned out. We went behind the guy thighhose. He dropped
the hose — or some people grabbed it from him. @teés friends picked it up and
tried to hose us again.

Another guy showed up, who seemed to take on aofadechestrating things.
Damian moved in on them with a newspaper, sayingy,ltheck this out...”

The first guy tried to knock the papers out of Dams hand. The guy that
seemed to be in charge held onto the guy with dse luntil six to eight more
guys came around the corner to make a total oveal fifteen. Then he said,
“Okay, fuck 'em up.”

Then they charged us and a fight began. The lggdemwas still coordinating
things. He said, “You don’t need to get the women.”

Suddenly, they all disengaged and split in onectiva.

“Let’s get out.”

“No hurry...”
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The Brigaders were left standing, wondering what joat happened. Then
they saw Damian on the ground. Someone was trgiggt Damian to get up.
Another guy had gotten a bottle smashed over lad khehere was blood dripping
down.

Denny was trying to help Damian. He didn’'t knowhzal been stabbed yet. It
was only a few minutes before the cops reappe&aahian was moving,
breathing, he had a pulse, his leg was shaking.

Someone lifted up his shirt and we saw his gutgimgnout. She screamed,
“God damn. What the fuck.” She looked up at us,I'@a ambulance.”

We told her that we already had.

We tried to give him first aid. Some of the neigtsried to help too. We
could see he was dying. Someone started to singptémational. We all joined
in.

The first batch of cops just stayed in their car8la large force was there.
Then they all marched in with clubs. They marchgttrpast Damian and pushed
into the crowd to get them to disperse.

We were back on the bullhorn saying, “These pigs'ahere to save
anything. They're here to stop what Damian stoad fo

One young Black guy — about 17 — said to me, “Mkitigat’s what it had to
be.”

We were doing broad agitation, calling on peopl&ate this red flag up,
talking about police murder to stop Ma. 1

Some people were saying, “It was cholos did thi#liers were saying, “It
was police hitmen — look at how the pigs vanishet lpefore.” Others thought it

was reactionaries that were put up to it.
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The police were ordering the crowd to dispersehimgspeople around, but
no one was leaving. The crowd just got bigger. T$tayted arresting Brigaders
one at a time. The pigs started cleaning thinggbpy didn’t treat it as a crime
scene, they tried to clean it all up, but somebgatyDamian’s flag before they
could get to it. It was covered in blood.

The ambulance showed up five minutes after the gagshere. They came in
with med kits, but ignored Damian and just lookeslad. Finally they took his
pulse, opened his eyes, then threw a sheet over him

Denny was standing by Damian. He had tried to bivefirst aid. Nobody —
including Denny — realized he had been stabbedutatd,they went to handcuff
him.

A young woman from the projects was getting the esuf everyone in the
brigade as they were arrested. She would shouheiurthames so everyone could
hear and remember.

“What's your name? Denny? What's your whole namefry Haydn
Fisher?” Then she would shout out, “DENNY HAYDN HER IS A HERO OF
THE PEOPLE.”

“What's your name? Louisa what? Louisa Gonzales@WISA GONZALES
IS AHERO OF THE PEOPLE.”

She already knew Damian’s name.
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CHAPTER SIX

That's the end of my notes from Luisa. I'm a crageiviewer. | never have
gotten the hang of it. Sooner or later | lose foand just start chatting. | don’t
have anything written down about what it was ligelfuisa in the police station
after the arrests. But | did learn one thing mbed tlay: Barbara had been there in
Pico Aliso when Damian was killed.

“Barbara was there? | didn’t know that.”

“Oh yeah,” said Luisa. “She was tactical leadersBipe’s got a cool head on
her shoulders”

Yeah, cool as a cucumber. She hadn’t given meeathkt she had been there.

“You never asked me,” said Barbara when | taxedah#r it the next day.

“But you knew | wanted to talk to people who ha@ib¢here.”

“And we set you up with an interview. We thoughivituld be more useful to
you — talking to someone like Luisa, rather thaorg-time Party member like
me... give you more of a feel for how people hergast LA related to the Party
and the May Day Brigade.”

“That’s true — but | want to talk to everybody said.

“And what are you going to do with it?”

“l told you — you knew before | even got here. going to write a play about

Damian.”
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“But what are you going to say about him? Why da y@nt to get all this
personal information? Are you going to do some lohgsychological study... “

“No...”

“...make up a bunch of personal conflicts...”

“No...”

“Isn’t that how you make it dramatic? Isn’t that atlthey do on TV?”

“It isn’t the only way to make it dramatic. | dorihink so anyway. It's about
exposing contradictions, but that’s not just alqmytchological conflicts. Look at
Brecht’s plays. He found a way to show the confiicideas...”

Of course there was a real psychological conflahg on back then, but it
was all inside my head. The thing is, | believedrgthing they did — | just wasn’t
living it. I had dropped out and | was determinedtiay dropped out, not because
| thought they were wrong or deluded, but becawgarited to smoke dope and
write songs and tell stories. But | still believadeverything, so how could | write
from the heart and not write about them?

It felt like Barbara was giving me a hard time, bbe wasn't really. She just
couldn’t understand how | could not be in the Pdrtystill believed in revolution.
But | had a lifetime of experience in living a liehad been raised a Catholic and
didn’t get rid of that bullshit until | was twentyre, even though | had given up
any hope of practicing it from the age of aboutrfeen.

| hated going to Sunday Mass — it was boring anknges hurt and the
incense made me sneeze. So | quit going. | woekpsin on Sundays and pretend
to go to a later Mass than the rest of the famidymortal sin. Not the only one.

| was a terrific thief — | could clean out a stoight under the nose of the

most suspicious clerk. It was easy for me to ga tve $50 limit that made
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stealing a mortal sin. Every day and twice on Syada@hen puberty came along.
Just about everything connected with puberty wasidered a mortal sin back
then.

All that time | walked around knowing that if | gatn over by a truck |
would spend eternity in the infinite pain and laness of hell. It had taken me
seven long years to get free. But | had a strosgision that it would take more
than seven years to get free of Communism, becalise religion was a lie that
was laid on me when | was young and defenselesap@mism was an
understanding of the world that | had fought thilmagnountain of lies and
bullshit to get to. | knew that Damian Garcia wonklrer get up and walk again,
that | would never wake up to find the napalmeddrbn of Vietnam had just
gone off to a picnic and were really alive and hgva good time.

Okay, it wasn't all true. Nothing is all true. Tharest sign of a systematic lie
is that it’s all true. I'm still trying to figuretiout now — how much of it was group
dynamics, wishful thinking, or not thinking at alut whatever the mistakes
were, the basics haven’t changed. The dog is isttieet, as Gil Scott-Heron said;
the dog is still in the street.

That's why | decided to start this book at the ehthe story — in LA where
all the contradictions of capitalism came up anaated me in the face harder
than I'd ever been hit before. Of course it wal atkind of a second-hand smack
— | was just talking to people who had seen and loleae to, rather than being

done to myself. But then maybe that's why I'm dtdlre to tell the story.
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CHAPTER SEVEN
Once | found out Barbara had been there when Dawgarmurdered, | got
her to agree to an interview for the next dayidhd find out anything about her
personal life — she wasn't interested in talkingutithat. Clearly she had been in
the Party for a long time, maybe since it star@eéarly she was in some kind of
leadership position in the Party. A lot of what slaé&l was on a different level of
abstraction than Luisa’s, but I think it came jastmuch from the heart.

You be the judge.

Barbara’s story:

After the murder, | remember the pigs on the wath#ostation laughing at us.
They were saying things like, “I guess you won’tdeening back here anymore.”

But in the station, they switched to diplomacy...

“Handcuffs too tight?”

“Not in that cell — he’s too drunk.”

When one of the cops started jeering, “Hey, yousgtg commie pinkos?”
they elbowed him to keep quiet.

One of them said, “Internal Affairs’ll be called-+don’t wanna give them

anything to play with.”
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Then we were taken into the briefing room and qealzay these Joe College
type pigs.

When we were left alone in the room, we whispeceeach other:

“They created a mortal enemy by killing Damian.”

“The red flag has the blood of many martyrs.”

“We’re gonna make these pigs pay.”

“They think they’re gonna stop us on May Day, théyll see.”

“Death is sorrowful, but it is also honorable.”

Events like that make people for years and yedrsgE of that intensity are
decisive. At that time, not many people were arousidout what was significant
was that we were standing by the internationalgteoiat.

At first there was a tendency to look down at tidde. Not be defiant. All
these uncontrolled thoughts hit you. He couldn’dead. Great fear that it had
happened. We spreadi@volutionary Workenewspaper among us and used it as
a thing to gain our bearings. The world is bigdramt these projects. The hatred of
the masses is being fused with the understanditiged®arty.

It was on us now. The flag had been passed todisvarhad to carry it.
Singing the International while Damian was dyingsike a pledge.

When we got out of jail, we went back to Pico Alifeople said, “Hey,
they’'re back.” They flooded around us. Kids on bleg set up patrols to watch
out for the pigs. The masses of people were ousaonr legs, our eyes, our

heart.



Shooting the Arrow page 35

About Damian. | remember how excited he was asthg of the Brigade. He
wanted to come so bad, but we didn’t know at firste would be able to sort out
childcare and finance for him.

He was always chewing his fingernails.

The pigs arrested him and another comrade the befeke the murders.
They took them to Hollenbeck Station. They hadcaupe on the wall of Damian
getting busted at the Alamo. They had a target dranwund his head.

“How did you get out of there alive?”

“We'll finish off what they didn’t.”

“We'll take care of you.”

Damian was always “nagging”, “heating up a situatj®eaying, “What do
you guys think of this?”

| remember the last thing | heard him say that-d&ythe bastards that killed
him.

“You believe in the system, huh?”

“Yeah.”

“A lot of people believed in the Titanic.”

He was the only one on our workteam who spoke fiG&@anish. Sometimes
he would refuse to translate or tell me to tramsat he could see how much |
understood.

Going door to door, right after Damian was killeadyoman came out,
yelling, “Goddamn Communists. The same thing isngolnappen to you 'cause

you're all liars.”
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| got mad at her. | yelled back and left her hoiltter. teenage son came out
and said, “Why did you talk to my mother like tHat?

We went to the next house. A teenage girl openeditior and said, “Come
in. They're gonna start a fight.”

Her mother came out and ushered us into her h&imesaid, “We all knew
Damian. He came to the projects a lot. | still t@@lieve it happened. We talked
a lot about politics, but we were just friends too.

Old ladies with no teeth and varicose veins would him and pretend they
were his girlfriends. They would ask him to talktheir sons. He was deeply
interested in what they said. They would say to, l@h this kid, | don’t know
how to deal with him...”

There was some struggle with him about this. Weldeay, “Is it political or

are you just making friends.”

He loved to wander off to play pool. He had his awe. We'd struggle about
politics and gambling too. He’'d say, “Some peoptay can only talk to them

about politics over a pool table.”

After he was killed, I called all his contacts &l them what had happened. |
started at six in the morning and kept going unidinight and still wasn’t done.
People couldn’t believe it. Many cried. Many gottbe phone to tell their friends.
People who had been backing off said, “Hey, coumimi

After the murder, the Brigade went back to Texaghe Alamo. In San
Antonio the pigs would say to us, “Alright, who’swyr leader here?”

We would answer, “Damian Garcia.”
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CHAPTER EIGHT

I'd interviewed Barbara at another McDonald’s, @aating office franchise.
We paid the rent in coffee and Big Macs. Afterwastese dropped me off a
couple blocks from Bridget's — no reason to maleagy for the pigs to figure out
who was consorting with whom. For the same reaseash’t surprised to find
Mort inside talking to Bridget, even though his earsn’t parked outside. Mort
was short and wiry, with short, wiry black hair. iWas wired now, almost
jumping up and down with excitement

“Mort was just telling me what happened at the jestival in Watts last
weekend,” said Bridget.

“You know,” said Mort, “the one we were headed toerw we split up at
McDonald’s last Saturday.”

“Jazz in the park?” | said.

“That’s right,” said Mort. “It was jammed full ofgople. As soon as we got to
the edge of the park, the pigs appeared out of eosvéind surrounded us. Must
have been about twenty of them.

“Where do you think you’re going,’ they said.

“"What business is it of yours?’ we said. We welready starting to get an
audience. People were wondering why the pigs Hambalerged on one point.

“You can’t go in there,’” said the pigs. ‘It's netfe.’
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“The only thing not safe around here is you,’ veaids

“You can’t sell papers in the park — it's illegal.

“The hell it is. What are you afraid of?’

“But they were blocking our way into the park ahtboked like they were
getting ready to make some arrests. So we gotehuhhorn and started rapping
to the crowd.

“Why don’t they want us to sell theevolutionary Workenere in the park?
What are they afraid of?’

“We started talking about revolution and May Dayd @he crowd started
getting bigger, surrounding the pigs, giving thdrit about coming into the park
and messing with their festival. So in the end,digs just backed off and we
went into the park and sold papers and passecafliets all day. We sold tons of
newspapers and made a lot of contacts — a lotaglpevere interested, wanted to
know more.

“The next day we came back with two more carloddseople and there were
no pigs anywhere in sight, but as soon as we gihiet@dge of the park, we were
surrounded by young clean-cut Black guys in civiaeswearing the kind of
plain black shoes that you see cops in most ofithe.

“And they were taking a page out of our book, theye rapping at the crowd
and trying to turn them against us, talking abbese outsiders, these white
people — even though only about half of us werdevkicoming into “our”
community and trying to lay their trip on “us”.

“And it was working a bit, some of the crowd wedtgg kind of hostile, so
| got on the megaphone and pointed at the guy wdmdeing most of the talking,

pointed at his shoes and said, ‘Are you a cop?’
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“Wham! He punched me in the face. Fighting brokeand things got really
confused. Some of the comrades got separated amdeves into the park and
sold papers and talked revolution and had a geeatBut the rest of us got
chased out of the park and had to run for the aagisdrive outa’ there.

“As soon as we took off, the street filled up withp cars, their lights flashing
and their sirens blaring, and we floorboarded @ kept going. Once you get
away from that side of the park, it gets kind @fiased, so we kept going until we
hit this big shantytown — we’d never seen it beforver gone that way, but there
must have been a couple hundred dirt floor shatkesslammed on the brakes
and started knocking on doors, but people weradjreunning out before we hit
the first door.

“They were recent immigrants, mostly Mexicans, #ray saw the red flags
and they thought — what the fuck, what are you glojag with red flags?

“They couldn’t believe we were waving red flagso‘®ou know what that
red flag means in Mexico?’ they said.

“And we said, ‘The same thing it means here. Renaiu

“They couldn’t believe it. We said, ‘We’re not peetding it's gonna happen
here overnight. It's gonna be a long hard strudgle the US can’t go on invading
countries and sucking out blood forever.’

“And by then, the pigs were trying to get in andl pis away, back to the
police cars, but the whole barrio just flooded atl surrounded them, and
everybody was taking red flags from us and waviregt in the pigs’ faces, it was
like a fucking carnival, I've never... you know, I'vead where Lenin talked

about revolution being a festival of the oppressed,I've never seen anything
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like this, like | could imagine in all the fightirand terrible bloodshed that there
could be this kind of joy too.

“People were hugging us and saying, ‘You send giang to Mexico — your
country does — and the army uses them on us... Wer meagined there could be
people on our side... not here.’

“By now the pigs were back at their cars, but wkiley were hassling us, the
kids had taken all our May Day stickers and pla&stehem all over the pig cars.
The pigs were trying to pull them off but there éwo many, and if there’s one
thing we know how to do, it's make glue. So they badrive back to

headquarters, their cars one big advertisememefaiution.”

Mort paused for a moment to catch his breath.ad wying to imagine this
scene happening in Seattle. | couldn’t. | knew wiemeant about revolution
being a festival of the oppressed, though. I'difeltthe power that comes from
standing up after a lifetime of being pushed arowut lately I'd been thinking
more about other quotes from Lenin and Mao thaethhbout revolution being a
civil war, not a dinner party, not painting a piewor writing an essay — lately the
scary side had seemed a lot more real to me.

“So what d’ya think?” said Mort.

“What?” I'd zoned out — had no idea what he wasragk

“Do you wanna come with us?”

“They’re going back this Friday with more newspapand leaflets,” said
Bridget. “They ran out last weekend, and a lot@bge want to know more.”

“Sure,” | said.
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CHAPTER NINE

The next day | interviewed two people. Neither ohéthem had been there
when Damian was killed, but they lived in East Liddavorked closely with the
Party. This time | set up office in a near-by McRtatls and waited for them to
come to me. | think Judy had gotten in troublet&king me to Luisa’s house. Not
that they didn’t trust me, she said, but if | hadparticular reason to know where
they lived, there was no point in showing me.

Stephen was big and blond and looked to be abaaritiwyears old. | wasn’t
surprised to find out he lived near Pico Aliso. Bat Seattle, my friend Ricardo
had told me more than once that there were a Ibtoofd-haired, blue-eyed Poles
living in East LA. Charles Bronson 8feath Wishfame was his favorite example
— although obviously Bronson had missed out orbtbed hair.

“I got a lotta respect for him,” Ricardo would sé&@kay, Death Wishs a
reactionary piece of shit, but Bronson had a tdifghhe had to fight his way up,
he had to be tough... You know they were so poor wieewas a kid, he had to
go to school in his big sister’s hand me downs...”

Yes, | knew. Ricardo had told me about the dressaay times that | thought
| could just about sew it myself.

“Imagine going to school in your big sister’'s dress$

“Hard to imagine,” | said.
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“That’s the kind of thing makes you tough,” saicc&ido.

“A real life boy-named-Sue,” | said.

Stephen didn’t look much like Charles Bronson baibe a bit like Stanley
Kowalski. He was wearing trousers and a clean whishirt. He had a firm
handshake, looked me in the eye and said, “Yé€sasd “No, sir.”

He was on an hour lunch break from work, he saidys would have to make

the time count. | asked him to tell me how he fiyst involved with the Party.

Stephen’s story:

| always hated the system. My dad was in the Matiogps for 20 years. The
land of opportunity — and | wasn’t going anywheéFbaere was nothing for me to
do. This system isn’'t designed to use people’smiiate It chews 'em up and spits
‘'em out. But | wasn't really political, just getgrby. Studying off and on,
whatever interested me. | went in for anthropoldgg;time. Back then | was
working in a movie theater at nights to pay forsskes in the day.

Some people came out to my school for a forum an. Irwent to check it
out. As soon as class got out | ran down and lestén them. Everybody was
throwing questions at them, and they were answehiegn. They said,
“Revolution is a long process.”

| ran back to class and said, you guys gotta ctiaslout. When they
announced the Iran demo at Berkley for the nexkwiegecided | would go.
They kept holding out this paper — tRevolutionary Worke+ and saying, you

gotta check this out.
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So I did. | read it on the bus home. | took it eden nobody was looking and
folded it up. Someone tapped me on the shouldesaiag “What’s that you're
reading? It's not a KKK paper, is it?”

| said, “What? No, what you talking about?”

So | gave him a paper and he started to read ivateworking at the same
school | was going to, so | started getting it itm negularly.

A few weeks later, we went up to the march in Berkelt had this big
reputation from the Sixties, but it didn’t seemradical to me. | saw these
students walking with books, heads down, not takéadjets. “I gotta get to
class.”

| really got into the march. 1500 people were mttiarch. | got back to LA
and there wasn't a thing about it in th& Times That got me thinking.

| was reading Mao'®ed Bookn the living room. My mother said, “I don’t
want you reading that in here. Put it away so mgnfis don’t see it.”

Of course, that just got me more interested.

| was working with the RCP’s Youth Brigade by théthought May Day
was Russian Tank parade day. But | learned abeutigitory of the day, how it
started with the fight for the eight-hour day, hibwwad always been a day of
struggle. Getting out the paper had become theemtmtter of my life. When |
heard about a chance to do nothing but get therpajpel jumped at it. | quit
school, quit my job, left home, told my folks | wgsnna hit the road for a few

weeks, and joined the May Day Brigade.
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CHAPTER TEN

Stephen’s story had sounded fairly familiar to fheas typical of the second
generation of people who had joined the Party kimgrclass, but with some
college, curious and excited about all kinds ofidisi, too young to have been in
the thick of the Sixties, but with a big interestie ideas it had popularized.

Hervé was different. He was from Guatemala. Hedtamt black hair, dark
skin and a stocky build. I guessed he was abowtdhee age as Stephen, but he
had three children already — the oldest was fivaesieHe came in after work on
his way home. He had a job as a construction labbut he’'d taken the time to
wash up and put on a clean white shirt and fresfalghed blue jeans before he
left the site. Only his shoes gave away the wot#d heen doing.

| was reading Mao when he came in, the same bobkfase, Talks at the
Yenan Forum..lt was a short book, more like a pamphlet, ané$ wn my third
or fourth reading...

“Is that a good book?” he said.

“Yes,” | said.

“I've read some things by Mao,” he said. “He’s h&dead... well, that's not
exactly what | mean. He’s easy to read, he hastba and simple style — but it's
so clear and simple that it's easy to miss thih§isad | have to go back and read

and reread his stuff, kind of meditate on it to @e&trything out of it."
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That pretty much summed up my experience too.

Like Stephen, Hervé couldn’t give me as much timé@awould have liked.
He was working long hours in construction, andasvalready late by the time we
got started. He was clearly exhausted from thesdagrk, but he seemed eager to

talk to me, eager to communicate his outlook onathed.

Hervé’s story:

We came from Guatemala. | didn’t see any futurenier No family, | knew |
couldn’t make it, so | came here. | worked heretlfioee years. | met some
revolutionaries — some other group, not the Paien | started realizing that the
ideas | had about people in this country wasn'lityed didn’t think anybody here
was into revolution — just parties and recreation.

There were some Party members working at the plaete | work. | started
going to meetings. | do not belong to the Party&sal got doubts in my mind. If
I’'m going to do something, | got to believe in it.

Doubts. | don't believe the whole world will be comanist. | can see trying,
but it's gonna take a lot of time, because peopdesa backward. They think
things are fucked up because the people runningytstem are fucked up, but
they think the system is okay.

| just don’t understand why so many of us can’ttggether and overthrow
the motherfuckers who are fucking us. Why is it jus to the people who are
willing to make the change and everybody else siilback?

Damian would say to me, “You have to keep strugglnth people to change
their minds. We have to have confidence in them.”

Well, | can struggle, but it's up to people to charheir minds.
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Damian lived in the barrio. He said he was gonnekwast with his people,
but he started to see that as divisive. He dedigeshould work not just for our
people but for everybody.

Damian was happy whenever he gave the system &oldblnever felt
nothing like that until he became a revolutionary.

| know it needs a lot of courage and | don’t kndwhave it, but if 'm going
to do that, | have to understand it. The people aitggoining the Party are
working like leaders, because they have to be. |Adah’t want to feel like that. |
don't like to go to Party meetings because | caa thetter job without
mentioning the Party.

If there were a real communist place and somebaslg gne a choice to live
there or here, 1 would go to live there, becaus#gtihe way I've wanted to live
all my life.

But | know there isn’t, because there are people want to take advantage. |
know how my people is. | know most of them donitega shit about what's going
on. If I work with people with religious beliefsm gonna do my best to try to
wake them up. | don’t believe in God, because Gatbihing solid. | believe in
you and | believe in me.

In Guatemala, you don’t have the chance to reachatiygovernment books.
My wife hardly can read. She had to work from secgrade. Her mother died
when the children were still young, and she wasttest. | try to help her to
learn to read and write. The most help | can geeiito help her realize that she

isn’t living in the world she thought she was.



Shooting the Arrow page 47

One of my biggest interests is to make my kids gupwnderstanding that
we don't have to live in a superficial way. Theynlay to live enjoying life is to

live in a constant learning of why the system dwekat it does against the people.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

When Judy picked me up the next morning, she Had amile on her face.

“Guess who you're gonna interview today.”

“I give up — who?”

‘Denny.”

“Really? He’s here in LA?”

She nodded, still smiling.

“I thought he was somewhere else — or else justytadidn’t trust me.
Every time | mentioned him to Barbara, she woukt nod and say, ‘We’ll see.”

“Yeah, well Barbara’s a careful person. She hdsetdut we trust you, Fred.
You're a comrade.”

“I'm not. | dropped out. I'm never coming back in.”

“People have all different kinds of ways to contitdn. You wanna be a writer.
| respect that. Maybe you got something specigive.”

“Maybe I'm just a no talent wannabe. What givestheeright to sit in a room
typing while other people are out on the streditfitg.”

“It's what you wanna do. You gotta do what's in yteart. If you don’t do
that, whatever else you do is gonna be crap anyway.

“You don't talk much like Barbara.”
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“I love Barbara. She’s a really good person — drmalsiows how to
navigate... you know what | mean?”

“I think so...”

“You know, what Lenin says, how to pick out the Kie in a complicated
situation...”

“The one thing that’ll move everything else forwart

“That’s right,” said Judy. She kind of lit up. “Ttaright. She’s got the gift.
And I love her, and we’ve had some grand adventurbat she can be too heavy
sometimes. You've gotta do what's in your heart.”

| wanted to believe her.

Denny was staying in the same house as Damiané @drol, and their
child, little Damian. Judy lived there too — and i¥land I'm not sure who else. |
guess something had changed because Judy tookmé¢here to the house. We
screeched to a halt in a cloud of dust just outgiddront door — not much point
in parking two blocks away when you actually liherte.

The house was empty except for Carol and little RamrShe was in the
kitchen typing something at the kitchen table. Demwas busy building some
kind of a fort out of pots and pans.

Carol was blond, slim, and seemed kind of quietseificontained. Well,
anyone would have seemed quiet compared to Judyen dudy laughed, the
house rocked. Little Damian was two years oldjikhmaybe a little older — I'm
not good at guessing kids’ ages. He seemed happkird of quiet too — maybe

that was just my imagination, because | knew wiaat lappened to his father.
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Little Damian glanced at me briefly, then went b&zkuilding the fortress.
Carol finished the dishes and left them to drylmrack.

“So you're the one writing the play,” said Carol.

“I'm going to try.”

“And you're here to interview Denny.”

“I'm just trying to learn everything | can abouaiian, his friends, East
LA...”

“Fred’s been helping us sell newspapers too,” $ady, “getting a taste of
East LA law enforcement.” She lifted up the coffes and felt the side. “Coffee’s
still warm. Want some?”

We both nodded. She poured out three cups.

“Denny’ll be back in a few minutes,” said Carol.H@n | have to leave with
little Damian. We’'re going to the doctor’s.”

“I hope nothing’s wrong... ”

“No, it's just a checkup.”

Of course | wanted to interview Carol too, butdmlt know how to ask, how
to do it without sounding like an invader. Judygd®el by going over to play with
little Damian. | sat down at the kitchen table w@hrol.

“I don’t want to intrude, but... could you tell meb@ about Damian... | mean
anything that would give me a feeling for the kofdoerson he was...”

“I don’t mind talking about him,” said Carol. “I wa little Damian to
remember his father, and the more we all talk ahout.. well, | guess that will

sort of help.”
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She stopped for a minute and stared over at Ddmian. He and Judy were
putting finishing touches on a pots and pans varsfdhe tower of Babel. “Judy,
that’s about to tip over.”

“No, it's fine,” said Judy.

Seconds later the tower collapsed. Judy deftly lohilge ones that were
falling in little Damian’s direction. Carol shoolehhead and turned back to me.

“Damian was a good man,” she said. “He was a wduabfather. He doted on
little Damian. He was very protective of us boteometimes too much.” She
looked over at Judy. They smiled, as if sharing@et joke. “He took his
responsibilities seriously — us... his people... thelduo. He hated any kind of
bullying, and he wasn't afraid to stand up to are/on

“He wasn'’t a saint. We had arguments. He couldibé &f traditional
sometimes — but not male chauvinist, not a-womafése-is-in-the-home type of
thing. He was really supportive of me being anvactevolutionary like him. That
was part of the attraction.”

“Where did you meet?” | asked.

“Santa Barbara. We were both students there aVista.”

“Where the Bank of America was burned down thremg?”

“There was a lot happening there,” said Judy frbendorner.

“But it was kind of isolated from the working classaid Carol. “That’s why
we moved down here. Of course, Damian was from hAey.”

“l was in Isla Vista back in 1971,” | said. “Jusirfa few days. | was with this
kind of weird guy. | don't remember his name... regrjred beard, always
talking about the horrible things he’d done in Vietn, how fucked up he’d

been...”
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“Clive,” said Carol and Judy both at the same time.

“That might have been it,” | said. “We were comimack from the People’s
Peace treaty convention in Michigan. We rode instiime car.”

“He was a pig,” said Judy.

“Yeah,” | said. “I sort of thought so.”

“No, | mean literally,” said Judy. “He was an infioer for the FBI.”

“That’s why | brought him up,” | said. “I saw antiate in the local rag back
in Seattle. It was about the psychological troulthed informers had, how hard it
was for them...”

“Stop, you're breaking my heart,” said Judy.

“And there were pictures of ten men — they wereredh...”

“Of course,” said Carol.

“Who had been FBI informers, and | thought | redagd Clive.”

“He did a lot of damage,” said Carol. “A lot of dage to a lot of good
people.”

We were all quiet for a minute. | remember thinkiognyself — that was
stupid to bring that up. Are they starting to wondleout me now? Then the front
door opened and Denny came in. There were hugsalhd. Everybody hugged
everybody in that house, but it seemed Denny amdl@ad a special bond — after
all, Denny had been with Damian when he died, antddd almost died with him.
Then again, maybe that was just my imaginationag there such a short time —
everything seemed portentous

After the introductions, Carol was up and gathethmgday’s supplies.

“Did you finish the leaflet?” said Denny. “Oh, ye&abkaid Carol. “I almost

forgot.” She pulled the page she’d been workingonof the typewriter, put it in
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a folder and packed it up with the baby gear. T¢tf@ngrabbed little Damian and
was out the front door.

A second later, she popped her head back in, “Aead, sorry | can'’t talk
longer. Good luck with the play.” Then she was gone

Seconds later, Judy disappeared upstairs, so d aagrview Denny without

interruption.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

Denny was a little taller than average, kind okharand seemed slightly
more hippie-looking than the average Party memHbeaten’t remember why —
maybe he had a goatee or longer than usual hasekl®med kind of tired. | know
he was still recovering — he’d been in critical dimion for a long time, and he’d
only been released from the hospital a few mongos a

| knew Denny was a Vietnam vet, that when he goklfisom Vietnam, he
had beerourt-martialed and put in the stockade for passing out the Detitar af
Independence on the Army base.

“The Declaration of Independence,” said Denny, $spgople have the right
to make revolution against a government that h#eigout of control. The Base
Commander felt that was a little too subversivesidiers no matter who wrote
it.”

That was about all | knew of Denny’s personal lgad | didn’t learn much
more in the interview. He wanted to talk about Nlegy and revolution, what had
happened on the May Day Brigade, and what it ahmheHe was kind of slow
and relaxed as he talked at first, but once hggiotig he became more passionate
— it was like he was on a street corner and | wasdéng there in a crowd. | just

let him run with it.
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Denny’s story:

The thing | remember most about Damian was hisngiiess to struggle with
people. He would not give up on people, he kepndryo win them over. He was
not liberal — he would not cover over differences.

But he had this deep love, warmth, affection fasgle. Combined with a real
hatred of oppression. He was quiet, but he keptipgghings, bringing out
contradictions, and he would listen. He listendota

He was an internationalist. He’d come to that tgfoa lot of struggle,
wondering whether he should just work with his quaople, with Latinos, but
once he made up his mind, he never went back.

What I've learned from all this — hating oppressismit enough. You can’t
operate just on revenge. You have to understanglytem and how to get rid of
it. What's key to this whole thing is understanding

What's inspired me — seeing what people are capbighat they can
understand. Damian died in my arms. Seeing howlpaepcted, they didn’t run
away. They joined us and fought back.

How much people are pushed into motion — how hupgople are for
knowledge, including Marxism. How an advanced s&ctian move people, act as
a beacon, bring people forward.

Damian — there had been a lot of struggle aboukwokA. Damian wasn'’t
somebody who would always come up with the colieet always have the right
idea about what should be done. But he would k#eggling until he was won

over — or until he changed your mind.
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When he got accepted into the Party, he was exstary proud, honored.
The night before he split to go off with the Brigadhe had a bald tire, we was
trying to get it fixed before he left.

The things | remember most about that day — the fist of all. When we hit
the project, kids marched with us, really dug igralned and joined in with
bicycles. Their favorite chants — “Red, white ataeb We spit on you”, and
“Nuestra bandera es roja — no raja, blanca y azul

When the fight started... Well, it didn’t seem likey#hing at first. They
jumped on some of us that were isolated... | wertbupe group that had
someone down and started to pull them off. | gatidked down — probably
stabbed then. | got up, heard a scream, saw Dawnidime ground bleeding. Saw
his stomach was ripped open. | tried to make a dgedA woman opened her
house for phone calls. Another brought towels dosame back later with hot
towels.

The crowd started to build — 150 by then. They veargry.

“We didn’t know this was happening.”

“Is he gonna die?”

“How can we help?”

Damian was dying. | tried to give him mouth to mout did no good. No
pulse. He was dying. Members of the Brigade gathareund. We sang the
International, first verse in English and Span8bme of us stayed trying to give
first aid. It was hopeless. The rest of the Brigtdeed out to agitate. A pig
chopper hovered overhead. Pigs on foot came iny thmediately went after the

Brigaders. They told us to shut up. HandcuffedGegyged us.
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People from the project were yelling, “You're atieg the wrong people.
These aren’t the murderers.” People were still ogmip, saying, “What can we
do. There must be something we can do to save him.”

When cops went to handcuff me, they could see rirywhs soaked with
blood. They were trying to drag me back to the doeaa but the crowd
surrounded them and demanded they call the medids Hhe cops were really
nervous by now. One of them said to the medicseYTie really hostile, they're
mad. Be cool, man, there’s a lot more of them tlmah

When the medics went to give me a shot, one oftips stopped them.
“Don’t do that. Not with this crowd. They'll thinkou're trying to hurt him.”

This really pissed off the crowd. One of them yelbit, “What d’ya think
you're in a fucking Tarzan movie?”

After that, they gave me the shot, then took ma¢oambulance. All the way
back in the ambulance, the pigs were asking metipnss They followed me into
the emergency room. When the medical team tookngftlothes, the cops
wanted to take them, but the head nurse said no.

The cops said, “It's a homicide.”

The nurse said, “Only if you're holding it for ee@dce.” Then she looked at

me... “And even then, he’d have to sign them overow.”

The Alamo — we went there from Houston, where peapé still living in
slave cabins from before the Civil War.

San Antonio is supposed to be this picture postcigydbut it's a military
town, everyone has a job with the military. Thefétst Sam Houston, Lackland

AFB and a bunch of others. There’s a large conagatr of Chicanos and
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Mexicanos. Their babies are born on the bus omvtheto the maternity ward,
which is 19 miles away.

The Alamo is downtown. It was rebuilt during th€®33 There were twenty to
thirty tourists around the outside when we gotéh&ail loosened the flag ropes
on the ground before we started climbing. | cartiegd boxes with banners and
leaflets. Damian climbed up first. My foot got stuan the way up and Damian
had to pull me clear.

An old Texas Ranger saw us climbing and yelled,y;Hehat are you guys
doing up there?” But he didn’t move any closer.

A Chicano family saw us climbing, they pointed atand smiled — very big
smiles.

Once on top, we ran for the front of the Alamo. iMew over the May Day
banner while Gail lowered the Texas state flagtaedAmerican flag.

Damian started the agitation. “We’re here to setrétord straight. The
Alamo is the symbol of exploitation of Mexicangnamorial to gunslingers,
thugs and Indian killers fighting for slavery.”

Then | did some agitation about being a Vietham Mehought Davey
Crocket and Jim Bowie were real heroes. But | foantiwhat they were all about
in Vietham. The Alamo was the beginning of Amerschr'st war of conquest.
Viet Nam was the same thing.”

We threw leaflets from the wall. People down bele@re racing to grab
them. One older white guy read it, was disgustadnpled it up and threw it on
the ground. An older Chicano woman picked it updr#, folded it up and put it

in her pocket.
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Meanwhile, there were Brigaders down below passutdeaflets and talking
to people.

One kid said to his mother, “What's going on?”

She said, “Don’t pay any attention to them, theyis Iranian students trying
to get attention.”

There was a group of high school cheerleaders.tlere of the Brigaders
asked them, “What do you think?”

“Oh, we think it's cool.”

An older Chicano guy asks what’'s going on. The &digrs told him. He says,
“Oh yeah? Thanks. Yeah, thanks.”

A white guy in his 30s says, “l haven’t seen sikig this since | was in
college.”

Meanwhile, up on top of the Alamo, Gail had run ke flag up to the top of
the flagpole. When that red flag got to the tophaf pole, the breeze caught it and
spread it out. And we all stopped for a minute katked at it and looked at each
other. | don’t know what else is coming down thadpbut so far, that's been the
high point of my life.

We took turns agitating over the bullhorn:

“They list the nationalities of those who died tesithe Alamo — German,
French, Irish, Russian, etc., even some Mexicaustlgy were fighting for
slavery. That's their idea of multi-national uniBut during the Mexican-
American War, there were 9,000 deserters. OverAB@ricans joined the San
Patricio Brigade to fight against the American isiea. The United States

military hanged 50 of them after the Battle of Glusco. They waited until the
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American flag was raised to hang them. These &@dlople we stand with. We
say it’'s a crime that even one stone of the Alaseft standing today.

“The murder of the Mexican people, the theft ofitthend, the destruction of
their culture and language goes against everythmgtand for.

“Here they have a monument. They expect peopleéelkdown and whisper
in their shrine. They have pictures of Davy Crocked John Wayne. Right in this
city where they said in the news today that thg @iiuldn’t afford to put all the
Chicano kids in school, where you can still gegdifrom your job for speaking in
Spanish and know you'll be the first to get seftofwar.

“We say no, we ain’t gonna bow down to this. Andamas they try to tell us
it's a monument to their victory, it's a monumeatteir defeat.

“The red flag — it's not just a matter of Chicamadexican people fighting
against their oppression, but of all people fightagainst all oppression,
exploitation and the liberation of all humanity.”

We sang the International.

We were up there for about an hour. After the tiest minutes, the cops came
and ordered us to get down.

Damian got on the bullhorn and said, “One thing’'thdifferent about this
day is that you're gonna find a few less pigs m larrio, guns in hand. What is it
that's so important about this red flag?”

Cops hid out of sight for a while because they dikimow what to do with
the crowd. Finally they told the crowd to get aviloym the building. They tried
to push them away, but no one would move.

The helicopter couldn’t land, so it hovered overthaad tried to drown out

the agitation. Rifles were aimed at us from thecogter.
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Damian took the bullhorn and said, “We don’t hang 'eapons but this
bullhorn, leaflets and the red flag. That's whaythe afraid of.”

Finally a fire truck came and the pigs used theldéado climb up on the roof.
The first one up stood there with his hands orhips and said, “What do you
think you’re doing up here?”

Then more pigs got up and handcuffed us. The higeshd, “Okay, get them
to the back.”

They were dragging us to the part of the roof wivee& be out of sight from
the crowd that had gathered, but people ran artutite back of the Alamo so
they could still see us. The pigs were cursingraa#ting threats.

“Damn, we should have shot them.”

“Why don’t we just throw 'em off the wall like JoBorres.”

“Yeah, but this time there won’t be any water.”

[Joe Torres was a Houston civil rights activist,rdered by the police in 1977
— handcuffed, beaten up and thrown in the bayalrdan.]

Damian kept on agitating, shouting to the crowanfithe roof. The firemen
brought up a rope. They tied up Gail so they cdoaler her down from the roof,
but the police took the rope from the firemen aadgled her over the edge as if
they were going to drop her. The firemen freaked ou

The pigs were expecting cheers. Instead, therede@ad silence, except for a
woman who yelled out from below, “You're not gorthaow anyone off that
roof. | know what that flag represents. My brothame home wrapped in it.”

The pigs said, “Okay, we’re gonna show you justtwdeople think of this.”

They lowered the red flag, but the crowd was stilistly quiet — a tiny handful



Shooting the Arrow page 62

clapped. “Okay we’'re really gonna show you.” Thag up the Texas flag. Same
reaction.

One at a time, we were lowered down from the roof.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Denny didn’t have to tell me what the reaction \&fier they got down. We
had all heard the stories over and over. It wasntil then that | ever really got
what a symbol of Yankee Imperialism the Alamo wasd of slavery — that’s
what they were fighting for at the Alamo, the rightown slaves. They never
mentioned that in any of the Davey Crockett movissw as a kid.

The next day, photos of the red flag flying oves tiamo were in
newspapers all over South America. It filled thenfrpages in Nicaragua. In
Houston and El Paso, people would recognize the MayBrigade from the
local newspaper coverage. They would come up toi@andenny and Gail with
tears in their eyes and hug each of them. “It ghbalve been done a long time
ago.” A lot of people said that.

It made a big impression on the pigs too. The thragainst the three of them
began after that. Damian was singled out for spati@ntion. A Mexican up there
on the Alamo with a red flag seemed to be even rabaa insult — or a Chicano,
same difference to them.

Of course, the Alamo action was only a gesturearféi$ of mine who had no
use for the Party would point out that nothing bhdnged — it was just a bit of
grandstanding, the sort of thing the Party was gdvwebing. But some gestures

can mean a lot.
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| liked Denny. He impressed me as sincere and dedtic- and he had
certainly put his life on the line — but | had heééne rhetoric before... Meeting
Carol and little Damian had kind of shook me upraCand little Damian, just by
being there, alone... the missing father... It reminohedthat there was another
reason | had dropped out. May Day 1980 was thetiime as a revolutionary that
| had ever felt my life was in serious danger. d n@acted to that by ducking my
head down and doing what had to be done — butwkneny heart that once the
crisis was over and the spotlight was off me, soondater, | would get the fuck
out.

When we got back to Bridget'’s flat, Judy parkeddheabout two blocks
away and hopped out.

“You coming in too?” | said.

“I am.” She tossed me the keys. “You're not.”

“You got another interview set up for me?”

“That’s right. The two Johns. Well, John and Juaut,everybody calls them
the two Johns. They could almost be brothers, éxi@m is Black and Juan is
Chicano.” She handed me a piece of paper. “Thisls’s number. He’'ll give
you directions.”

| took the paper and climbed into the driver’'s s&ain | going to see you
before | leave tomorrow?”

“Hey, Fred, you got my car — | better see you.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“You're gonna see plenty of me — I'm driving youtte airport. And don’t
forget, we're doing that shantytown tomorrow befgoel leave.”

“Good — you're coming to that?”
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“I wouldn’t miss it for the world. Now get out oflne. There’s a payphone
eight blocks down the road in the Safeway parkotg |
“Thanks, Judy.”

“Hey, Fred. Be careful, you're going to Compton.”
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

John and Juan both lived in Compton, a couple lslém each other. Juan
had gone over to John’s house, and they were baitimgy for me there. John
gave me very detailed directions and told me toyhup, so | could get there
before dark. But | made a few wrong turns, got fosta while, and by the time |
found his house, it had long since gone dark.

He had told me he would leave a space in the dayeswe | could park there.
He did leave a space, but there was another déwefuup the drive, so | decided
to park on the street and leave the driveway dteaase the other car wanted to
get out. Fortunately, there was a parking spa¢et of the house next door.

| was in the middle of a letter-perfect parallethpag maneuver when John
came running out the front door in a panic. “Jdgsagking Christ, what in the
goddamn hell are you doing! | told you to parkhe triveway. This is Compton,
don’t you get it? This is Compton!”

The truth was, of course, | didn't get it. AlImosteey time I'd heard Compton
mentioned, it was in the phrase, “Compton and LyoatoWell, Washington
state has a Lynnwood too. It's a middle-class dolpust north of Seattle. And so
— quite irrationally — | figured if Compton and Lywod were sister
neighborhoods, then they both must be safe.

Ha.
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As John and Juan both told me, once | was parkddeitied in the kitchen
with them, you don’t fuck around in Compton.

John and Juan were both big burly guys, with siragpmuscles and broad
smiling faces — except when they were giving menguae lashing about the
dangers of Compton. And they both talked fast +feesd — too fast for me to keep
track of who was saying what in my notes. | jusbt@rdown their comments as
they shot them off, rapid-fire, on everything froeligion, to their own lives, to

their experiences on the May Day Brigade with Damia

The two Johns’ story:

| didn’t understand things, didn’t understand tharld. Thought an economic
depression was just a force of nature. Didn’t krvdvat imperialism was. Heard
the word, didn’t care.

Could see things getting worse and worse...

Got fired, couldn’t get unemployment comp... kickad of the union,
couldn’t make some dues. Ran into the Party, atitfenployment office. Signed
their petition.

The next time | ran into them, things were evensgot liked them because
they were talking about revolution, not just newdal in the White House. |
couldn’t see how just changing things in the WHtause would make a
difference.

My next door neighbor’s an old man. At 62 his fagtodlosed down. He'd
worked for the minimum wage all his life. He wasced to retire because he
couldn’t find a new job. When they upgraded hisialogecurity by $20, they sent

him a letter telling him he was supposed to reporBut he couldn’t read or
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write, so he didn’t know. They cut him off. Theydae was cheating. He worked
50 years, raised 9 kids. They all went in the @auilit

You go through life being scared... Lose your job god can’'t make
payments. | used to say, “Here’s all these peogteng killed and here’s all those

people stabbing us in the back. Why don’t we sierof?”

Sometimes | find it hard talking to Chicanos... myropeople. How do you
look at the whole thing? Is it just, we gotta gdtaf the white people? | believe
Black and white can unite and make revolution. ¥an't blame a whole people.
Look at Mexico. The people are oppressed, but tvergument is all Mexican.

People would ask me, “What you guys gonna do feBlacks and the
Mexicans?”

But | say, “What if the majority in government waBkack? What good would
that do, if it was the same system? Nothing. Thaglst.”

La Raza Unidas really spreading. A lot of poverty pimps ararshg to see
they can get their own thing.

Mexicans, they understand. They see things thatabs don’t see. Because
in Mexico, it's about class. Mexicans buy the papé#neRevolutionary Worker
but it's harder to get them involved. They've gab imuch to lose. They got to
worry aboutLa Migra. The old ones say, “I'm too old to be on the stréets

Downtown, some guy came up to me and said, “Yowsgug Communists,
atheists.”

“Listen,” | said. “l don’t believe in God since lag twelve years old.”

“You guys are Commies.”

“We know that,” | said. “What do you know about Caomnism?”
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“I can’t read that paper,” he said. “I'll get brarashed.”

“Listen,” | said. “You already brainwashed. You wfafTV, you read papers.
They already got you brainwashed. | see a lot opfgeread the Bible, they don't
got halos, they don’t got wings. You read the papelon’'t make you
Communist.”

| tell you, religion is killing us, a plague on tatemmunity. | said to my
cousin, “Your whole family is religious. Your fathe/our mother, your sisters,
brother, aunts, uncles, cousins... Here, your fathtailing your brother to go in
the Air Force and kill people. You go in the chugestd the preacher is talking
'bout God bless America, go out and kill for Amexic”

So we talking like that and my cousin says, “Youight — my father is a
hypocrite.”

“I'm not saying he’s a hypocrite...”

“Iam.”

You can’t prove to me there’s a heaven and hetypleebeen dying for a long
time but ain’t no one come back. Come to churcthatfor? To hear the
preacher. | know what the preacher say, “The Bshlgs.” “Noah’s ark.” “Sex.”
“People being bad.” Look, there were only two peagiter the flood — Noah and
his wife. How did the human race get started uprégkncest.

A lot of them tell me, “I'm not gonna read tRevolutionary Workebecause
it's getting down on religion.” When th&/orkercame out with the Pope on the
front page and the hat he was wearing was a Tritiesdile, it turned a lot of
people off. They quit buying the paper. They saide agree with what you're
saying about revolution, but we don’t agree wittaeking the Pope. Making fun

of that holy man. It's not right.”
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Well, look at what the Pope did in Mexico. He gte$he poorest section,
says he knows that people are hungry, out of wsays that gives them time to be

creative.

When the May Day Brigade went to Chula Vista Cadlegne of the college
kids said, “The workers don’'t want this.”

| started talking about conditions in the US, dspien, how | lost my house
because the banks had redlined my neighborhoodl @nddn’t get a loan. In this
country, Black and Chicano people had to spillrth&od just to get into schools.

Everything we got in this country, we had to spilr blood to get it.

When the May Day Brigade went to the meatpackistridt, an older Black
guy said, “I went and fought in World War Il foreedom, so you could do what
you're doing.”

“How could you say that when you came back to antgquvhere you
couldn’t even use the same water fountain as aewh#n. Freedom don't start
5,000 miles away. How can you talk about dyingtfas flag when a lot of the
people behind it are KKK and Nazis?”

A Vietnam Vet said, “How can you say we died fotmong?” He started

crying.

A girl from Honduras:
“Socialism is good in theory, but not in practiteok at Cuba. They're
starving.”

“Look, you're from Honduras. Aren’t they starvingere?”



Shooting the Arrow page 71

“Yeah.”
“Is that Socialist?”

“No.”

The US has got to keep saying that Russia is Sstdiscause they got to
have a way to brainwash us and convince us thain@onsm is bad. The US still
gets mileage out of the American revolution, gaimg third-world countries and
saying, “Hey, we know where you’re coming from,usa we used to be a colony

too.” Russia does the same thing too, cashing ithein revolution...

Union official at the meatpacking plant:

“Look at what they’re doing in Panama, they're takaway our canal.”
“Where the hell is the canal? Is it in the US?”

“Yeah, but we built it.”

“They had slaves build it.”

“Well, it was our money.”

“You make any money from it?”

“What they oughta do is send the Marines overda.Ir
“Maybe you think because the US gave you a gunsantk shiny boots that
you can walk all over other countries, but you gerdo Iran, they gonna tear

your ass. They got a cause and they're ready ttodié

“The boss got a right to make money.”
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“Okay, | agree to that. They got the right to makeney. They got the right
to exploit us, do all this shit to us, but by tlaee token, we got the right to stand

up and overthrow them.

When the Brigade marched out of the meatpackingadiswve formed lines to
march off. As we marched off, somebody fired a gife. turned around and

marched right back through there.

| remember the first time | went to a meeting & thhemployed Workers
Group, everybody got up and said who they were. Wineard the
Revolutionary Communist Party, | started sweatihtpok a lot to stay. | wasn'’t
afraid of Communism so much as the government. \&/leyerybody so afraid of
the government?

When | got thrown in jail, all kinds of thoughts mtehrough my head. |
started to wonder — maybe I'm being used by the i@amsts...

| started reading stuff, tHieevolutionary Workeretc. It was like when you
turn on an old TV. First you see a lot of snow. Tlyeu start to get a clear
picture. They were hitting at the things I'd beskiag myself about all my life.

When | lived in Watts, you had to run across Alamgzpay the phone bill
across the street in Lynwood and then run baclausthe cops and whites
would run you out.

I'd never read much. It was a real struggle, but lzave to have the
experience — then you know what it’s talking abagit away. You gotta read.
You can't just go to school and learn what theylfgeu. You gotta get out and

read things, like Marx and Lenin and tRevolutionary WorkerYou gotta read
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about this shit, because they sure ain’t gonngtellabout it on TV. You can't
make revolution from your own front room lookingTaf. You gotta be out on
the street.

It's hard to make revolution, but it's not impodsibVe used to have slavery,
but we don’t anymore. We got capitalism now, bubgaer the world things are
changing. Maybe | won’t see it, but my childrenlwilly children will.

| don’t care if we only have twenty guys out therae line is what counts. If
we’re telling the truth about the way it is, peopte going to listen.

It ain’t a demonstration for more food stamps,fare crumbs. We're saying
we want the whole cake.

People live in a constant state of fear. Fear sihtptheir job, afraid to take a
day off. What | remember about Damian, he wasméidf He wasn'’t afraid of
anything.

Damian was very determined. He never lost his paetieHe was a hard
worker.

| remember when we got arrested at the Alamo, vheywere booking us at
the station, they said tell us your occupation.dkeeaid — steelworker,
unemployed, etc.

Damian said, “Revolutionary.”

“I can’t put that down,” the jailer said.

“That's what | am.”
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

On my last day in LA, Judy picked me up in the niogn\We rendezvoused
at a McDonald’s with Mort and his crew and headedlie shantytown that they
had discovered after the music festival in Watts.

We hit a typical LA wasteland — the ruins of a fagustrial buildings
scattered around a wide expanse of scrub busHija@ars and abandoned
washing machines, etc. — the shantytown had grgwin the middle of this. The
buildings weren’t homemade from salvaged scrapthmyt were only one step up
from that. They appeared to be made out of stucoement, barely tall enough
to walk into, and only one or two very small roomi¢h dirt floors. They couldn’t
have been built for human habitation. | wondereattheir original function had
been. Chicken coops? Dog kennels?

There were no lawns, but there were small well-ggptlens and no bits of
rubbish anywhere in the yards. It was a workdayhsoe wasn’t much activity
outside the huts, a few kids riding around on hikédeeir numbers tripled almost
the instant we arrived. As soon as we got out efctlrs, we were surrounded by
kids of all ages who wanted to know everything ahsu Who are you? What are
you doing here? You're the people who were herteSasday, aren’t you? Do

you have more stickers? Can we have them? Can weesmane of your red flags?
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There were a couple hundred shacks and only sis,af0 since there were no
cops around and the sight lines were good, we dddtdvould be safe to go
around singly. | say “We decided”, but | definitelyasn’t in on the decision.

“Wait a minute,” | said. “You guys all speak Spdnigve got about two
words...”

“You don’t need Spanish,” said a ten year old, miedron his bike. “We will
speak for you.”

“I don’t know,” | said. “I really do speak only & words...”

“Have a little faith in the masses,” said Judy.

“Yes, we can speak for you,” came a chorus fronsidks.

In the end, there were more than enough kids targond, and each of us
went off escorted by our own personal band of tedoss — whether they were
needed or not. There were about five kids with of&arying ages. The number
went up and down as kids disappeared or new reauitved. The two who stuck
with me the whole time and did most of the tramstatvere Pedro and Rosita.

Pedro was the ten year old on the bike who firekepip — except he turned
out to be twelve, not ten. Rosita, his sister, wgear older. Pedro did most of the
talking. Rosita would step in to correct him ocoasilly, or take over entirely
when he got lost or confused.

We walked from door to door, handing out leaflstdling newspapers, with
me learning bits of Spanish as conversations wagreated from door to door. By
the end of the day, | almost had delusions of bbiliggual. The first hut we
called on was next door to Pedro and Rosita’s place

“We have to start here,” said Pedro. “Carlos wdldm glad to see you. He

wasn’'t here when you came around last Sunday.”
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“It made him very sad to miss you,” Rosita told me.

Carlos turned out to be an old man, short and thith, a leathery, weather-
beaten face. It took him a long time to answerdber, because he walked slowly,
with a cane. He didn'’t live there alone, but hiargtdaughter and her husband
were out at work.

His whole face lit up when he saw us, the newsgperd the red flags the
children were waving.

“Welcome, welcome, welcome,” he kept saying. He was of the few adults
that spoke some English, and the conversation wadly fin broken English and
partly in Spanish through Pedro and Rosita.

| showed him th&evolutionary Workeand talked about the Party and the
May Day demonstration that was coming soon. He kaleeut May Day. He
knew about it better than me. His oldest son haa lkédled on May Day, 1976,
when the Mexican Army had opened fire on a studentonstration and killed
hundreds.

“My son was a student,” he told me. “He had sutigeheart. He wanted a
good life for everyone. He was very brave, like ydu

“I'm not brave,” | said

“Yes you are,” he said.

“No I'm not.” | think | almost shouted this.

He smiled, like a man who knew better. “You arewofutionary inLos
Estados Unidosthe most powerful imperialist country on the ba@f course,

you are brave.”
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Carlos bought a newspaper. He counted the moneyn @einnies and nickels.
He took May Day stickers and promised his granddeargand her husband
would put them up at work.

“I can’t come on the march,” he said. “You would/gdo carry me. But | will
tell everyone. Not many will come, | thinka Migra... you understand — it is
very dangerous for us.”

Before we left for the next hut, Carlos had a Itedg with Pedro and Rosita.
One by one, he pointed to the huts on his row artisomething about each of
them. Then he threw his arms around me and embraedike a long lost son.
He told me again how brave | was. | started toevelihim. | thought maybe |
would change my life. As we went from hut to hufglt my spirit soar. Maybe |
wasn’t so lazy and selfish, maybe | wasn’t the aoWw&new | was.

In every hut we called on, someone bought a nevespapunting out pennies
and nickels and dimes. They hadn’t read all thekbabat | had; they weren’t as
clear in all their ideas as Carlos seemed to béaiogéy not all of them had lost a
son to the revolution, but they told me so manyiesoof hardship and suffering,
they were so open and loving and optimistic, ary il considered the red flag
to be their flag. “It is the flag of poor peoplehting for a better life,” one young
mother said to Pedro and Rosita.

At least, | think that's what she said. The tratigstes weren’t perfect in either
direction. | found that out late in the day wharoticed a contradiction, noticed
them translating a phrase of mine differently eueane.

“But Mister,” said Pedro, “you’re using some bignas that we’ve never
heard before, like... proletarian. Sometimes we lpaste to take a guess.”

“But | think we get it right most of the time,” shRosita.
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| thought so too — and the newspaper and the teaflere in Spanish, so any
mistakes in the translation would be corrected pRegot what we were saying —
and they dug it. I lost count of the number of mevas hugged. And Carlos was
not the only one who told me | was brave. | le& fihanty town ashamed and
proud that these people thought | was a membdreoParty | had abandoned.

By the time we finished with the shanties, thereenanly a few hours to go
before | had to be at the airport. We picked upstoyf at Bridget's. | left a thank-
you note for her. Halfway to the airport, Judy pdllover into another
McDonald’s.

“Barbara wanted to talk to you before you left,edaid.

Barbara was waiting at a corner table with a cupoffiee. We got the same
and joined her.

“So what have you accomplished while you were Hesaldl Barbara, getting
right down to it.

“Well, I've got this book full of notes,” | said.dulled out my notebook. It
was big and thick. She looked impressed, andla $ittrprised. What did she think
I'd been doing, | wondered.

“What are you going to do with it?”

“Write a play... like | said.”

“Why did you drop out, Fred? What did you disagnetn?”

“I didn’t have any big disagreements — no disagre@sat all really. | just
got tired, discouraged, lazy... and selfish. | wanbé a writer. I've wanted to be
one all my life.”

“You could write inside the Party.”

“Leaflets, newspaper articles...”
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“Maybe that’s the kind of thing we need now.”

“Like | said, I got selfish.”

She was flipping through my notebook, not readingist glancing idly.

Then she came to a section about halfway througthwhs blank. There were
more notes on the other side of the blank sectidrshe didn’t seem to notice.
She left the book open there. It felt like a kirfdnalictment, as if she had caught
me in a lie.

“I don’t think you can do it.”

“What?”

“You’re running away, Fred. | don’t think you can dnything good when
you’re running away.”

There wasn’'t much to say after that. | was deteedhito prove her wrong, but
there was no point in arguing it. Only the finish@dy would prove things one
way or the other. The three of us left McDonaldgdther. When we split for our
separate cars, Barbara said, “Good luck, Fredpéhon wrong. | hope it's a
good play.”

Judy and | were silent the rest of the way to ingoat. When we drove up to
the main concourse, Judy turned to me and said’$Sght, you know.”

“Judy, | thought you said | should do what was wmeart.”

“Yeah, but Fred, after all this, what'’s in your €&
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2. STALIN

My mother was like Stalin.

| caused a near fatality once when | said thigas in the Comet Tavern a
couple years after I'd left the Party. The guyitlsato had just taken a swallow
of beer. When he’d stopped choking and had gotiebreath back, he said, “It
was the way you said it, Fred — so sweet and inrtptike you were paying her a
compliment.”

But | was.

The first great figure of Women'’s Liberation wasr, me, Joseph Stalin.
Okay, | know this is beyond odd, but it made pdrésmnse in terms of my life.

Both Mom and Dad had fathers who worked in the auaks. Both ran away
from home. Dad ran away to Hollywood to become@onraMom ran away to
secretarial school. So already we're seeing womapgsession and class
differences getting mixed up together. Dad ran ateggin the middle class.
Mom'’s act of rebellion was channeled into... Welhybe you could argue that

the religious dimension was in operation here kom'’s family was Catholic.
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Dad’s was Mormon. The Mormons believe very strorigbt you should develop
all your God-given talents. As they swept up frotatinto Idaho and Eastern
Washington, they left behind them a trail of Commiiheatre and Light Opera
Companies — or they took over the ones that alreagyed. So running away to
acting school, although it seems like a more adwent destination than
secretarial school, was really just going alondhlite program.

But Dad was infected with a lot of new ideas in Is\obod. We think he fell
in with Communists back then. At any rate, by iheetwe were old enough to
know him as anything other than the tall guy with moustache, one of the first
values we got from him was this openness to diffetieings of any description:
people, ideas, adventures...

We were raised to believe that, even as childrenhad the inalienable right
to ask, “Why?” And if the answer didn’t make sense,had the inalienable right
to say, “But that’s not logical.” Astonishingly, @ teachers didn't like being
told by a nine-year-old kid that their brilliant@anation of something didn’t
really hold water. It was hard on us, harder stillthe teachers, | imagine, and
hardest of all on Mom.

| didn’t really get this when | was growing up. Dads just the guy who
always said, “Yes,” and Mom was the one who hasbip“No.” Dad was the guy
who — when he was around — could play Socratesnt®@to... or Parmenides, or
whatever. Mom was the one who had to deal withnam-stop arguments day in
and day out. This wasn’t because Dad was off wgrkhile Mom was stuck at
home. It was just that Dad worked swingshift wihlem worked days, so she

was home when we were.
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Actually, Mom was the one who always had a job. Dawllly did. Dad’s
jobs were usually cooler: acting, broadcastingr.niost of the time we were
growing up he was a reporter on the local newspdpem was a secretary, a
super-smart secretary who ran an office that kepgs ticking over for a bunch
of idiot-savant PhDs at Hanford Atomic Works. Bustja secretary. The work
was steady, and it had great benefits, which canmamndy when she got cancer of
the lymph nodes and began her long slow descemtiguth.

| was fourteen when they told her she would diead an older sister who was
away at college, and a sister three years youhgerrme. We also now had a little
brother, age zero, who had just been born. Thats they caught the cancer so
early — anomalies showed up on the prenatal t€stsy told her that because they
had caught it so early, she might live for as lasgwo years.

Mom didn’t buy that. My little brother had just beborn. She decided that
she would live long enough for him to know his neattShe lived for ten years.
Every year they told her it would be her last. 8apt working right up until the
last few months, not missing a day, except for wéteamhad to take time off for
radiation treatment.

| still didn’t get it. My sisters did, of courseybl didn’t — not until Women’s
Liberation exploded onto the scene at the tail@rtie Sixties. By then | was an
anti-war activist, an anarchist starting to mowsdals Communism. My Dad'’s
ideas, which had seemed so radical and daringeisrtrall desert town of Pasco,
Washington, now seemed conservative and old-fastion

And my Mom... | had never got on well with her. Sta&l been so negative,
so critical of Dad, of me — of my sisters too, aligh | didn’t realize that until

talking to them years later. Now | started to l@khe life Mom had led, a life
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that would be over in a few years. | started toassthnd all the reasons for her
bitterness... Not the right word. | don’t know ghi word. By then, | had read
Engels saying that in the family, the man was ther@peois and the woman was
the proletarian. | got that. | started to apprectatt Mom had kept our family
ticking over, just the way she kept the office ainifbrd ticking over.

My Dad used to always say, “Don’t worry, honey.” Mavas the worrier. |
blamed her for it all the time | was growing up.vbunderstood that Dad didn’t
have to worry, because Mom did.

That was the Stalin connection for me. Just likdigtMom was the one who
got things done. She was the one who did the luédosl She had shouldered so
many burdens that it made her hard — but she had idout of love. | still
couldn’t talk to her, even when she was dying. higd to. | finally understood
how much she loved me. | realized for the firstetithat | loved her. But we had
not talked for so long...

The only change was that now | couldn’t talk to [Réttier.
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3. THE PARTY

CHAPTER ONE

“Shall we grab that table?” said Charity. Ever wachful scout, he had
spotted a table just coming up about as far anwa@y the loudspeakers as
possible. The music was on full blast. It was harthlk. But that was the idea:
get in a noisy tavern and grab the quietest coifffegn no one could overhear.

“Let’'s make a move,” said Gabe.

We headed for the corner. Another group that wasetlseemed pretty
interested in the table, but Charity was sittingréhclaiming it before they knew
what happened. Gabe led the rest of us to conselmssession. Gabe and
Charity were good at teamwork. They’'d been theidgvorce in the People’s
Peace Treaty committee, which had just plannedexhthe second biggest series
of anti-war demonstrations in Seattle history.

The first biggest had been the year before, whemwmNordered the invasion
of Cambodia and five protesters were killed at Ketatte. Twenty thousand

people had flooded onto the freeway that ran thindbegttle like an artery. The



Shooting the Arrow page 85

demonstrations this May had only been half as |dvgewe’d taken over the
whole downtown area. We’'d marched into the Sedfestk building — the
monolith, as it was known — and shut the entireajen down from the inside.
Things had changed since Kent State, and it fattlhey would never change
back.

By the time of the second demonstration, the b&tiublic opinion about
the war had been decisively lost by Nixon and camgp®ore than that, a large
section of the country had lost any faith they migdve had about the United
States being a government of, for and by the peepégardless of who was in
office. Nobody that year was talking about endimg war by replacing the
conservative Nixon with a liberal Democrat — likbay Lyndon Johnson?

“Scratch a liberal and you'll find a fascist,” wiag then a favourite saying.

“Alright,” said Gabe, while Charity unobtrusivelgft an eye open in case
anyone got too close. “You guys know most of thisay, but I'm gonna run it
down — the main points anyway — just to be susedigar.”

| leaned forward. Damn, it was noisy.

“Fred, you wanna change places with me?” said Ghétid rather be on the
outside anyway.”

“Okay.”

We traded places. Now | could hear without learsadar forward. | guess it
looked a bit less suspicious.

“First,” said Gabe, “organization. As you know, webroken up into
collectives and the collectives are broken up wtokteams. The three of you

will be in the Capitol Hill collective. You'll ben workteams that are responsible
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for running the bookstore and organizing at Se@tenmunity College — but
your central task for now will be finding jobs imdustry,” said Gabe.

“Not gonna be easy,” said Mack.

“We know there’s a recession on. Do what you can.”

We nodded. Nixon didn’t give a damn about demotistra or the student
movement. If we were going to tap into any real pgwe had to hook up with
the working class. That was the first reason weeyj@ning the Party — it was
committed to working class organizing.

“What happens to the bookstore when we all getjbbaid Mack.

“We'll bring in people from other collectives todge it going. Also, we hope
you'll succeed in involving some of the students’y® working with in keeping
the bookstore open.”

“That’s the whole idea, isn't it?” said Charity. &6more and more people
involved. Build the revolution.”

“Right on,” we said — but | could see Mack lookexuittful.

“Second point,” said Gabe. “As you know, the Pastyg semi-secret
organization. As far as the outside world is conedr Charity and | are the only
Party members in Seattle...”

“We don’t want to make it any easier for the FBdrthwe have to,” said
Charity.

We all knew what he was talking about. Over the feas years, the Black
Panther Party had been targeted for assassinatitre b-Bl, and their
organization had been decimated. We weren’t as liigeat to the United States

government as the Panthers were, but we certaspiyea to be.
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“I don’t get it,” said Mack, “People on the Peaaedty Committee already
have a pretty good idea who’s who.”

“Of course they do,” said Gabe, “but that's not slaene as knowing for sure.”

“You mean we’re supposed to pretend we don’t kaowbody who's in the
Party except for you and Charity?” | said.

“You don'’t,” said Charity. “Not for sure. And thejon’t know you’re in the
Party. Half an hour ago, you weren’t.”

“It can be a bit like ‘Spy vs. Spy’ in Mad Magazjheaid Gabe. “But as we
get bigger, that'll be less and less true.

“The thing is,” said Charity, “If we're serious altarevolution, we have to
prepare for a time when the government will maker@ous attempt to wipe us
out...

“Which brings us to the final point,” said Gabe.uU... We don't believe in
urban guerrilla warfare — you know that — we bedieow is the time for mass
organizing. But our long term goal is armed insctioa, and in the meantime, we
believe in armed self-defence. That means eaclk bhs a responsibility to
acquire arms and learn how to use them. I'll leax@i run down what that
means. He’s in overall charge of self-defence.”

We all figured that. Charity had spent some yeaximbat in Vietham. He
never talked about it, but we all knew it had futkéth his head. Charity was a
Native American, and when the penny dropped —tbatas doing to the
Vietnamese what the US Cavalry had done to his psaple — it dropped big
time.

“Okay,” said Charity, “each of you are expecte@dtguire an M-1, a shotgun

and a handgun.”
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| think we both laughed. “Are we supposed to briedd an armoury,” | said.

“No. Possession of stolen guns is a major bustybuthave a legal right to
own a gun, as long as you buy it legally.”

| know we all laughed then. We were stone brokelandas talking about a
fortune in armament.

“We know what guns cost,” Charity said. “We knowuycan't rush out and
buy all this shit right away. It's a long term goBut we do expect you to acquire
one gun as soon as possible. There’s a lot of Mxiait, and they're pretty
cheap. | can help you go shopping, Fred, and sizak, | think.”

Mack was a Vietnam vet too. He hadn’t been in florg combat, but he
knew about guns, both from shooting and getting aho

“Yeah, | can help. You wanna just stick with M-1¥/at if we come across
a bargain in one of the others?”

“Target of opportunity,” said Charity. “Take it.”

Mack shook his head. “An M-1, a shotgun and a handg’

“A revolution is not a dinner party,” said Charity.

“I know the quote,” said Mack. “But do you know hamany books that
would buy?”

“Mack,” said Gabe, “It's not an either-or thing. @bookstore is a priority. A
revolution is about consciousness, not guns.”

“Not only guns,” said Chatrity.

“Not even mainly guns,” said Gabe. “Mao says withateople’s Army, the
people have nothing. But he also says, politicsttid® in control of the gun, not
the other way around. If people don’t know whatytreefighting for, it's not a

People’s Army and they aren’t going to make revolut
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“Right on,” said Charity.

“l agree with all that,” said Mack. “I just can’elp thinking of all the books
those guns would buy. We have so few books intitre SAnd they’'re almost all
Marx and Lenin and Mao. We need more — and we mewé variety.”

“Mack,” said Gabe, “we’re gonna fill that store tibooks. We were so
impressed that you started that store on your ovtiative. We should have done
that. And we’re going to learn from your exampleu@t on it.”

| stood up. “Who wants another beer?”
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CHAPTER TWO

There were four of us at our first collective megtiBesides Mack and |,
there were two kids just out of high school, Tongadla and Joe Diablo. Tony
was young, but he'd already done a lot of anti-evganizing. He'd read tons of
books about Vietnam, Marxism... and drugs. He wast@ drugs any more, but
he had been, and Tony never did anything by halssjunior year in high
school, he'd taken a tab of acid once a day, edayyfor the entire school year.
Then he'd decided it was a waste of time and djaitv he had nothing to do with
drugs, not even grass, but every once in awhilé, $tep talking in the middle of
a sentence, stare off into space for half a mious®o, then continue on talking as
if unaware that he had ever stopped.

Tony had built up quite a following in high schodbe Diablo was the first of
several who would follow him into the Party. Littleey... we used to call him
that when we wanted to drive him crazy. Actuallg vilas a pretty big boy, not as
big as Mack who had played on the line in high sthaotball, but big enough.
The problem was, he had an incredibly young fabe teoked like an overgrown
twelve year old.

Tony and Joe had joined the Party about six mdmifisre us — actually
before | even knew it existed. They'd been brouglftom another collective

because all four of us were going to try to getkaarthe shipyards. Tony had the
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most experience, but | was older. Maybe that madifference. At any rate, | was
elected collective chair at the first meeting, diothy was elected co-chair.

A couple weeks on from our first meeting, Gabe @hdrity came to a
meeting with a new recruit who would be joining cotlective, Erin. We all
knew her from anti-war work. She was a working €lgal who had come down
to Seattle to go to Seattle Community college. Isekcome into contact with the
anti-war movement there and had thrown herselfiint®he had played a really
strong role in the People's Peace treaty commijimag at everyday organizing
work, but also really committed to revolutionarylipcs and not afraid to fight for
line.

“Fighting for line” was a phrase we used a lothie Party. Chairman Mao had
said, “The correctness of the political line detiexes everything.” We
passionately believed that. Everyone in our callecivas relatively new to the
Party — actually the Party itself had only exidi@da couple years — but we all
had a fair bit of experience in the anti-war movamand we'd had our fill of fast
talking “leaders” with flexible principles.

The plan was that Erin would look for work in tharguent industry. |
suggested we talk to Party people in the Bay Aoaget their advice, because
there was an even bigger garment industry dowrether

“Good idea,” said Charity, “if they'll talk to us.”

“Why wouldn't they talk to us?” | said.

“Because of the split.”

Gabe shot an irritated look at Charity.

“What are you talking about?” said Erin.
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“It hasn’t been made public yet,” said Gabe, “Bgre’s been a split in the
Party. Some of the long time members have leftsdaded a new organization...”

“They've got more of an Eldridge Cleaver line,”dg&harity, “putting more
emphasis on getting ready for armed struggle, mgldp armed units, getting
ready for underground actions.”

“Do you agree with that?” | asked Gabe.

“Not really,” said Gabe

“What about you, Charity?”

“I don’t know,” said Charity. “I think it's prettymportant to not lose sight of
the fact that political power grows out of the lehisf a gun.”

“So you agree with them?”

“No, | wouldn’t say that, but | do worry sometimes...

“So we haven't joined this new organization or thimg like that? We
haven't actually split off?”

“Not exactly.”

“Not exactly... What does that mean?”

“Well,” said Gabe, “we were sort of started in Skedby people coming up
from Oregon, and they've all gone with the splirdesup. So | think the rest of
the Party might kind of think we’re with them.”

“I can't believe this,” said Erin.

“When the hell were you going to tell us about $aid Mack.

“Well,” said Gabe, “we've been talking about thetheay to bring it up...”

“Gabe,” | said, “as far as | can see, you and @héed to us.”

Charity laughed. “Don’t hold back, Fred. Say whati yeally think.”
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| don’t know if they could hear it in my voice, blivas shaking like a leaf
inside. Gabe wasn't bossy in the sense of goingrergiving orders, but he was
definitely a heavy. Most of us hadn’t been involwedhe movement for more
than a year or two. But there were some, like Gathe,d been with it pretty
much all through the Sixties, who seemed to haad eémost everything and
knew how to use what they’d read in an argumentl Bahjust called him a liar.

So | sat back and waited for the storm to hit. Babe just said, “You're
right, Fred. | think I've been kind of liberal akidhis. I've been kind of afraid to
deal with it all because I've been through so msplits in the movement”

What a relief. | had been gearing up to be flayleca

“Yeah, but we can’t just flip one way or the otliesaid Charity. “We have to
make a conscious decision.”

“| agree with that,” said Erin. “We’re at some kinticrossroads here. | know
what direction | want to go, but I think we all leato decide.”

“Okay,” said Gabe. “How do we go about it?”

| said, “I think we should send a delegation dowihie Bay Area to
investigate, then come back and make a reportwBighould do it from the
standpoint that we’ve never left the Party. We'o¢ part of this new group, and
we should make that clear. Wetnet going down to decide which organization to
join; we’re going down there to see if there is aagson to split from the one
we’re already in, the Party.”

“Right on,” said Charity.

Two weeks later, Gabe, Charity, Erin and | piled ian old beat-up

Volkswagen and headed for the Bay Area.
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CHAPTER THREE

The first stop was Oakland or Richmond, somewhethe Bay Area that
wasn’t San Francisco anyway. We met a couple pdopie the national Central
Committee. One was a tall guy, with short hair glagses. He looked a bit like a
basketball player. The other was a woman with ldaudk hair who did not look
like a basketball player. The two of them livecainormal house — which was sort
of not normal for us — we were so used to livinemdively in big houses with
lots of rooms and long arguments about who didlibkes.

This was the first of what turned out to be sevaraétings with people in the
Bay Area. They all followed the same pattern. Weengreeted with... not
suspicion, but caution. We made it clear that wesatered we were still part of
the Party. Then we talked about the work we’d b#d@ng in Seattle.

The Bay Area people would listen intently, askwa fietelligent questions,
commend our hard work and daring-do, and thentsags time to start
organizing where power in society was concentratdte working class.

We would agree and say, “That's why we joined thdyr and in fact, that’s
why we’ve come down here to link up.”

The second meeting was in San Jose with John atyl Beason. If Gabe
was a heavy, John and Betty were mountains. Thetcked back through the

Sixties to the Fifties and even to some of thetgedsur battles of the Forties. It
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wasn't totally unusual to meet people in the moveimeého stretched back that
far, but they tended to be white-haired anarchigtstskyite armchair intellectuals
or old pro-Russian Communist Party hacks. Thesplpeawere the real deal,
steeped in revolutionary theory from Marx to Maeterans of some real class
war battles, but not stuck in the past — they veeramitted to this new Party that
had risen up out of the struggles in the Sixties.

The meeting started out the same way as the lasggaMe our report; they
said it's time to get out to the working class; sad right on. Then we got down
to talking about the split with the new organizatiethe two-line struggle, as they
put it.

“The basic question,” said John, “is how closewaeeto an actual revolution.”

“If it's right around the corner,” said Betty, “théhe splitters are right. We
should be stepping up our illegal work, buildingarms caches, training in small
group tactics, getting ready to build up funds blybing banks...”

“But if they’re wrong,” said John, “Then that’s acipe for revolutionary
suicide.”

“We’'re in the middle of a great revolutionary upgey’ said Betty, “not just
in the US, but all over the world... France, Chingtiam. But you have to make
a concrete analysis of the situation here. Lenys flaere are three elements
necessary for a country to be in a revolutionaiyasion. First, things have to be
so bad that people are ready to die to change thibemk about that — ready to die
for a change. Second, the ruling class has to bblero rule in the same old way.
And finally, there has to be a Communist Party bépaf leading a revolution...

not just a bunch of people that call themselvearsyPa real Party with deep roots
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in the working class, capable of leading an insuive. Does that sound like the
US today?”

“Of course not,” we agreed.

“And how far away are we from that kind of situat®oWell, nobody has a
crystal ball, and big changes can happen realty lias they don’t fall from the
sky. I think we can agree on two things...

“One, it's coming. The U.S. isn’t going to be abberide roughshod over the
people of the world forever. And two, it's not ggito happen next year — or the
year after. Things have a long way to go, andRarty, we have a long, long way
to go.”

“The thing is,” said John, “we don’t have such deegts that we couldn’t be
wiped out more or less overnight if the FBI reallgnt after us.”

“Look at what’s happened to the Panthers,” saidyBeAnd compared to us,
they had really deep roots. Not that they didn’kenmistakes...”

“Their line about organizing the lumpenproletarahe unemployed
including street hustlers and petty criminals taad of the working class was a
big mistake,” said John. “But they had deep roothe community, people who
would die for them...”

“And a lot did,” said Betty. “Just about their amstfirst and second line of
leadership is either dead or in jail.”

We were kind of overwhelmed by John and Betty. &sb, they were
knocking at an open door — at least as far asdtrhl were concerned. Gabe
played his cards a little closer to his chest, tangle fair, he was looking at things

on a more sophisticated level, but Erin and | vbear on a personal level. We'd
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both been around Weather people. They'd tried¢aureus. The splinter group
was too much like the Weather Underground. We wenaierested.

| think Charity had the hardest time figuring thsngut for himself. He’'d
grown up in poverty, and when he started workinthwhe Party at the Free Store
in Georgetown, he saw kids come in every day tbaldchave been him. He read
Mao talking about “serve the people” and he gonit really deep level. It was
what he wanted to do with his life. But he was sgrg, killing angry, at what he
had done in Vietnam — at himself for doing it, & tmhen who had sent him, and
also, at what was going to happen to these kidsaheevery day. What war
would they be sent off to kill and die in?

Sometimes | thought of Charity as a kind of a hulah6, walking around
primed and loaded — and praying, “Please god, mige target, just point me in
the right direction and pull my trigger.” But thaas me thinking in crazed
Vietnam Vet Hollywood clichés. Charity was reallsf a nice kid, sweet and shy,
who’d grown up in a hard world.

“I admire you, Fred.” He said this to me in the oarthe way back from the
Bay Area. | was astonished.

“Why?”

“Because you stand up to Gabe.”

“l see you arguing with Gabe all the time.”

“About practical things. You argue about theoryke Wwhether we should go
with the splitters or not.”

“Charity, | think you've read more books than | ekave.”

“I read 'em. But you own 'em.”
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“I know what he’s talking about,” said Erin. “Youeyv up in a house with
books, Fred. You talked about great ideas at theeatitable. Charity and | didn’t
have any of that.”

“Doesn't seem to slow you down,” | said. “You fighbt line as much as me.”

“Because | know how important it is.”

“| agree with what you're saying,” said Gabe. “I gavay with too much. It's
not good for the organization, and it's not goodrfee personally. Everybody
should be challenged, especially the leaders.”

| could see it was sort of true that | wasn’t afrn take on Gabe. I'd spent a
year on the local underground newspaper arguing Wieather Underground
heavies who knew so much and used it so brutadlittiey scared the shit out of
me. I'd learned to just close my eyes and wadg&uisting in other people to see
through the rhetoric. Gabe wasn’t that kind of 8ybiHe wasn’t a bully at all, in
fact. But it was scary arguing against him, andasuhe kind of guy to do it
anyway. Still, | couldn’t help thinking that he ddibe so magnanimous because |
wasn't a real challenge to him — so he could tmeatas a kind of a pet.

When we got back to Seattle, we organized big dsons in all the

collectives about the split. Overwhelmingly, Seattlanted to stay with the Party.
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4. SHIPSCALERS

CHAPTER ONE

We first heard about the Shipscalers from Bonngk@lyde. I'd known them
since the big anti-war demonstrations after thetkstate murders of the previous
year. We’'d joined a Seattle Liberation Front cdileztogether. Arguments
between the pacifists and the rock throwers hattiel collective apart almost as
soon as it formed, but we’d stayed friends evesesin

Clyde had scored a gig with the Shipscalers a feavsg/back, and about a
year later, he had brought in Bonnie. At the titheye were virtually no women
working in the shipyards. There had been — thousahthem — during World
War II, but when the war was over and the men caomee, the women were
shooed back into the kitchen. They weren’t fieedmassgust squeezed out with
harassment, discrimination and a massive propageardpaign on the joys and
duties of motherhood.

The Shipscalers was one of the few unions thathstd women members —

not many — but the few who were left were made arele. Shipscaler
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membership was about 80% Black, 10% Chicano arel atimorities, 9%
Capitol Hill hippie and about 1% straight white Wimig class. The union took a
strong stand in both the shipyards and the commuagidinst racial prejudice and
any other kind of discrimination, including age a®xX.

The shipyards were organized into craft unionsintBes, Pipefitters,
Machinists, Boilermakers, Electricians... The Scaleese the union that did
general labor. They did all the jobs that weretdirned by the other craft unions.
They scraped barnacles off the ships’ hulls whewy thiere in dry-dock — that’s
where the name came from — they also did sandbtggiickhammering,
shoveling, hauling, firewatching and general clganu

The Shipscalers had a union hiring hall. This mélaait when a shipyard
wanted to hire some laborers, they called up thenuand the business manager
would send out some members — whoever was on phef tilve waiting list and
present in the hiring hall at the time. If therer@&rét enough union members
present to fill the job order, whoever else wathmhall would be sent out.

“What about could we join the union and get onrtiembers list right
away?” | asked.

“You gotta be working to join the union,” said Ch/d'But that’'s not a
problem. You just gotta be there at the right tifi@ey have job calls at 11 and
2:30 every day. You can call in an hour beforarnd but if anything’s cookin’.
Just keep checkin’ it out. Sooner or later, theyét a big order and there won't be
enough members to fill it.”

“Once you get a job,” said Bonnie, “you gotta jtire union whether you
want to or not. And the initiation fee is a kille150.”

“But you can pay it off in installments,” said Clyd



Shooting the Arrow page 101

“Do you have to pay in installments?” | asked.

“‘No.”

“So all we have to do is get one day’s work. THeme could borrow the
money from someone, we could join right away andére members list from
then on?”

“You could, if you wanted to,” said Bonnie.

They didn’t necessarily get why we would want totidat, but then their
whole way of relating to the Scalers was differé&mr them, it was a source of
high pay part-time work. They'd joined the uniomdually, as work had trickled
in, and once they’'d joined, they only made thegalts when the wolf was at the
door and they needed some quick bread. But we isazhs of Big Bill Haywood,
the Wobblies and the Red Socialists dancing inheads. The Seattle General
Strike of 1919 had started in the shipyards. S=htl a grand old history of labor
trouble, and we couldn’t wait to start some more.

Our collective decided that Mack, Tony, Joe anaduld make our central
task getting into the Shipscalers. Erin would amuni to look for work in the
garment industry. We talked about the idea of bigring the Scalers. She could
join up with Bonnie as a sort of a spearhead ofirfiests fighting to open up
men’s jobs for women.

“That’s not why | joined the Party,” said Erin.jdined the Party to organize
working class women... Well, not just women, but guys will be there in the
shipyards already.”

We would... if we could ever get a job.

The four of us started calling in every day, twécday.

“Got any jobs goin’?”
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“Nope. Not a thing.
“Got any jobs?”
“Nope. Not a thing.”

“Got any jobs?”

“I got twelve for Todds swingshift starting thigernoon and another twelve
for the day shift starting tomorrow morning.”

We were down there in ten minutes.

The Scalers was on 9&nd Madison, sort of on the border between the
Central Area and Capitol Hill. It was a small onterg building, divided in two.
One half was the office, where Quincy, the busimearsager, and his secretary
worked. That was where to go if you wanted to pags] make a complaint or
take care of any other business matter. The othliéohthe building was the
hiring hall. It was a large room with about twebgnches.

Mack and | were the first ones there.

“Damn,” said Mack. “Maybe we got a chance.”

The next guy to come through was young — aboutigar— Black, heavy-set
and strong-looking. He was dressed in old workheet

“Looks like a lotta work,” he said.

“Are you in the union?” | asked.

“Yup.”

“We’re not. Do you think we got a chance?”

“Hard to say. Been a long time since the last jalb’c

By the time 2:30 came around, there must have tiedn people in the hall,
young and old, Black and white, some in work clsfleome dressed pretty sharp.

There was one young white woman who came in witatvappeared to be her
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boyfriend. They both looked like hippie types, dhdy both came dressed for
work.

Bonnie and Clyde rolled in with seconds to spare.

“Hey, you made it,” said Clyde.

“Some of us did,” said Mack. There was still nonsa@j Tony or Joe. Okay,
they lived farther away but this was their centask, getting work in the Scalers.
Where the fuck were they?

“Lot of jobs going out today,” said Bonnie.

“Doesn’t look like it's gonna do us much good, did.

“You never can tell,” said Bonnie. “Some of thes®ple want day shift or
nothing at all.”

Just then the window that connected the hiringtioaihe business office
opened up and Quincy poked his head through.

“I got twelve for Todds swingshift this afternoondaten for dayshift
tomorrow.”

“l thought there was twelve for dayshift?” It was @ld Black guy sitting on a
front bench who spoke.

“There was. But they called up and took two back.”

There was a general groan.

Quincy read from a list of names on a clipboarde ol guy on the front
bench was the first name.

“You know what | want, Quincy. Don’t play me no gasy’

“I'll take that as a dayshift.”
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Mack and | kept count as he went down the list. Mds$he old-timers took
dayshift. A lot of the younger ones — including Ba@and Clyde — seemed to
prefer swingshift.

“Late risers,” said Bonnie with a wink.

Once the dayshift jobs were gone, a couple guybsthaly weren't interested
when their names were called. By the time Quinaytgohe end of the list, Mack
and | had completely lost count.

“That's it,” said Mack.

“I think there’s one more,” | said. “Looks like yaunight be lucky.” Mack had
signed in ahead of me.

“There’s four more,” said Bonnie.

“How can you be so sure,” | asked.

“She never loses count,” said Clyde.

“But don’t get your hopes up,” she said.

“Why not?”

Quincy was saying, “Okay, any more members herel than’t call off?”

Nobody answered. Yippee! But instead of reachimgife non-members
signup sheet, he kept reading names from his chifgbo

“Alright, paying in non-members...”

The first two names he read off were the hippiept@urhey each took a job.
He read another dozen names. No one else answered.

“You made it,” said Bonnie.

Quincy called out Mack’s name.

“Here,” said Mack.
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Quincy looked him up and down. “You think you'reads for Todds
swingshift?” he said.

There was a murmur of laughter.

“I think so,” said Mack.

“Well, you better be sure,” said Quincy.

The laughter got a bit louder.

“I'm sure.”

“Then come up here and put your name down.”

When he called my name, | didn’t wait for an intiba. | walked up with a
pen in my hand.

“You might be a little too ready,” said Quincy.

More laughter. | signed up. The window closed. Resfarted filing out of
the hall.

“Congratulations,” said Bonnie

“Well, you did it,” said Clyde. “You poor dumb fueks.”
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CHAPTER TWO

Headed south on the freeway from Capitol Hill, yedboking out over the
whole damn Bay, the ships, the lights on the waltermiles of containers stacked
up waiting beside the tall cranes — orange andngaee brown against a dark blue
sea and a grey cloudy sky. Then you turn rightyandre headed straight for the
south end of the Bay, Harbor Island, full of diotg ships, cement plants, grain
elevators and more dirty old ships locked awayhadnarled traffic like some
industrial version of a medieval fortress, the giydlack Duwamish River
wrapped around it like a corpse-filled moat. Itre&thtakingly beautiful — from a
distance — but right now it felt like | was drivimgto hell, driving back into the
past that I'd almost escaped from.

“Work hard and get a good education,” said my gpandso you won't have
to work like a dog the way | did all my life.”

But | was too smatrt for all of that. | had to draynt of college, become a
hippie, an anarchist, and now a Communist signefbiugne revolution. The road
to hell was full of pot holes and it ended in a nfilidd gravel parking lot outside
of Todd Shipyards. It was the middle of the sumntdradn’t rained in weeks,
how the fuck could there be mud?

| got out of the car and locked it — as if anybedyuld be stupid enough to

steal my pile of junk — showed my hiring slip t@thuard and walked through the
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gates into hell. Okay, it wasn’t that bad. A lotoobl times were ahead. Just my
luck | started work on the hottest day in twentgrge

| climbed the stairs to the Shipscalers locker raomhair... not sure exactly
what you would call it. There was an office to tight where the Assistant
Foreman and Quarterman hung out. Then there weker® with benches in front
of them. There was a table in the center of theragath a bunch of guys —
mostly the old-timers — playing cards. | don’t remieer the game, not sure if |
ever figured it out, all | know is it involved slaning your card down, and — if
you were the gap-toothed lead man who appeared idreams for years after —
shouting out, “Might be one!”

Mack and Clyde were already there.

“You didn’t bring a lock either, did you?” said Clg. “Damn, | meant to
warn you about that. Makes no difference, you aath nse my locker for
tonight.”

The locker room was full of men stripping down goudting on work clothes.
Some of them were pulling on plastic hooded raiargand then taping the ankles
and wrists and face so no air could get in.

“God,” said Mack, “They’re gonna melt inside that.”

“They’re sandblasters,” said Clyde. “They needitrotection.”

“How do you get to be a sandblaster?” | asked.

“You don’t wanna know,” said Clyde.

“And you won’t have to worry about it,” said theygoext to us. It was the
young Black guy who'd been the first one in thertgrhall after we got there.
“No offence,” he said, “but they never put whiteyguown in the tanks blasting.”

“It's true,” said Clyde. “Austin and Gonzalo arecist as fuck.”
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The young Black guy was called Junior. He wasrtaalty all that young,
when | took a closer look, but he sure was bigndesl up on the same crew as
him. Clyde and Mack were led off by the gap-toothetiman who had finally
stopped playing cards long enough to round up\a.cre

This is the way it happens: Austin, the Assistasreman, meets with
Gonzalo, the Quarterman, and they go over the jdbre passed on from
dayshift. Then they call in the leadmen, give tressignments, and the leadmen
go out and round up a crew. Sometimes Gonzalosfiglcrew too. Like tonight —
he snagged Junior, me and four more of the newg.hire

We walked past the tool room and | saw Bonnie aedther woman Scaler
coming out of a door next to it.

“Are you working in the tool room?” | asked.

“Naw, that's where we got our lockers — the toanmois next door.”

“You don’t need anything there,” Gonzalo said to“dsist your big strong
bodies.”

At the end of the pier was a very large, very adtbup cargo ship. It was in
the process of having its insides torn out. Todds turning it into one big empty
shell for transporting containers. We walked upldmg gangway leading to the
main deck, and then we climbed down a series aldegdto get to a refrigerator
compartment at the bottom of a hold. The compartmeas half torn up and there
were chunks of Styrofoam fused with concrete iugehskip that was less than a
quarter full. There was a jackhammer, picks anda/slsoand a couple of
wheelbarrows.

“You wanna do the jackhammer, Junior?” said Gonzalo

Junior grinned. “I'm trying to lose weight.”
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Gonzalo nodded to the rest of us. “There you ggsbdake it down to the
bare metal.” Then he just leaned back and watckdohack ourselves out.

Did we ever. Except for Junior, it was the firggmi for all of us, and we
wanted to be kept on permanent, so we attackeattimarete and Styrofoam like
madmen. Junior would break loose huge chunks ddtilfé but the concrete had
chicken wire mesh all the way through it, so we lddwave to take the picks and
pry it the rest of the way free. Then we’d shovéhio the wheelbarrows and
dump it in the skip. It would have been betteh# insulation were solid concrete.
Half and half meant you could never get your batand fought back against you
like a living thing.

| thought | was going to die before lunch, but ofitse | didn’t. When the
whistle blew, | dragged my sorry ass back out eodér where I'd stupidly left my
lunch. 1 didn’t have the energy to climb up to tbeker room, so | just ate there in
the car and then parked myself by the water foarakt to the ship and drank
about a gallon of water.

The second half was worse. The sun went down, dutguldn’t tell the
difference — in fact it seemed to get hotter. Tihe @f rubble in the skip got
higher and higher. We had to lay planks on it t«ena sort of a highway to the
top, then lift up the rear legs of the wheelbaraowd get a running start to make it
all the way up. We should have been filling the ®lharrows lighter and lighter
as the pile got higher and higher, but we werediamb for that.

Gonzalo just stood there watching us. Every on@ihile, he’d go off for a
drink of water or to check out some of the othésjorhen he’d come back and

watch us some more. | think he found it kind ofegtatining.
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Towards the end of the shift the straw boss orgtheeyard shift came down
and started rapping with Gonzalo. | think he w&uarterman like Gonzalo.
They went off to check on the other jobs and theeme back to watch us some
more. | learned later that this was Lincoln Lapygbably the smartest guy in the
shipyards. He knew a way to do just about any mhgin half the normal time,
but he always took the full time and demanded lecfew. Then he’d lay back
with his crew, have a smoke or two and wait forwestle to blow. Of course he
wasn’t about to tell Gonzalo’s crew to work sloweut we could tell he was
watching us, amazed and amused. Did that slow wa®dot a bit. We were
racing for the finish line now, and we got that Wehcompartment stripped down
before the final whistle blew.

Was Gonzalo impressed? Maybe. We did a two-daynjsleven hours. As |

learned later, that’s called “Workin’ yourself afta job.”
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CHAPTER THREE

The next day | tracked down Tony and Joe and das@ imerry hell for
missing the call.

“It was my fault,” said Tony. “We’ve been calling for so long without
getting any results that | just sort of... lost fo€us

“We both did,” said Joe.

“But I'm co-chair,” said Tony. “I should have been top of it.”

“You damn well should have,” | said.

They wouldn’t have got jobs anyway, since Mack atabk the last two, but
| didn’t tell them that. | wanted to make sure ttrety didn’t miss any further
calls. That’s what | told myself, but | think theath is | was just pissed off
because I'd worked so hard and still only got aslaxrk out of it.

As it turned out, that was the beginning of a fablisy time in the shipyards.
There were a lot of job orders going out of thepSbalers, although most of them
turned out to be short term. We all got enough worgay the stiff initiation fee
and became full union members. This guaranteeeaa gtflow of short jobs.

But to get on permanent, you had to get ninety dégsght in one place —
ninety workdays, so about five calendar months eutha break. If you were laid

off and sent back out again, you went back to dey &ntil you got on
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permanent, the Union couldn’t do much for you; sheyard could let you go at
any time for any reason.

| finally managed to get a long-term gig on thersysghift at Todds. | was
getting close to ninety days straight, doing wielirning the ropes. The boss liked
me, maybe a little too much. Austin had just pickeglout for one of the easiest
jobs in the Scalers — running a sandblast pot.

Sandblasting is pretty much what it sounds likardsis blasted out of a hose
at jet-like speed. The sand is made up of smaihgraf rock, the kind you find on
an ocean beach, mixed in with fiberglass, leadcamgber ore slag, and other
nasty shit. It's used to clean up metal surfaceting away the paint, rust, oil,
etc.

Most large ships have a double-bottom hull. Thespgretween the two hulls
is a honeycombed structure of tanks. Some of thiestare filled with diesel fuel
or other ballast, some are left empty. When thp shbrought in for a major
overhaul, the tanks are usually emptied, clearsettjldasted and repainted.

Todds and Lockheed were still using the old doehlmber sandblast pots,
three workers to a pot: two sandblasters and oh&epder. The pot was a steel,
barrel-shaped structure, filled with sand. Compedssr was pumped into it from
the ship’s supply, and the air blasted the sandlwatigh thick steel-webbed
rubber hoses.

It was the pot tender’s job to pull a lever on tiogper resting on top of the
pot to release sand into the top chamber. Theruledpanother lever that sealed
the top chamber. Then he pulled another leverrthaased the seal between the
two chambers, so the sand could fall down intddlaer chamber. Then, after

twenty minutes to a half hour, when the pot wasimig out of sand, he would
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close the seal between the two chambers, opewphehtiamber and fill it with
sand again. And again. And again. So basicallyptigender’s job was to stand
around for eight hours a day and pull some leveesyenow and then.

The sandblasters’ job was to crawl through thoseétiobottom tanks,
dragging a heavy rubber hose behind them, andstersmtically blast every inch
of tank. Before they went down, they would put pdustrial strength plastic rain
gear, seal every opening with tape, draw the higdly around their head, pull
on a monkey mask, into which was pumped compresises if they were deep-
sea diving, and then pull on a thick rubber hoad tovered their head and
shoulders with only a small face opening to allbe goggles to peep out.

It was a tough dangerous job, and you had to lretlaup to it, doing
blasting jobs in the open air until you got youregping technique down and built
up your confidence. | had asked to be trainedtdaster, but Austin and Gonzalo
had just laughed at me.

“You don’t want to go sandblasting, Fred,” said fus

“Yes, | do.”

“You think you do,” sneered Gonzalo, “but you'd $&ry once you got down
in those tanks.”

“Besides... ” they might have gone on to say, “wihitg's don’t do
sandblasting. Black, Mexican, Chicano — they mad@dgsandblasters. We’'ll give
you something nicer."

Austin had been in the shipyards for a long tinmegesWorld War 11, back
when the Shipscalers had a large number of whit&evs. He worked his way up
through Scaler jobs to be assistant foreman, andglthat time he had seen the

Scalers Union become close to all Black. Nobody éeard him say a racist
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word, so far as | know, but everybody knew he vess glad to see white people
coming back into the union, even if they were mokthg-haired, bearded,
Capitol Hill hippies. And here | was, beard shavealr cut, a reformed hippie, no
wonder he liked me.

Austin gave me the “good news” about the pot-tegigiito an hour into the
shift. | was in a crew hauling scrap metal, whertlirabed down to the bottom of
the hold | was in and said, “I've got another job you. Come on.” | followed
him up the ladder and back down 200 feet into #d hold where the
sandblasters were clustered around one of the Eatdliots. It was January now,
and after the hottest summer on record, we wermfale coldest winter on
record. There were gas burners propped up agaiobtad the sandblast pots,
tilted so their flame was hitting the air pipes @ognout of the bottom.

“What's going on?” said Austin to Jacob. Jacob Wsmain pot tender on
swingshift. He’d spent years blasting in the dowm&oms. Now he was up on
top. He knew pretty much everything there was tovkabout sandblasting.

“The pipes were frozen,” he said.

“It's been an hour,” said Austin. “They ought to thawed out by now.”

“I reckon they are,” said Jacob. He nodded to tastbrs. Two of them,
Miguel and Sandy, ambled over to the tank entranigasically just a round hole
cut into the deck — and started to pull on theink&y masks and hoods. The
other two blasters, Bobby and Junior, stayed byptite

Jacob said, “We still need another pot tender.”

“I want you to show Fred here the ropes.”

Jacob just nodded. He didn’t say anything, but Bodid.
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“He doesn’t know anything about sandblasting. Wag'tlyou get one of us
blasters to do it. I've been down in these tankglenough.”

“You know | can’t use you, Bobby. You're going te b leadman again as
soon as we add on more crew.”

“What about Junior, then? At least he’s been dawthe tanks for a week.”

Junior had just started back at Todds a week dgadh’t seem much of him
since my first job at Todds, when he’d picked uat flackhammer and thrown it
around like a toothpick. This was his first timenagtoin the tanks, but he’'d been in
the Scalers for a couple years, and he had experig@asting on the dry-docks.

“I need Junior blasting,” said Austin. “He came bete as a blaster. That's
why we hired him.”

End of conversation as far as Austin was concendectlimbed back out of
the hold. Bobby and Junior pulled on their monkeasks, gloves and hoods, and
climbed down into the tanks. Nobody said anythingud the real issue — | was
white, they were Black. All the sandblasters welacB except for Miguel, who
was Mexican.

“Gimme a hand with this,” said Jacob.

| helped him place a large fan over the tank extal was too heavy for one
person to lift and it blocked the entire entrarnideen we went over to the far end
of the hold and stuck a giant sucker hose dowrutiitrdhe other tank entrance.

“Once they start blasting,” said Jacob, “you cae¢ a damn thing down there
for dust. So we blow into one hole and suck outattker — try and get a little
windstorm going.”

We went back to the fan. Jacob took a wrench otisoback pocket and

banged on the metal guard around the whirring lslade
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“We gonna start up,” he yelled down into the hole.

Bobby yelled back. “Let 'er rip.”

Jacob flipped the toggle switch on the fan anéine to life with a whine and
a roar.

“We oughta have a cover-up man standing by that &aid Jacob. “The pots
are too far away for us to hear if anything goesngt”

“Why don’t they have one?” Dumb question. Jacob sa®rted.

For the next couple hours, | learned the ins and ofitending pot: how to
keep the pot running non-stop, how to tell whemas almost out of sand, how to
get the rigger’s attention and help him hook upeimpty hopper so the crane
could pull it out and lower down a replacement, liowguide the new hopper into
place and — when necessary — beat it with a lga&l tpi get the sand moving. |
learned to keep a weather eye on the air pot,@anthke sure the thin rubber
hoses connecting it to the monkey masks never Hinleand cut off the air
supply.

Jacob was easy to talk to — but not with.

“I didn’t ask for this job,” I told him.

“I know.”

“I don’t suck up to Austin.”

“I know.”

“l just show up and do my job.”

“You just trying to keep on here like the rest ef’u

“I'm just trying to get on permanent.”

“I know.”

| pulled out a cigarette and offered him one.
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“No thanks,” he said, taking out a worn tobaccogsoul smoke roll-ups.”

“So do | when I'm at home. | just smoke tailor-maas the job.”

“You poor kid,” said Jacob. “You got that just baakds. You should be
smoking tailor-mades at home. When you on shiptiard, that's when you want
to be sitting back to make a roll up.”

As it got on toward lunch, he started to looserang talk about the union. He
knew Quincy and Reuben from way back. Reuben waptbsident of the
Scalers’ Union Local. He worked as a sandblastepekheed across the canal
from Todds. He was a shop steward there and wddshie a real fighter. He'd
led walkouts there, something Mack and | dreamexditab real union militancy.
He was also said to be a Communist of sorts, a raewnftihe old pro-Russia
Communist Party. It seemed hard to believe, becGosemunists are supposed to
be atheists, and Reuben was a Bible-thumping Gdmidbut then, we didn’t rate
the old CP much. The Soviet Union — in our congdepinion — had obviously
stopped being Communist a long time ago and wasjastvanother imperialist
superpower.

“Yeah, | been knowing Reuben way back when he was@holic.”

“Reuben was an alcoholic?”

“He had it bad, a falling down sloppy drunk alcabdie was.”

“Hard to believe.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“But he doesn’t drink now, does he?”

“Not a drop.”

“What happened.”

“He found Jesus.”
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“And that saved him?”

“Surely did. He stopped drinking and started figgtiand that man been
fighting ever since.”

“What do you think of Quincy?”

“‘He a smart man.”

“Do you think he’s a good Business agent?”

“‘He a smart man.”

“Do he and Reuben get on?”

“Why you ask that?”

“Well, I've been to a couple union meetings anseiémed to me there was a
little friction.”

“Might be Reuben think he should be the businessag

“What do you think?”

“He a fighter...”

Suddenly the air was filled with sand, spatteriggiast our faces, into our
eyes, our mouths. | didn’t know what the fuck wagg on, but Jacob knew right
away. He ran to the fan, kicked the toggle swittfland threw the fan over onto
its side.

“Gimme a hand here,” he yelled at me.

Bobby was pushing Junior up out of the hole. Bdtthem had their hoods
and masks off. Junior’s eyes were open, but he'tdsédem to be responding.
Jacob and | grabbed him under the arms and puitedat. He came out trailing
blood. His right leg was a mass of torn raingezang, and tissue, covered in

blood with sand sticking to the whole mess.
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Bobby jumped out and started waving at the crameatpr, trying to get his
attention, but he was way up above us and in tlgglleiof another job.

“Run up there and get the rigger,” yelled JacokelFfiim to send down a
stretcher.”

| flew up the ladder. When | got to the top deckoulldn’t find the rigger. |
ran around like a chicken with its head cut offéout a minute yelling,
“Where’s the rigger! Where’s the rigger.”

| felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Pete the H@okgger, but not the one
assigned to our crane.

“What's up?” he said.

“We got a blaster down there hurt real bad.”

He leaned over the side of the hold next to ourstyo fingers to his lips and
did one of those shrill whistles that I'd alwaysstved | could do. Our rigger was
down below. It looked like he was hooking up a waddmnachine to pull it out.
He looked up to see Pete making a couple hand.dRigkt away, he
disconnected the wielder and signaled the cranmtgpéo pull out.

Pete the Hook was an old-timer. He used to be &ddupack and like most ex-
lumberjacks, he was missing something, a handsitdse — hence the name. But
both his legs worked fine, and he was down thaggary and opening up the
first-aid cabinet on the dock so fast | had to tagatch up with him.

“Can | help?” | said as he was pulling out thetstrer.

“Get lost.”

| stayed out of the way and watched long enouge®l just would have
slowed him down. Then | ran back up the gangwayaintbed down into the

hold. By the time | got down there, the crane laered the stretcher and they
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were strapping Junior into it. There were a cotipét-aid workers who had
wrapped his leg to slow down the bleeding. | cchédr sirens in the near
distance. All the blasters were out of the hole watthing silently as the
stretcher rose up and disappeared over the sithe chip.

The minute it disappeared, Bobby said, “That godu&m.”

“I know,” said Jacob.

“| screamed. | screamed as loud as | could. Youdrouhear me.”

“I know.”

“I had to leave him there bleeding and crawl backédt the hose and spray it
up into the fan to get your attention.”

“Is not your fault,” said Miguel. “They do not giwes a cover-up man.”

“No goddamn cover-up man,” echoed Sandy.

“That’s right,” said Jacob.

“I had to leave him there bleeding,” said Bobby.

Bobby and Junior were both running off of my patdndered if | had done
something wrong, if | had caused the accident. Bligeemed to read my mind.
He threw an arm around me, “Don’t worry, my friet&lnot your fault.”

Bobby stared at me real hard for minute. Then i §do. It wasn'’t your
fault.”

“We should’a had a cover-up man,” said Jacob.
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CHAPTER FOUR

On the other side of #3Avenue from the Scalers hall was a mini-shopping
village. There was a Rexall drug store there thed just a normal branch, like
any other as far as | could figure out, but ingltey had the coolest record
collection I'd ever come across. They had recobél&l’d never heard of before,
like Yazog andArhoolie vintage collections of Delta blues, famous gutiakers
like Robert Johnson, Blind Lemon Jefferson, Migpjsislohn Hurt and Elizabeth
Cotton. They also had names that were completelytaane, like Bo Carter, to
my ear the best guitar picker who ever lived.

| spent almost as much time at the Rexall recandhbil did at the Scalers
union hall. I was in there Saturday morning, kilitime, waiting for Bonnie and
Clyde, when Bobby walked in. He looked surprisedde me.

“l thought you weren’t coming,” | said.

“l'wasn’t... I'm not. | just stopped off here to fidl prescription.”

“Don’t you live in Rainier Valley?”

“l was visiting my uncle.”

“An early Saturday morning visit?”

“What's wrong with that... Okay, maybe | wanted teck it out, see who

was coming.”
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It was three months since the sandblasting accatehodds swingshift. | was
still there — I'd got on permanent. Junior wad stithe hospital. He was going
through a long series of skin grafts and operatmnhis leg. They thought he
would probably walk again someday, but it wasrsuge thing — and at best he
would need a cane.

Bobby made regular visits and kept us informedahié Junior were cousins.
Bobby had a lot of cousins. It was because of Babtgports that we'd all agreed
to come to the union meeting this Saturday ane rsdsne hell. But then at the
last minute, Bobby had pulled out. He said it wobokda waste of time.

The rest of us had decided to meet at the Rexall.

“Bonnie and Clyde are running late,” | told Bobblym waiting for them.
Everyone else is inside. The whole sandblast cseWere, except for you.”

“Well... as long as I'm here, maybe I'll take a lodkaven’t been to a
meeting in a long time.”

“That’s great,” | said. “Bonnie and Clyde shouldhmyre any minute. | was
just checking out the records here, they've gotesgneat blues.”

Bobby flipped through a few of the albums. “Thislkhillbilly music. You
interested in this hillbilly shit?”

| didn’t know what to say. He was talking about biyes heroes. Just then
Bonnie and Clyde came into Rexall looking for me.

“Sorry we’re running late,” said Clyde. “Bit of cenouble.”

“Hey, Bobby, you came too — that’s great,” said Bien

“l see you found the treasure trove,” said Clyd&jding toward the record
bin. He was from South Chicago and knew everythingut the blues.

“You like this hillbilly shit too?” said Bobby.
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Clyde laughed. “You don’t appreciate your own leyé, Bobby. This is
where it all started.”

“Yeah, but some of us come down out of the hillsrey time ago.”

“Shouldn’t we get goin’?” said Bonnie.

The meeting was underway by the time we came iardtwere about twenty-
five Scalers at the meeting, mostly old-timers, tiydBlack, but there was a
scattering of young and different races. Jacobsiting in one corner of the
room. Sandy and Miguel were sitting next to himpas the new blaster, Pruit.
The rest of my workteam — Mack, Tony and Joe — wlegee too, sitting in the
next row.

There was a table set up at the front of the mgeReuben and Quincy were
seated behind it, facing us. Reuben had a gavesihand, which he used freely
to keep order in the meeting. Quincy was takingggan a pad of yellow legal
paper. That was a bit of a surprise — usually l@sewas there to do the clerical
work.

We took a seat in the back row, next to the resh@sandblast crew. Jacob
looked at Bobby, surprised. “I thought you wasmitring,” he said in a half
whisper.

Bobby shrugged.

Miguel said out loud, “I knew he come. Bobby madihean any of us.”

Reuben glared at Miguel for talking, but he wasadly busy telling Phil — an
old-timer from Lockheed — that he was out of order.

“l ain’t even said nothing yet,” said Phil.

“I know what you're gonna say and it's out of order

“How can you know what I'm gonna say until I've di?”
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“How come...” said Quincy, doing a pretty good miroifcPhil’s voice. “How
come we got so much office help? Why don’t we gbigager treasury? Where’s
our dues money going?”

“Well, where is our money going?”

“You're out of order,” said Reuben. “What | gotte,deat you over the head
with a stick?”

“You can't talk to me like that, Reuben. You aitlie only one can start a
lawsuit.”

“I'm gonna have to cut you off, Phil,” said Reubéhrirst of all, you out of
order. Second of all, this meeting’s getting tcaldet bigger.” Reuben turned to
us. “I'm especially glad to see some of you youngembers taking an interest in
the union. Some of us that been active are gethifig old-timers. Our business
agent gonna retire in a year...”

“I'm old enough to retire in a year,” said Quin¢fpon’'t mean | have to.”

“You better not be backing out on that promise,r@wi”

“Now who'’s out of order?” said Phil.

“Didn’t say | wasn't retiring,” said Quincy. “Justid | didn’t have to.”

“Like | was saying,” said Reuben, “Quincy’s gonmdine in a year and I'm
gonna retire in five years. That's why we need sofmgu younger members to
step forward and take our place.”

“Just try and take their place,” said Phil, “and sého yells.”

“You out of order, Phil.”

“I'm always out of order.”

“Ain’t that the truth,” said Quincy.
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Phil was one of those annoying people who comedetimgs and use them as
their own personal group therapy session. But IBilg there did have one good
side effect — when he got going, Reuben and Quivanyld have to stop arguing
with each other long enough to shut him up.

“Old business,” said Reuben, banging his gavehernable like he wished it
was Phil’s head.

“We ain’t got any more old business,” said Quincy.

Bobby stood up then and said, “I got some old ssnl want to talk about
that sandblast accident at Todds swingshift.”

“That’s new business,” said Quincy.

“Happen almost three months ago,” said Bobby. “ihien still ain’t done a
damn thing about it and it's getting old fast.”

“Bobby,” said Reuben, “I'm afraid that don’t makeoid business. It has to
been brought up at the last meeting to be old legsii

Bonnie stood up and said something then, but heewsas so quiet that |
couldn’t make it out.

“I'm sorry, Miss...” said Reuben.

“My name’s Bonnie.”

“I'm sorry, Bonnie, but you gonna have to speaksapve can all hear you.”

“Well, Quincy said there wasn’t any more old busmeDoesn’'t new business
come next?”

“I believe you right,” said Reuben. He poundeddasel again. “New
business. Go ahead Bobby.”

“We got a brother can't be here, 'cause he’s stithe hospital. He’s in the

hospital 'cause of an accident never should of bapp’
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“You right there,” said Quincy. “I keep telling ydalasters, you can't tape
that dead man switch into the open position. Whedson you got a dead man
switch is so if you lose control of the hose, itllt off automatically.” Quincy
was repeating the company line. The dead man swiéshbasically just a trigger.
It was just too difficult to hold it down for sevérurs while you dragged the
hose through the double bottoms and fought with get the nozzle pointed in
the right direction. All the blasters taped it open

Bobby ignored Quincy and kept going. “He nearlyddi®wn there in that
tank. | couldn’t get the fan off from the bottomdaimere was no cover-up man to
pull it off from the top.”

“That’s right,” said Jacob from the corner. “Shdaleen a cover-up man.”

There was a murmur of assent from just about everyothe room.

“We tried to get you to do something, but you dideven fucking answer us.”

“Now Bobby,” said Reuben. “We’ll have none of tlkatd of language in the
hall here... But | appreciate what you're saying, atidnk it's a darn good
guestion. Why didn’t you answer them, Quincy?”

Quincy started looking through his appointment bdt¥ait a minute. Just
when did you make this complaint?”

“The day of the accident,” said Bobby. “The daydrefthe accident. Every
day of the week after the accident.”

“Let me check here,” said Quincy. “No wonder. Thais the week | was
back at the International. You must have talke8natty, and he never give me
the complaint.”

“Who’s Smitty?” | said. All the time I'd spent haimg out in the office, I'd

never even heard of him.
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“I tell you who Smitty is,” said Reuben. “He a penal friend of Quincy’s.
Don’t have no official connection to the union. Ainever been elected to
nothing. Ain’t never been appointed to nothing. Netven Quincy go out of
town, the by-laws say that the President suppasedrhe in, take over the office,
and get paid for it ‘till the business agent gatkhd@ut Quincy don’t wanna do
that. He wanna bring in his own personal friendspwon’t know nothing about
grievances, or OSHA or the NLRB...

“I leave you in the office,” said Quincy, “you spkthe whole treasury on
lawsuits ‘fore | get back.”

“That’s why don’t nothing be done about safety wythaing else around
here,” said Reuben. “We got a business agent gay'no attention to the by-
laws. He just do like he want.”

Phil saw his chance to get back into the argunidiaw the shoe’s on the
other foot,” he said. “When | complain about theaficial report, I'm splitting
hairs, but now you talking ‘bout the by-laws ‘cays® can’t get what you want.”

“I don’t care about the by-laws, the financial repar any of that shit.”
Bobby was yelling by now. “What kind of chance de got when our own union
let the company walk right over us any time thesl fixe?”

“Now calm down, Bobby,” said Reuben. “You got a ggaint there, but you
gotta calm down about it...”

“Ain’t that something,” said Quincy, “when a memloan walk into his first
meeting in over a year and start running down therurepresentation just like he
know all about it. This may be news to you, butihen can'’t afford to fight for

a cover-up man for sandblasting. Don’t no othepydid on the West Coast use a
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cover-up man. Don’t no other Labor Union Local egen jurisdiction over
sandblasting. Painters got it ever’ other city lo@ toast.”

I'd heard this speech before. Probably everyone hachs Quincy’s theme
song. There were nearly a dozen craft unions irstiygyards, each one of them
on the lookout for ways to expand their jurisdintend increase the number of
dues-paying members. Quincy believed we had toWweand not make ourselves
an easy target for other unions to poach our work.

“So what are you saying?” | asked QuincyThat we should be competing
with every other union in the shipyards for wheibrk in the dirtiest, most
unsafe conditions?”

“Maybe we ought to ask them would they mind payisca bit less,” said
Bobby.

“I think the brothers got a good point here,” sRieuben. “And | like to make
a motion that our business agent contact Todd &hilsyfirst thing Monday
morning and set up a meeting to talk about this.”

Jacob stood up in the back row. “I second that.”

“We don’t need to be talking,” said Bobby, “we ndede walking. The only
way we gonna get a cover-up man is for them taypoho work done until we
do.”

“You talking 'bout a work stoppage,” said QuincyVe got a no-strike
clause in our contract.”

“l didn’t sign no contract,” said Bobby.

“You sign up in the union, didn’t you?” said Quincy

“There’s a motion on the floor already,” said Remb®&ll those in favor?”

“In favor of what?” yelled Bobby.
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But the rest of the hall was already saying “AyEie motion passed.

So we had a meeting set up now, but we wanted mbeecover-up man was
the big issue, the one that had got everybody maecto the meeting, but there
were a lot of other issues about health and sadieiyit working with fiberglass
and asbestos — and about firewatches.

“Firewatches?” Reuben perked up. That was his thitegd led a walkout at
Lockheed over firewatches.

“I've been at Todds for three weeks so far thistiout,” said Bonnie, “and
I've been on firewatch every single day.”

“Lucky you,” said Phil.

“Lucky me? You think so? It's boring as spit.”

“l guess it would be,” said Reuben.

“I can work as good as any man, and I'm tired ah@dreated like a pussy.”

“Now, now,” said Reuben. “Language.”

“That’s not bad language,” said Clyde. “She’s jigdling it the way it is.”

“It also means I'm the first one to get laid oférd it’'s not just me. They do
this to all the women who come to Todds. Therdanathat don’t mind it, but
most of us hate it. So... what are you gonna do ait®ut

“It's gonna be stopped,” said Reuben

“It surely is,” said Quincy.

They spoke as one on this, at least. There wassedrdination in the Scalers
— although not necessarily every single memberamasoard with it....

“I don’t know,” said Phil. “Just stand around andteh the sparks fly all

day... Mmm-mm, sounds pretty good to me.”
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“Phil,” said Reuben, “you have got to get with tiraes. The basic principle
of a union is that we are brothers and sisterstlagy got to treat us all equal. Isn’t
that right, Quincy?”

“Absolutely,” said Quincy.

“If there’s no other business...” said Reuben, andalsed his gavel.

“Just a minute.” Jacob spoke up from the back rgaira “We need a shop
steward out on swingshift.”

“Oh yeah,” said Reuben, “We done forget about thidtink you gonna make
a good steward, Fred. I'm glad to see you stepfangard.”

“What?”

“Well, you done the most talking. | reckoned you&vstepping forward.”

“I'm too new at Todds. There’s lots of people woutdke a better steward
than me.”

“Bobby make a good steward,” said Miguel.

“Not a chance,” said Bobby.

“What about you?” said Quincy to Jacob. “You the ®m@en around the
longest... know the most about the union.”

“I reckon Fred’s the man for the job. He's the gushed us to come here and
get something done about what happened to Junior.”

“Is true,” said Miguel. Sandy nodded.

“That’s right,” said Clyde. “He’s got the most imp@ant job qualification of
all.”

“What'’s that?” said Reuben.

“He’s dumb enough to take it.”
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Amidst the general laughter, Bobby stood up and, sahominate Fred for
shop steward.”

“I second it,” said Jacob.

The motion passed without opposition. Reuben wasdgito end the meeting
again, but | stopped him.

“l just want to be clear about one thing. Your roatdidn’t say who would be
at the Todds meeting from the union side. We wardgen meeting.

“There’s only so much room in that office,” said iQuy.

“I don’t think you have to worry about too many pé&oshowing up,” said
Bobby. “No, | don’t think you have to worry abotit at all.”

“And if too many do come,” said Reuben, “Toddsisj have to find a bigger
room. This is our union, not theirs.”

Quincy opened his mouth to object, but Reuben sladntine gavel down.
“Meeting adjourned.”

Bobby was out of the hall like a shot as soon agytvel hit the table. | ran
after him. “Wait a minute,” | said. “Don’t you watu talk about the meeting?”

“I'm late,” he said. “Nothing to talk about anywail be there.”

Jacob came out and clapped me on the back. “Nowhgshop steward.
Show 'em what you got.”

“I'm just a mouthpiece,” | said.Wegot to show 'em.”

“What | meant,” said Jacob as he sort of melted the crowd of older
Scalers catching up on the gossip.

“Good luck,” said Clyde. “Keep us both posted.”

“Let me know when the meeting is,” said Bonniell ‘e there.”

“Want to make some plans now?”
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“It's Saturday,” said Clyde. “Take a day off, Fre@hey headed for the
parking lot across the street. | was looking aroiamdVliguel and Sandy when
Reuben laid his hand on my shoulder.

“l agree with what you and Bobby trying to do, btiink you getting off on
the wrong foot. You can't just drop a walkout oropke like that. You got to build
up to it. I know, I led a walkout.”

“Over firewatches, | heard.”

“That’s right. They weren't setting firewatches e dry-dock, so we set up
a meeting and give 'em our demand, and they gibadk and told us exactly
what we could do with it. So we filed a grievanaed when we won that and they
still wouldn’t do it, we took it to court and thewrt said we was right, and
Lockheed still didn’t set up no firewatches. Thatlsen we walked out. And
everybody stayed out with us, 'cause we done pwa/vas right.”

“It's a wonder the shipyard didn’t burn down fifst.

“You can laugh, but the fact is we won. And if yeant to know how to win,
I’'m telling you. And I tell you something else. Yain't never gonna win with the
business agent we got in there now.”

“I heard you wanted to be business agent.”

“It ain’'t about me, Fred. It's about what'’s rigitio you think that man gonna
back you up?”

“Probably not,” | said. “But it's not about thatleer. It's about us at work
getting together and doing things for ourselves.”

“It surely is,” said Reuben. “That’s the most imgamt thing — when you can

getit.”
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CHAPTER FIVE

| was pretty excited about being made shop stewaod excited, really. Erin
warned me about it at the collective meeting thatday. It was her last meeting
in our collective. They had started hiring in tregrgent industry and she was
going to be chair of a new collective of women cadas who had gotten work
there.

“Don’t forget,” she said. “A union is a bourgeorsstitution.”

“I thought your dad was a union man,” | said.

“He was,” said Erin. “So | know what I'm talking abt. So do you, Fred. A
union is only ever a way of getting a better dedlal capitalism — it's not about
getting rid of it.”

“I know that,” | said. “Being shop steward isn’&tlig goal. It's just a way of
getting things started.”

“You're right. It is a good start. Just... be caréful

But the mistake had already been made — by al§ pfaally, including Erin. It
was a mistake we had to make. We were trying tmodere the great struggles of
the Thirties and Forties in the U.S. and move omfthere to revolution. It was
never going to happen — not like that. We needéeatimn from those days, not

repeat them. But the important thing was, we weaking a start.
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Monday morning, Quincy called Todds and arrangednhtieeting for
Wednesday afternoon, an hour before the shift wetad. | made sure everybody
on swingshift knew about it, but aside from Quiaay |, only Bobby and Sandy
turned up from our side.

Jacob didn’t show up.

“No surprise,” said Bobby. “He’s not one for a caftation.”

Bonnie and Clyde weren't there either, but that exen less of a surprise.
They and most of the recent wave of new hires leah thaid off the day before.
Bobby was convinced it was because Quincy had dijgfleAustin, but | wasn’t
so sure. | couldn’t see the percentage in it foinQu Bonnie’s presence would
have fit right in with his tactic for the day — hiard at the easy stuff and slide
away from the big things. Putting an end to therhsination against women
Scalers was an easy hit. It wouldn’t cost Toddglanyg, just chip away a bit at
Austin’s old world view of the fairer sex.

“The thing is,” said Quincy as the meeting operfdte Shipscalers Union
will not allow any form of discrimination agaings imembers. Those days are
past, they're gone for good. You have to give amdle members the same kind
of consideration you give to every other member.”

“l was trying to be considerate,” said Austin. “Pou really want these young
women crawling around in the double bottom tankaggag diesel fuel off the
bulkheads?”

“They might not like what the diesel does to tHeigernails,” said Gonzalo.

“With respect,” said Quincy, “it's not your place worry about nobody’s
manicures. We can take care of our own fingernaitde or female.”

“Alright,” said Austin. “If that's what they want...”
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Chalk one up for the Scalers.

But when we got to the question of sandblastingrghing came to a dead
stop.

“Let me say right off,” said Austin, “nobody feedorse about that accident
than | do. But we can’t give you a cover-up mae\adry hole — you're talking
about having a man stand there doing nothing fyintdiours a day.”

“l guess it’s pretty crazy,” said Bobby, “To thimkman’s life is worth a
whole eight hours of pay.”

“Now let’s don’t blow things out of proportion,” hAustin. “Nobody died in
that accident.”

“And we’re here to make sure nobody does,” saichQui

At this point, to everybody’'s amazement — well, enat least — Bobby stood
up, stared at Quincy with a look that was so ewibk surprised he didn’'t melt
him, and then walked out of the meeting withoutsgyanother word.

It kind of took the wind out of our sails. The rééqurobably would have been
the same anyway, but it was Bobby who had madéealitunning about
sandblasting. Without him there arguing the cdseas a sure thing that nothing
would happen. | turned to Sandy as soon as we alene and said, “Why did he
do that?”

“You didn't see, did you?”

“Didn’t see what.”

“Quincy winked at Austin.”

“So?”

“You don’t get it? He winked at him. He as muchsagl, ‘This don’t count —

we’re just putting on a little show for the boys.”
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“He said all that with a wink?”

“It was a mighty expressive wink.”

The whole sandblast crew had already left for thp by then. When |
climbed down into the hold, Bobby looked at me Jgulibn his hood and dragged
his hose down into the tanks.

“Sorry | come late,” said Miguel. “The bambino wask. | take him to the
doctor.”

“Is he alright?”

“He is fine. Just the mamma, you know, she neessteance.”

“You didn’t miss anything anyway.”

“Yes, | hear about the wink.”

We argued about the wink through lunchtime andhallway back down into
the hold for the second half of the shift.

“What difference does it make” | said for about thendredth time. “It's not
like we thought he was really going to back us up.”

“It's different,” said Bobby, “him not backing ugpus one thing. Outright
laughing in our face is another.”

“It just makes it worse for him, when we go backHe union with it.”

“No, it don’t,” said Miguel. “It make us look likpunks. You can't let a man
laugh at you like that, without doing something atbic”

“Like what?” | said.

“You got to figure that out for yourself,” said Migl.

“He’s right,” said Sandy. “It's about dignity.”

“I'm done with this bullshit,” said Bobby. “Thereas only three of us in

there, anyway.”
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“There’ll be more,” | said. “We just got to stickithv it.”

“This ain’t Lockheed,” said Bobby. “There’s nevasrga be a walkout here.
You can’t do a walkout with three people. ”

The whole sandblast crew was standing around us Jaeob and Miguel
looked sheepish. “Don’t look at me,” said Pruit tither blaster on Bobby’s
crew. “l just got here. You guys decide what yolgomna do, and I'll go along
with it.” Sandy didn’t say anything. He didn’t tatkuch, but he’d been there
when it counted.

Miguel said, “I have one question for you, Fred.wYibu become shop
steward?”

“So | could... so we could use it to get things gding

“Why you don’t do that?”

“That’s what I'm trying to do.”

“No, | mean use it... Think about it.”

Miguel and the other blasters started to pull @irthoods. “Fuck it,” |
thought. “This ain’t the way it's supposed to happ@efore | realized what |
was doing, I'd grabbed Bobby by the shoulder and s&ying, “Bobby, what
would you do if | ordered you not to work?”

| guess | said it louder than | realized — everybsipped moving.

“You the shop steward, Fred. | ain’t gonna go aglaivhat my own shop
steward say.”

| could feel my heart pounding. | thought, “Hera/kere | blow a year’s work
trying to get on permanent.” In my best imitatidradoud confident voice | said,
“Okay, I'm shutting this job down. It's not safeo¥ don’t go down in that hole

until we got a cover-up man. No cover-up man — ook
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“Right on,” said Bobby.

Big smiles all around. Sandy dropped his hood erdiéck and sat down on a
stack of planks to role a cigarette. Miguel joireah.

“You taking a big chance,” said Jacob.

“No shit,” | said.

Almost as soon as the words were out of my moutinzalo appeared. He
seemed to have a sixth sense about trouble. Whenh@apped up, so did he.

“What's going on here?” he said.

“Shop steward say it ain’'t safe,” said Bobby.

“It's not up to the shop steward,” said Gonzalo.lbfeked at his watch. “It's a
half hour into the shift. You should all be dowe timole blasting by now.”

Pruit sat down next to Miguel. “Spare some tobatbe?said.

Miguel took out his pouch and handed it to him.

Gonzalo turned to me. “Did you tell them not to et

“It ain’t safe,” | said.

“You'd better tell them to get back to work, or yiball be in trouble.”

“| can't tell them to work when it ain’t safe.”

“What about you, Jacob? Are you in on this?

“Well, | guess | gotta do what my shop steward’say.

“I'm giving you one last chance,” said Gonzalo te.rfilell them to go back
to work — or else.”

“They need a cover-up man. Why don’t you get onenfdJ’s crew — they're
just up topside.”

“Alright my friend, now you are in big trouble. Canwith me.”
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| was in the office for well over an hour with Airsand Gonzalo. They took
turns making threats, playing good cop bad coptiAusostly played the good
cop.

“You don’t understand these guys,” he kept sayimpey’ll take advantage
of you. That’s what they’re doing now.”

“You are in big trouble,” Gonzalo kept repeatingrdlled off his tongue as if
he really liked the sound of it. “Big trouble.”

“Don’t make me call the superintendent,” said Aaistit will be out of my
hands after that.”

But I'd made my decision back down in the hold. fEhwas nothing for me to
do now but ride it out.

Finally Austin said, “Alright, you can wait in tHecker room. | have a phone
call to make.”

Gonzalo escorted me out of the office. “Now youraaly in trouble, my
friend. Big, big trouble.”

Austin closed the door behind me. Five minutes lageopened the door and
said to Gonzalo, “Get a man off JJ’'s crew and putdiown in the hold as a
cover-up man.”

Gonzalo stared at Austin open-mouthed. So did rdWwen. | couldn’t
believe it.

| had one more big surprise waiting for me when fadmand | climbed back
down into the hold with a cover-up man in tow: glerdy had gone back to
work. Jacob had fired up both his pot and mine,ahthe blasters — even Bobby

— were back down in the double bottoms working thaut a cover-up man.
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| was afraid this would ruin everything, but Gorzakemed to take the
attitude that once the decision was made, it wademat any rate, by the end of
the shift, we still had our cover-up man. Whenlilesters climbed out of the
tanks, the first thing they saw was Jacob, me amdhew cover-up man.

“Goddamn,” said Bobby. “You did it.”

“We did it,” | said.

“Yes, my friend,” said Miguel, throwing an arm ar@ume, “we did it. But is
you made it happen.”

The atmosphere washing up was like what | imagafet winning a Super
Bowl game. We were jubilant.

“It's gonna be a long, hot summer,” said Bobby.

“Damn right,” everyone said.

“They thought you were going to be in their pocksaid Miguel.

“Now they know,” said Jacob, “We got a shop stewandswingshift.”

“There’s a new sheriff in town.”

“That’s not the way it is,” | said. “It's up to yoguys. I'm just one person.”

It wasn’t until the next day that | had a chancéate Bobby aside and ask
him, “You all went back to work — what happened?”

“You were gone so long,” said Bobby. “Jacob gotoes, so he fired up the
pot and Sandy and Pruit went down. Then Miguehuldn’t stay up there all
alone... we thought you got fired, Fred.”

“What about next time, Bobby?”

“Like you said — we gotta get organized.”

“Yeah,” | said, “right on, but...”

“And the first thing we gotta do,” said Bobby, et rid of Quincy.”
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CHAPTER SIX

It seemed like a great beginning. Actually it whsser to the end. Well... the
beginning of the end. There was still that uplifspirit that comes when you
stand up to the system — even if it was only a $talfid up.

“There’s a new sheriff in town.”

My heart kind of sank when | heard that. But I'd sg/self up for it. What
good is being a shop steward? Well, it can be &ksppaat was the idea anyway.
That was the hope. And for a while it looked likenight be a long hot summer.
There was a new spirit in the Scalers locker robmvasn’t just the gap-toothed
old leadman who was slamming down the cards yelfidight be one!” — we all
were. Nobody went down in the hole blasting withawover-up man. Nobody
picked up a scrap of fiberglass or asbestos wittakiig the time to put on full
protection. Nobody took chances with safety jugi¢ba job done.

One night Gonzalo climbed out of a tank he’d bempecting and yelled at
Pruit, “Hey, Pruit, run down to the tool shed amckpme up a bale of rags.”

We all thought... “Run — he’s telling us to run?” Rk=s, Pruit was a
sandblaster, it wasn'’t his job to be chasing atigs. Of course, he and Bobby
were just sitting around smoking cigarettes whiledd to sort out a problem with
the sandblast pot, but still, there’s a right wayalk to somebody, even when

you're the boss — especially when you're the boss.



Shooting the Arrow page 142

Pruit didn’t bat an eye. He stood up, tossed Igareitte to the side and said in
his long slow as winter molasses accent, “W-e-e-&lel’'m going down to the
shithouse, but if | find any rags in there, | swit bring 'em back.”

For the next week every time Gonzalo walked pastiebody would call out,
“Hey Gonzalo, I've gotta go take a shit. You wardg ta check and see if there’s
any rags there?”

There’s a tavern on Beacon Hill up at the top ofu@dian Way. We'd taken
to hanging out there on Wednesdays after workadt dnlot of tables and the
music wasn't too loud. Mostly we would just drinkdaplay pool and air hockey,
but we spent a fair bit of time talking politicsdaplanning a world takeover,
starting with Todd Shipyard and the Scalers Ungwoner or later, the talk
always got back to “The Wink”, which had now becdegendary.

“We’'re not gonna get anything done at Todds,” Bohloyld say, “until we
get rid of Quincy.”

“The minute | saw that wink,” said Sandy, “I kneve was sold out.”

“Is about respect,” said Miguel.

“Second or third removed... It's up to us to finisie job,” said Bobby.

“What does that mean?” | said.

“Is up to us to remove him all the way,” said Miue

“You got that right,” said Bobby.

Nobody from swingshift would go to union meetingteathe wink, except
for me of course. Arguments between Quincy and Beuwtere the main event at
most of the meetings. Generally speaking, Reubereadao fight and Quincy
wanted to lie low and make sure we didn’t lose jamigdiction to the other

unions — but that’s an oversimplification and #ddituinfair to Quincy. Reuben was
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a genuine militant, ready and willing to use indiastaction when called for, but
for him the first step in a dispute usually invalvgoing to a tribunal or starting a
lawsuit, and Quincy had a point in saying that &dvgone to law every time
Reuben wanted to, the union would be bankrupted.

Quincy preferred the wheeler-dealer approach. Hedeathly afraid of us
losing jurisdiction to other unions, which would ameloss of Scaler jobs and loss
of income for the union, so he was careful notrtavpke either the shipyards who
might try to give our jurisdiction away, or othamians who might want to take it.

He was even more afraid of provoking the natiomabu that we belonged to,
the Laborers International. There was good reagpothfs fear. The Taft-Hartley
labor laws were written up so that the so-callgdrimationals owned their Locals,
lock, stock and barrel. They could confiscate ammghhat belonged to the Local
— property, buildings, bank balances... They'd alyedoine this once to the
Scalers. They could also, with very little excusegertify the Local and hand
over their jurisdiction to any other near-by Lochhere was a rumor that they'd
threatened to do this if Reuben was ever made éssiagent, although, according
to Reuben, the rumor was started by Quincy.

Reuben was afraid of nothing and no one. That wagrkat strength and his
great weakness. Sometimes, argued Quincy, adatiéon is in order if you want
to survive out there in the jungle. But wheelingl alealing can only get you so
far if you’ve got nothing to back it up with. Thanesolved grievances were
piling up into a mountain, and piling up alongswiags anger at the way
Quincywas doing his job.

| kept the guys on swingshift up to date about wirag going on at the

meetings, and they were keen to link up with Reuh&ere was no hope of
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getting him to meet us at the tavern — everyonevkmed been on the wagon for
years — SO we set up a meeting at Reuben’s hohisee Were about a dozen of us
from Todds swingshift and half a dozen from Lockhdayshift. There were a
few others from the smaller shipyards, includingcklarony and Joe.

Bonnie and Clyde didn’t come. Neither one of theasworking at Todds at
the time, but that wasn’t the main reason.

“If it comes to a vote,” said Clyde. “we’ll be theeto vote against him. But the
Scalers is mostly a Black union. Quincy is Blacke W white. It's not gonna
look too good if a bunch of white people try toawwrhim out.”

We’d spent a lot of time struggling about this desthe Party. It was a serious
concern. The Scalers was very firmly a union opealltworkers of every
nationality, male and female. But it was also apanant institution in the Black
community. And there were no Black members in oarkieam — or in the rest of
the Party in the Seattle area at the time. We & tcareful not to seem like we
were going in to “sort things out” and take over.

Actually, this would have been true in any uniovereif it were 100% white,
but the fact that it was a mostly Black union m#depoint even stronger. Black
people in the United States had their own natibistbry. They had all the
attributes of an oppressed nation within the bardéthe United States, and as
such, had the right to self-determination.

At the same time, the overwhelming majority of Bl@geople were part of the
working class, and they tended to be one of the mdgant and class conscious
sections of it. The Shipscalers Union was livingfitaony to this.

As far as getting rid of Quincy, it wasn't reallypanch of white people doing

anything. With the exception of me, all the drivilogces were Black and
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longstanding members of the union. Besides, thegugang point had already
happened when we took jobs in the Scalers anckdtasting to organize in the
first place. Workers of the world unite — isn’t thvehat we believed in?

Reuben started the meeting at his house with @ sheech about how the
union wasn’t going to be able to resolve any obiitstanding grievances as long
as Quincy was doing the negotiating for us. Theass general agreement with
this, although Bobby and a few others had a tendanput it in stronger terms —
until Reuben reminded them that they were in himéand should use
appropriate language.

The big question was how to go about getting ri@Qoincy — should we wait
for the next election or try to impeach him? Ourkteam argued we should
organize for the next election. But the electiors\wayear away, and nobody else
wanted to wait that long for a change. Truth bd,taele didn't argue very hard for
our position — we were keen for action the samevasyone else.

The impeachment process was pretty straightforwamgione could bring
charges. The Board of Trustees would hold a heambtake a vote. If their vote
was upheld at a general meeting, Quincy would ke ou

We drew up a list of charges against Quincy. Saeteged to his failure to
push grievances in the shipyards. Bobby and | Sleahe from Todds; Reuben
filed some from Lockheed. Other charges were abutiolations of the union
by-laws. Reuben filed a charge about Quincy hihiggfriend to manage the
office, rather than bringing in the president of ttocal, i.e. Reuben himself.
There were other charges of favoritism in handiagjobs to friends and
relatives. As best | recall, there were no chaajeékeft. No one claimed he had

actually stolen money.
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A month after our meeting at Reuben's, the Boartra$tees convened a
hearing to investigate the charges. Quincy wasatsteone to arrive.

“So, is this the kangaroo court?” he said.

“There's no kangaroo court here,” said Reuben.sT$ha legally constituted
meeting of the Board of Trustees convened accordirige bylaws.”

“All I can see are kangaroos.”

| knew then that the Board vote would be unanim@usncy was a smart
operator. He wouldn't be calling the Board nhaméithought anyone was going
to vote for him.

We went through the charges. Quincy refused to anvem. We took a
vote. It was unanimous.

“I'm sorry it's come to this,” said Reuben. “ldike possession of the keys to
the office now.”

“Oh, no you won't,” said Quincy. “I don't recogniites kangaroo court.”

“You know perfectly well that it is duly constitudeaccording to the bylaws.”

“And you know perfectly well that its findings aremalid until they're
ratified by a general meeting.”

“You right,” said Reuben. “But you are still respale to the Board, and we
have found you unfit for office.”

“We'll see what the members have to say about’tbat] Quincy. “In the
meantime, I'm running the office until the membease their say.”

So the stage was set for a big showdown. The rendrgl meeting was three
weeks away. Bobby and | spent the time talkingpiba swingshift. We tried to
reach out to Todds dayshift, but that was a lowvelogoing. Bobby knew only a

few people on dayshift, and | didn't know any. Ehemas a half hour break
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between when they got off and when we startedy $lea normal course of
events, we wouldn't even come into contact withrtla shift change.

We started coming in early, but we didn't get Viary Most of the dayshift
were old-timers. Even Bobby was a newcomer to thdostly they didn't care
one way or the other, but there was a surprisirgrourrent of mistrust for
Reuben. Nobody doubted his courage and integritlytHzre were big doubts
about his judgment. There were also worries abdlbekheed takeover” in the
union. This totally caught me by surprise, but Bobby.

“You been riding the hiring hall, going out on jodi§ over, but a lot of these
guys have been working the same shipyard for yedexades some of them.”

Meanwhile, Mack, Tony and Joe were in and out b§jat the smaller
shipyards, but mostly they were out, so they coultitnmuch in the way of
organizing. Bonnie wasn't working at the time qitl@@dyde was at Lockheed.

“I think there's gonna be a big turnout at the nmegt he said. “There's a lot
of talk about a Todds takeover.”

“They're saying the same thing at Todds,” | sa@hly about a Lockheed
takeover.”

“That's how Quincy operates. He could be a Chicagal boss — he knows
all the tricks. "You scratch my back, and I'll $chayours.' That's how things are
run here, and Quincy’s done scratched a lot of ®ackis time.”

The day dawned. Our side showed up early, so wil ¢alk things up with
anyone who was still undecided, but there was dyr@agood crowd there — a lot
of people I'd never seen at a meeting before, adthd recognized some from

Todds dayshift. There were two cars parked in fodrihe meeting hall, and the
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Todds people were mostly gathered around one baroiher car was mostly
Lockheed workers.

Every once in awhile, someone would go into a ckarkt and come out with a
bottle of Black Velvet. It was just a few that weheénking — it was early Saturday
morning, after all — but I'd never seen anythikg lihat at a meeting before.

It turned out there weren't many who were undecit®du that new kid on
swingshift,” one of the Lockheed crowd said to tHe.was about Reuben's age,
Black, well-dressed, a big guy who didn't seemuibefit into his clothes. He
reached out and shook my hand.

“I been hearing about you,” he said. “You the néwssteward, right?”

“That's me,” | said.

“Nothing personal about this,” he said. “I hear yiming a good job. But you
guys at Todds can't be running the whole show.”

“Reuben's from Lockheed,” | said. “He's a shop st@hthere, isn't he?”

“He a good man. Ain’t nobody denying that. But o g tendency to fly off
the handle. And Quincy...” He put his arm aroundané bent down to whisper in
my ear. “He a little bit of a crook, Quincy is. Biem International boys in
Chicago, they all big-time crooks. Quincy know htmatalk to ‘'em. Reuben don't.
He just get 'em mad.”

The meeting didn't last long. There was only oeenitof business and
everybody already knew how they were going to vohere were calls for a vote
as soon as Reuben banged a gavel to open the gideéinben insisted on
reading out all the charges against Quincy, butltteussion that was supposed to

come after was cut short.
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“Okay, we heard the charges. They're bullshit.shebte.” The guy who
yelled this was a sandblaster from Todds... fronmgshift. | knew we'd lost then.
But Reuben was going down fighting.

“Listen, young man, we don't have that kind of tiaéte in our meeting hall.
You can say what you want here, but you have tp lkegvil tongue in your
head.”

There were murmurs of assent throughout the hhis Was turning out to be
the rowdiest Scalers meeting in who knows how Idng the Scalers had a lot of
pride in their union and its traditions. Reubentkée meeting in order, but only
just...

“l apologize for using bad language,” said the tags’but we ready for a
vote now.”

There were calls from all around the hall, “Votedte! Vote!”

“Alright,” said Reuben. “We gonna take this to aevavithout any further
discussion, since that appear to be the conseBatifhis is the most important
vote we taken in a long time... a long, long timbope you all have given it
serious thought.”

The vote was close, but not that close. It wagaralefeat. The Board's

findings were overturned. The charges against Quiere dropped.
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5. ANNIE

| was sitting on the deck at the bottom of the 'shiypld. | was alone — the
ship was empty except for a watchman somewherbeddcks above. We were
docked at one of the terminals a few miles fromd 8tipyard. Tomorrow they
would start loading containers. | had been chavgédthe supremely important
task of chipping some gunk off the bottom of thelkde\ truck had ferried me
over to the ship and would be back to pick me upeiend of the shift. It was a
plum job — nobody to watch you and twice as muetetas you needed to do it.
Normally this would go to one of the old-timersi Bwdds had made it a practice
to give me any job that would take me away fromrdst of the crew where |
could cause trouble. An unnecessary precaution-nthe big fight for control of
the union had been lost and everybody was demedalBesides, the work was
slowing down. Already they had laid off half of swgshift and transferred the
survivors to dayshift — a few more weeks and | widag gone.

| was sitting on the deck with my legs splayed owf,ass pressed up against

the cold steel. Jacob had warned me about this thareonce.
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“The 'rhoids’ll get you. You sit on cold steel, liye time you’re my age, the
'rhoids’ll get you.”

Jacob knew everything there was to know about hedromls. | knew more
than | wanted to. | sat there, the chipping guritehiag away between my
splayed-out legs, and | felt the cold creepingngpmfthe deck, going right
through me and settling into the pit of my stomdtFelt like it belonged there.

| was thinking about Annie. God, she was perfeeaiful, intelligent,
dynamic and right on. She was a leader. She cauttiat thing that Lenin had
described — look at a complex situation and grasgkey link, the contradiction
that, once resolved, would move the whole situdfoward. | was a leader too, at
least, | could figure things out, and | had thespas and maybe even a certain
amount of charisma, but | didn’t have the self-aderice — not the way Annie or
Gabe did.

Annie and Gabe had been lovers. Now they were brake Now Annie and |
were lovers. Annie was madly, passionately in with me, and | was totally lost
in the affair, in Annie, in the perfect sexines$ef body and her mind and
everything else about her. It had been going omfaonth, a nonstop powder keg
orgy of sex and revolution. It was perfect in a wlagt | never dreamed it could
ever be again. And sitting there on the deck abtiteom of the ship’s hold, with
the cold climbing up through my ass and into tiiepmy stomach, | knew it was
too perfect. Something had to be wrong. If there mathing to worry about, |
would probably have invented something.

The whole thing had been such a surprise...
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| was standing at the back of the room at thisamati meeting, not very
excited because it was just a kind of marking-tnmeseting — planning another
teach-in or a tiny march — and not very involvedaaese it wasn’t part of my
“central task”. Everybody had a central task. Mivees organizing in the
shipyards — or it had been. Now | was hanging aitimg to be laid off. | was at
this meeting just to add to the body count. | waskmen supposed to play an
active role in it, because | wasn't on the worktdaat had planned it, so | didn'’t
know what their immediate objectives were. | wamding at the back of the
meeting, bored as fuck, when Annie walked in.

“You're late,” I half whispered.

“I know. I've been looking for Teddy.”

“You lost him?”

“Yeah, Saul’s gonna kill me.”

Saul was down in the Bay Area for six months andi@nvas dog sitting.

“How could you possibly lose Teddy? How could yaai gim to stop
humping your leg long enough to lose him?”

“That’s just you, Fred. He really likes you.”

“Ha-ha”

“I'm serious.”

“I know that’s not true. He only goes for my legevhGabe’s not around.”

“He likes Gabe too. Actually, | think he might bayg- he only likes guys’
legs... How's the meeting been going? Have theg@adisne? | was supposed to
chair it.”

“Nothing exciting. No big fights.”

“Cause | think | should go back and look some niore
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“They’re doing fine without you.”

“You don't feel like keeping me company, do you?”

| think my jaw dropped a couple inches. Of coursstllike keeping her
company. Did | ever.

We drove both our cars back to Capitol Hill. Shekpd hers in front of her
apartment and climbed into mine. Then we droveutjnolnterlaken, which was
where the beast was last seen, and cruised arbarglfor a couple hours with
our heads stuck out the window yelling, “Here, Tetd

No luck.

It was close to midnight when we got back to hardeo | parked. We talked.
We talked for a long time. | had to work the nexdrming but | was in no hurry to
leave. | expected her to jump out and go insideramyte, but she stayed there,
sitting right next to me. We talked about Saul Areddog. We talked about
Vietnam. We talked about the Party and its poliéind its projects. Eventually we
got around to my number one question: her and Gabe they still together?

“No.”

That was what | wanted to hear. “Why not?”

“I guess he just wanted something different inlati@nship than | did.”

Looking back on it now, | see alarm bells shouldéhgone off then. She put
it in terms of what he wanted and couldn’t have,inderms of what she didn’t
want, didn’t like about him. | should have realizdte wasn’t saying her feelings
had changed, but lust is a great fog-inducer.

We sat there talking for hours. The sun was albeady to come up — you
could see the false dawn, you could hear the loindping — before | got the

courage to touch her. I think | just brushed hexathlightly. She exploded into
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my arms. Our lips glued together, we tried to sswaleach other. Seconds later
we were naked in her bed. | was on top of herJdgs pulled back to her breasts.

“Now I've got you where | want you,” | said.

“What are you going to do about it?”

Afterwards, she lay in my arms, her head on my klewul felt like the king
of the world.

“| can’t believe it,” | said.

“What?”

“That you're here, with me.”

“Why not?”

“That you want me.”

“Are you kidding? The great working class organizér

“Ha ha.”

“Well, you are. Okay, maybe not so great, but yewut there, going for it...
and you look so cute in those baggy clothes — tigmir mother ever take you
shopping?”

Our first breakfast together, we both nearly fsleap in the cornflakes. | had
to go in to work — they were looking for an exctsdéire me — and Annie had
meetings all day that she couldn’t get out of. Reton first, love second — but it
was a close second. From that morning on, we spamy spare second together.
Lots of sex, of course, and just touching and laughll the time. And lots of just
talk — I loved talking with her. | was in love agathe first time since Kathleen
had broken my heart into a thousand pieces. | Kngauld never love again after
Kathleen. But at long last after what seemed likever, | was in love again. And

Annie was in love too. She must have been — sldentel so over and over.
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Things | remember...

We're at a study group together. Me, Gabe, Annee sister Claire and half a
dozen other activists from the anti-war movement ate interested in the Party.
| think we are studying Marx’s pamphMtage-Labour and CapitaGabe has
made a presentation. We are now in the discus&oadg | say something stupid,
but | say it with great clarity and force. We gowamd the circle, each person
saying what they think about what | just said. ®gene, as the momentum
builds, the disagreement with what I've said getserand more articulate. Annie
disagrees and explains why very clearly. Then Galeaks, definitively trashing
what I'd said. It's my turn to reply. | express@pinion that's pretty much the
opposite of what | said the first time.

“But Fred,” Claire says, “That’s not what you sé#ie first time.”

“l was wrong.”

We all laugh.

After the discussion, Annie and | leave together.

The next day, Annie hears from Claire that Gabeedtat the door after we

left and said, “Where are they going?”

We're at a demonstration at the Westlake Mall dowunt. It's a Coalition
event, so there’s a lot of different political gpsubesides us there — the Trots, the
old Communist Party, what's left of the old Seattileeration Front. Annie and |
are passing out leaflets for a Party event at theniployment Office. One of the
“Seattle Seven”, the unacknowledged leaders oStwadtle Liberation Front,

gives a speech. Once again, I'm blown away by halivcenfident, poised and
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articulate he is. Afterwards, he comes up andsstalking to Annie — well, to

both of us actually, but it seems to me that he¢u$ing on Annie. I'm thinking

about how much cooler he is than me and gettingrealous by the minute.
When he leaves — probably before he’s out of hgaange — she turns to me

and says, “What an asshole.”

“Why do you say that?”

“He’s an opportunist.”

“Well, | know that, but what in particular?..

“Did you see how friendly he was?”

“Yeah.” | would have called it more than friendly.

“He’s just trying to stay on everybody’s good siddatever their politics

are.

| feel the relief wash over me.

Annie has been married once before. She showspusteard from her ex-
husband where he talks about her peaches and sraden | think about peaches

and cream after that whenever her name is mentioned

We're talking about the Trots — Trotskyites, instbase, the Socialist Workers
Party. They've just made some slimy move — | forgleat, there were so many.

“Do you ever wonder,” Annie says, “what kind of pé®join the SWP?
Where do they find such creeps?”

“I don’t know,” | said. “Sometimes | wonder if | oéd have ended up there, if

I'd run into them first.”
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“How can you say that, Fred? You're not an oppasiuryou could never be
like them.”

I've hated the SWP ever since | got really involvedhe anti-war movement.
They wanted to organize the whole movement aronedlogan “Bring Our Boys
Home.” | hated the racism of it. What about thetN@éenese who were dying?
Weren't they just as important? What kind of a waib we want to live in —
shouldn't life be just as precious to us whatewworcit comes in? Shouldn’t we
make that part of the struggle, whatever partictiiarg we’re fighting about?

But | wonder. What if | had fallen in with the SWiPst. What if they'd said,
“You're right, Fred, that’s the kind of world wevé in, but right now millions of
people are dying in Vietham. We have to do whatévwekes to stop that. And we
can build bigger marches, get more people involifddr now we just talk about
‘our boys'.

Maybe | would have got sucked in. “Leave your pipies at the door and just
get the war stopped, then we can think about tsteofethe human race.” But
Annie has no doubts, not about me and certainlyahotit herself. She is
brimming over with confidence — and energy, anédsj@nd everything else that

turns me on...

Which brings me back down to where this starteth@bottom of the ship’s
hold, sitting on my ass against the cold metahefdeck, one month into mad
love, thinking, “There must be something wrongedt’t be this perfect...”

That night | go straight from the shipyards to Agisiapartment — the same as
every other night for the last month. No meetirggaght. We kiss, we make love,

we fix dinner, we eat, we talk, we make love agaia talk into the night...
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I’'m just about to fall asleep when Annie says, ‘tFrehave to talk to you
about something.”

I'm wide awake.

“Claire took me aside this morning and said | sddall you about Saul, that
she didn’t think you knew...”

“Knew what? What about Saul?”

“About our relationship.”

“What.”

“Saul and | have been in a relationship for alntast years — | thought you
knew.”

“How could | know that?”

“Everybody else does.”

“Two years? | thought you'd been with Gabe...”

“l was. When Saul went down to the Bay Area, weeadrthat we could sleep
with other people, but we just wouldn’t fall in leyv

“Not fall in love... “

“l wasn’t supposed to, but I did.”

“So you are in love with me?”

“Of course. I'm crazy about you. | didn’t mean t®.h”

“So when Saul comes back?”

“Fred, I'm still in love with Saul, too. And we'vieeen together longer.
There’s more between us. | can’t leave him.”

Long silence from me. | can’t speak. The moon dwedstars are crashing

around me. Annie is kissing me, | think, but | ddeel a thing.



Shooting the Arrow page 159

We stay up the rest of the night. We talk and aikthere’s nothing to say,
really. She’s crazy mad in love with me, but she’bve with Saul more. To say
| can’t get my head around this would be the urtdegment of the year. I'm
totally, completely, absolutely dumbfounded, stabtieough the heart — and still
in love with her, feeling the waves of longing waktough me like a tidal wave. |
can't stay. | can't get up and go.

The sun rises. We make love like two demons. WeHiand lay there
panting. | get up and put on my work clothes. Il fiaick onto her, pin her to the
bed with one last kiss.

“I really loved you,” | say.

Then | walk out the door. I'm halfway to the carawvhshe runs out onto the
porch. “Don’t go, Fred. Please don’t leave me.”

| look back up at her. She is naked with the wistarlight washing over her.
God! | run back up the steps and fold her in mysarm

“I'm not leaving,” | say. “I'm just going to work.”

“You said ‘loved me’. Past tense.”

“It should be. It should be. But | can't just tutroff.”

“Will you come here after work?”

“Yes.”

We kiss again. | get in the car and drive off.

| should have really said goodbye. I think | me@ntNo, I'm sure | meant to.
But | knew | couldn’t. Then she ran out onto thegho Naked. | was fucked, well

and truly. Fucked.
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| came back to her apartment after work. Everythiwag the same as before,
only it wasn't. | couldn’t get Saul out of my heddouldn’t stop bringing him up.
But | could see that every time | did, it was jostking things worse. By the time
Saul got back — in about a month — she would be glaee the back of me.

| talked it over with Gabe. Actually, | asked fastadvice. How could | have
been so stupid? But we were friends, close frieAds. nothing had started
between Annie and | until after Gabe had split frioen.

Gabe laughed the cynical little laugh that he sdeedizarre hippie customs.
“They agreed they could sleep with other peopldpag as they didn’t get
involved... Like that’s ever gonna happen.”

| remember exactly where we were then —in a ca8auth Columbian Way,
headed towards the I-5. Gabe was driving. | loaketthe window, just in case |
started to tear up. “l don’t know what to do.”

“There’s no future in it, Fred. No future.”

The next day | said goodbye to Annie for real. Bugn then it wasn't really
for real — | was hoping she would stop it. | salthtl to leave. | had to get out of
this situation. It was interfering with my work. \i¢h was true and bullshit at the
same time. | wasn't getting much done. | was bmogdibout this all the time
now. Obsessively. Splitting wouldn’t help that, gigh. It would make it worse.

But Annie jumped on the whole idea of how it wateifering with my work.
Jumped on it like she’d been waiting for the rightuse. “That’s the most
important thing,” she said.

Hell, yes. Revolution first. Love second. She hubyge and kissed me and

cried real tears and practically pushed me outtce.
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That was Thursday. Friday night there was a begafitlowntown. | think it
was for the divorce co-operative that she workedfocool band, a cool venue.
We had agreed to meet up there. The reason wasannttlwas over and not
over. Really, it was over but | was hoping thingswd turn around. The gig
started at 9 p.m. but | had been put back on swifiger a three-day job. | didn’t
get off until 11 p.m. | broke speed records todmt/n to Pioneer Square, but |
was too late. The benefit was packed out. The demisbeen closed, and they
were only letting people in when someone else Baft.nobody was leaving.

| went to the front of the line and tried to talky nvay in.

“I just got off swingshift. | couldn’t get here aisponer.”

“That’s too bad.”

“There’s someone waiting inside for me.”

“Yeah, me too,” said the guy behind me.

Just then | caught sight of Tony Mazola at the eafghe crowd inside. “Hey,
Tony. Tony... c'mere.”

“Hey, Fred. It's a great gig.”

“Terrific... it's probably better if you're inside.”

“Oh yeah, sorry. How come you got here so late?”

“Swingshift.”

“Oh yeah, | knew that. Sorry.”

“I've gotta get a message to Annie. Will you ask teecome out here?”

He eyed the heaving crowd dubiously. “I don’t know...

“She’ll be dancing,” | said. “Probably right in timeiddle of everything.”

“Okay, I'll try.”
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Ten minutes later and still no Tony. No Annie eitiiéhen | caught sight of
one of her friends, Shannon, who worked on therdevao-op with her. | flagged
Shannon over.

“Shannon, do you think you could get me in? | wasking swingshift. |
couldn’t get here any sooner.”

“Sorry, Fred, it's packed out.”

“But it’s your benefit — you're running the event.”

“It's our benefit, but we're not exactly...”

At this point, the guy on the door intervened, gHaws, buddy. We can’t
pack any more in — and everyone else here hasve&iéng longer than you.”

| understood the principle. | didn’t want any s@ééavors, really, but how
could | explain to them that it wasn’t just aboettgng inside a cool gig for me, it
was about the whole world crashing in on me andhegrt breaking in two. Cue
the violins.

“Okay, well, Shannon, can you get a message toeghmell her I'm out
here.”

“Sure, be glad to,” said Shannon, and disappeaaek into the crowd.

A couple minutes, still waiting, | catch site ofriyoagain.

“Hey Tony... Tony... | thought you were gonna get a sag® to Annie for
me.”

“l did. Hasn’t she been out here?”

“No.”

“Well... the band was really loud. Maybe she didréahright.”

“Tell her again.”

Tony dives back into the crowd. A few minutes |lafemnie comes out.
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“Fred... | didn’t know you were out here.”

“Didn’t Tony tell you?”

“I thought he said you were here inside. | was lahtboking for you”

“I couldn’t get here until after my shift finishéd.

“I know.”

“Is there any way you can get me in?”

“I don’t think so, Fred. It's a benefit — everybokiyows somebody.”

“You wanna come out and talk for a while?”

“I can’t — I've got a shift on the literature tabM/hy don’t you get in line?
The band’s great — it's worth it.”

“The line’s not moving, Annie. Nobody’s leaving.”

“Oh. Sorry.” An awkward silence. Then Annie saidigy, you’'ve got your
collar caught under your coat again. Don’t you dgek in a mirror?”

She came closer, reached out, put her arms aroymekok and pulled the
collar out. She smiled. | thought we were goingiss. But then she stepped back.
She looked at me and kind of half bit her lip.

“Is that a cold sore starting up again?” | ask.

“I know. Ironic, isn't it?”

Annie had been getting over a cold sore when weestaShe said the doctor
had told her it wasn’t contagious. We put the ddsttheory to the test of practice
with hours of nonstop kissing. The theory was cosigkly proven wrong. At one
point our lips had been so blistered over we ctialdlly touch without wincing.
Now | would always have something to remember Aflnyie

“I've gotta go, Fred. My shift is starting.”

“Have a good time.”
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“Don’t give up — some people are bound to stantiten”

| waited in line for a while, but the line didn’tawe. It was freezing outside. |
gave up and went back to my car. | drove aroundesisty. Two or three times, |
drove past the gig. The line was getting smallet,dnly because people were
giving up. It was still the same people at the fneaiting to get in. The last time |
drove by, the line was gone; the house lights wereside and people were
trickling out.

| parked the car and ran back up to the venuecidweds were gone. The
organizers were packing up. | saw Shannon.

“Where’s Annie?”

“Not sure, Fred. | think she left.”

| raced back up to Capitol Hill, but her house ask. | checked the parking
lot in the back. It was empty. Back to driving anduaimlessly. | kept checking
her house for lights, checking the parking lottier car. Finally, hours later it
seemed like, | saw a small light in the back ofltbase. | drove through the alley
to the parking lot behind.

Annie’s car was there.

So was Gabe’s.

| couldn’t believe it. | think | just drove throughe alley without stopping the
first time. But | came back. | had to. | parked tae and got out. The kitchen light
was on, but | could see through the window thabme was there. | walked
around to the bedroom window. It was dark, butdlddear them inside.

“Is it good?” he was saying.

“G-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-d"
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| tried to leave but my legs wouldn’t carry meollapsed against the side of
the house, my head just underneath the windowptl $&ying under my breath — |
think it was under my breath — no, no, no, no,mm,. Thank god it was winter —
the window was closed.

| don’t think they could hear me, but I'm not sureould hear Annie saying
something like, “But don’t you kind of feel sorrgrfhim?”

And Gabe was saying, “No, he brings it on himself.”

The voices stopped then. | think they were fuckinmagined that when she
said, “G-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-d” he was sliding his coaka her. | don’t know how long
| was there — not long — not more than a thousa&maglsy | must have got back to
the car and driven off somehow. Sooner or lateustnmave found myself back at
my apartment. | must have got to sleep eventualhat-day or the next.

Years later | read about this experiment with mideey raised mice in two
different environments. One environment was ricith ots of toys and lots of
other mice to play with. The other mice were raigkshe in an empty cage. When
they were grown, they would pair off the mice aetdthem make friends with
each other. Then, once they had bonded, they vaagdrate them. The first
group, the rich mice, would make a quick recovemgtty soon they would be
exploring the cage, making friends with other midegcking out the toys... but
the second group, the poor mice, would go througatwhe researchers called an
extended grieving process. They would just huddliné corner and shake
uncontrollably — for a long, long time.

When | read about this, | knew | was kindred spwith the second group of
mice. After | broke up with Kathleen, it took medwears to recover. The first

month, | couldn’t eat or sleep or even stop cryingould wake up in the middle
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of the night crying. It wasn’t so bad with Anniéwould still take about two
years to get completely over it, but at least lldaontrol the crying — | only did
it when | was alone. | tried not to be alone as iImag possible.

The next time | saw Gabe, | confronted him abouatwisaw as his betrayal.
It was after a meeting at his place. | waited wugrybody else was leaving.

“Could I have a word with you in private.”

We went into the kitchen. | closed the door behiadl was trembling.
Confronting Gabe with a serious criticism of anytseould be intimidating, but
this was a whole different order.

“I think you were really unprincipled.”

“How is that?” he said.

“You should have told me you were still interestednnie.”

“You didn’t ask. | don't have to tell you my privatife.”

“l asked you for advice as a friend. You shouldéndeclared an interest.”

“You asked me a question. | gave you an honestamsw

“You said | should break up, that there was noritwith her. Then you got
back with her as soon as | did.”

“I didn’t tell you to break up. | said there was fudure to it. It was your
choice what to do. Just like it was my choice wibado.”

End of story, as far as Gabe was concerned. ltsgam clear to me, but
Gabe wouldn’t give an inch. If he had apologizedimdted he’'d been in the
wrong, it wouldn’t have made me hurt any less,ibwbuld have made it easier
to... trust him? Work with him? Go on living insideet Party?

The next time | saw Gabe was at the Regional CleGtrammittee meeting.

He was proposing plans to build for the coming NDey event.
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May First, International Worker’s Day, along withtérnational Women'’s
Day, March 8, were the two most important daysisn@ommunist calendar.
They were a time to link up all the diverse striggglve were involved in with
struggles going on in the rest of the world, anthjoout explicitly the connection
between world revolution and human liberation.

When Gabe listed the proposed workteam membethdogvent, | wasn’t on
the list. This didn’t make sense. The shipyardsevegre of our most important
areas of work. | was the leading comrade in thesaand what was more
important, | was the only one still working there.

“Gabe, why aren’t | on the workteam?”

“You know why.”

“No, I don't.”

“Annie is on it. You said you couldn’t work with hé

“I never said anything of the sort.”

“She says you did.”

“When we broke up, | said my relationship with kexs interfering with my
work. That doesn’t mean | can’t work with her.”

“We don’t want to take any chances, Fred. Thisgsimportant.”

“It's not taking a chance. I'm upset about the krga And | think you were
unprincipled — I've told you that. But | wouldn&t that interfere with the work.”

“Look at you, Fred. You're shaking now. You're obusly upset. We can’t
deal with that on the workteam. This is too impotta

The rest of the CC agreed with Gabe that | shotilom'on the workteam —
except for Charity. He and Gabe had fallen out @eenething. | never did find

out what. But Charity was only one vote.
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A month later, Saul came back from the Bay Areani@rstayed with Gabe.
She stayed with Gabe for another three weeks. $henvoke up one morning,
and decided she had made a mistake. She movedhrsaul. She stayed with
him for about a month. Then went back to Gabe,tthie, more or less for good.

| remember talking to Saul at the end of all thdalways felt an affinity
with him, even though we were from such differeathkgrounds — him, ultra-
intellectual East Coast Jew and me, a Pasco hillkibut I'd avoided him since
he returned from the Bay Area. Then one day | fomydelf knocking at his door.

“I didn’t know about you and Annie,” | told him.

“I know,” he said. “There’s no reason you shouldéa

We talked aimlessly for a while, then Saul saidhthk | know why you're
here, Fred. You want to know if your relationshiphasAnnie was real. It was. We
talked about it when she came back to live with ¥a were important to her,
Fred.”

But that wasn’t why | was there. Nothing so artatal | was still torn up
about her. | couldn’t help looking for ways to Hese to her — even talking to her
ex-lovers.

Gabe and Annie stayed together for a long timet# long after I'd left the
Party, which was years later. Annie was a stromgque with real leadership
potential. She was soon promoted to the Centralr@ittee, as | knew she would
be, so | saw her all the time — her and Gabe wktite just a matter of personal
connections, | would have disappeared from thegslias soon as possible, but we
were all in the Party together. Personal relatigosstvere important, but

revolution was more important.
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We continued to be friends, Gabe, Annie, Saul abdtlit wasn’t the same. |
was never as close to Gabe. | never trusted hiimeisame way. And he lost
respect for me. | can’t remember whether he toldhis or | heard it from
someone else on the Central Committee. I'd showakness, as he saw it, in
being so subjective about the whole thing. Revotutvas more important.

Years later — decades, actually — | ran into arcolidrade from those days.
She’d dropped out fairly early on — after the fostple years — but she’d been in
the same collective as Gabe, and we ended up gadiiaut him. We had a laugh
about how stiff and awkward he was, and how haesbduld be sometimes.

Then she said, “You know, for all that, | stilléél Gabe a lot, because he had
a real love for the people.”

It was true. He did.
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6. THE PAPERBOY

About the time things were winding down in the sfaigls, the Party
bookstore got this brilliant idea for a seriesexftures. Seattle has a rich history of
class struggle going back to the General StrikEdd© and even before that to the
early days of the Industrial Workers of the Wotlde(\Wobblies) and the Red
Socialists. The great Wobbly songwriter, Joe kiilpte many of his songs for
singing on the streets of Seattle. They were aafapmpeting with the Salvation
Army bands: singing revolutionary words to go wttle Sally Army music.

A lot of the people who played an active role iagé struggles were still alive
— but a lot of them wouldn't be for much longer.tB® bookstore started tracking
down some of them and asking them to come in dhabout their lives, the
struggles they'd been in and the lessons they'ddda

The guy who made the biggest impression on me vweasdg@ McCarthy. He
had been a union organizer in the timber industthé Cascade Mountains in the
Thirties and Forties, back when it was a dangetioag to be. We thought he

would talk about his union organizing, but he didHde said he wanted to tell us
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about his experience as a paperboy in Everett, iWgtsim back during the time of

the Everett Massacre.

George’s story:

| was born and grew up in Everett, Washingtonpdo&r mill town just north
of Seattle. We were a large family with a lot ofuttts to feed, so as soon as us
kids were old enough, we were expected to takebs after school. Mine was
selling newspapers.

In 1916, the timber mills of Everett had been aikstfor fifteen months. The
Wobblies organized a rally in downtown Everettupgort of the strike, and they
hired two steamers to bring supporters up fromtedthe Everett sheriff and his
deputies — thugs hired to break the strike — weaiing on the Everett dock with
guns. When the first steamer tried to dock, thegnex fire. Around twelve men
on the ship were killed. The exact number is navkm because some of the
bodies fell into the sea and were never recovered.

Two of my uncles were on board that steamer. Bbthem were killed.

| was eleven years old at the time, and the stvbete | sold newspapers was
just around the corner from the bank that ownedtmbthe timber mills in the
city. The bank was a partnership owned by two rBerth of them bought a
newspaper from me every morning.

One of them was straight out of a Dickens novelcblgdd have been the real-
life model for Scrooge. He was a mean, crabby mlam mever had a good word
to say about anybody. | actually had to count mgngje every time he bought a
paper, because sometimes he would try to shorTheeamount couldn’t have

meant anything to him — | think he must have danest to keep in practice.
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The other banker was a nice guy, a genuinely nige lge not only
remembered my name, he knew how many brothersisiedssl had, their names,
how old they were, and what my father did for anlgv He was a busy man, but
from time to time he would stop and have a few womith me, ask me about my
family, ask me what | wanted to do when | grew idp.was the kind of guy you
looked forward to seeing every day.

The two bankers couldn’t have been more oppositee; mean and crabby,
the other, kind and considerate. But both of thad for the thugs and gave the
orders that caused my two uncles to be murdered.

| learned a lesson from this that | never forgatites isn’t a matter of
personality. It doesn’t matter how nice you aréd@aw mean you are in everyday
life. Politics is about class. You have a choigast because you're born into one
class doesn’t mean you can't be a traitor and avgssto the other side. That's
true whichever side you start out on. But the swle finally choose counts on a

whole different level than whether you're nice he paperboy on the corner.
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7. STRIKE

The Plot:

We finally achieve our heart’s desire and lead famals of workers in a
strike. It lasts six weeks. We walk the picket &iveith a few gung ho workers
while everybody else goes on a much desired surholefay. Nobody works
except the supervisors — and they’re not suppassttike because they’re not in
the union. Nobody else crosses the picket line.ddgleven tries.

Six weeks later, the company and the union negosatome up with a new
offer. They take five cents off the hourly wage aldi one percent to the pension
fund, which comes to an increase of just aboutingthThe bills are piling up and
all that vacation time is starting to drag, sowwekers vote to go back to work —
by about the same margin as they had voted tcestikweeks before.

The moral of the story: don’t teach your grandmotbesuck eggs.

The Workteam:

Peabody.
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He’d done a stretch in prison for grand theft autee'd stolen a Trans Am
and raced it up the coast, headed for Canada. &tetmecops chasing him — but
there were more waiting at the border.

He did a lot of reading in prison, and it turned wiorld upside down. When
he got out, he joined the Weather Underground. Feeguit them and joined the
Party. He was well read, maybe the best of anysef hie’d had all those years in
prison with absolutely nothing else to do. He kribesWeather program was
bullshit, a hodge-podge of conflicting ideas fromadto Ché to Huey to Bakunin,
so he had no real excuse for having joined thetherfirst place. He had even
less excuse for quitting the Party after the stakd joining them again.

Peabody had a wife and two young children. His wiés smart and knew
what was what, but she was totally into being askaiife and nothing more. This
made the rest of us uneasy and we tried variousnses to get her involved, but
they both brushed them aside with indifference.

| liked Peabody. He hated going in to work as mash did. We tried various
schemes to get time off sick. He told me he’d ledrim prison that if you rubbed
soap into your armpits, it would raise your tempan@ We both tried that one. It
didn’t work. | tried staring at a welding arc favé minutes without blinking. |
knew it would give me flash burns. | thought thatuld get me at least a day off.
| woke up at three in the morning with my eyes ioe. fThe pain was
excruciating, like someone had poured battery agithem. | writhed in agony
for about three hours, but then, just as the suasaning up, the pain went away,
and | was good to go... Well,  was wrung out likeet rag, but | had no

symptoms to show the factory nurse. Peabody laughddaughed when | told
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him about it, but | knew he’d have tried the satiad, only there wasn’'t any

welding in his department.

Lucky.

Everybody liked Lucky. He’'d grown up in the Missibxistrict of San
Francisco back when there was nothing remotelyidasible about it. He talked
about his mother a lot — not in a creepy way, Isélpved her a lot and respected
all the sacrifices she’d made for him and his beotiTheir father had deserted the
family when he and his brother were infants, arartimother had worked twelve
hours a day as a cleaner to support them.

It was Lucky who taught me the basic principle toést fighting. On Lucky’s
first day of school, his brother, who was a yealeol made up his lunch for him,
and when he gave it to him he said, “Lucky, thigasr lunch, nobody else’s.
There’s no more where that came from. If anybodg élies to take your lunch,
you fight them. Kick them in the knee, bite off @ar, stab them in the eye with
your pencil — whatever you have to do — but daet'ednybody take your lunch.”

“And that’s the basic principle,” Lucky told me. 6 fight. You do whatever
you gotta do to win. | mean I'm not much of a fight.” he said. That was easy
to believe. Lucky was scrawny and awkward and kihgoofy looking. “When |
get in a fight, I just kind of flail away with mysts. | got no technique, but | go
for it. | hit them as hard and as often as | cdrat’s the thing. Most people are
afraid to hit.”

| knew what he meant. It’s this feeling in your leanlike “If I hit them back,
then they’ll get mad and really hurt me.” But oluicee they’re already trying to

hurt you, and the only way to stop them is to et back worse.
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Lucky had one quirk in his way of thinking — atdeaompared to the way the
rest of the Party thought. He just couldn’t go glovith the idea that people
should be free to divorce. He saw the logic oésipecially for women who were
in an abusive relationship, but he couldn’t shddeefeeling that in practice, it

would just make it easier for men to desert thanifies.

Nelsen.

Nelsen was almost the mirror opposite of Lucky.dgalwent to all the best
schools, and then on to Columbia where he got goades, but not too good.
That was the formula, he told us, if you were firggrup to be a member of the
ruling class. Good grades, but not too good — aathtsports, that was important.
No fencing or chess or track and field. Footbalswe best, but baseball or even
basketball was okay — anything where you could syouv ability for teamwork
and leadership.

Of course, the most important thing was to be bigyimt. You had to pick
your parents carefully. Nelsen was good-lookinbledic, reasonably intelligent
and came from the right kind of family — almostut hot quite, not quite ruling
class. His dad was a personal architect for thek&etlers, the Mellons, the
DuPonts, etc. He didn’'t design their factorieshaitt offices. But if they wanted a
new summer home by the ocean, they came to Neldad's

It was a personal and social as well as a profeakrelationship, so Nelsen
grew up in the right circles. But he could tell tiference. They were familiar
with his father in the same way as they would Hasen with a family servant.

Nelsen grew to despise his father’'s weakness, eodiped himself that he would
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never be the servant of the rich and powerful wbeld become one of them.
And he was on track to doing this — or so he tald-uvhen Jackie happened.

Like her namesake, Jacqueline Bouvier who becaoguétine Kennedy,
Jackie was from old money, so old in fact thatéheasn’'t any left. But she went
to the best schools and mixed in the right cirdBsthe time she met Nelsen,
though, she was mixing in the wrong circles. She m&ing marijuana, cocaine
and vodka martinis.

Pretty soon Nelsen was going in to the bank wheredrked sporting long
hair, a beard, a moustache and dilated pupilsidatso turned him on to radical
politics. They became active supporters of the Wawen 21, a group of high-
ranking members of the Black Panther Party wholesh framed for murder by
the FBI and the local constabulary.

Radical politics cured Nelsen and Jackie of drugbkalcohol. At least it
cured Nelsen — Jackie still had a weakness fohalctNothing cured them of
radical politics. They read Marx, Lenin and Macospecially Mao — and tried to
live by the ideals they found in his Little Red Bod hey got married and moved
to Seattle to get as far away from their familispassible. They moved into a
working class neighborhood and linked up with thety

By then they had three children. | got to know ttails really well because |
spent a lot of time babysitting them. It was Pg@alicy to share out the childcare
so that parents, especially mothers, could be ggaetive in political work.
Huey, Dewey and Louie — their nicknames, not thest names — were pretty
wonderful kids. They were smart and street-wiselawithg and generous. As
they reached school age, Nelsen and Jackie entbléad in the neighborhood

schools. Nothing impressed me about their commitmene than this. I'd gone



Shooting the Arrow page 178

to a working-class school and | knew the real disathges in the quality of
education there. Nelsen and Jackie figured therddyga in values and not being
cut off from the masses made it worth it. The gpardnts were horrified.

That was the core of our workteam. A few otherfieftiin and out,
depending on the job situation, but the four ofUieabody, Lucky, Nelsen and |

— were at Paccar for over four years.

The Story:

| was the first one to get a job at Paccar — irRbaton plant. It was a bit like
going home for me. Half my mom'’s side of the fantipd worked there at one
time or another.

My grandpa had started in the Thirties, sweepiegfithor in the forge. By the
time of WWII, he’d worked his way up to be supeorighere. He built a house on
top of Renton Hill, overlooking Paccar. During thar, Paccar worked 24 hours a
day producing tanks. In the quiet of the night, gould just hear the faint thud of
the forge’s drop hammer in the distance. Grandred tstell us how she’d wake
up in the middle of the night to find Grandpa gegtdressed.

“Something’s wrong with the hammer,” he would say.

It always sounded fine to her, but she would getngh make him sandwiches
and coffee, and by the time he was sitting in tihehlken drinking coffee, the
phone would ring and the night shift foreman wdoddasking him to come down
and get the hammer sorted.

I'd worked in the forge back when | got out of tRavy a couple years
earlier. By then my grandpa had retired and — theses later — died. Up until the

day he died, they were still calling him to sort ptoblems in the forge. The new
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supervisor had been handpicked and trained up agdpa, and he gave me a job
on one condition: | had to agree to quit and gkliacollege in six months when
the fall term started.

“Your grandfather’d turn over in his grave if hetlght you were going to
spend the rest of your life working here.”

He’d probably be dancing the Twist if he’d knowwas going to come back
and spend four years trying to organize the worf@rsevolution. At least | was
going to work in the foundry this time instead lo¢ forge. Maybe that would give
him a little peace.

The main difference between a forge and a fourslheat. In a forge, the
metal is heated up to the point where it can beaged into shape. In a foundry,
it's heated to the point where it melts. Then ihail is poured into molds.

At Paccar, the foundry was divided into two sepassctions. The casting
room was what you might call the foundry properefg) they built wooden
models of the equipment to be produced. The madeldd be used to make
hollowed-out sand molds into which the molten metalild be poured. After the
metal cooled, the molds would be broken off, areddhasting would be moved to
the other half of the foundry for “cleaning”.

In the cleaning room, the casting would be sandidalrst. Then the metal
“risers”, where the molten metal had been poureavould be cut off with arc
welders and cutting torches. Spot welders wouldrfiany holes in the molds.
Then the chippers and grinders would chip awaydhgh edges and grind the
whole thing down smooth.

The casting room was capital intensive — lots afigaent — and the

relatively few workers were highly skilled. They meébetter paid, and the
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working conditions were considerably better thathi cleaning room, which was
just a bunch of guys with torches, chipping gund grinders. That's where |
went to work. | worked as a chipper/grinder — té&tdm of the pile.

It was hot, dirty and noisy. You had to wear aheatapron, leather gloves
and safety goggles. If you were smart, you woraca imask to filter out the metal
dust, and ear protection too, either headphonasleast the plastic earplugs they
provided free of charge. | wore it all, includingth kinds of ear protection. | had
too many half-deaf relatives who used to work aic@ato take any chances.

The shop steward in the cleaning room was a youggapout my age. He’d
started working at the foundry straight out of hggimool. Everybody called him
D’Artagnan because he had a moustache, a Van Dgdeltand long curly hair.
He looked more like a musketeer than most of thersin the movies did.

After I'd been there about six months, | ended ey the number two shop
steward, just because no one else wanted it. Wa Inaeketing with the foreman
who was in charge of our end of the foundry. Thenmssue was that we wanted
a coffee break in the morning, just like the otbection had. The foreman told us
to fuck off — only of course in slightly more p@itords. He said we could stop
and drink some coffee out of our Thermos and noveméd complain, which was
true, but without a fixed time, most of the crewravafraid to do it. We persisted.
The foreman got mad and started shouting at usuted back. The meeting
ended unpleasantly.

D’Artagnan was appalled. “You yelled at the foremian

“He was yelling at us.”

“Yeah, but still...”
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| was kind of appalled too. Did he think we shojulst sit there and take it?
As it turned out, no, he didn’t. D’Artagnan justcha different way of dealing
with things. He reported back from the meeting thatforeman had absolutely
refused to let us have a regularly scheduled biaatikthat he did say it was okay
to drink some coffee and that it was up to us whierwanted to drink. Then he
mentioned that he would be drinking some coffeeiiatldlO a.m. the next day.

When | talked about the next day like it was gdim¢pe some kind of a sit-
down strike, he said, “I don’t know what you’re about, Fred. I'm just gonna
have a cup of coffee about the same time | usdally

But | guess that was the right approach. It kindefiised the situation, made
it seem less threatening. Nobody was striking gttang like that — they were
just having a cup of coffee like the foreman shiglytcould. The next morning,
the whole cleaning room stopped for a coffee atrhiOd@he foreman was
apoplectic.

“What the hell do you think you're doing?” he s&dD’Artagnan.

“Just having a cup of coffee,” said D’Artagnan. fitiee opened his lunch
box. “And a sandwich.”

So now we had a morning coffee break, just likeater end of the foundry.
We still didn’t have an afternoon coffee break likey did — and we never would.

The other end of the foundry was a whole diffeseatld. It was even
physically separated from us by a mountain of maaty: furnaces, conveyor
belts, cranes and a giant ventilation system. Baethe pay and working
conditions were so much better, the turnover wate gubit lower. A lot of the
guys working there were old-timers. Some of themast of those who attended

union meetings — went back to the days of militeede unionism in the Thirties
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and Forties. They were looking at retirement iraple years, so they weren't too
keen on manning the barricades, but they werddtrib see the beginning of
what they hoped would be a new wave of militancy.

The three old-timers who never missed a meeting Ren, Harry and Lem.

Ron was the president of the union Local. He wasxéictly a militant,
although he’d been around back then and had albegs “down for it” when a
fight was on. He had two main talents. The firssuzat he was likeable.
Everybody liked Ron. Even the bosses liked him tnmt too much, not enough
to make him a company man.

Ron’s other main talent was drinking. | have nesesn anybody put down so
much alcohol on a daily basis and still manageitetion. He never missed a day
of work. He never appeared drunk, although everytkodw his Thermos — his
extra-large, jumbo-sized Thermos — was full of JAekiels, not tea. Once, we all
stopped off at his house after a union meeting,ianide center of his kitchen
table was the largest bottle of whiskey I'd evesrsd-ive gallons at least, maybe
ten. It was on a swivel in a giant metal frameyso could just tip it over to pour
your drinks.

Harry was the shop steward. He had enormous respébe shop floor. He'd
been a real fighter in his time, and he wasn'tidfta mix it up still, if the
occasion called for it. The first time | was fired a trumped-up charge, he went
into the office and chewed the supervisor's hedd- @litely, and in a quiet
voice, citing all the rules and regulations thad baen violated and how much
trouble it would cause if my firing stuck.

The second time | was fired, it wasn't a trumpedzbprge. I'd done

something stupid and juvenile. There’'d been a eatit the bulletin board — |
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don’t even remember what it was now, somethinguslioo doubt — and |
decided to show my contempt for it by spitting graibig gob of dark... you get
the idea. A dumb thing to do, particularly dumnti look around first and notice
that the foreman was standing directly behind nredragain — this time with
cause.

Harry had a completely different strategy for thézasion. Basically, he laid
his heart out on the table and said to the suparVil you fire this boy, you'll
break my poor old heart right in two.”

It worked. They wanted to fire me so bad, but thein’t, just because Harry
begged them not to. | couldn’t believe it — buhbsld have. It would have told
me something basic about the situation there —ttkas in equilibrium. The
work was hard and dirty and unhealthy in the lamg but it was steady and the
pay level was relatively high. Nobody wanted a tetion, at least not the
workers in the casting room. They just wanted tehpioack a little.

Lem was the exception to this. He befriended nthafirst union meeting |
attended. Well, everybody was friendly, but Lemdkot latched onto me. He
followed me out to the parking lot after the megtamd talked my ear off about
the old days for about three hours. Lem was a nom+tslker. But it was good
talk, full of ideas and passion ftire causeHe raged on about the foundry,
Vietnam, Nixon, Malcolm X, Harry Bridges, the se#&in Poland... He could
listen too. He had a great curiosity about me aedRarty and everything
connected with it. He asked a lot of questions\aas clearly interested in the
answers — but talking was his default mode.

By then, Shannon and | were living together. Omdeen we were having

dinner with Lem and his wife, Carol, at their home, bet him a fiver that he
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couldn’t be silent for a full five minutes. He wime bet, but by the time the five
minutes were up, his face had turned purple andouéd see smoke coming out
his ears.

Lem’s wife was quiet — she had to be — but it waarcthat in most things she
ran the show. When we were leaving that night,tesbk Shannon aside and said,
“Lem really likes Fred. He’s seemed years younger since Fred first showed
up at a union meeting.”

“Fred’s had quite a lot to say about Lem to me,too

“You guys remind me of us, when we were your age.tiddught we could
change the world.”

“You did,” said Shannon.

“Well... change it some more.”

“Change it with us.”

“No, it's your turn now.”

Shannon and | didn't see it that way. We were tjymget everybody
involved, young and old. Not just involved, we waththem to come in and drive
things forward — not just get involved, take over.

There was a phrase we kept repeating in all ohwestings, “Unleash the
creativity and initiative of the masses.” That'sat/fve were trying to do. Mao

said, “A single spark can start a prairie fire.” Wanted to be that spark.

The next two members of our workteam to get jold3aatcar were Nelsen and
Lucky. They got hired at the Seattle plant, KenWwarticks. Nelsen was
particularly good at getting to know people theneacsocial level. He had an

outgoing personality — and maybe his training fer tuling class helped — but the
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main thing was that he was a family man. It neaauored to me, until | saw it,
what a huge difference this would make, but of sewhildren, besides being the
joy of the proletariat (as Stalin said), are thestmazing social glue. They make
friends long before parents do. They have sleegoesthusiasms, long telephone
conversations, if you let them... Aside from all ththey represent this thing that
all parents — all loving parents anyway — haveammon: obligation, duty, a kind
of willing slavery.

When | was working in the Shipscalers, | always &agnse of separation
that | ascribed to race and class. Now | couldtilsees was another thing too.
Most guys that were working steady for any lendttime had children, and this
meant they were in a slightly different world franine. Nelsen was in their
world. It put him in line for a range of social ewttions that were cut off from
me.

Nelsen and Lucky made a lot of friends in the shestal shop where they
worked. Probably the most important one was the,Rialed that partly because
he was so into Lester Young, the great tenor saxmienhad the same nickname,
but mainly because he was sort of “in charge” thetbe shop. He wasn’t the
shop steward, but if there was a problem, it wasnothat people would come. If
there was a new TV show that was causing a lalkf €verybody wanted to
know what the Prez thought of it. If there was sguanent, he would settle it.

| remember a barbecue | went to at the Prez’s.eltvere about a dozen guys
from work there, along with their families. LuckgdaNelsen were there, of
course, and Nelsen’s wife, Jackie, and their Kitiere were well over a dozen
kids altogether, running around causing mayhemleswthe women got the food

ready, and the men did important things to the &®@on, the smell of burning
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flesh filled the air. Then, the feast. The kidspgted running long enough to wolf
down a hamburger or two, and the rest of us satartalking, covering a range
of topics from school lunches, to politics, to jobs

Eventually the talk settled into a discussion @f fditest plot by Kenworth
management to squeeze a bit more work out of teetshetal shop, and the
barbecue turned into a shop floor conspiracy fehde. Everybody had an
opinion about what should be done, husbands, wivdgere was even an
occasional comment from some of the older kids. Htez would sit back and let
everybody talk. Then, when he spoke, he would pjzlon the best ideas and knit
them into a plan. It was fascinating to watch, lnseat was so much like the style
that Gabe had in our political meetings. And ashiv@abe, once he spoke, there
was a reluctance to contradict him — with one etoapQueenie.

Queenie was the Prez’s wife. | don’t know if thatsaher real name, but |
never heard her called anything else. Queenieltam@rtez were both fighters, but
where the Prez was down to earth and practical iyiueenie was a bit of a
firebrand. When she jokingly suggested firebomliimgforeman’s office,
everybody laughed, but | think she was only héting.

When the discussion left the shop floor and goklzaxto politics, Queenie’s
firebrand side really lit up. A new song called €TAmericans” had just hit the
charts. It was a pompous rant by some Canadiamtissupposed to be about
how wonderful Americans were, set over a patriotelody with a drum beat.
Most of it was just a hymn of praise to Americarefgn policy. Everyone in the
Party hated it, of course, because it was a patikotet to music. But a lot of
guys at work really liked it, because it was aldtymn of praise to all the ideals

that were supposed to be guiding that foreign goldeals that they believed in...
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“Maybe we don't always do the right thing,” Mickeyas saying — he was
one of the guys from the shop — “but we alwayddry think we’re a good
country. We always try to...”

Queenie cut him off. “Yeah, | used to believe thaloney too.”

“You don’t believe in our country?” said Mickey.

“I don’t even know what that means — “believe is"something you do to a
religion.”

“I'm just talking about patriotism,” said Mickey.

“Yeah, and too many people treat that like a rehgi said Queenie.

“Don’t you think we should love our country?” saickey.

Nelsen and Jackie jumped in then, “Why should we oaore about workers
in Detroit,” said Nelsen, “than workers in TokyoBerlin?”

“Aren’t they all people,” said Jackie, “just likesuwho work for a living, have
families...”

“But it's not the same,” said someone else. “Wejoe stuff in common,
history...”

“History,” said Jackie, “like slavery, like Vietnam”

“I don't care,” said Mickey. “No... | do care, butgtstill my country...”

“It’s like this,” said the Prez. “When you love arngon or a country, you love
them, warts and all. But that doesn’t mean you kbeewarts.”

The Prez had spoken. People nodded — most people.

“I don’t know,” said Queenie. “l don’t even thinkd one country. | think
there’s the country of you and me, Mickey, and gfwarts-and-all husband here,
and then there’s this other country, the countrthefWarts. And you might think

they believe in the same things we do, but theytd®hey’re not one of us.
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They're like a completely different species fronotrer planet. We're not even
human to them. We're just their pack animals.”

We had great hopes for the Prez and Queenie. Odtereon would make a
list of all the people we came into contact withotigh the struggles we were
involved in. We'd classify them according to howdVanced” their political ideas
were, how active they were and how much of a lesdderole they played in their
shop or community. We would try to unite with thenthe day-to-day struggles
and also try to involve them in broader politiciiuggles and Party events.

The Prez and Queenie had very advanced politiealsie- especially Queenie
— and they were both natural leaders. They reac@wspaper, agreed with a lot
of it, and they did come to some Party eventsjtbwas always like they were
visiting from a more normal life of children, jobsgighbors... | kept thinking
about Lenin’s comment that for there to be a tralyolutionary situation, things
have to be so bad that people are willing to diehtange them. Things weren’t

that bad — not inside the U.S. — in those jobsthatttime.

Steve and Mary came the closest to working withRtgty in a full-scale
way. Steve was an apprentice in the machine shthye &enton plant. We got to
know him when Peabody started working at Paccab®&sy had been a
machinist before his stint in prison, so once legd our workteam and started
looking, it was pretty easy for him to get hireck Hit it off with Steve right away.

Steve was from England, born and bred in LiverpBat his mother was
American, so as soon as he was out of school, tideteto come over and see
what it was like. He met Mary the first week. THell in love, got married, and

by the time we came into contact with them, theyenexpecting a baby.
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Steve was a working-class guy, but the workingsclad.iverpool was a lot
more class conscious. Socialism wasn’t a dirty vibedte, and the old revisionist
Communist Party was still an active presence irtridide union movement, so
Steve wasn't freaked out by the idea of communi$enhad a real internationalist
outlook, which made it hard sometimes for him tateeto theAmerica-Is-The-
Best-Country-In-The-Worlthentality, but he did like it here — and he lowédry.

Mary was one of those people who are just too sese@tkind to be real —
except that they are real. She was only a yeaw@iout of Renton High School
and didn’t know much about the big world outsiddreinton, but she had a strong
sense of right and wrong, was open to new ideasvasccurious about
everything. She would never believe anything batlist about people she knew
— until the facts forced her to believe otherwisand sometimes not even then.

Once | dropped by their house the day after thegeh the moviblicholas
and Alexandraa film about the last Czar and Czarina of Rugsaaended with
the Bolsheviks executing them and all their chidre

“It was so sad, Fred. All their children, even litiée girls. | cried and cried.”

“A lot of cruel things happen in a revolution,”did.

“But you guys would never do anything like that.”

“Mary, the Bolsheviks were people just like us Hyamaybe a little better.
They put their lives on the line trying to makesdtér world, where peasants and
workers didn’t live in near starvation, where tivegren’t sent off to die in
wars...”

“But Nicholas and Alexandra weren't really evil. &hwere just cut off from
real people. They never had a chance to be normal.”

Steve said, “Mary thinks Nixon is sincere, t00.”
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“I do. I don’t agree with... well, with anything heds, but | think he
probably thinks he’s doing right.”

Steve just laughed.

“The thing is,” | said, “what difference does tmaake? Vietnamese people
and American soldiers are just as dead no mattat’svimside Nixon’s head. The
same thing is true for the Czar and Czarina —disdd matter if they meant well.”

“But | don’t think they should have been killedwas just revenge — they'd
already lost their throne. And what about theitdii@n? They were innocent.”

“They weren't killed for revenge,” said Steve. “Thavas a civil war going
on in Russia. After World War One was over, all @reat Powers invaded Russia
to try to overthrow the Bolsheviks. | know, beca&sgland sent in troops. One
of my great uncles was there.”

“That's right,” | said. “The White Army was outsitlee city and if they’'d
rescued the Czar or any of his heirs, they coule hesed them as a rallying point
to keep the civil war going. Thousands more wowddehdied.”

“Fred,” said Mary, “Could you have pulled the treg@”

“I don’t know,” | said. “I don’t even know if | woldl have had the courage to
be in the Red Army in the first place. It's a lafexr to be a revolutionary when
the bullets aren’t flying.”

“Fred, could you have killed those children?”

“Yes, | think | could have.”

“No, you couldn't,” said Mary. “I know you bettdran that.”

That was our crew. Not all of it — there were maxgkers involved on one

level or another, but these were the main playlergether, we fought small
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battles on the shop floor. We had long discussatimait everything from health
and safety laws to communism to women'’s liberatothe latest Hollywood
films. Our workteam passed out leaflets and soldspapers. Occasionally we
were successful in getting workers and their fagaitio come to political events
we had organized — an anti-war march, a celebratidgnternational Women'’s
Day... But the successes were few and spread oufaweyears. Four years! |
spent over four years at Paccar, chipping and gngndne and a half winch
casings a day, and | remember almost nothing feuémialless flow of winch
casings.

Our one big success — at least so we thought ataine— was The Strike. We
were chomping at the bit to make it happen. Asdte for a new contract got
near and negotiations loomed, we formed a strikensittee and started a
newsletter. We wrote articles about shop floor ¢k, did research into the
cost of living, and as details of the negotiatiteeked out, we analyzed how far
short it fell of keeping up with the pace of inftat. Lem, the Prez and Steve were
the most active in producing the newsletter, blot af guys on the shop floor
helped us distribute it.

We also carried small articles about what was gomgutside the world of
Paccar. These articles were a lot more controuersajust on the shop floor but
inside the strike committee. There was generalesgeat to have information
about other strikes, but purely political artictgst a lot rougher treatment.

About half-way through the newsletter’s existertbe, military coup against
the Allende government in Chile happened. Allen@s & Socialist who had been
democratically elected President of Chile. The gewernment nationalized the

U.S.-owned copper mines and began a program adlgastice. The U.S.
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government freaked out and immediately started imgrkn ways to get him
overthrown.

On September 11, 1973, the head of the Chileandafonees, General
Pinochet, with heavy backing from the United Stasésged a coup. Thousands
were killed. Many more were imprisoned. Presideli¢mde died, allegedly as a
suicide, but no one believed that. Chile becaneseidt state,

Our workteam proposed an article about Chile. Wk wa should expose the
role of the U.S. Government.

“I don't think so,” said the Prez. “I mean it's gka our shop. People know
Nelsen. They know he's a bit of a pinko and thaytdmare because it's him. But
outside the shop, it'd be like waving a red flag.”

“That's kind of the idea,” said Lem. “Who do théynk organized their
union? | bet it was Communists.”

“Yeah, but that was a long time ago,” said Stevenéan people in this
country are weird about anything connected withadisen. If we want them to
pay attention to what the newspaper has to sajawve to be careful.”

“Well, I have to admit you're right about that,'iddem. “People can be
really stupid in this country.”

We pointed out that most of the people killed iae toup were workers and
that one of the first things the Pinochet dictdigrdrad done was to clamp down
on the unions.

“This is a union issue,” said Nelsen.

“But it's more than that,” said Peabody. “What aeefighting for? If we
never talk about the kind of world we want to limewe're never going to get

there.”
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“All the same,” said the Prez, “people are jusingaio think we're a bunch of
pinkos.”

“What's wrong with that?” said Mary.

The newsletter meeting was happening at Steve argl'&/house, and Mary
was never one to just serve the tea and listerhad the men-folk had to say.

“We are a bunch of pinkos as far as | can see.afeuSteve, that's for sure.
More red than pink, | would say... | mean, befoneelt you, | would have been
horrified to think | might someday be sitting im@m talking about socialism
with a bunch of radicals. But that's because |'tiimow much outside of Renton
High School. How are people ever gonna change thieids, if they don't get
their old ideas challenged?”

“| agree with that,” said the Prez, “the part abch&llenging old ideas
anyway. | just don't think the newsletter is thaga to do it.”

In the end, we voted to include the Chile artiblet it was a close vote. The
four votes of our workteam made the difference.dia't like to do that — get
our own way just because we had a four-vote blosé& # the future we were
careful about the kinds of issues we brought tanthesletter, probably too
careful.

Meanwhile, the strike got closer, and our artielbeut Paccar got sharper. By
the time the negotiations had produced a contiféet that the unions were
willing to present to their members for a vote, nawsletter had a full head of
steam. We were able to show that the proposedamirdgmounted to a cut in real
wages adjusted for inflation. We also had in-depfforts on the financial

condition of Paccar, which at the time was justfisales were up; profits were
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up; the future looked bright. Workers from evergtgmn of Paccar were grabbing
armloads of newsletters from us and coming backniore.

We counted the days until the strike vote likdditids waiting for Christmas.
The vote itself would be by secret ballot, buttfeach union would have a
meeting , so its negotiating team could presenptbposed contact and the
members could discuss it. My union was meetingnéltabor Temple in
downtown Seattle. It was a big building with seVéasege halls, and there were
two other unions meeting there. The Labor Temple packed out.

We all milled around outside the meeting halls,tingifor the doors to open.
| was passing out copies of our newsletter anditapfor people | knew. | spotted
Lem in an animated conversation with two peopla&hd recognize.

“They’re from the Boilermakers,” Lem told me.

We didn’t have anyone in the Boilermakers, evemgfothey were the
biggest union involved, so | was curious to knowhbey would vote.

“Oh, they'’re voting ‘no’,” said Lem.

“That’s right,” said the older of the two. “We daiknow hardly anyone that’s
voting for it.”

“No way,” said the other. “It's a cut in real wagesand they've been making
plenty.”

“They’ve been reading our newsletter,” said Lemhé&y know what’'s what.”

“It's got a lot of facts in it,” said the older onbut | think it was put out by
communists.”

“What's wrong with that?” | said.
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They both gave me a funny look. Just then the dimotise meeting halls
swung open. The two Boilermakers rushed off torthaill. They wanted to get in
the front row, they said — they had a lot of quewito ask.

Lem and | ended up towards the back in our meesmgpunded by most of
the rest of those from Paccar. | was surprisedatiany other foundry workers
there were in the hall. | wondered where they vedirfefom. There must be other
foundries | didn’t know about. | thought we’d domer homework on all of this,
but there was clearly a lot we didn’t know, eveteamore than three years.

The meeting started with Tom — the business agemiring down the main
features in the contract and explaining why theyeve® good. He didn’t get very
far before he was interrupted by angry questions $tood his ground. In fact,
he got more and more pissed off as the meeting arent

Tom wasn't an old style lefty; he was more of apowate professional. That's
not to say he was in the company’s pocket, judthikaapproached the contract
with an eye to what could be gotten through tougdpotiations in the conference
room — not wild confrontations on the street. Aledre thought he’d done a
damn good job and was mortally insulted that wendlithink so. The more pissed
off he got, the more rowdy the meeting got. We waoghing and jeering at
everything he said.

Tom spotted me in the back of the hall, stirringgs up. By now he had
clearly lost it. He pointed at me and shouted, “Ylsgee you back there. Why
don’t you stand up and say what you think, insteflathaking sneaky little
comments on the side.”

A gift from the gods.
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| stood up and made a fiery speech about how thzami was a sell-out and
how it might have been different, if instead ofaarconditioned conference
room, they’d done the negotiations sweating inumélyy with sparks flying up
their noses. Wild cheers. | felt like Big Bill Hapwd facing down the copper
mine bosses — except | wasn’t packing a six-gun.

The meeting broke up right after that. We wentightaon to the secret ballot,
and then filed out of the hall. The lobby was aliyetull of Boilermakers who had
slapped down the union officials and forced therndlal an almost immediate
vote “without all the bullshit”, as one Boilermaketd us. If the rest of the unions
had meetings like ours, it looked like we were tezhfibr a strike.

Three days later we found out the result. The emhttad been voted down
by a two-to-one margin. The strike was on. Nowthar real excitement, we
thought.

Ha.

The factories were all shut, so we had no cont&bt most of the workforce.
We went to the picket lines, but they were tinyefidhwas no need for them
beyond a token few people to wave picket signaseanybody drove by. We
went through our contact lists and tried to orgamallies at the picket lines. |
think the first try we got barely more than thiggople. That was a runaway
success compared to our second try. There wasnittch

At Paccar, Peabody and | walked picket duty wigwv8t and Mary, she
came down and walked the line with their new daeigt&he said it would be
good training for the girl, that it would sink int@r bones. Nelsen and Lucky

walked picket duty with the Prez over at the Kertwglant. His wife, Queenie,
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with a house full of kids and a part-time job, didrave time to walk any picket
lines, but she did get away for the first rallyeShdn’t bother after that.

“You guys can waste your time,” she said “Nothingna happen here.”

She was right. Nothing happened at either picketfior the entire strike —
unless you counted the two or three teamsters winedheir trucks up to the
picket line, parked them and handed the keys avarsupervisor to drive across
the picket line. We gave them shit about that,tbey just said, “We don’t cross
picket lines, but we've got to drive up to it oselthey’ll fine our union. Taft-
Hartley outlaws secondary boycotts... Besides, wheafuck difference does it
make? A couple truckloads of steel rods... You thirdt’s gonna break the
strike?

Some strike.

The old-timers from the foundry — even Lem — weve/here to be seen. They
all got it — this wasn’t any kind of duel to theadle, just a temporary lull between
contract votes.

Harry went fishing.

Ron went to Las Vegas. “They got a better qualityack Daniels down
there,” he said.

Lem, at least, stayed in town. When | went by lisde to try to talk him into
walking the picket line with me, | found him worlgron his garden in the back
yard.

“Look at those tomatoes, Fred. Did you ever seetlaatylooked so sweet:”

“They look great, Lem.”

“I'll give you some, when they're ripe. It'll be awle still. This break came at

just the right time — | really needed to put in owork on the garden.”
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“Do you think the tomatoes could spare you fora Feurs while you walked
the picket line with me?”

“Oh, the tomatoes wouldn’t mind, but | don’t knowoait my knees. They
don't like that concrete.”

“We could do the north gate,” | said. “It’s stilldwrt parking lot there.”
“Nobody’s going to go through the north gate,” se@m. “For that matter,
nobody’s going to go through the west or the sgatte either. Do you know what

would happen if you tried to go to work in the foly?”

“What?”

“Nothing. They'd send you home. They don’t want amuble. They're just
gonna sit it out, wait 'til we’re bored, and theffieo the same contract dressed up
a little different. That's how these things go. Yiienickel and dime you to
death.”

Lem was exactly right.

Six weeks later the unions presented a new corftvaetvote. What was
new? Just two things. First, the pay increase wdsaed by five cents an hour.
Second, the employer contribution to the pensiowl fivas increased by one
percent. Depending on how high your hourly wage, was could mean your
total package went up by two cents or down by aapen

“It'll pass,” said Lem.

He was right about that too — because the reallyifstant change in the
contract wasn'’t in the content, it was in how ituMbe voted on. No big
meetings this time. A simple postal ballot wasladit was required by law, and
that was all there would be. We were completelynggg. We had a contact list of

barely over a hundred. Thousands would be voting.
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The contract was accepted on the second vote lsathe margin that

rejected it on the first.
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8. SHANNON

Sex in the Party. Definitely not as free flowingths Sixties revolution-rock-
throwing-hippie days. It wasn't meant to be. Weensoberly working on how to
overthrow the government of the United States ofefioa in a violent revolution
that would take the form of armed insurrection. Bddt of room for Swinging
Sixties sex and drug parties. Then of course, thvaeme — perfectionist to the
point of perversion about any possible partnerarttie same time convinced
deep down inside that | had nothing to offer.

After Annie, | went through another long bout ofilsacy with a couple of
one-night interruptions. The first was Dora. Prefforld class body of the
voluptuous type. Intelligent, but not brilliant. Nibe type-A personality that
attracted me. We had sex once at the end of a tag,ery good party. | slunk
away in the middle of the night.

Then there was Erin. A cool person. | liked heotaaind vice versa. Good
politics. Her dad had worked on the railroad. S hao we had that in common.

We almost got it on back when she was in my calleavhen we were first
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starting out in the Party, but we didn't. Then sleat on to be chair of a new
collective working in the garment industry.

A year or two later, we had sex one night, butaswstill too soon after | had
broken up with Annie, and it was just a lonely fuckhe middle of the night.
Erin said she wanted to get good at it, “it” befagking. | suppose we should
have kept fucking, just to get in lots of practibat | was still torn up about
Annie. Also — this will show how profoundly screweq | was — there was an
image of Erin that | couldn't get out of my head.

Late one night at a summer picnic when we had wirobfood, Erin had run
a knife through a nearly empty mustard bottle dnehicked the mustard off the
knife. Yuck. | hated mustard. So, not a match madeaven, but | liked her a
lot, so it was worth a try.

We lay there in the dark, me smoking a cigaretb@uldn't resist asking,
“What happened, Erin? | thought we were headetddrback when you first
came into the Party.”

“Yeah, | sort of wanted to, but | just couldn'tvds new and you were the
collective chair. It would have felt like a powéirtg.”

| got that. Erin was a strong person. It had tetpeal with her and it wouldn't
have been back then. Now it was too late. Thereth@sustard jar. More to the
point, | couldn't stop talking about Annie.

Erin sympathized with me about Gabe.

“Do you think he was principled about it?” | asked.

“No,” she said.

“Do you think I couldn't work with Annie after thatithout being subjective,

without jeopardizing the work?”
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“No, | think you would have been fine.”

“So you didn't vote to keep me off the May Day coitbee?”

“Well, yes | did.”

“Why?”

“Gabe said you had told Annie you couldn't workhalier.”

“I never said that.”

“Well, | know that now. But | didn't then, and byettime I'd heard your side
of the story, it was too late — the committee haeaaly been set up.”

“I should just put it out of my head and get onhatihe work, huh?”

“Yeah, nice trick if you can do it.”

"Sorry | keep talking about it."

"Fred, I'm sick of Gabe's sexual politics. I'vedtbim if he fucks up one more
recruitment with his sexual imperialism, I'm gonna.

"Sexual imperialism...?"

"Yeah, | made up the phrase myself — so far aoWkmnyway — I'm kind of
proud of it."

"What recruitment has he fucked up?"

"Marlene was the last straw."

"Marlene? He fucked Marlene?"

Not sure of all the different emotions | felt thdealousy, definitely —
Marlene was hot — but | was kind of bewildered tAonie hadn't been in the
Party when she and Gabe first got together, butwstseright on and getting closer
day by day. Marlene wasn't in the same class, @opalitics anyway. | was

surprised that Erin thought she was a possibleitetiut even more surprised that
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Gabe would be so unprincipled. Sex without politigaity — we weren't supposed
to go in for that sort of thing.

“It just pisses me off,” said Erin. “We spent mastliorking with Marlene.
Then Gabe fucked her and dumped her.”

| remembered Gabe telling us how he had been tatkitMarlene and a
bunch of her friends one night, telling them thaincades in the Party were
focused on revolution, not sex, and how that coud@n that some of us went for
long periods — months even — without sex. He tslthaw they were amazed and
just couldn't fathom that anything could be morpamant than sex. We had all
smiled knowingly.

| felt like such a chump.

Six months after we’'d got it on, Erin was in Pantlasent there to organize a
new branch of the Party. | had started workingaaic@r. May Day had long since
come and gone. Annie had brought her sister iredtrty by then — and her
sister’'s housemates as well. They were alreadynigeevhuge impact on our work.
Annie was the most alpha type, the most articutagemost self-confident, but all
four of them were pretty impressive, Shannon esigcivho had been friends
with Annie since grade school. They all made freegdickly; they were good at
sizing up new situations and working independentligy were hard-working and
committed.

The Party had just started organizing in the edeats industry in the Seattle
area. It was a quickly growing sector of the Seattionomy with large numbers
of low-paid workers, most of them women. Annie &émelrest all got jobs in
electronics, and Annie soon became chair of thiectble focused on electronics

work. They also continued their ongoing work in themen's movement.
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The Party was less specialized back then. We wadrked many overlapping
fields that everybody knew everybody. Not gooddecurity — we were trying to
get away from it — but it made for a lot betteriabscene. We still had great
parties, and when the music played, dancing wduddes the walls. | knew
Shannon from a lot of different meetings and dertratisns. We had spent time
laughing and talking. She had a great sense of harirish — or so | imagined.
She danced the way she laughed — heart and soul.

Back then we didn't dance with partners — the whaden would dance. We
imagined we were dancing with the whole world, $pgcial one to one
connections were still made. | don't remember teasion, but | remember the
place. It was a pub on £4nd Pike. | knew everyone there, but all nighgldn
had felt a special connection with Shannon. Wherlights came on at the end of
the night, we all gathered on the sidewalk outsadgnging rides, talking, not
wanting to leave. | reached out and took hold arion's hand.

That was it. That's how we got together. After thaeemed like a steady,
logical progression. | went home with her. We sgbatnight together. We had
breakfast in the kitchen next morning with her revoates. That made it official.
We were a couple. It was nice. Terrible word to, is@mow. It wasn't intense, the
way it had been with Annie — and with Kathleen lbefoer. Maybe you could say
that | wasn't “in love” with her in the blind, pdirt way | had been with them. But
also, maybe you could say it was the first timedlly, truly loved a woman, the
first time | was together with someone long enotgybet past all the glowing

illusions and deal with the real person.
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Shannon was as real as they come. I've never thabght it this way until
now, but | guess she was about the most principéeslon I've ever known. She
lived her beliefs — always. | did most of the time.

| remember the time | sold a car when | was liwvith her. It was a nearly
new Fiat, the closest | would ever come to actualying a new car. But it was a
lemon. One thing after another kept breaking ddvimally, after | had just got
the engine totally rebuilt, | decided to cut mydes. It was a good time to sell a
small, foreign car. The first big oil crisis was{tstarting. Gas prices were
climbing. The day the ad appeared in the newsp#pephone started ringing off
the hook as soon as | got back from work. The &iadtwas from an elderly
couple who were eager to do a trade. They hadder alid-size Ford, not exactly
a gas guzzler, but now that they were retired, ttegded something with really
low mileage. Ten minutes later they arrived. Weadeal. | went back into the
house to get the papers. By then, Shannon was home.

“We made a deal,” | said. “I'll get their Ford aadice wad of cash.”

“How much?” she said.

| told her.

“That's too much,” she said.

“Huh?”

“Did you tell them it was a lemon?”

“I told them | had to have the engine rebuilt.”

“Did you tell them it was a lemon?”

“I told them I'd had to get some other repairs’too.

“Did you tell them it was a lemon?”

“It's a car deal, Shannon. You don't try to talkvdadhe money.”
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“Fred, 'Steal not a needle nor a thread from tloplee’ Remember that?
Chairman Mao... you ever heard of him?”

“Yeah, but it's a car deal...”

“I can't believe this, Fred. You're stealing momf@m a retired couple who
are probably just getting by on Social Security.”

“I'm not stealing...”

| wasn't. It was a car deal. | was just doing adgdeal. But | knew she was
right. | went back outside, told them it was a lemand insisted on taking $300
less for the trade. By the end of the week, it elaar that the rings on the Ford
they'd traded me were shot and the engine would tate rebuilt. They'd loaded
it up with motor honey so it wouldn't blow smoketibafter the deal was done.

“You happy now, Shannon?”

“Fred, you and | are both working full time. Youhlreaking a really good
wage at Paccar, and I'm doing okay. Do you hondsithk we needed that $300
more than they did?”

“No, probably not.”

| had to laugh. The old wheeler-dealers had putawee on me, but it was a
good story, worth at least $300.

“You did the right thing,” said Shannon.

She put her arms around me and made me feel hi#ian dollars... well,
$999,700, at least.

So, sex with Shannon. It was nice. That terriblediaain. Less fireworks
than with Annie, which was already less than witithérine. But for a long time,
it was just a great pleasure to be with her ingway, to get to know her, body

and mind. It was the first time | really got to kma woman's body. | know — |
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was twenty-three years old by then — duh? But entbryone before, things had
been too mysterious or scary or rushed. Shannghtawe basic anatomy, how to
please her, how to put in a diaphragm, and shecwasus about me in ways that
| really liked. | remember her asking if she couldtch me shave. | liked that a
lot. It made me feel like my dad.

It was about six months before we moved in togeth&as the one who
suggested it, but | didn't push it. | remember mveosation with Gabe. We were
driving somewhere. We were on the same road, althesgame place where he
had told me | should break up with Annie. He askedhow things were going
with Shannon.

“We're fine,” | said.

“Good.”

“We might move in together.”

“You might?”

“She's a bit reluctant.”

“I know what you mean,” said Gabe. “So is AnnieeStorries about losing
her independence.”

“Well, it's the next logical step, if the relatidnp is going forward,” | said.
“I've put it on the table. Either it'll happen émion't.”

“Yeah,” said Gabe. “That's about the size of it.”

It felt so false, talking to him like that, like weere both men of the world,
cool, at a distance from it all. The fact is, | v&ifl torn up inside about Annie. |
knew it was over, completely over and would nevartsup again, but | still felt

the ache of loss.
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Shortly after that, Shannon and | were coming bemk a meeting at Gabe's
house. Annie had been there too. We got to talabmut Gabe and Annie. |
realized what was in the air, what | needed to say.

“Shannon, it's you | love.”

Shannon reached out and took my hand. “Thank yghe”said. “I needed to
hear that.”

It was a true statement. | did love Shannon. Buasn't over Annie. Hell, |
wasn't over Katherine. | guess things have evenéthough. Decades later, and
I'm still not over Shannon either.

About a month later, we moved in together. We ratéouse on Beacon
Hill and repainted the inside, top to bottom. | inligve been in love with
Shannon, I'd never painted a room before in my lif@as into the Zen of cracked
plaster and water stains. The house looked fimed@s it was, but Shannon made
it clear that if | wanted to live in the same housth her | had to paint my way
into it. So | painted.

Shannon threw herself into on-the-job organizinglettronics, as did | at
Paccar. But work in the electronics industry folemha different trajectory than in
the metal trades. The industry was entirely noronOn the down side, this
meant there was no protection for workers who stgotb the company, but it
also meant there was no safety valve for discontentinion/company procedures
to absorb the friction, so if a dispute did break, @ could explode into
something really big. As Mao said, a single spauk start a prairie fire.

About this time, a single spark exploded into arprdire at the Farah Pants
factory in the Southwest. The workers there — gaSHicana women — walked

out in a wildcat strike that went on for a coupéaks. We spent a lot of time
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building support for the strike all over the coynincluding in Seattle. It
concentrated questions of race, sex and clasgshanslay the Farah workers kept
on fighting against such great odds was nothingtlean inspiring.

The electronics collective had a lot of succedsuitding support for the
Farah strike. They were able to get quite a fewkexs to come to Party events in
support of the strike. But they were unable toagst kind of shop floor struggle
going — the stakes were too high, and at leastatpoint, conditions weren't bad
enough to take the risk.

Our work at Paccar was almost the mirror oppo¥ite.had a number of
minor successes in shop floor struggles, buildipgauthe huge anti-climax of our
industry-wide strike, but we had little success$unlding support for “outside”
struggles and Party events. Shannon thought trese@ause we didn't push this
side of things enough. We argued about this, nathostile way; we were
comrades after all, and we both wanted the samg threvolution. But the
struggle was intense, and as Shannon moved up iRakty hierarchy, it became a
major topic at executive-level meetings.

You could say most of the progress we made in wtaeding what we were
trying to do as Communists came from re-readingrielVhat Is to Be Donand
finally “getting it”. Then re-reading it again afidally “getting it” for real this
time. Then re-reading it again...

One of the key passages we kept coming back tamssThe Social-
Democrat’s ideal should not be the trade unionetacy, buthe tribune of the
people who is able to react to every manifestation cdutyy and oppression, no

matter where it appears, no matter what stratuntasss of the people it affects...”
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| recognized that we'd been too focused on shap fEsues at the start of our
Paccar work, but | argued that we'd learned fromnoigtakes. We had carried
articles in our newsletter about the Farah stiakeut the fascist coup in Chile —
and we talked about revolution...

“S0?” said Shannon. “What does that mean? Theyaadlutionary

toothpaste.”

Shannon and | were still together when my mothed.dviom kept working
right up until a few months before she died. Ongear at the start, and then
more often towards the end, she would cross thentams from Pasco to Seattle
and stay in the Virginia Mason hospital for radiatireatments. Shannon would
usually come when | visited her, but not alwaydteraall, we were hard core
revolutionaries, working night and day for the riesion. | didn't visit her that
often — once every time she came, at least, bullysuot much more than that. |
never knew what to say to her when we were alooeuld hardly tell her about
my successes in causing trouble at Paccar, eveghlghe knew that's what | was
there for.

But at least | had a steady job. That meant albetr — and | had a steady
girlfriend. Mom could see that behind all the ongarg, Shannon was a down-to-
earth, loving person. Maybe we would have kids.dtre that's what Mom hoped.

Both Mom and Dad had always said that they woulgdlbased with whatever
| did, as long as | was happy. | knew that Dadetéchoped | would be President
of the United States or the greatest philosophérstory, but Mom just wanted
me to have a steady job and a family. At the tinmrilied, | was closer to that

kind of normal life than | ever would be again.
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| was alone with Mom when she died. The rest efftmily had spent all
night with her. I had just got there. Mom was ursmous and not expected to
wake up any time soon, so they went to the cateterget coffee.

Almost as soon as they were gone, Mom woke up,/sayand said, “Am |
dying?”

“Mom, you know you're dying.”

“I mean now. Am | dying now?”

“l don't know, Mom.”

Right then, the nurse came in, saw that Mom wakewaad in pain — by then
she was always in pain — and gave her a shot befitrer of us could say
anything. | didn't understand the significancetpbut Mom did. She knew it
would put her unconscious and that she might nexage up.

“It's not fair,” she said. “I have a right to knaow.

It was the last thing she ever said.

After the funeral in Pasco, we brought her bodykldadRkenton and buried her
next to Grandma and Grandpa in the Highlands oekithg Paccar. Then Dad
and my little brother went back to Pasco to star¢w life without Mom.

Shannon told me how relieved she had been thanltdall apart during the
funeral.

“Why would | fall apart?” | said.

“Some people do.”

By then, things were getting a bit strained betw8kannon and me. We had
got on so well, when | was on swingshift and she armdays, but when | moved

to days too, there was more time to argue. Themgshhkid off, and the Party
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decided to move her to organizing the unemployétink this magnified our
political differences. Her work was all about thredd issues now, and workers
who had been unemployed for a long time were mm@oded to question the
system as a whole. At Paccar, we found that mosteve were reluctant to
jeopardize the possibility of winning on shop flassues by talking up radical
ideas.

| was coming in for more criticism from the Pantygeneral. | recognized the
pattern. I'd seen it from the outside — now | wgsegiencing it from the inside.
Criticism/self-criticism was part of the procesgiod Party. We'd make regular
reports on our work and on our own personal devety. Criticism could be
intense — in fact it usually was — but it was gafigipretty loving too. Unity-
struggle-unity was the ideal. Starting from a Higel of unity, criticism could be
a way of working out differences, getting even ela® each other, and making
our political work more effective.

But sometimes, the criticism would come too claséhe inner person. They
couldn't get it, not because it was wrong, but beeat went too deep. Everyone
in the room would be saying, “You're not dealingnéstly with what we're
saying. You're not being honest. Can't you se@that

And the truth was, no, they couldn't see it. Evéremwthey were trying —
trying so hard their eyes almost popped out ofrthead — they just didn't get
what we were saying.

That's what | was going through now. | was the icbbihe metal trades
collective. Before that, | had been in the leagbipyard work. These were now

seen as sterling examples of everything that weblead doing wrong as a
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revolutionary Party. | could see that. | could geemistakes, but | thought it was
in the past, that it had been fixed. Nobody els¢éherexec committee did.

About this time it became irrelevant. The work stolndown and our whole
collective was laid off. We were assigned to supddferent areas of Party work
until there was an upturn in the employment pictivelsen joined his wife,
Jackie, working with Shannon at the unemploymefic@fLucky was assigned to
work on the newspaper. Peabody was around for @ wfhen he just
disappeared. The last time | saw him was in théyRerok store. | had run into
Joe Diablo, who had been in the shipyard colleatiita me. He had dropped out
of the Party long since, but he still worked with umade some comment —
critical it must have been — that lit his fuse tige.

“I'm not afraid of you any more, Fred,” he yellétive been doing Kung Fu
for five years now. | can kick your ass any timel yeaant.”

Everyone in the book store froze, staring at ysstistood there with my
mouth open. Joe wasn't afraid of me anymore? Whdrhk been afraid? Why?
Before | could think of anything to say — beforeolld even start thinking —
Peabody stepped in, speaking low and quiet, biit antintensity that was kind of
scary, even though he was coming in to defend me.

“I'm shocked — shocked — that you would talk tamencade like that. What in
the hell are you thinking of? Don't you know th#eatience between a class
enemy and a friend — and by the way, which oneg/aune”

Joe apologized. | think he'd surprised himselfyall as everyone else.
Peabody said he had to rush off. Joe and | talked fong time. | apologized to
him for being overbearing as a collective chair.

“I didn't realize I'd been a bully. | didn't meanklie anything like that.”
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“You weren't, Fred. That's not what | meant — phstt sometimes you talked
to me like | was a kid...”

He'd been seventeen at the time. | probably h&dddb him as if he were a
kid. After all, I was an old man of twenty-two kyein.

But now | really did feel like an old man, a hasbef not quite thirty. The
Party didn't assign me a new area of work. Thetytjad me help out with odds
and ends until | could go back into the metal teadidad a lot of time to read. |
got through all ofCapital by Marx. | was amazed at how ed3gpitalwas to
read. Marx would lead you step by step into reddlgp waters, but the process
was so gradual that by the time you got there,omud swim through it like a
champ.

Finally readingCapital was the one bright spot in my life back then.drdpa
lot of time trying to write songs too, but that wast depressing. I'd written some
good songs years before. But then a group fronB#yeArea had come up on
tour. They were such good songwriters. It seemedeaheir songs had
everything — revolution, theory and practice, betded into anthems that made
you want to sing and shout. I'd tried to write ltkem, but | couldn't. | tried again
now. | still couldn't. Shannon said to me, “Whag fParty needs now is songs that
people can sing along with and use to build up tsteength. Why don't you write
songs like that?”

Why doesn't the robin sing like a lark?

It was about this time that the Party became “tayP. I've called it “the
Party” all the way through for narrative simpligityut actually up until this point,
we just considered ourselves a Communist organizalihere were a lot of

different Maoist groups and tendencies that cam@bile Sixties, and strictly



Shooting the Arrow page 215

speaking, a Maoist Communist Party could only beswtered as such once it had
united all possible groups around a comprehensivelutionary program.

For more than half the decade, we had tried tadbthat. | think it’s fair to
say that we hadn’t had much success in unitingther Maoist groups, but we’d
reached the point where it was clear that thismea®r going to happen, and it
was time to move on to the next stage.

The period leading up to the actual formation ef Barty had been a time of
intense discussion about every aspect of the ragalry movement and the kind
of world we wanted to build. Shannon had playedadly strong role in all of this,
and she now moved on to the next higher leveladdeship beyond me. In a
meeting we were both at, she said, “It's kind gbdenting. | know it shouldn't
be, but people are nicer to me now.”

After the meeting she told me, “I was talking abgoa, Fred.”

“I know,” | said. “But | don't think it's true.”

Nicer to her? My last intimate memory of her wamatg home from a party
where I'd flirted shamelessly with some new redpaitely out of her teens.
Shannon had asked me to dance.

“I thought you were tired,” | said — and went faragher drink.

We had sex when we got back to the house. Wefjot bn top of her and
fucked for a few minutes until | came. Then | rdlleff her. | remember the moon
was shining in through the window. I looked ovehat and could see tears in her
eyes.

“Why are you crying?” | said.

She didn't answer.
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| felt... exactly the way | should have felt, budiéin't know how to make it

better.

Not long after this, Shannon came home from a abotrmmittee meeting
and whispered to me, “Come outside, Fred...”

We walked down the street without talking. Whenweze far enough away,
she said, “You know about Peabody?”

Of course | did. The asshole had gone back to teatkér Underground or
some similar bullshit group. They'd done a few bembbbed a bank or two, and
then got shot up at a botched bank robbery in &wdtlOne of them had been
killed. Peabody had been wounded — something mireord then arrested. A
week later, when he was being transported back thenimospital to the county
jail, the rest of his new collective had ambushesiguards, shot and killed one of
them, and made off with Peabody. The cops weresezaus about finding them.

“We think you should disappear, Fred.

“What?”

“You're the one in the Party who was the most djosennected with him.
We think the pigs will be watching you — and kegpnotes on everyone you
come into contact with.”

“You want me to leave town?”

“No, we don't think that's necessary. Just moveaodtbreak off all contact
with the Party. We'll get back in touch with youevihwe think it's safe.”

| packed up a few things and was on my way outitha in less than an hour.
We kissed goodbye at the door.

“Fred, what should | tell my parents?”
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“I don't know,” | said. “I guess you should telletim we broke up.”

She nodded.

| got in the car and drove off. We were living tve tsouth end of Beacon Hill
at the time. | got on the freeway and drove ndr#hould have kept going until |
got somewhere that no one would know me, but | tbekexit to Capitol Hill, my
old hippie home. | drove through the streets aistfefor a while. Then | started
looking for signs that said, "For Rent." | didnfid any, so | parked the car in a
clump of apartment buildings and started going doatoor. | found a building
with a two bedroom apartment for rent.

"Way out of my budget,” | said to the manager. &hs a few years older
than |, dressed in a mid-length skirt and blousey business-like. She seemed a
bit suspicious of me — not sure why — | was prel&an-cut in those days and
dressed to look normal. | guess the disguise wagrking.

"Sorry," she said. "We don't have any one bedrogonsg..." She seemed to
hesitate for a moment.

"All' I need is a room."

"Well, we've got a room in the basement. It's gsink and a bed, but that's
about it. It's too small, really. We haven't renited years."

It was perfect. I'd wanted to be a Trappist monk sésenager. Now | could
find out what it was like. | lived there for almagk months. At first, | went out
only to buy food or to look for work. | read a loftbooks, mostly crime and
science fiction, the complete works of Dashiell Hiaett, Raymond Chandler,
A.E. Van Vogt, Philip K. Dick. | tried to teach mglé jazz guitar.

| stayed off the streets. It wasn't only Party mersld had to avoid. Anybody

who knew me would ask about the Party — that's hias. What would | tell
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them? | couldn't make up some political disagreeamehat would be an attack
on the Party.

Almost the only person | talked to more than ones #he old lady who lived
across the hall from me. She was in the early stafjdementia and didn't
remember me from day to day. Once | came back thenstore and found her on
her back in the garden in front of the apartmeiiding. She had fallen over and
couldn't get back up. I helped her to her feet,itowas difficult because she kept
pushing me away as if | were trying to attack her.

“It's me — I'm your neighbor. I'm just trying tolpg | kept telling her,
pointlessly, since she obviously didn't remember Infigt like crying.

May I was coming up — May Day, International Workers Dawould be
the first time in seven years that | hadn't marckéhl the Party on that day. |
broke my rules and scoured the streets for a postteaflet so | could find out
the route of the march. On Majy,1 climbed up to the second story of the Bon
Marché parking garage so | could watch them maychrithe street below. |
scoured the marchers for Shannon, but | couldnd fier.

Towards the end of my exile, | finally got a jobkimg on the railroad. I'd
applied for a job as switchman on the BurlingtonrtNern a couple months
before. The clerk at the front desk said, “We'e lik hire you. We can see you've
got experience working on the switching tracks &as¢d. But the problem is,
we've got an equal opportunities order againsand,we can only hire women
and minorities.”

“The thing is,” | said, “you've got a class of néxves training out in the yard
now. | talked to one of them on the way up.”

HSO?H
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“They're all white — only one of them's a woman.”

The clerk was young, white and nervous. She lo@kednd to see if anybody
was watching. “Listen, I'm just telling you whaivhs told to say... I'll put you up
at the top of the list if anything comes up. Thatld can do.”

Two months later | got a letter telling me thatrtheras work on a steel gang
in the mountains, if | was interested. It wouldhzed, back-breaking work, and it
paid a dollar an hour less than the job I'd appfadBy then | would have just
about worked for free.

New train track is laid in two stages. A tie gahgpaes the way, flattens it,
covers it with gravel and then embeds the largesote-soaked wooden ties. A
steel gang follows behind nailing down the rail's. &ll done by machinery now —
the days of John Henry are long gone — excepiefoairs: if you're just replacing
a few hundred yards of rail, it's not worth draggout the big machines.

We were doing repairs, so | got to swing the bignireer all day long. It
nearly killed me. Until this, I'd never had a jdtat | wasn't physically up to. It
was almost two weeks before | could get througkraite day without collapsing.

The steel gang was working out of Ellensburg onatther side of the
Cascade Mountains. That meant we would sleep Motidaygh Thursday in a
railroad car parked in the Ellensburg switchingdyd&very morning we would
ride in the back of a truck up into the mountaMsst of the crew were college
age, working on the railroad during the summerebtgition, just as | had done
almost ten years before. | heard one of them sapdther — when they thought |
was out of hearing — “God, he must be almost thiftiywas still doing this at his
age, I'd shoot myself.”

That's about the way | felt.
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Six weeks into the job, the Party got in touch wité in the way we'd pre-
arranged. They reckoned it was safe for me to dose& into the fold. | drove
south to Beacon Hill and knocked on the door. | tiedkey, but | figured |
should knock. Shannon opened the door, but shét tetime in.

“Fred. What are you doing here?”

“I'm back. The Party reckons it's safe now.”

“Yeah, but... what are you doing here?”

“What am I... I'm back.”

“But we broke up.”

“What are you talking about?”

“When you left... You said | should tell my parents twoke up.”

“That was just something to tell your parents.”

“I didn't understand it that way...

“But that's what it was — just a story...”

“Fred, | don't want to go back to the way we wé&r¥e.you?”

“Well, no... Not the way we were, Shannon, but...”

“I can't let you in right now. We're having a maeeti Can you come back

tomorrow? We can talk... and you can pick up tis¢ oéyour stuff.”



Shooting the Arrow page 221

9. BILLY

A few months after Shannon and | split up, | left Party. No big political
disagreements, no fights over line — | was justtiand demoralized and wanted
to be free. | left on good terms with the Party, Wwhen I left, | cut myself off. |
kept working on the railroad until I'd saved up eglo money, then | quit my job,
bought an IBM Selectric typewriter — the same kimg mother had used — locked
myself in a room and wrote twenty pages a day ufinished my first novel.

Science fiction. It was crap. | couldn't standecead it even once. Then |
wrote the first half of a murder mystery, but | hadjive it up because | couldn't
figure out who did it. Then, | bought a pound ofafsalco Gold — so it was
claimed to be anyway — and systematically smokedvany through it, hoping for
inspiration. It didn't come.

Then my Dad died. He'd been out dancing when hetsttbke. The band
had been finishing off a set. His partner thougktas over and started back to

their table, but the band went into a little hathanute sign-off riff, so Dad took
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her hand and said, “Not yet, the music's still pigy Thirty seconds of
jitterbugging, then Dad collapsed. Those were d8$ Words.

It was almost four years to the day since Mom had.dMy brother Billy had
been ten-years-old then; he was fourteen now. fiing he wanted most — aside
from Mom and Dad to be alive — was to finish Jumridggh School in Pasco with
his friends. My big sister Anna was living in Sé&atOur little sister was living in
Portland. They both had children of their own. kviee.

| thought it would be easy. It was, in a way. Bilbpked up to me a lot. | was
the big brother who did cool things. | fought thaipe, went to jail and played the
guitar. Billy had started smoking tobacco and noamja at age eleven — all the
kids in the neighborhood did. Dad had no idead kiaked tobacco by then. |
had gone from two packs a day to zero. Billy gmbging cigarettes the day |
moved in. If only | hadn’t started smoking marijaaagain, Billy might have quit
that too.. | kept on smoking it in Pasco. So did Tt was my second biggest
mistake with Billy.

The biggest mistake was that | didn't love him ggiouHow do you fix that? |
did love him. And I liked him a lot. He was a cdad, smart and funny and
loving. | think | did a good job of taking care loin the year we were in Pasco. |
gave him too much freedom at the start, but | fitteat — | figured out that he
wanted me to discipline him, that he needed to khoared enough to do it.

But what he really needed — it's a cliché, | knbut, true — was a mother's
love. That kind of love anyway. Something deep anshakeable. A rock that he
could stand on, that he knew would always be there.

But | could feel myself pulling away from him, warg to be free. When |

first moved in, | quoted a line from Robert Frashim, “Home is where, when
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you have to go, they have to take you in.” By thd ef the year, | was quoting a
friend's dad, “The law says we got to take cangoaf until you're eighteen. Then
you're on your own, kid.” My friend’s dad was joginSo was I. But not entirely.

At the end of the year, we packed up and moved tma8eattle. We lived in a
big collective house with my sister Anna, her dwar, boyfriend, and two other
single mothers. | thought Anna might give him tledkof love he needed. She
came closer than I, but she had her own young sdrihee active, malignant,
hatred of an ex-husband to deal with.

When Billy was eighteen, he moved out. When he niasteen, | moved to
Berlin. When he was twenty, a cocaine dealer tedtdd shorted caught up with
him and beat him nearly to death with a baseballWaen he got out of the
hospital, he disappeared. For over two years wenbadea whether he was dead
or alive. He ended up in Hawaii, living in a cawaly coming out at night to steal
money for drugs. Narcotics Anonymous saved his Waen he resurfaced, we
were his second family; Narcotics Anonymous wadilss.

Billy says we shouldn't blame ourselves for whagigemed to him — it was his
responsibility. He says guilt is just a form offsadulgence. He gets that from
Narcotics Anonymous. He didn't get much of thath@Ght guilt stuff growing up.
My sisters and | were steeped in it.

| once read a book on acting by Uta Hagen. I, tells the secret of
learning to cry real tears on stage. She says@achihas a secret memory,
something that will always bring us to tears whenthink of it. She warns that
we must keep it secret, or the magic will stop virmgkbut | don't care about that.

My memory is of Billy when he was seventeen. Weenlafing in Seattle

with my sister Anna by then. Billy and | had justem arguing. He ran into his
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room and slammed the door. We were alone in thed)qust the two of us. |
knocked on the door. At first he didn't answemb&ked again.

“Who's there?”

“It's me.”

“Me who?”

“Fred.”

“Fred who?”

| was angry and he was playing silly games. | wal&e/ay. The sweet taste
of freedom. As | left, | could hear him say in aahvoice, “Come in.”

But | kept walking.

He said it again, this time a little louder, “Comé’

| didn't stop. | walked out of the house. Behind ineould hear his voice,

each time a little louder. “Come in... Come inon@ in...”
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10. MAYDAY

Where is the Shah?
Where is the butcher?

Where is the king of kings?

It was a real revolution. Things had gotten so thad people were willing to
die to change them. And they did die. And theyatidnge things. But only for a
while. One divides into two. Communists and Islafoiecdamentalists fought on
the same side to overthrow the Shah and driveh@uttS., but when the first
battle was won, a second one began — and thi lveds lost, the revolution was
defeated.

The first U.S. “hostage crisis” took place in beénehese two battles. It
represented the high point of the first, and thgifo@ng of the second. Islamic
militants broke into the U.S. embassy in Iran ayaktthe embassy workers and

their Marine guards hostage.
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Middle America freaked out. Innocent American Livesre at risk. All over
the United States, anti-lran demonstrations wegardzed. At the University of
Washington in Seattle, over a thousand people ¢ardemonstrate against Iran.
Most of the left political groups in Seattle showezlat the demonstration with
leaflets and newspapers, but they took a long &idke size of the crowd, gauged
its mood, tucked their papers under their coatssiuntk away.

Except for the Maoists. Two women from the Par§hannon and Annie —
quietly and unobtrusively climbed up onto the led§éhe Student Union
Building which overlooked the demonstration. Theyla stack of leaflets and a
battery powered bullhorn hidden in their backpa€ksce they got in position,
Annie took a handful of leaflets and threw themiott the crowd, while
Shannon pulled out the bullhorn and began to speak.

“We support the takeover of the U.S. embassy in. [fhe Iranian people had
every right to take over the embassy, and hereis wh

They told about the Shah’s U.S-trained murder ssjualdout the CIA
engineeredoup d’étatthat put the Shah into power. They told the cromat the
U.S. embassy covered twenty-one acres, that itdnbd so large because it was
thede factogovernment of Iran. As for the “innocent Ameridees”...

“They're part of a terrorist organization that'spppssed and murdered
Iranian people for decades, the U.S. government...”

The organizers of the demonstration went berskay; tried to drown out the
two women by cranking up their own sound systemihoel Party had invested in
a state-of-the-art bullhorn that could just abaaltihts own in a full scale rock
festival. Some of the crowd tried to climb up, gthbm by the feet and tumble

them to the ground, but Shannon and Annie tookstuwne speaking through the
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bullhorn while the other kicked the head of anya® got within grabbing
distance. The organizers began to scream oveotiuspeaker.

“Nuke Iran!”

And then, “Rape the bitches!”

A few people cheered this, but most of the crovatted differently. They
had come to hear about innocent American livesthstkind of garbage — they
shouted down the organizers and then pulled thg @iuthem. The demonstration
became a debate, as other Party members wadethéntoowd with newspapers
and leaflets. Then the Arab and other foreign sttglpined in. The University of
Washington had a large number of students fronMidelle East. At the
beginning of the demonstration, they could only stat of sight — there had
already been attacks on them. But now it was plessiocome out and join in the
argument with firsthand accounts of exactly wh&®.Uoreign policy meant to the
people of Iran, to the Palestinian people, to thepte of the world. The anti-Iran
demonstration had become an anti-imperialist teach-

The next day, the same people tried again to ozgaam anti-lran
demonstration, and again the same thing happerede Tvere fights, there were
arguments, but at the end of the day, the demdiwstraas broken up and turned
into a teach-in.

| wasn't there the first day. Although | had consek from Pasco with my
little brother about six months before, | had conéid to stay out of contact with
the Party. But when | heard on the radio about vaadthappened at the
University, | knew | had to be there. The seconyg dlavas one of the people who
waded into the crowd with newspapers and leaffeisthe rest of that spring, all

the way through the first hostage crisis, we mattdi@wvn the streets chanting...
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Red white and blue

We spit on you

It was nothing like the Sixties. Back then we wenethe winning side. Back
then | had read Mao saying things like:

“A revolution is not a dinner party, it is not wiriig an essay, or painting a
picture. It is nothing so refined or genteel. laigivil war, where one class
overthrows another.”

But even though | knew and understood this intaligty, in my gut |
imagined the revolution as us marching arm in aith tihe masses in their
hundreds of millions against a tiny handful of ¢alists and their pitiful lackeys.

Now the tide had turned, and the Party was goitmtime face of it. All
through 1980, we consoled ourselves with talesoof at the beginning of World
War |, anti-war Bolsheviks were dragged from speakeliums all over Russia
and in some cases literally torn limb from limbdngry, patriotic crowds — but
three years later came the October Revolution.

In the middle of all this, the Party put out a dal demonstrations on May
1%, 1980 that would make May Day the center of corgrsy and front page news
on every newspaper in the country. It seemed akelyplpossibility, but they set
about working methodically to make it happen. Ohtheir big ideas was to
organize May Day Brigades — groups of revolutioemdrawn from a large
geographical area — who would travel up and dowrcthuntry blitzing cities and
stirring things up. The idea was drawn from Maa'stics of guerrilla war — how
to achieve a relative concentration of superiocédn situations where your

overall numbers might be small.
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By the time they got to Seattle, the West Coast May Brigade had already
done plenty of stirring things up, most notabl\Sian Antonio, Texas, where they
climbed up onto the Alamo and replaced the Texate $tag with a red flag. That
got plenty of attention, not just in the U.S. bllitaer Latin America, where the
Alamo wasthe hated symbol of Yankee imperialism.

Now they were in Seattle and making a report oir firet week in the
Emerald City. There was a good crowd gatheredeatbrker Headquarters in
Rainier Valley where the Party based its operatidnsundred, maybe a hundred
and fifty people were crammed into the largish co@m building. Most of the
Party was there, as well as people they workeceblagith. One of the Brigaders,
a large, kind of rough-looking Chicano from somereh@own south, was giving a
speech about their visit to Bethlehem Steel.

“When the whistle blew, and all these white workeame streaming out the
gates, we didn’'t know what to expect. | mean thegnit all white — there was a
chunk of Black and Chicano — but they was mostlyteytand | was kind of
nervous...”

He kind of chuckled and so did we — he didn’t |digle the nervous type.

“I mean there we were, wavin’ all these red flagd gellin’ about U.S.
imperialism and revolution, and they're streaming through the gate, and this
big burly white guy comes up to Charity... | meanums towered over Charity,
he looked like he could just stomp on him with doat...”

We all laughed again. Charity was Shannon's baydrieow. They'd been
together ever since she and | broke up. When theytded the Brigade, he'd
taken a leave of absence from Bethlehem steel asdnavelling up and down the

coast with it. Charity was quiet and reserved, iamaeccably polite as long as you
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didn’t cross him, but we all knew he’d been a stoall killer in Vietham and
was still trying to get over what he’d let the artayn him into...

The Brigader kept on with his story. “And this ggslls at Charity and he
says, ‘Gimme that flag.” And Charity grins and they grins, and he grabs the
flag out of Charity’s hands and he waves it up dusthead and yells, ‘Come on,
guys.” And about a dozen more steel workers joinvitp us and we get into
formation and we march down onto Bethlehem property

“And the workers are streaming past us, and sontieeoh are giving us dirty
looks, but a lot of them are taking leaflets anding their fists in the air, and
some more of them are joining us, and we march tigho the gate and start
shaking it, chanting, ‘We the slaves are here o Ieag live the first of May,’
and the guards are inside and rtbey’re looking kind of nervous, like they're
thinking, ‘What the fuck do we do now?”

Another Brigader stands up, a white woman from|Bodt— | vaguely know
her — and she says, “The comrades at Bethleherhtfatee really done some
good work there. | think we were all inspired.”

There are murmurs of “Right on” from the rest of Brigade. She continues,
“Todd Shipyards was a night and day differencaidss maybe we were all
expecting something similar to happen there...”

Most of the Brigade laughs, like she’s just tolakally good joke. Then they
all sort of take turns telling the story.

“I never seen anything like it.”

“They just come out and jumped us. It seemed tikeais organized.”

“I think it was some kind of fascist group. Theyreall saying the same

phrases, like they learned them out of a book...”
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“They was waitin’ in ambush, | think.”

“They were the ones who got ambushed.”

More laughter, then the first Brigader kind of gathin the reins of the story
again. “We set up a perimeter, so no one couldhigétom the back. We don’t
start anything; we’re just passing out leaflets Hraagitators are takin’ turns
rappin’ out through the bullhorn. But when theyrt&d to attack us, we kicked
their fuckin’ ass...”

“Language, Ray,” said someone.

“Sorry... we defended ourselves aggressively. Itedrimto a full-scale riot,
with them swingin’ at us and us swingin’ back. Aheén other workers started
gettin’ into it on our side.”

“I think there were some long-standin’ grudges gesettled there.” It was
Charity talking now. “People were just throwing dotieir lunch pails and their
coats and getting into it. | heard one old Black gay to one of the fascists, ‘You
racist mother-fucker, | been waitin’ to kick yowgsaall my life.”

“Yeah, | heard that.”

“So did I."

“Maybe we got carried away a bit too.”

“I couldn’t believe it, Ray. You kicked that oneygsihead like it was a
football.”

“Yeah, but did you see what he’d done to Jenny?”

“No mercy,” yelled Charity. A few others joined in.

“I think that gets across the flavor of what hapgeh This was Shannon
speaking. She was the regional head of the Pamytimat Gabe was gone. He'd

come under a lot of criticism from the Party logallI'm not sure why — and he'd
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packed up his bags in the middle of the night &fidfbr parts unknown. He didn't
even tell Annie — he just disappeared.

Shannon was a good choice for spokesperson. Skegstinod the importance
of keeping things focused. That's what she wasgdioane. She was going for the
main point, keeping her eye on the political linand also maybe wanting to cut
off a discussion that could be giving evidencertg police informers that might
have infiltrated the meeting. “It's absolutely righat we defend ourselves
whenever we're attacked,” she said. “But the mmgtdrtant thing is to remember
why we’re there — to put out a revolutionary pale,alternative to the Capitalist
system. We know there’s people in the shipyardsiarkplaces all over the
country, who maybe don’t have a scientific analylsid who hate the system
they're living under...”

It was at this point in the meeting that | got adraway. | leapt to my feet
and said “Damn right!” And | gave my own speechwhdmw | had worked at
Todds off and on for years, and how the shipyareiseviull of revolutionary-
minded workers.

| was thinking particularly of my old union, theifcalers. It was full of
Black and other minority workers and Capitol Hilbpies who had been active in
the anti-war movement. But the rest of the shipyardns, even though they
were predominantly white, had some pretty righpeaople too.

It was an easy speech to make then. | wasn't wgiif odds. | wasn't
working anywhere. But a week later | would finadjgt sent out on the new job I'd
been training for ever since | got back to Seattigter-burner-tacker in the
Boilermakers Union. And it was to Todd Shipyardstthwould be sent.

The first time | was sent out just as a burneastéd two nights.
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Night number one, | was part of a gang of burnatsrg something from
underneath the hull of a tanker. No idea what &.\Wide ship was propped up on
blocks on the dry-dock and we were spread out utidelblades of the offending
gizmo. Supervisors and foremen all around, justditey there watching us. | had
a bastard of a time trying to get the burn stariée: blades were half an inch
thick. The way it's supposed to work, you get eidiedge of the metal white hot,
then sparks start flying and the tip of the flarteets cutting through the metal. |
couldn’t seem to get the sparks going. Insteacheflitle point, | had the whole
damn end of the blade white hot — it was just albeatly to melt off — before the
flame finally started cutting. All the brass watofjime. My first time on the job. |
wasn’t about to stop for anything. When the blotigpiid metal dripped down on
my arm, | just kept going. | could smell the cotfrmy jumper burning. Then |
could feel it burning into my arm. | kept going.

It reminded me of my first job on the railroad. Thoegh guys would play
chicken with cigarettes. They'd face each otheroiae forearm parallel with the
other guy’s, then place a lighted cigarette inghmove between their forearms.
The really tough guys would have cigarette-lengtéliethg scars along their
forearms. | was never tough enough — or dumb eneugtplay the game. Now |
realized | could have been a champ. When | got hicimek four aspirins and ran
cold water over the burn for about an hour. It kg hell, but it looked like it
would heal on its own.

The next night they had me working with a fittedanwelder on the inside of
the tanker. We were in the bottom of the hold ie ohthe storage compartments.
They were going to weld some new shelving ontarikle of the hull. But first |

had to cut away the old shelving. | did — but batsit an inch wide hole in the
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hull. You could actually see the harbor lightskicing on the outside through the
hole. It looked kind of cool, | thought.

They didn't.

So | suppose it’s kind of amazing there even wsascand time. But the first
time they didn’t fire me for being incompetent atahgerous, they just laid me
off as if the work were finished. The second tingaine out on the dayshift as a
fitter — a job for which | was even less qualifi&dtter-burner-tacker is the full
designation. So | was supposed to be a competem¢ibd plus | was supposed to
read blueprints, cut the metal into the right-sipextes, then spot-weld it together
to wait for a production welder to come along areddithe seams. Basically a
fitter is a carpenter who works with metal instefavood. The problem was that
| had no talent, interest, or experience as a céepef any kind.

My first assignment as a fitter was to weld a stémt onto the top deck of a
new-build ship. An easy job. I just had to measupgece of a long metal
cylinder, cut it off at more or less the correcqd — less, as it turned out — then
tack it onto the deck at a 90-degree angle. | dieven have to measure the deck
to put it in the right place — it had already bessrked out for me.

Unfortunately, | broke the cardinal rule of fittinglways step back and smoke
a cigarette before you do any final tacking. ladrsmoked that cigarette, | would
have noticed that the stanchion came “straightdffiphe deck at about the same
angle as the Leaning Tower of Pisa.

| had to burn the stanchion off and start again¢ctvhdid — unfortunately
gouging a hole in the deck about the size of treel@hgouged in the other ship’s

hull on swingshift. Just then the leadman cameolgheck on me.
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This time | wasn’t even laid off. It was a busy yeathe shipyards and the
hiring halls were empty, so the standard of incampee you needed to get
dumped was beyond even my formidable qualificatidime leadman just took
me off that job and gave me a different job, igiciof— or so he thought.

He put me in the bridge. | was supposed to cutl@ihahe forward bulkhead,
where the windscreen would go. The lines were nthckg. The metal saw was in
place. | mostly just had to push the start buttoh leeep the saw blades from
burning out. | didn’t quite get the principle inved. Half a dozen burned out
blades later, he took me off that job and set medrk with an experienced fitter
and a production welder as a sort of a water boy.

The reason | mention all this is that it shows whateak position | was in
when the trouble started. The bottom line for pafproduction organizing is to
be reasonably competent at your job — not a kiss-dmit good enough so nobody
else has to carry the load for you. Of course,$nitaat the shipyards to organize
anybody. Even though | was supporting the Parttheroutside, | had taken this
job just so | could earn enough money to quit grehd some more time locked in
my room, smoking dope and writing.

But what was I thinking? | knew the May Day Brigdul been there. | knew
the Party was coming back. Obviously, the shit g@ag to hit the fan, and |
would be right in the middle of it.

A week into my second job, working in a new uniaith no friends, with an
almost total lack of competence, | came into wakKyeFriday morning and found
Tony Mazola and three other comrades selling theoR&onary Worker in the

shipyard parking lot.
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They were being harassed by some of the fascists; Was backing away
from three of them. When he tripped over the adéhtiracks that ran through the
lot, they closed in. | ran up to Tony and stoodussn him and the fascists. They
backed off and tried to circle round to get at lfiom the other side. There were
about a dozen fascists trying to close in on the paper sellers. They would try
to close in on one or two of the paper sellerspuld get between them, and they
would back off. | couldn’t figure out exactly whatas going on. Why were they
backing off from me. Did | look tougher? Hardly. ke it was because | was
obviously a shipyard worker like them.

As the stream of workers going into the shipyahdsriied out, the fascists got
bolder. They closed in for a fight. Since they auribered us, we backed in
between some parked cars so they could only get ahe or two at a time. Two
of them got Tony on the ground. | pulled one offl &imnen grabbed the other one
by the scruff of the neck. He turned away from Tang bit my thumb. | mean he
really went for it. He got his teeth around theeébakthe thumb and tried to bite
the fucking thing in two. | grabbed him by the hamnd yanked as hard as | could.
He opened his mouth and yelled.

“Hey! Quit pullin® my hair!”

And | let go.

It was an instant reaction — | did it without thimgg — but | couldn’t fucking
believe it! He had been trying to bite my thumb, affid | let go of his hair as if |
were embarrassed to be caught fighting dirty.

By now there were only a few of the fascists arousdit was only seconds to
the final whistle. The rest of the fascists staftedding for the gate. | turned to

Tony. He had one newspaper left. The front wasedpp half.
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“Gimme that fuckin’ paper,” | said. | took it offilm and marched through the
gate. Two of the fascists were following me. 'és¢hem around. They were
both in the Pipefitters Union. That figured — thghwest paid, the most reactionary
union in the yard, full of company men. They weoghba few inches taller than
me. One of them was clean shaven and goofy looRihg.other had long hair
and a long bushy beard — he looked like an extna @ ZZ Top video.

The ZZ Top extra saw the newspaper in my hand aitl ‘Are you one of
them?”

“You damn fucking right,” | said.

It was totally illogical — I'd seen him as parttbk fascists — but the long hair
and beard made me half-trust him.

“He’s one of them,” said ZZ Top to the goofy-loogione.

“Yup,” said Goofy. “There’s gonna be a lot moretloém.”

When | got inside, there were another half dozethe waiting for me.
They came at me from all sides and angles. A cainpésv punches that | was
able to deflect, but then all of them managed tecageand on me. | couldn’t
move, | couldn’t even twist my head. | could onlink when the fist came up out
of the sky and smashed into my face.

“You're gonna get us all fired,” | yelled. Talk atlnioa lame comment. | could
have called them cowards. | could have told them tloickenshit they were. |
could have sunghe Workers Flag Is Crimson Rezhything but that stupid
comment. But | guess it did the trick. They allne® go and melted away.

| reported in to the leadman. He sent me to thegdioed to check out some
equipment. By then my eye was already swelling passed Goofy on the way

to the shed.
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“Nice one,” he said, as if he’d personally donewwek himself, rather than
just holding me while someone else did it.

“What are you grinning about, Goofy — you didn'vgjiit to me.”

That's what | should have said — or somethingitikebut | just walked past
him in stony silence. There was a long line whentlto the tool shed. While we
were waiting, the talk turned to the Iran Hostagsi€.

“We oughta just go in there and bomb the fuck duhem,” said someone.
“Go in and take over the whole damn country.”

“How old are you?” said the guy next to him. “Yoarct look old enough to
have been in Nam. Were you?”

“‘No.”

“I was. And | don’t never wanna see another war.”

“Amen to that,” said someone further up the linéod think it'd be easy?
They'd be fighting for their own country. That maka big fuckin’ difference.
You'd know that if you'd been in Nam.”

My head was starting to look like a balloon by néat no one was looking at
it or saying anything directly to me. Still, the @b conversation felt like they
were talking about me — or to me. | don’'t know hibmw word had spread that fast,
but it felt like it had, like the first guy was atkking me personally, and the other
two guys had come in on my side. | should have samething. Wasn't this the
chance to wave a red flag? But | just stood theralmand frozen.

When | got back to the ship with the equipment,|&aeman looked at my
eye and asked me if | wanted to go home. | sai®abby the time noon rolled
around, | couldn’t see at all out of one eye amddther was starting to close up. |

figured I'd better get home and put some ice on it.
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| was staying in the collective house then withlittke brother, my big sister,
her son, her boyfriend, and a few other peopley®lehought | should see a
doctor. | wasn’t going to go, but my head and thumelbe starting to throb in
counterpoint, so | went into the night clinic atu®ry Doc. They checked out my
eye — it wasn’t damaged — my nose — it wasn’t brdkey didn’t seem too
worried. They just told me to keep it on ice foe theekend. Then | mentioned
my thumb had been bitten, and they freaked out.

They spent about half an hour cleaning it. Thewy tieeve me a couple shots,
tetanus and something else, antibiotics, | guess.

“Outside of a few snakes,” the doctor said, “thestraiangerous animal bite in
the world is the human. If the throbbing doesrdpstif you see any streaks of red,
get back in here right away.”

Since all this happened on a Friday. | had two dayscover — and to piss
myself worrying about what it was going to be lde& Monday. Saturday night |
had a date, the ex-wife of an old friend. It didmcur to me to cancel just
because | looked like a walking train wreck. | slkdchave. Everybody stared at
both of us. It was a long night for her — for me tebut nothing compared to
Sunday night with Monday morning coming up fast.

Monday morning | got up early and ran a couple sniteough Ravenna
Ravine. | remembered a James Bond story where, ikigdve was going to have a
tough downbhill ski race for his life, he did a f@wsh-ups the night before to get
in condition. At the time | thought, “How stupideither he’s fit or he isn’'t. A few
push-ups aren’t going to do anything but tire hum.'0But now | was doing the
same thing with the same pointlessness. The rurthdigt even undo the knots in

my stomach.
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By the time | got back and had breakfast, the Luvap pulling up on his
motorcycle. That was my ride.

The trip to the shipyards took either an hour ahdlaby bus or half an hour
by car. | didn’t have a car, so | had advertisedafoarpool. The only answer | got
was the Lump with his motorcycle. | thought of hasithe Lump because the
closest thing | ever got to a conversation with nes a series of unintelligible
grunts. He had one word in his vocabulary: “whatév@od, how | hated that
word. When it enjoyed a resurgence of popularitgrtty years later, | found
myself wanting to rip out the throat of every tegeral met.

As | walked up to the Lump and his motorcycle, $tgeed at my eye — in
case he hadn’t noticed. “I had some trouble laistalyr Some fascists jumped me
because | was wearing this May Day button.”

| gestured to the big red May Day button on my cBafore Friday, no one
had particularly noticed it. Now it was hardly nssary. “Did you read the leaflet
| gave you Thursday?”

Grunt.

“What do you think of them taking over the U.S. Eas$y in Iran?”

Grunt.

“A lot of people think it was wrong, but | thinkely had the right to do it,
because the U.S. had been the de facto governméaniever since the CIA
coup in the Fifties.”

“Whatever.”

“Are you bothered about me still riding with you?”
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Another grunt — plus he held out his hand for mgklg contribution to the
gas fund. I climbed on the back and we headeddtfie¢ shipyards, me dreading
what was in store.

Fear. That's all. Nothing more. For the rest oftinge | was at Todds, |
wasn't shot, kicked, stabbed or beaten up. Nobatiyé again. Not once. But |
got up each morning with fear tying my stomach kiots. | rode into work
sitting behind that asshole on his motorcycle. lked through the ship, picking
up parts and delivering them to teams of boilermakeattered through the tanks
and holds. | was a walking opportunity for an anfbusnd there were plenty of
threats, seldom first-hand, usually something I[fkmn’'t go down there. They're
waiting for you — | heard them talking.”

There were a few confrontations. The one | remerttiebest took place on
the main deck amidships. The space between thédéadkand the edge of the
ship was narrow. It was completely deserted eximepte, headed aft, and this
other guy who popped up out of nowhere.

“You're the Communist,” he said.

“That’s right.”

“You were never in Nam, were you?”

“No. Were you?”

“Yeah.”

“Then you should know they were fighting for theidependence. We were
the ones invading their country.”

“You ever had a buddy die in your arms, leakingoblout of a bullet hole?”

“No.” Later | would wish | had come back with sormieig like. “Did you ever

see a buddy spitted on a row of rebar that the emyppvas too cheap to cover
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over? Did you ever watch him die with blood bubglwut of his mouth, asking
you to tell his wife he’d be late from work — whilee foreman was telling
everyone else to clear out and get back to work?”

Well, actually | hadn’t seen that either. It realig happen at a job | was
working on back in Pasco, but | hadn’t been theas tlay. I'd stayed home to get
stoned. On the other hand, who knew if this guy énaet been to Nam@ietham
Veterans against the Warere constantly running into “Vietham veterans”owvh
had fought in imaginary army units in imaginaryqas.

He asked me about the May Day demonstration, avaklkind of puzzled
because it almost seemed like a real questionhkkeas thinking about going.

“And that's a May Day button you're wearing?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you mind if I look at it?” He reached out tdt it an angle that made it
easier to read. He studied it for a moment, thengped it off of my shirt. Then
he sort of rocked back on his heels — waiting fertmjump him, | guess.

“That’s okay,” | said. “I've got another one in nppcket.”

| sort of felt like | should leap on him, beat hima pulp and take back the
button while he lay helpless and semi-conscioutherdeck — or at least pin a
second May Day button on my coat and dare himke tlaat one off me — but it
was a 200 foot drop from the deck to the launch-aay there were no witnesses.
We stood there, staring each other down for anatteuate or two, then he shook
his head and walked off back in the direction hesche from.

| felt like I'd failed another test. Not that Iehld have fought him — that

would have been stupid and pointless — but thatld¢otton wool in my brain and
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couldn’t think fast enough to say what needed tedd, couldn’t think clear
enough to make it sound like real thinking andjast rhetoric.

Later that day, two guys came up to me. They wetmg, about my age, in
the same union, | think. They started asking mestjores. Was | really a
Communist? Didn’t | care about freedom? Did | ng#lllink people were free in
China? Would | want to live there? | talked aboigtiam, about imperialism,
about how the freedoms we had here were purchasedbdod spilled in other
parts of the world: it was safe to give us a freeeybecause the U.S. was
relatively prosperous, but that prosperity restedh® superprofits that came from
our economic and military domination of half thelgg. | told them that the U.S.
had troops in over 100 countries around the world.

“If you feel that way,” said one of them, “what areu doing here?”

“What do you mean?”

He slowed down his speech and spoke louder, aswidre talking to
someone who didn’t quite know the language. “Wte/yyu working here?”

| forget exactly what | said... something inane lik&ell, I'm not
independently wealthy. | have to work somewhere.”

They both shook their heads, like they were womagifi | was dishonest or if
| could really be that stupid. It wasn’t until Itgoome that the penny dropped. We
were building warships at Todd Shipyards at theetithe latest high tech version
of a Naval Destroyer Escort, and we were gettingd fap dollar to do it. They
were asking the obvious question: if | was so opdds the U.S. military, wasn't
| being a hypocrite to work there?

It took me that long to understand the questionabse I'd spent so many

years as an activist where of course | would waorglaces like Todds — because |
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was trying to organize them for revolution. But nbwas just there for myself. It
was a big money job that would let me work a mimmwoumber of hours per year
so | could spend a maximum amount of time writing.

| still didn’t think | was a hypocrite. Maoists did think in terms of living a
pure life where the key to doing the right thingswafraining from doing the
wrong thing. It wasn’t possible to live in an imjadist empire but not be part of
it. It isn’t a question of what you aren’t doingitnbut of what you are doing to
overthrow it. Still even by that standard | wastfyrelose to the line. | was
wearing a May Day button and talking about revaolutevery now and then, but |
was pretty much out for myself now.

All these years, I've thought the reason | wasswticulate, so unwilling or
unable to stand up on a table in the lunch roomyaticat the top of my voice,
“This is what | stand for and what | believe inydu don't like it, fuck you,” that
the reason | didn’t do this was just pure fear. Ba | don’t think that was the
reason, not the main one anyway. I'd been scarkmdoe maybe not quite so
scared for quite so every minute of the day — tabbéen scared. The real
difference was that | wasn’'t committed anymore. fésg as one is a monk, one
goes on tolling the bell...” | was too stubborn aad &shamed to chicken out in
front of all my former comrades, so | had loweregllmead and was trying to push
through it without backing down. [ still believed the cause, but mostly | just
wanted to live long enough to finish my next plawas sure that would be the
one that would prove | was a real writer, thatdmiajust dropped out to watch
T.V.

Hard to imagine a more dangerous way to play tluatson. Because the

thing is, there were plenty of people who wereingjlto support me — they
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reached out more than once — but | was too scarédp uncommitted to really
go for it.

| started eating in the cafeteria because | hadadle any friends yet, and it
was safer than eating alone. The first day, | eatrdat a nearly empty table. As it
started to fill up, the talk turned to the confratiins at the plant gate.

“It kind of pisses me off,” a young white guy wadking. “The papers make
it look like we’re all a bunch of fucking rednechere.”

“I know what you mean,” said a hippie-looking gypung, white, a short
beard and long hair tied back in a pony tail. “Tinéaws were over from Spokane
this weekend. They were asking me if | was in anfighting.”

“The thing is,” said a young Chicano right acrassrf me, “there are some
A-1 fucking rednecks working here.”

“Amen,” said the hippie-looking guy.

“The crew | was with this morning,” said the Chicafwe started talking
about Iran. | was saying, ‘You know, it's their kilgg country, why don’t we
leave 'em alone.” And one of them says, ‘As fat’asconcerned, that’s our oil
there, we ought’a just go in there and take it.& $hook his head. “That’s our
oil...” What do you say to an asshole like that?”

It was obvious they knew who | was. Besides weattwegMay Day button, |
was still sporting a black eye and a swollen faee made me look like a
cathedral gargoyle. But | didn't join in the consation. | just kept eating my
lunch in silence. My tongue was frozen with feadtidn’t speak out unless | was
in a situation that forced me to talk.

Later that same day | was sent down into a compantin the foc’sle to

make a delivery. Outside the compartment, a pieefdtopped me.
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“I wouldn’t go in there if | was you,” the pipefét said.

“Why not?”

“They were talking about you... about what they’celilo do to you.”

| didn’t like the way he looked, like he was enjuyiit, warning me, trying to
scare me — carrying coals to Newcastle, if he &nbw.

“I'll keep that in mind,” | said, and swung operetport.

It was a large compartment. There were half a dgoss working in it, most
of them boilermakers — and a couple sheet metdtevsr | dropped off the
welding rods. They said, “Thanks.”

No big deal — except that | noticed one of the shestal workers was eyeing
me fixedly. When | started for the door, he stepipeftiont of me.

“You're that Communist, aren’t you?”

“That’s me,” | said. He was young, short and scraviout he looked kind of
angry.

“You disgust me,” he said — loud enough to make sweryone in the
compartment heard. He was playing to the gallddn you know what it’s like in
Russia? Do you have any idea?”

| started to answer, but he cut me off. “My grandimeo was born in Russia.
She risked her life to get out of there. We havVatirees that are still stuck there,
that can’t get out, that are in fear of their lnesause of the way they treat
Jews.”

“I don’t think Russia is a Communist country,” iga‘lt was — there was a
real revolution there, but...”

He cut me off again. “Why don’t you go back ancelihere,” he said. “You

people disgust me. As far as I'm concerned, angtthat happens to you here,
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you got it coming.” Then he stormed out of the caniment before | could say
anything more.

The other sheet metal worker said, “Mike’s kinceatitable. He takes all this
stuff pretty seriously.”

| gave a little speech before | left — about thetaration of capitalism in the
Soviet Union, about why | thought things were diéiat in China, about why |
supported the Cultural Revolution... They mostly peint back to work and sort
of pretended not to hear.

The next day, | had another delivery to make tosdiae compartment. The
young sheet metal worker was there again.

“Hey, can | talk to you for a minute?” he said. higticed the look | gave him.
“No, no... It's nothing like that. | just want to tato you for a minute.”

“Okay.”

“I told my grandmother last night what I'd saidytou, and she tore a strip off
of my hide. She said that just because | didn’eagvith you, that | should respect
that you were standing up for what you believeAind that the way you were
being ganged up on by some people here in the atiipyvas the same kind of
shit that we’ve had to face down through the abghes.. she didn’t use that word
— shit. Anyway, so... | want to apologize. | don’reg with what you're saying,
but... | apologize.”

He held out his hand. | shook it.

| don’t remember what | said. All | can remembewlsat he said and how
surprised | was. He’'d made a point of saying framt of the whole compartment,
so everyone who'd been there yesterday when hegdrap me could hear him

apologize and see him shake my hand. | wish I'dAmbis grandmother.
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Meanwhile, the Mayday Brigade had worked their Wwagk down the West
Coast. They were in LA now. Wednesday, we hearthemews that Damian
Garcia, one of the three May Day Brigaders whodiexbed up on the Alamo
and raised a red flag, was stabbed to death imreola East LA. Denny, another
of the three, was stabbed almost to death at the sae. It was an obvious
police hit done under the guise of a gang attack.

| hadn’t actually met Damian when he was in Seastbat didn’t hit me as
hard as those who had eaten and slept and mardatretdim, but we were all kind
of in shock. Not surprised though — the attackh@press and on the streets just
kept getting more intense every day.

That Thursday was the next and final big rallysoileg the shipyard gates.
When the Lump picked me up in the morning, | talt hwouldn’t be riding with
him anymore. | said | didn’t think it was fair taifphim in jeopardy over a
political cause he didn’t necessarily support, smuld take the bus from now on.
| was hoping for some kind of a response from lsomething more than a grunt,
and | got one. He said, “Whatever.”

| ate lunch that day with a Capitol Hill hippie vkarg as a burner in the
Boilermakers. He was out on a short call. He’'d giatted work that Wednesday
and today was his last day. He wasn’t driving hifpgeit he was pretty sure the
guy he rode with wouldn’t mind giving me a ridefasas Capitol Hill. | could get
a direct bus from there.

Why would | need a ride if | was going to be at thly? Surely someone
there would have given me a ride. Of course theylevdut | wasn’t going. I'd

received enough threats over the past two weeks fwetty sure that when the
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fighting broke out, I'd be the main target. | ditwant to be the target. In other
words, | was chickening out.

We were late getting out through the gate. Not hyiae — | wanted out of
there as fast as possible. | could see the redDdgybanners up ahead. There was
a large crowd of shipyard workers swirling arouhdm. | kept the hippie
between me and the banners. | wasn’t sure who t dids’t want to be seen by —
the neo-Nazis or my comrades. When we got to thekjhe introduced me to the
guy who was driving.

He’d already heard of me. He looked at my blackaye said, “The price
you pay for being an honest man...”

| felt oddly comforted, like my dad had said he wasud of me. He dropped
off the anarchist on Capitol Hill. Then he drove atlehe way back to the North
End.

“Too bad I'm going on vacation,” he said. “Otherwiid give you a ride
every night.”

He didn’t say anything about giving me a ride whengot back. | think we
both knew | wouldn’t last that long.

That night, there was a big meeting at the Workister. Everybody was
buzzing about the fight at Todds. As | wanderediadathe hall before the
meeting, people would come up to me and say thHikgs“Fred, you're alright! |
didn’t see you there. | was worried.”

No one was accusing me of not being there. It lehla violent, confusing
scene — they all just thought I'd been in a diffeéneart of the crowd. | didn't lie. |
said I'd gone straight home without stopping. drdt seem to me like they really

took it in. Nobody denounced me for cowardice. Thusy nodded and started
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talking about everything that had happened, fileagh other in on the details —
no one knew them all.

At first the demonstration had spread out, sellieg/spapers and passing out
leaflets. Of course a lot of the workers just stred by, anxious to get to their
cars and get home, but a good sized crowd stuakdrtm check things out. Then
the fascists had come out and started attackingremyho was isolated from the
main body of the demonstration. Most of the le&dlest got back to the main body
and formed a defense perimeter, but not everyomerelwere clumps of fighting
breaking out all over the parking lot.

The workers who had joined in and defended thedastonstration didn’t
this time. Their defense had mostly been basedeaergl principles or active
dislike for the fascists, but they weren’t down éofight outside the shipyard gate
every other week. So the demonstration had theacterof outside agitators
versus the local fascists. The demonstrators wedgaply outnumbered by the
fascists. It was hard to tell — there were a hushdremore workers milling
around, but most of them were just spectatorsjtamdsn’t clear where their
sympathies lay.

The West Coast May Day Brigade was long gone nod tle percentage of
demonstrators who could really handle themselvesfight was a lot lower than
before. They held their own, but they were graguladling beaten back. The
fascists were more organized this time. They wie gutless. If the odds were
three to one, they would wait for better odds. Bben the better odds came, they
really went for it.

It was a confusing situation. The fog of war, | gsi¢hey call it. Most of the

demonstrators ended up inside the perimeter iaralstf with the fascists. But
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some were still out in the crowd, talking, sellpgpers, handing out May Day
leaflets — or fighting. Mika, who was an obviousgiet — small, female, Asian —
was out on her own the whole time, rapping a mitéraute, talking to the crowd,
asking them questions, getting them to talk backake of the mouth — nobody
laid a hand on her. Others hadn’t been so lucky.

Nelsen probably got the worst of it. He had beewocked to the ground and
kicked around a bit but fought his way back upitofeet. Then he saw Annie
knocked to the ground. He jumped into the clumfas€ists that were starting to
kick her and swung his picket sign like a basebail Nelsen was quite an athlete.
He hit a home run on some guy’s nose, and the gunt down like he’d been
pole-axed. That gave Annie time to get away, busé&ewas knocked to the
ground again and kicked unconscious. Mack and swirttee other Vietnam vets
organized a flying squad and started pulling th@ggflers back into the main
perimeter. By the time they got Nelsen inside, las wonscious but didn't seem to
be entirely aware of his surroundings.

As the crowd thinned out, it became a straightfedia@nfrontation between
the demonstrators and the hardcore fascists. Mesanothing to be gained by
staying any longer. The tactics of evacuation heghlplanned out ahead of time.
Most of the demonstration dispersed gradually ougs of two or three, until
there were less than a dozen, mostly Viethnam eétsAt that point, two cars
came speeding round the corner, slowing down pustigh for the vets to jJump
into the moving vehicles.

It would have been a clean getaway except for bimgt Harbor Island was a
traffic bottleneck at rush hour. There were twqghrds, a large flour mill and

assorted small businesses all trying to exit tlEmdson one road at around the
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same time each afternoon. The two cars sped awaytfie Todds gate, leaving
the fascists in the dust, only to come to an abinafitwhen they hit the tail end of
the traffic jam.

The fascists caught up with the second car whileai still stuck there. They
kicked at the car, but it was an old junker — youldn’'t make it much more of a
wreck without sledgehammers — so they starteddk itoThe vets were pinned
inside, unable to do anything, as the rocking nmobiailt up to the point where it
looked like the car might be tipped over. Mack westde. He said you could see
the fascists kind of hesitate for a moment, likeytivere thinking... this is pretty
serious, are we really gonna do it? Then they @ekcidhey bounced the car up
onto two wheels — it almost went over. On the rmxince it would. But just then
the traffic ahead cleared, the driver floorboardednd when the car rocked back
onto four wheels, it shot forward and out of thdree end of an eventful
afternoon.

The mood at the Workers Center that night was upkseerall, the
demonstrators had gotten the worst of the fight gveryone had survived more
or less intact, and the Party didn’t do pessimism.

Shannon gave the keynote speech for the evening.

“Today was a great victory for revolutionary intationalism...”

General laughter, as someone — | think it was Melssaid, “I don’t know if
my bones can take another victory like this one.”

Shannon laughed too, but then she went on. “I tighy it was an easy
victory. But it was a real victory. And it was anportant victory. This year is a
crucial turning point in the U.S. The ruling clasgrying to turn back the tide of

the great victories that were won in the Sixtied aarly Seventies. They're trying



Shooting the Arrow page 253

to use the revolution in Iran and the takeovehefl.S. embassy as a rallying cry
to change public opinion back to when they had &enoo less free hand to invade
any country where their interests were threatened.

“But they're in for a big disappointment, because genie has been let out of
the bottle — or rather, the genie has fought itg wat of the bottle — in this
country — with marches and picket lines and figipimthe streets, and yes, even
dying. And the courage of the Vietnamese peopl® fwhght the most powerful
army in the world to a standstill, will not soon floegotten.

“But things never stay the same in this world. Eitthey go forward or they
go backward. And that’s why this May Day and thendastrations leading up to
it are so important. We have to show the way fodv&ur numbers are few, and
we can do little entirely on our own. But we wiver be alone, as long as we
have the courage to hold up the red flag of revatuand tell the truth about
imperialism.

“There are millions of people in this world, who ynaot have a scientific
understanding of imperialism, but they know itheir gut, and they hate what it
has done to them and their loved ones, and theyhaat it's doing to people just
like them in the rest of the world — and they drezm better world, but they
don’t see how that could ever happen. Don’t undenase these people. Don’t
underestimate their idealism. Don’t underestimhértcourage. The world is full
of people who would lay down their lives if theyutd see a way to change the
world and give their children a real future.

“And that’s our job, to be a rallying point for & people, to show them that
they’re not alone, that we are a Party that isafi@id to go up against

imperialism right here in the belly of the beasid @hat if they join us, we have
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the tools, we have the science of Marxism-Leninitrged in life and death
struggles all over the world... If they join us, wandouild a revolutionary
movement strong enough to tear down imperialismianid a new world.

“On to May Day!”

We all leapt up and chanted “On to May Day! On tayMDay!”

The next day was Friday, April 25, the day Presidearter announced that a
secret attempt to rescue the Iranian hostages,r&bpe Eagle Claw”, had failed
before it ever got off the ground. A helicoptersirat a remote staging area in the
desert had caused the mission to be aborted andosathe lives of eight U.S.
military. Word leaked out in the early hours ofday morning, long before the
official announcement.

Maybe that was the trigger. Maybe it was just fwHop on the previous day’s
fighting. Whatever — as the Lump would say — thokethe guys who had
ratpacked me the week before were waiting out$idegate. They were wearing
football helmets and carrying club-length pipesey kvere waiting by the bus
stop, waiting to see who got out — clearly the Lumagd been talking.

Fortunately, the three ratpackers were busy plagrtge small group of
workers gathered to watch, so they didn’t noticelmo&ing out the window as
the bus pulled up. I slid down in my seat out ghsiand stayed on the bus. When
it got to the next stop on the other side of thenid, | got out.

Now was the time to decide. Should | go to work®uld easily sneak
through the back end of the parking lot and getithout being noticed. No, |
headed in the other direction, towards the tavetheafar end of the island. |
called Tony Mazola from a pay phone. He drove dath Shannon and picked

me up. Over coffee at a nearby MacDonald’s, | tblem about the ambush.
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Shannon asked me a lot of questions about theistuaside, mostly stuff she
knew already, just trying to get a handle on hovwemsupport | had inside —
which was not much.

“Maybe you shouldn’t go back,” she said.

“Nobody would blame you,” said Tony.

“No one would blame you,” agreed Shannon. “On tiireohand, if you do go
back, maybe the safest thing is to take a chandelarsomething that seems like
asking for trouble... you could put out a leaflet,agen letter to Todds workers.
Draw attention to yourself, let them know just howickenshit the attacks on you
have been. Let them know why you’re wearing a May Button and why you're
going to the demonstration.”

“Okay,” | said.

“Are you sure?” said Tony.

“Yeah. Things couldn’t get any worse.”

“I don't think that's the way to look at it,” sai@hannon. “It's a question of
relying on the masses...”

“That’s what | meant,” | said. “I think I've kept yrhead down too much. I've
just made things more dangerous by being afragtep out.”

| meant what | was saying. | would give it a ggnew Todds was full of
progressive workers who hated what was going should rely on them. But
also in the back of my mind — | think it was stillthe back at that time — |
realized that if | was caught passing out leaiflesgle Todds, | would be fired on
the spot. End of problem. That is, if | was caughtmanagement. If | was caught

by the fascists, though...
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| spent the weekend working on the leaflet withi8twn and Tony, trying to
make it clear and jargon free. | still have comég. It amazes me every time |
read it. I was in such a cocoon. It's full of wiegls like rhetoric to me now,
stilted phrasing, lame attempts to “talk stredtl.Wwrote it today, it would say the
same things, but it would be a lot shorter, ledsrtgve, less trying to dress up
what | believed in and make it more palatable.

What I've learned over the years, so | believéh#& most of the time when
people say something — a leaflet, a story, a plsy‘teo political”, the problem is
that it is not political enough. It skirts over tbentradictions, rather than digging
deep and exposing them clearly and simply.

Whatever.

| went to work that Monday with a backpack fullleéflets. By the time the
lunch whistle blew, | had spread them out in edecker room and cafeteria in
the yard. | didn’t get in many conversations — bwging to get the maximum
number of leaflets out before | got busted for Itut | did run into one sheet metal
worker who looked familiar.

“Is that a leaflet you're passing out,” he said

Busted. | was in the sheet metal workers lockenrdbshould have been
empty then.

“Don’t I know you?” | said. “I've seen you at denmsirations, haven't I?”

“Maybe.”

“Well, I'm asking for your support now...”

He interrupted. “Never. | hope you get fired. Ot puthe hospital, | don’t
care.”

“What?”
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“You've fucked things up good and proper here. Yaod your May Day
Brigade. Before you got started, | could talk te guys in my union. | could talk
about Vietnam, the environment... | could get theombto agreeing with the
idea of socialism without them even realizing thathat they were agreeing to.”

“What's the good of that — if they didn’t even riealwhat they were agreeing
to? I don’t think you can resolve contradictionsgdrgtending they aren'’t there.”

“That’s typical of the way you people think. Everiytg has to be a
confrontation. Now you’ve polarized everythingsltus and them’ for everybody
around here, and ‘them’ is anyone who has anyttarap with socialism.”

“Did you talk about Iran?”

“That’s not the point.”

“I'd say it is right now.”

“No it isn’t. The point is how workers are gettisgrewed over here by their
own government. That's where you can get some awee”

“Well, take a leaflet anyway. Let me know what yaink.”

He took a leaflet from me. “I know what | think,etsaid. He crumpled it up
into a ball and threw it on the floor.

“I don’t have time for this,” | said.

| left, did a couple more locker rooms, then dodldack to the sheet metal
room again. He'd taken up all the leaflets andtpatn in the bin. | covered the
locker room with leaflets again and moved on.

After lunch, the foreman called me into his offidg&ere was a handful of
leaflets on his desk.

“Did you pass these out?” he said.



Shooting the Arrow page 258

“Yeah.” There wasn’t much point in denying it. M@me was on the leaflets
and I'd been seen doing it.

“Well, you can’t do that here. I'm gonna have torieate your
employment.”

| felt like kissing him. Instead | said, “I haveight to tell people about
what's been happening to me. Todds certainly haswtvn any interest in
stopping the attacks.”

“File a grievance,” he said and handed me the teatian papers.

| left with a song in my heart — and hid betweerkpd cars in the parking lot
until my sister came to pick me up. My first stdfeashe picked me up was the
Boilermakers hiring hall, where | filed a grievarexed dropped off some leaflets
in the waiting room. | didn’t expect much to confeetther. The leaflets would
disappear as soon as the office noticed them,lendrievance was probably
already filed in the wastebasket, which was finthwme — my worst nightmare
would be going back to Todds.

Next stop was the Shipscalers hiring hall. | knbe/ guy working behind the
window. It was Doug, a bearded, long-haired Captitil hippie.

“You're alive!” he said, shouted actually, and caout and shook my hand.
He grabbed my arm and squeezed like he wanted ke mae | was really there.
“We got a call that you'd been found unconscioua pool of blood outside
Lockheed.”

“Why would | be at Lockheed? | was working at Todds

“I don’t know — that’s what the call said.”

| gave him some leaflets and put some in the hinaignext door. He said he

would probably come to the demonstration, but hdidelieve it. | knew Doug
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from the anti-war movement. He'd joined the Scatec®uple years after | left to
work at Paccar, and he was a union officer nownQuivas gone — | think he’'d
been pushed. Reuben was retired. The new busigesstaad been part of the
movement to get rid of Quincy when | was there.dgedime lucky.

Doug had been around the Party a lot in years pashe had drifted away
long since. Some people, like me, when they lebgdParty, just drop out because
they're lazy and discouraged. Some leave becaegehdve a major
disagreement. Others seem to need to come up \pivhitecal difference, whether
there is one or not, to justify their defectionséeemed to me that Doug was in that
camp, but of course, who could tell for sure? NareDoug, | suspect.

That night | went out with my sister and her bosfid, Luca, to celebrate
getting fired. There was a cool band playing atRfeneer Square tavern. The
bouncer saw my black eye and looked me over likedm®wondering if he should
call for backup.

“What are you looking at him for?” said Luca. “IfMas you, I'd be looking
for the guy who gave it to him.”

We all laughed — except for the bouncer.

During the break, we went out with the band to senakoint in the alley.
Someone had stenciled onto the brick wall in né&atkietters: SALVATION IS
FREE. Underneath, someone else had scra8edS HELL.

The day of the demonstration came. It was a Thyrstlae weather was
mixed, sun and rain. We would gather near Gartiigh School, march up to
Yesler and then head for downtown.

My brother Billy, my sister Anna, her boyfriend Lailand Anna's son, who

was only about five years old, were going to comé¢he march with me. | tried
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to talk them out of it. Not what the Party would/bavanted, obviously, but | was
worried for them, especially my nephew who wasmath past the toddling
stage.

“I don't think you guys get how dangerous it migkt” | said.

“I think we do,” said Anna. “Who took you to theaor’s after they beat you
up?”

“They didn't beat me up,” | said. “They just gotdne really good punch.”

“Well, that's not gonna happen today,” said myditirother.

“I don't want you to do this just out of loyalty toe.”

“You underestimate us,” said Anna.

“RemembeiClose Encounters of the Third Kinitsaid Luca.

We'd all gone to see the movie together. | kintikefd it. Luca hated it. “The
whole thing was ruined for me at the end,” he had,swhen the aliens leave the
spaceship and the President of the United Statessaop to them and they shake
his hand. If the aliens were supposed to be soradh why didn't they at least
slap him in the face?”

“Of course | remember” | said.

“Well,” said Luca, “if the aliens are watching nowe'll show them a better
class of human today.”

So my whole family was there on the march. It wasmgye — a couple
hundred people | think. We gathered in the fielgtrie Garfield High School.

The school was an icon of Black politics and c@tullimmy Hendrix, Quincy
Jones and most of the Seattle leaders of the Btadkher Party had gone to
school there. For a long time, the Black Panthece@had been across the street. |

felt safer there than | ever had the last few wetkiBodds Shipyard.
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Some of the students cut class for the march. Ajéaved in, but most were
just curious. They gathered on the hill overlookirsg Most of those on the hill
were young Black boys. Some of us gathered leadiedswent up to talk to them.

“What's going on?” they said.

| started talking about U.S. imperialism and waddolution. As | was
talking, a few young men slightly older than thsti@ined the crowd and moved
in close to me.

“You're trying to corrupt these kids,” one of theaid.

“‘No, I'm not.”

“You're trying to draw them away from their own twuk and get them to
fight for a white man's cause.”

“It's not a white man's cause, it's about the pzopthe world, of all colors.
And as for Black culture, the biggest influencetioe development of Maoism in
the U.S. was the Black Panther Party. They wereties who first started talking
about Mao Tse Tung thought. They were the firssdnestart passing out Mao's
little red book — at a May Day rally in Oakland1ii68. And their biggest
influence was Malcolm X, when he came back fromglligrimage to Mecca and
started talking about internationalism...”

| was really getting into it. It was an easy thtngalk about, because Black
liberation struggles and the Black Panthers hat awstrong influence on the
development of our Party. | think the young menengirprised at all the
connections. But | could see that our march hadlestaThe front of it had already
reached the crest of the hill and would be outgtitan a minute. | realized | was
alone in the field now — everyone else had leftl fassed out the last of my

leaflets and joined the march.
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When | caught up with my family, Luca was carryagarbage can lid.
“What's that for?” | said.

“I guess | don't need it anymore,” he said. Hebrack a few houses and put it
back on top of a garbage can.

“They were throwing rocks at us,” said Anna.

“Who was?”

“The kids on the hill.”

“But | was up there talking to them. They seemedrgsted.”

“Some were, others were throwing rocks, especthlyolder ones.”

The rest of the march was uneventful. A lot of geaame out of their
houses to check out the signs and take leafletsveeft the Black residential
area and entered the whiter downtown part of thelmaeactions became more
hostile, but there were no attacks. We ralliechmPike Place Market, made a few
speeches — | don't remember any of them, | neveralwd May Day 1980 was

over.

| didn't go to the May Day demonstration the nesdly | didn't feel like | had
to. When | went by the Party bookstore a couplesdater, | saw the back of
Tony Mazola. He had just left the bookstore. On s@tnange impulse, | ran up
behind him and went, “Boo!”

He cringed, visibly, and then swung around withflsits up. | could see that
his face was bruised and swollen.

“Oh God, I'm sorry, Tony. What happened to you?”

“We got attacked at the Pike Place Market on May.Mde had to fight them

off.”
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| was ashamed. The next year | went to the May d@agonstration. It was at
the Pike Place Market again. This was becomingyalae feature of May Day
now. The demonstration was a lot smaller that peaause most of the Party had
gone to a national demonstration in Chicago. Ttecks$ were smaller too — but
nastier. Someone spayed battery acid into the @yase of the Iranian students
who had joined the rally. Fortunately, a young epguy with a canteen full of
water came out of the crowd and rinsed the stuslegiés with water.

It looked like no permanent damage had been dartgempers were hot
now. Mine certainly was. When someone started sigoanother Iranian student,
| got between them and surprised myself by sayivigy lay another hand on
him, and I'll break your fucking arm.”

The guy who was shoving the student looked sunptise, but he squared up
to me and said, “You think you're mad enough?”

Actually, as | figured out later, what he'd reabid was: do you think you're
manenough? But | misheard him. The guy was youngan the, a kid really, and
bigger, but not a lot bigger. On the other handpb&ed real fit. If I'd heard him
right, | probably would have said, “I don't knowmight be. | might not”

| couldn't be sure | wamanenough, but | knew | wasadenough.

So | said, “You bet your fucking life | am.”

Naturally, he took that as a challenge and triegt&zh past me to grab the
student. | don't know exactly what happened thée. dext thing | knew, he was
on the ground. | had bitten off half his ear amgak pounding his face into the
pavement.

The hippie with the canteen pulled me off of thé. KAre you crazy?” he

said. “You might have really hurt him.”
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“They sprayed battery acid in someone's eyes,idl sa

“I know, but we washed it out with water. And yoemns pounding that kid's
head into the pavement. He's only got one head.”

| couldn't think clearly then. | was trying to dorse weird mental arithmetic
in my mind... one head versus two eyes... but ¢heead has two eyes in it... |
was so angry. | felt so protective towards theiarstudents. They couldn't go
home because the Islamic fundamentalists wouldHein. The U.S. government
was trying to deport them anyway, and these stgdsilk came to our May Day
rally because they wanted to stand up for what betyeved in no matter what the
cost. They were so brave.

Later the kid with the torn ear came up to me. atho you believe in,” he
asked, “that can make you so angry?”

| could see it was a real question he was askiegvbhted to know. | could
have really talked to him then. He was listeningt Bwvas still too angry to think
clearly. I just yelled some rhetoric about U.S. @nalism killing people all over
the world. He turned away. | still think about teismetimes. What a lost
opportunity it was.

That was May Day 1982. May Day 1983 was anothéy &tlthe Pike Place
Market. Nothing much happened. | don't remembethang about it. But |
remember two months before, March 8, Internatidamen's Day. We had a
small rally at the Pike Place Market. Charity wagharge of security. I think he
and Shannon were married by then. | was surprigeahvae came by to ask me to
help with security, but | agreed.

Annie was doing agitation, making a series of shegst¢hrough the

megaphone over several hours. She was talking ammuen's struggles around
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the world, including in the U.S., battles for eqpal, for childcare, for freedom
of choice in childbirth, against rape and violer8be would get the occasional
heckle from the crowd, usually some young offierkltype who thought he was
clever. But Annie had a stand-up comic's abilitgéal with heckles, to use them
to make her own points, to make a bit of theaterdnaw a bigger crowd.

But one heckler would not go away and would not sipu He was a
mountain of a man. It looked like he'd spent hadfliie in a gym, shooting
steroids and pumping iron. It was a warm spring alay he was wearing just cut-
offs and a muscle shirt. You could see muscles oscias on muscles.

“Looks like she needs a good fuck,” was about thegcle of his wit, but he
was persistent, and he kept getting closer anerctosAnnie. | looked around for
Charity, but he had gone off to get more leafl€tsere was just me and Mack,
and | could see he was thinking the same thingeas'ruck! Are we gonna have
to fight this mountain?”

No, as it turned out. Annie was more than up taais& of using him as a
prop. The more he talked and the more threaterengdked, the bigger and
angrier the crowd got, both men and women, who'tdlitte his sexist shit.

“Looks like whatyouneed is a good fuck,” said one of the women in the
crowd.

“How's he gonna get laid, when he spends all me tooking in the mirror?”
Pretty soon, the crowd was roaring with laughtad e was feeling like a
fool, the prime example in an extended essay oe cteuvinism. He slunk away

with his tail between his legs.

When Charity got back and heard what the guy had be to, he said,

“Damn! | should have been here. We should haventhka out.”
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“Are you kidding?” said Mack. “The guy was a fucgiherculoid.”

“One of us could have hit him in the back of the&s,” said Charity, "while
the other two crammed a picket sign down his thidatwouldn't have had much
to say then.”

“We didn't need to do that,” | said. “Annie usedhas a prop.”

“I don't care,” he said. “We shouldn't let men gefay with that shit.”

A week later, Charity came by to make a self dstic “You had the correct
line,” he said. “The point was to win the politidadttle, not to show how tough
we were. We had a talk about it inside the Partydatided to ask you to head up
security for May Day.”

“Did | have the correct line, or was | just tootsttared to take him on?
Charity, you should head up security. You'll do w@u think is right no matter
how scary it is.”

Six months later | left for Berlin.
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11. RICARDO

After | decided to write a play about Damian Gareiand after I'd convinced
the Party that they should help me with the resefocit — they put me in contact
with Ricardo. | met him for the first time at a PazHut on Capitol Hill. I'd agreed
to pay for dinner somewhere, and he picked Pizza péutly as a gesture of
kindness toward my wallet and partly — as | leardedng the evening — because
they served cheap beer too.

| got there first. I'd seen him around a few tirae®arty events, so it was easy
to pick him out when he came in, but | don't thinkould have had much trouble
anyway. Ricardo was a Chicano who had a strongdfiiNfative American in his
features. He was about my height, but a bit stockied kind of good looking —
devastatingly handsome, he would tell me lateralde gave off an air of irritable
menace, like he'd just woken up and was feelinghgsu— and hungry, possibly
considering tearing off one of your legs and eatirigr breakfast.

He went straight to the counter and got a been kbheked around. He smiled

when he saw me. He had a beautiful smile.
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“I liked your play,” he said as he sat down.

“You saw my play?”

“I liked the way you wrote about your brother —tthaas your family you
were writing about, wasn't it?”

“Partly,” | said. “But | learned from my Dad to naviet the facts get in the
way of a good story.”

“I didn't learn much from my father. He was deadtftg time | was six.”

“Sorry to hear it.”

“He was stabbed to death in a tavern about a dtock our house. When my
Mama asked the pigs if they would find out who ididhey laughed at her.”

“Bastards.”

“You got no idea,” he said, “living up here in whibread and mayonnaise
land.”

“Shannon told me you grew up somewhere near whami&nh was killed.”

“Why do you want to write about him?”

“Because he was a hero. His story should be taltlaBo, it's kind of a way
of facing my demons as a writer.”

“The fuck does that mean?”

“If you're real political, it's hard to write abosiuff without sounding like
you're giving a speech. | thought I'd take on tlosinpolitical subject | could
think of. If | could write naturally about that...”

“So this is like therapy for you, not somethinglrea

“No, it's not therapy..."

“Why do you do it then?”

“Why do you drink beer?” He was about to start aeeond one already.
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“None of your fucking business, white bread.”

It went downhill from there. By the time he'd fihed the second beer — a few
minutes later — | knew it was time to leave. “Satiyyworked out like this,” |
said. “I could have really used your help.”

“Hey, wait a minute,” he said. “I'm a little out b&ind here. Let's meet
somewhere they don't serve beer next time.”

So that's what we did. It worked out pretty welé as an okay guy when he
wasn't drinking. And he was a gift from the godsewlit came to writing about
East LA. He grew up in Boyle Heights, a few blofisn Pico Aliso, the housing
project where Damian was killed.

He told me it was like another world down therehé&Tpigs aren't just pigs
there,” he'd say. “They're an occupying army.liks they're on patrol in
Vietnam.”

He told me his neighborhood was mostly ChicanoMgegican, but that there
were a fair number of blond-haired blue-eyed kigsing around too, because
there'd been a lot of immigration from Poland betwthe two world wars.

He told me about the food — just rice and beandlgnesut you couldn't go
anywhere, you couldn't visit any of your friendgheaiut their mother trying to fill
you full of it. “You can't get rice and beans litteat up here,” he said. “They don't
know how to cook rice and beans here.”

He told me how much he hated dogs — his only cacoméacts had been with
police attack dogs.

When | got back from my two week investigation i, lhe started coming by
my place more regularly — as much to ask me quesabout what I'd seen as to

tell me about the neighborhood he'd grown up inthi&gn, my brother Billy had
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moved out of our collective house to a small apaniin North Seattle, and I'd
moved back to Capitol Hill. Ricardo would drop oy & joint — he didn't get
mean on marijuana, the way he did on alcohol. Hkaehgood sense of humor,
and he was a great storyteller. We got to be pgetod friends, partly because we
had an understanding that if | opened the doorsamelled alcohol on his breath, |
would slam it right back in his face.

One day he came by with his girlfriend, Sherryas&t me for help. | knew
Sherry from the Party before I'd ever met Ricalwe was a dishwater blond
with thick glasses and a broad face. She was reljhand seemed a little slow —
although it might have just seemed that way becatiser extreme shyness. She
must have been in her late twenties, but | hadntipeession that Ricardo was her
first ever long term boyfriend. They lived togethe®l big apartment building,
only a few blocks away from me, but a few block$hea wrong direction. The
building was a slum of the worst kind — a lot ofigls, a lot of alcohol, a lot of
violence in the courtyard and the stairwells —taofat directed against women
and children. Ricardo wouldn't let that happen. 8ooay laid a hand on a kid or
a woman in front of him, and he would stop it. Nattar how big or how tough
they thought they were, Ricardo would look thenthia eye and say, “You can’t
do that.”

So far, nobody had called him on it. But he knewvas living on borrowed
time.

“The thing is,” he said, “I'm not bulletproof. | db even carry a knife. Sooner
or later someone's gonna call my bluff — or justadhme in the back. | got an
ulcer from drinking, but this is making it a whdtg worse. | got nightmares

every night...”
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“Neither of us are getting any sleep,” said Sherry.

“I feel like shit about it,” said Ricardo, “likenti abandoning all those kids,
but we gotta get out'a there.”

“We thought maybe you'd know of somewhere... ot yloa could keep your
eyes open...”

“Sure,” | said. “I don't know of anywhere right nptut I'll keep my eyes
open, of course.”

A few weeks later, like magic, | found the perfplace for them. It was just
off Broadway, a small apartment complex, six uimta horseshoe shape around
an open courtyard facing the street. No dark cermdrere evil things could
happen.

The next day, Sherry took time off work to go chéabut. She left Ricardo
behind in case the manager was a racist. The waseight. Sherry had good
references. They moved in two weeks later.

“I think it was a good idea for Sherry to go inraég’ said Ricardo. “The
manager did a double-take when he saw me. Wek,liua, anyway.”

Ricardo was full of anger, not just about his ownagtion. | wrote a song
about him once with a line that went, “He carriestar for every wound that ever
bled.” Too flowery, | know, but I think it was theuth. He'd spent a lifetime
looking for answers before he found the Party. fi¢gltCatholicism. | think he'd
even been an altar boy like me, although he diithe'tto talk about it. Then he'd
tried Evangelical Christianity. Not all Evangelicg@hurches are the right wing
nut-job types that get promoted in the U.S. masdiand\ lot of Black and Latin

churches are activist and very politically progress



Shooting the Arrow page 272

“But it's still Christianity,” said Ricardo, “witlall this bullshit about heaven
and hell, and a Holy Book that's chock full of massder and genocide.”

The last thing he tried before he found the Padyg the American Indian
Movement. He'd gone out into the desert and gomeig/h the whole sweat lodge
ceremony. “We're all Indians,” he'd say. “A lot@hicanos like to brag about
how Spanish they are, but | reckon there's mone éim@ugh Indian to go around.”

Ricardo was real into his “mongrel pedigree,” axalked it. He'd say, “I got
a United Nations in my blood stream.”

When he was stoned enough, he'd claim to be pashRmn his great-
grandmother’s side.

Once, he was passing out leaflets in the Centr@a Afhis was back before |
knew him, back before he’d drunk himself out of &md of active work with the
Party. He’d handed a leaflet to a couple guys winoed out to be heavy into
Black nationalism. They didn't like it when Ricardgerred to them as
“brothers”.

“Don't call me brother,” said one of them. “You '&amo brother to me.”

“I don't know that,” said Ricardo. “The Moors weareSpain for over 800
years. You can't tell me they didn't do some sariogking.”

Ricardo loved Lucille Ball for marrying a Cuban méor putting him on her
TV show as a real man and not some kind of conop.grie was impressed that |
claimed to have seen every one of the original Lsleyws — legacy of a misspent
childhood. | got extra points when | told him tlasta kid I'd had an autographed
photo of the Cisco Kid, complete with a drawn indeshoe from Diablo, the

Wonder Horse.
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Ricardo was always talking about brown eyes and/brskin. He loved the
ending ofGiant, where the chorus sang,te eyes of Texas are upon yauhile
the camera focused in on the eyes of two babiasiib, one with brown eyes,
one with blue. He told me once, “Much as | love i8hd could never love her as
much as a brown-eyed, brown-skinned girl.”

“That's a crap thing to say.”

“But it's true, Fred. When | told Sherry that, lekmit would hurt her feelings,
but...”

“You told Sherry that?”

“I guess | was kind of a bastard for saying that,.0

“Not kind of a bastard, a total, fucking asshol@hko pays the rent on that flat
anyway?”

“| pay some of the rent...”

“Yeah, and who always has the rest when you domtecthrough?”

“l said | was sorry afterward.”

“So did the wife beaters — | bet — in that buildyau moved out of.”

“Not all of them... not most of them... Fred, yaontt really think I'm like
them, do you?”

“No, but it was a mean thing to say.”

“You're right. It was a mean thing to say. | wishddn't said it. | just get so
angry sometimes.”

He wasn't like them. He would never lay a hand ber. But Ricardo was
an angry man, and it didn't always come out inbthst way, as | knew from
experience.

On the other hand, sometimes a bit of rage iswhsit's called for.
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The tenant who lived next door to Sherry and Ricavds a young woman
with a learning disability. She was just able t@lin the outside world with the
help of a social worker who would do things likeypg the rent and utility bills
for her. Sherry and Ricardo got to know her pret&}l, because she would turn to
them for day to day emergencies — like changinpamfuse. Ute — that was her
name, German, | think — was very beautiful, withwaeet, innocent face and a
sexy, voluptuous body. She seemed to be a magnetciertain kind of bastard.
She had a string of abusive boyfriends. Nobodyéiif at least not in front of
Ricardo, but mostly they didn't need to — it wagasey to make her cry.

The walls were thin between the apartments. Ricaailb he and Sherry could
hear the boyfriends yelling abuse at her, andgiitrthey could hear her crying
herself to sleep. It was the most heartbreakingdoand there wasn't much they
could do to stop it. They could try to be friendsher in the daytime, but they
couldn't live her life for her.

Her most recent boyfriend was the worst. They thouagaybe he was hitting
her, but they couldn't be sure. Then one night aittwae in the morning, they
could hear him screaming at her, and the furnibweaking, and what sounded
like Ute bouncing off the walls.

They both got up. Ricardo pulled Sherry's .38 Srarttd Wesson from under
the mattress and they ran to Ute's door and stpdedding. When no one
answered, Ricardo kicked in the door. Ute was dredan the corner, blood
streaming from her nose, the boyfriend toweringrdwe¥. He spun round to face
Ricardo and started to yell, but by then Ricardd twabbed him by the hair and

put the gun to his head. He said, “If you ever cdraek here, I'll kill you.”
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The boyfriend ran out the door. Sherry and Ricaaent the night with Ute.
She cried herself to sleep in Sherry's arms.

In the morning, Sherry went to work, and Ricardaingack to their flat to
sleep. He woke up about two in the afternoon. Tatenfas dark because the
drapes were pulled closed. When he peeked outghrawcrack, what he saw
gave him a chill.

The apartment manager was talking to Sherry. Hedld@t the damaged door
frame. Then he looked over at Ricardo's flat, thack to the door frame, then
back to Ricardo's.

Finally the manager left. He came back half an hater with some timber
and a box of tools. After he'd completely rebuik door frame, he put the tools
down, went over to Ricardo's and knocked on the.doo

Ricardo said he thought about not opening the dmdrdecided, “Fuck it, I'm
gonna have to face him sometime.”

The manager said, “We know what happened last nigfettold us how you
kicked in the door. I've talked to the apartmenthemabout this, and | want you to
know I'm in complete agreement with what he decid®ben it comes time to
pay the rent next month, don't bother. Keep youneyolt's on the house... our
way of saying we appreciate what you did.”

| tried to tell this as close as | could get ithe way Ricardo told me. The
ending was kind of a surprise to him. He was se Slrerry and he were going to
get evicted. Just as he'd been so sure the mawagex racist.

“You get kicked often enough,” he said, “you're al@ expecting the boot. It

can make you kind of stupid. | guess | got a b&feducation that day.”
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The funniest story Ricardo ever told me was abdriiz Grosman. Charlie
had been raised in a hippie commune by a flowed chother and about twenty
other flower children. He was a big guy — big atrdrey — but totally innocent
and naive about the ways of the world. When helasmdhother started working
with the Party, Charlie was constantly getting istoapes where his only fault
was an extreme lack of street smarts.

Back in 1980, before | had got to know Ricardo,®learlie and another guy
named Matt were going from tavern to tavern in RaiiNalley passing out May
Day leaflets. Matt was new to town. He was in ladyeThirties, a Black guy who
had done hard time in prison in the South — I'msupé for what — and then beat
feet for the North as soon as he got out. RicardbMatt were plenty street wise,
of course, but they didn't mind carrying Charlighathem — I think they reckoned
his muscles would make up for his brains.

Ricardo said they went into one tavern where raytdy they knew it was a
dodgy situation. The tavern was all Black, but thas no big deal in Rainer
Valley. What made them nervous was that the etairern fell dead silent the
minute they walked in the door. They decided toegétink to give themselves a
bit of time to get the feel of the place. Matt &idardo ordered beers. Then
Charlie said to the bartender, “Do you have ank®iil

Matt and Ricardo cringed. They could tell the whialeern was listening.
Sitting next to Charlie at the bar was a middleeaB&ack woman wearing a low-
cut blouse. She said to Charlie, “Honey, | got migtt here.”

There was a ripple of laughter in the tavern. Mat Ricardo looked for a
crack in the floor they could crawl into. Charligried a bit red and said to the

bartender, “Do you have chocolate milk?”
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The woman in the blouse said, “But honey, thishisoolate milk.”

The entire tavern roared with laughter. Matt andaRio left their drinks on
the bar and dragged Charlie out before he could bpemouth again.

“We loved that boy,” said Ricardo. “Didn't apprdeidt at the time, but he
gave us more good stories to tell...”

When | finally finished the play about Damian, natly it was Ricardo I first
showed it to. Not just because the play was skisifback yard, but also because
he was such a master storyteller, | thought he evbalthe ultimate critic.

He came by to pick up the manuscript at — for hithe-crack of dawn, about
ten in the morning. It was a warm day late in therg). He said he would go to a
park and read it. | waited all morning... and &aoon... By dusk | was starting
to get nervous. | figured if he liked it, he wouldve raced through it and come
back right away.

It was dark and starting to get a bit nippy bytihee he came back.

“Sorry, Fred. | fell asleep in the park.”

“Shit. Was it that boring?”

“No, it was wonderful. | read it straight througbmstop. It was like being
back home again. | cried my way through most ofsteond act. People were
staring at me, but | couldn't stop. | heard adilack girl saying, 'Mommy, why
is that man crying?' When | got to the end, | wagtit back to the first page and
read it again. By the time I finished, | felt likd been through a wringer. That's
when | fell asleep.”

| quizzed him about the play for the next two heotmgng to find out what

worked and what didn't. He clearly had read it tdlye He seemed to remember
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almost every line, and he seemed to really likespecially the characters I'd
made up, that I'd based on the local people lehmgwed.

| was over the moon.

Other people in Seattle liked it too. | wrote asetdraft, then sent it down to
the Party people in LA. | never heard back fromthe

Meanwhile, across the Atlantic Ocean, “The Hot Auitti was about to
begin. The United States was installing Pershirlg@ruise missiles in Europe.
Virtually no one in the general population wantei$ t it would just make them
targets in a nuclear war. But the heads of theregaments said, “Fuck you,
people. We're doing it anyway.” This provoked wivauld turn out to be the
largest demonstrations that had ever happenedropEuDemonstrations of over
a million people would take place in England, Hotlaand France. Germany
alone would have three demonstrations of over homipeople, one in Bonn, one
in Frankfurt, and one in Hamburg that would be etds two million people.

The Party decided to send a contingent of revatatip-minded people as a
gesture of solidarity from the country that wasdeg the unwanted missiles.
When they called for volunteers, | was the firslife.

Everybody else went with a round-trip ticket, biiald a one-way ticket, a
saxophone and a sleeping bag. My plan was to k&g and support myself as a
street musician. | never would have believed sutthing possible, if it hadn't
been for the fact that my sister's boyfriend, Lutwa] been a street musician in
Europe for seven years

“They'll love you over there, Fred. Your songs hgeefeeling. They'll

appreciate that.”
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Luca was nothing if not positive. That was the leaf Luca. That was also
the problem — you couldn't rely on his good nevexdnse he would never give
you bad news. But | made up my mind to believe thim time, because | wanted
to go to Europe.

| wanted to be a part of the demonstrations. Itnezklike there might really
be a new beginning happening there. Even fromtartie you could feel the
excitement and optimism

Also, I wanted to try to make it there as a writeod knows nothing was
happening for me in the U.S. It seemed like anghwith the least bit of a leftist
tinge would get trashed as being nothing but malitrhetoric.

And perhaps most of all, although | only admittetbimyself later, when the
next May ' rolled around, | wanted to be 8,000 miles awaynftbe Pike Place
Market.

The last time | saw Ricardo was about a week bédflai for Europe. He was
going into a clinic the next day to try to quitrking. It was probably his last
chance. His liver had just about quit functioniAgsingle glass of beer would get
him sloppy drunk.

We went to see a play at a new theatre a couptk®livom the Comet
Tavern. It was a one-act by Barrie Keeffe calles It was about a Jamaican guy
in London who's arrested because they think hetslened his wife. He's
innocent, and they finally let him go, but onlyeafen brutal interrogation. They
knock him around a bit, of course, but the reatiytdl part is more psychological.
They show him his wife’s bloodstained clothes, ttvaty won't tell him what's
happened to her. They won't tell him what's hapgeadis children, where they

are, if they're alive.
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There are two cops: a psychopathic right-wing amgh & psychopathic liberal.
At one point, the right-wing cop says to the Jamwaithat he shouldn't blame the
liberal cop, because he's just gone through thibte trauma and it's unbalanced
him — he’s lost his best friend.

The liberal used to be on K-9 patrol with Rex thentfer Dog. They were
arresting a bunch of demonstrators and one of tla@nfor it. Rex the Wonder
Dog bolted after him. The fugitive ran into a désérbuilding and tried to slam
the door behind him, but he was too slow. Rexnushaged to wedge his head
between the door and the frame. He's snappingraartirey and trying to force his
way in. The fugitive grabs a brick and starts breatn the dog's head, trying to
force it back out. The psychopathic liberal copying to pull the dog free, but
it's no use — the dog gets his brains beaten othiérick-wielding fugitive.

The whole time this story was being told, tearsenstreaming down the
cheeks of the psychopathic liberal cop. We weir tineater in the round and |
could see that most of the audience were cryingNt@anwhile, Ricardo was
sitting next to me, pissing himself laughing. He&kn chased and bitten by too
many Rex-the-Wonder-Dogs to feel any sympathyinkthe would have been
glad to lend a hand with the brick. I tried notaagh... I tried... but by the end of
the scene half the audience was glaring at Ricandome, possibly thinking
about using a brick on us.

After the play | said “You nearly got us killed,dardo, you know that, don't
you?”

“Fuck all those animal lovers.”

“It's not their fault if they had a puppy when thegre little and you didn't.”
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“They got no idea, no idea what it's like. Theyththe pigs are there to
protect them. | guess they are. We had to do tHimgsurselves...”

Then he started telling me about his best friesid®r. How she was raped.
How everybody knew who did it, but the cops coulte’ bothered. Just everyday
life in the barrio as far as they were concernedh&and his mates decided to
take things into their own hands... literally. THegnapped the rapist and took
him out into the middle of one of those wasted span the middle of the city.

“When the guy saw what we were gonna do,” said fdad'he started
screaming. We'd got really drunk so we wouldn'tkén out. There was five of
us. | was just holding one of his arms. | was kedqueamish, you know, about
holding his... It was kind of funny in a sick wdyqw his screaming suddenly
jumped up a couple octaves...?”

“From the pain?”

“No, man, aren't you payin' attention? We cut falisoff. He started
screaming in falsetto.”

“Bullshit.”

“That's the way it works, Fred. Haven't you eveauideof thecastrati?”

“So you're tellin me you cut his balls off, an@timade him start singing
soprano?”

“It was eerie, Fred. It was like he became a ddfiéperson, like he became a
woman.”

“You're makin' this shit up, Ricardo.”

“No, I'm not. That's the way it was. That's whapp@ned.”

“Gettin' your balls cut off doesn't do nothing lzaiuse you to scream with

pain. Thecastratihad their balls cut off before puberty, so theylda't produce
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enough testosterone to make their vocal chordkehicThat's what makes your
voice get deep.”

But Ricardo stuck to his story like a husband cawablkeating... like a cop
charged with brutality. For the first time it ocoed to me that maybe Ricardo's
other stories were not true. Maybe there was tle iirl asking her mother,
“Why is that man crying?” Maybe there was no Blagkman in a low-cut blouse
talking about chocolate milk. I'd seen his bealftiighbor, but | knew nothing
about her boyfriends or her learning difficulties.

| guess some things had to be true. Sherry wagistras an arrow, and she
was there for some of his stories. But | didn'twrwhat to believe and what not
to — and | never would know. This was the last tim@uld see Ricardo. | was in
Europe for nine years before | came back for tret fime. Nobody knew what
had happened to Ricardo.

But whatever the mix of truth and myth, | reckoe #tories gave a true
measure of Ricardo. They showed the anger andagajast oppression and
cruelty. They showed the heroism — the good andb#desides of it — the weak,
helpless women and children, the big tough mamta&n the world to defend
them. They showed the alcoholism and the ulcemscadse the world is so much
bigger and tougher than any one man.

So, these are my stories — this book — storiestahewand the Party, what we
were trying to do, some of what we learned. Whigit ISeattle, | still agreed with
the Party on just about everything. | don't agréa them all the way anymore.
It's not so easy to believe all the stories we &zldh other. It's harder to see what

the solution is and how to get there.
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But as far as | can tell, all the fundamental cadhictions of capitalism are
still with us. The world isn't a safer place nowt'ssmore dangerous. Imperialist
peace looks a lot like war... in Palestine, in liaghe Congo — and who knows
what's coming for the rest of us? A steady strefinpper-class victims of the
Cultural Revolution exit China with exposés tellmigout how they suffered in the
bad old days. Meanwhile, Chinese peasants, who Wlaenwas alive had access
to health care, education, drinkable water andtbeadde air, descend into hell. In
the West, we still lurch from crisis to crisis, g that the next one won't be the
big one, the next Great Depression, the next WM#al, or some other kind of
new world-wide disaster.

| don’t think the Party has all the answers anymoi&ell, we never did
think that. We just thought we were on the roadwNalon’'t know what the road
is, and | don’t know anyone else who does eithat.t8 tell the truth, I think the
Party is more right than | am: they’re still fighgy. Halfway through this book, |
realized | was writing a love story about Fred #malParty. It ends in tragedy —

we come to a parting of the ways — but like ang tave, it never really dies.
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Postscript: QUEERS

This is the part | left out. | didn’t want to. Itteo important. But | couldn’t fit
it into the narrative — the time frame is so diffiet. It starts when | was a kid,
years before I'd ever heard of the Party or eveethvam, and it ends years after
I'd left Seattle and made what now looks like anpenent move to London.

| don't like to end with this, because it showswloest side of the Party — and
my worst side too — or one of my worst (no one talksrall their secrets). But
maybe it's the right place to end, because it shatvat has to change for next

time.

*kkkkkkk

| guess the place to start this is in the backyaasco. Sometime in the late
Fifties. Early night. Summer warm. At the back lod tyard by the garbage cans,
where we’re not visible from the house. There’'&®fof us. Me, Jerry, Mark, Bob

and my younger sister. We're taking turns showiagheother our genitals. | feel
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a bit ashamed about this. Why was | letting theok lat my sister’s genitals? Not
a very manly thing to do. No touching, but still...

Would Jerry have let us look at his sister’'s pussgavay. If he’d known I'd
actually looked at it and touched it he would hkNed me — even though he and
his brother treated their sister like shit. Kindsbbots holes in the theory I'm
about to lay out, which is that in families withdel brothers and a younger sister,
they are very protective of the sister, but in fesilike mine, with one boy in the
middle of two sisters, he is not very protectivede is kind of a spy. So | let it
happen in the backyard because | wanted to sedttaysister’s pussy. We all
checked out each other’s dicks, but the one pusgyei crowd was the only real
interest.

Anyway, the point of this is what happened next.eWit was Bob’s turn to
show us his dick, he waved it at me and said, “Véasuck it, Fred? Come on,
bend down and suck it. You know you want to, Fre8uck it.”

He was serious. He really thought | might. It nevecurred to me that he
might have homosexual urges — be turned on by guyill don’t think it's very
likely. He was just trying to bully me. He was ay®lder and bigger than me. I'd
fought him to a standstill when we’d first movedioithe neighbourhood, but |
was older and softer now. I'd lost my bottle a Hitvas around that time that he
backed me up around our backyard, saying, “Go md.R'll give you the first
punch. Go on, take a swing,” me backing up andswinging, all the while Jerry
following behind Bob, miming giant uppercut swiragsd mouthing “Go on, do
it.” But I'd lost my bottle, and | didn’t get it la& until | was in the Navy, when |

decided, “Fuck it. I don’t care if | win or losém going out fighting.”
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Anyway, the point is that | wasn’t the least bitigr” back then — just a bit
chicken — and neither was Bob, Jerry or any ofésé of our gang, so far as |
know... Well, there was the kid across the stnghg had a shut-in mother who
spied on us from their front room window. He usedike to play jump rope with
the girls, and he never did fit in with our gange\all thought he might be queer,
but I don’t know anything at all about his real gabity.

That'’s the point. For me, for all of us so far &mow, the whole queer thing
had nothing to do with sexual desire. It was alnlitying and violence — kind of
the way rape isn’t about sex. Of course, | candadpfor kids who really were
queer, except | am sure that growing up in Pasck theen must have been a
living hell. Homophobia was all about being afreacbe thought to be queer — and
there were such good reasons for being afraid.

| remember two jokes about being queer. The fiss wn ongoing joke, kind
of a way of masking fear. Our high school had shttvenmovieAdvise and
Consento all the seniors as part of the mandatory coarsthe U.S. government.
In it, there is a bright young senator from Utalovdommits suicide because he is
being blackmailed about a homosexual incident snplaist. The incident happened
in a place calledhe 602 ClubThe movie was shown in the autumn. For the rest
of the school year, the boys would joke about ie’d\point to a guy we were
passing in the halls and say, “Hey, you and me, 802he way.”

My friend Sean started it. He could afford to -wess going out with the
cheerleader who had the biggest tits in the higloslc The 602 joke was a way of
saying, “I'm such a stud, | can even joke abouhei queer.”

The other joke was a lot meaner. Maybe | rementd@rdause it came from

such an unlikely source. John was a youth coun$ai@ne of the Protestant
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churches in town. | was a Catholic, so | wasnamy of his programs, but he was
this cool guy who was “with it” and got along wigbung people, really listened
to us, and liked to play the piano and talk abdeas. A lot of kids of both sexes
and all religions liked to hang out with him, aralfar as | know he really was a
cool guy and did lots of good and no evil — exdepthis one joke.

Out in the Wild West, a stranger rides into towl #mere’s this big
commotion going on. He goes up to the sheriff asks &im about it...

Stranger: (in a high squeaky voice) Hey, what'sngaon, an election?

Sheriff (in a normal voice): Nope.

Stranger: Some kind of a parade?

Sheriff: Nope.

Stranger: Well, what then?

Sheriff: A hanging.

Stranger: (still in his high squeaky voice) Codive hangings. They're so
cool. With the guy dancing around and his feetwilching and his tongue
hanging out and stuff. Wow, lucky timing for meh,just coming into town.
Looks like a lot of people came out for it. No wemd by the way, what are they
hanging him for?

Sheriff: He’s a queer.

Stranger (in a deep bass voice): Oh, really?

Of course, you wouldn’t have been lynched in Pdscbeing a queer — it
was a semiarid desert and there were few trees gelting beaten to death in a
dark alley was a distinct possibility.

The first time | ever met a queer — that | knew-afas Seattle in 1969. By

then I'd been to college, got kicked out, gone bac&ollege, dropped out, gone



Shooting the Arrow page 288

in the Navy, got a medical discharge, and now | sk in college for the third
time. I'd just moved into a group house with mefrd, Bert, and a couple of his
friends, John and Ron, who had scored this realty ksouse with low rent and
only a block from the woods of Interlaken.

John worked at a bookstore and Ron worked at SEhey. were both pretty
interesting guys with a love of good wine, a pass$ar music and a massive
sound system — purchased at a discount from Sdhet eould do justice to
anything from Wagner to the Doors.

After we’'d been living there for about two montbsg night we were all
sitting in the living room, and Bert got all sersoand said, “John and Ron have
something they want to tell you, Fred.”

“Go ahead,” said John to Ron.

“No, you do it,” said Ron.

“Oh hell,” said Bert. “I'll tell him. John and Roare gay.”

At first | thought they were kidding. Then, whegdt that they were
serious... “Why are you only telling me now?”

“We couldn’t afford this house without you and Bésgaid John. “And Bert
wouldn’t move in unless you did.”

“So?”

“So we didn’t know how you’d react,” said Ron.

| was a little pissed that Bert hadn't trusted meugh to tell me from the
start, but mostly the way | reacted was, “Oh, thathd of interesting...”

Very interesting at times — like when they stamaaning down famous
gueers that everybody who was in the know knew tabou

“Rock Hudson?”
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“Yup.”

“Cary Grant and Randolph Scott?”

“Yup.”

“Shacked up in Hollywood?”

“Yup.”

“l don't believe it.”

“Up to you.”

“What about John Wayne?”

“What about him?”

“Well that would be perfect, if he were gay...”

“Nope. Just an asshole... but J. Edgar Hoovecisss dresser...”

“Bullshit.”

“Believe it or don't.”

So why wasn’t | concerned, upset, worried that peamuld think | was
queer too? I'm not sure. | mean | know it must hibgen the whole hippie,
Sixties, open your mind stuff, but | don’t rememhbaything specific that would
have challenged the Pasco in me. | don’t thinkaswnything that happened
studying psychology in university — | think they mgestill treating homosexuality
as a disease back then.

| do remember how surprised | was when | realizea higoted | had been.
The same thing happened with racism and sexismeto@s you don't realize
it's there until you start getting rid of it, anlgein you think, “What the fuck!”

Getting to know John and Ron was the beginninghadaareness that
eventually became Gay Liberation. And in the sarag that | experienced

Women'’s Liberation as a personal liberation fortow Gay Liberation was kind
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of a liberation for “us” as well as “them”: | didrhave to worry about being John
Wayne, didn’t have to worry if people thought | vaaqueer, didn’t have to worry
about not fitting in. It wasn’t me that was fuckegl — it was the world around me.
The Fifties and the early Sixties (the pre-Sixt\es)e a period of great
conformity. Fitting in was the most important thimgthe world, and the
standards were so unnatural that it was almostssipte to fit in, even if you
were a white, middle-class, male, athletic hetetoak— god help you if you were
Black, female, queer, or just not with the progrdimat was the great thing about
the Sixties that united us across so many baritenss this giant FUCK YOU to
all the rules that had been shoved down our thrtzs we had swallowed
without even realizing it, and that were chokingalraost to death.

Gay Liberation was kind of the ultimate FUCK YOlgdause being queer
was the ultimate taboo. There were rules about windtof Black or what kind of
female you had to be, but the only rule about qpieers DON'T BE ONE.

So it was a kick in the stomach when — after I'dban the Party for about a
year — a new line came down from the Central Cotemithat homosexuality was
“bourgeois decadence” and that “active” homosexcalgd not be members of
the organization.

| think almost everyone in the Seattle branch viasrseed and appalled when
this came down. | know there was a lot of struggdeut it. It didn’t happen at big
meetings where we all argued together. It happemedch of our individual
collectives. Outside of the collectives there wasliabate, because we were
organizeda la democratic centralism. That meant we were freeongly
encouraged, in fact — to express an opinion armghtfior line” inside the

collective, but outside we were obliged to defdmel Party line. Democratic
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centralism was what we called “a unity of opposit¥®u couldn’t have one
without the other. If nothing was ever decided aotkd upon in a unified way, it
didn’t make any difference how much democratic uléston took place: nobody
would have a real voice. On the other hand, tharaegtion had to learn from the
experience of its members and to correct its iablét mistakes, so democracy
was essential too.

That was the theory, and on the local level it veorkn a pretty visible way.
We did make mistakes, the leadership was critigiaad policies were changed —
in fact, leadership was changed pretty regularlg. Wére connected to popular
struggles — often we were leading them — and asps®ple got involved in the
struggle, we worked on recruiting them into thetyPand promoting them into
leadership positions as fast as they were ablkek® an the responsibility.

Conversely, everybody’s performance was reviewgdlegly in
“criticism/self criticism” sessions, and those wliere making mistakes and not
learning from them fast enough — or just gettingdi— were moved aside to make
room for new people with enthusiasm and good ideas.

If this sounds a bit cut-throat, it wasn’t. The Whatmosphere was very
supportive — although riven with nosiness and gos. We all tried to help each
other “use our strengths to overcome our weakngsseg said in Mao’'Red
Book In some ways the Party was like a giant thera@sgisn, but saved from
navel gazing because all the “therapy” was aimeghanging the world, not just
making yourself a more groovy person.

The Party was very much a product of the Sixtiesjtowas made up of
people who had started reading Marx, Lenin, Statid Mao to figure out how to

kill the beast. Homosexuality was right in the sfore of these two influences.
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China, Stalinist Russia, the traditional labor nmoeat were all pretty down on
queers, while the Sixties gave birth to Gay Liberaas a movement.

So we fought it out in Seattle for almost a yeae &gued about it in the
Central Committee. We argued about it inside ed¢heocollectives. At the same
time, we argued about it with people outside theyhut that was different,
because in those arguments we all had to takeathe side. We had to defend the
Party line: homosexuality is bourgeois decadence.

Looking back on it now (only just now as I'm wrigrthis — amazing), it
occurs to me that the whole line on queers camendbfferently than other
decisions. Often decisions were made at the toflie@iNational Central
Committee, and then came down to us for discusamhimplementation. But
these decisions were usually based on summarizigginng work or on
discussions that had already taken place througheutrganization. The line on
homosexuality was a bolt out of the blue.

Here is where | should explain and defend at lgmesplausibility of the Party
line. It's been close to ten years since | quitdshg it, but | believed and
defended it for nearly thirty years — so this sdazdme easy. But it doesn't.

Here are the main points that were made:

1. The Party would work and unite with lesbians anchbsexuals in all
progressive struggles.

2. The Party would oppose gay bashing and any forchsafimination
against gays in employment or any other aspeacb@ésy.

But...

3. Practicing homosexuals and lesbians could not babres of the Party.

Because...
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4. Homosexuality and lesbianism are a form of bourgeeicadence.

5. Homosexuality and lesbianism cannot be understepdrated from the
overall context of class society and the oppressfamomen. There is an aspect
of male supremacy built into homosexual culturesdianism, as a reaction to
male supremacy, is more understandable, but iteaetion in the direction of
separatism, rather than unity and struggle.

When | first read the position paper, | couldn’tiéee it. | thought there must
be some mistake. | argued against it from the.start

But none of us wanted to secede from the Partystartla new organization —
and that was pretty much the only other choiceabse the decision had already
been made. We all wanted so badly for the Pantyaid, to stay united, to grow,
to be able to have a real impact. The anti-war mmeré that had peaked at such a
powerful level in 1970-71 was now receding. If wiphd to really change the
world, to put an end to imperialism, we had to eghia mass base in the working
class. For us, the Party was the only game in téwd.so, the struggle against
the line on homosexuality was in many ways mora struggle to convince
ourselves that the line was right after all.

Annie and Shannon and the rest of their feminishfis went through a
similar process. When they discovered the Party&tipn on homosexuality,
they were at first outraged. But a lot of it reseaawith them. They felt a strong
current of misogyny in some parts of gay cultutdhagh as they were the first
to point out, there was plenty of misogyny in hesexxual male culture. Also,
they had broken with the separatist wing of the wnis movement, including
elements of radical lesbianism. They believed Wamen’s Liberation had to be

part of an overall fight against every aspect ghemalism. But most of all, like
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those of us inside the Party, they were hungryafoorganization that had a real
chance of making revolution.

Ironically, as they were won over to the line, thegame its strongest and
most effective advocates. Or perhaps not so irtigieaas | remember, the last
person inside the Party to be won over to the timeonly person who held out
longer than me, became so strongly convinced afiteectness that even now,
years after the Party itself has made a self @itiand repudiated the line, he’s
still not entirely convinced it was wrong.

Through all the fuzziness brought on by the passégjene, | do remember
the exact point when | turned the corner and bégaccept the line. It happened
at a regional central committee meeting. The re#tecentral committee was
united in supporting the line by then, but the ygest — and possibly the brightest
— member of the central committee asked me a qunesti

“Fred, do you think the class character of a homwoakrelationship is
positive or negative?”

It seemed like a real question, like he hadn’'t magéis mind entirely and
was trying to get some insight into my positionl Were to answer that now, |
would say that any loving relationship has a pesitilass character. Back then |
said, “I don’t think it's either positive or nega#. It just is.”

He seemed to consider this for a moment, and theokshis head. “No, |
can’'t buy that. | think everything in class sociags a class character. If it isn't
positive, it's negative.”

Then he went on to make what for him — and metheatime, was the
crushing point. “And the main thing,” he said, “tteng that really convinces me,

is that China has the same position, that homosiexisabourgeois decadence.”
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Game, set and match.

It shouldn’t have been. In theory, we believed thatas important to be
critical of everything and everyone, including tiig five — Marx, Engels, Lenin,
Stalin, and Mao — but in practice, to make a majaicism of any of them was a
very big deal indeed.

So | convinced myself.

And the conviction was totally intertwined with rigyalty to the revolutions
in Russia and China — not an uncritical loyaltyt bot critical enough. Having
convinced myself, | clung to the line long aftérad left the Party. | defended it
with the same stubborn loyalty that | defendedi®t a leader, who — though he
had made some serious mistakes — had still playedgaessive role in the world
revolution. In both cases, the more hostility tine lprovoked, the more stubborn
my defence.

Fast forward a few years...

| had dropped out of the Party and was back in&®d3ad had died and I'd
moved back there to stay with my little brother. W was stuck there with time
on my hands, | started acting in the Community Titeed loved it — and it spurred
me to start writing plays. | had just finished &sffidraft of a first play when | met
a playwright — call him Brad — who had come badkfMNew York to visit family
and friends in his home town.

His main claim to fame as a playwright was thahhd been subpoenaed by
The House Committee on Un-American Activities (o@arthy witch hunt
fame). Brad did himself proud at the Committee imgg. He and his friends
showed up prepared to turn the event into a Nevk Yamic. They filled the

galleries and laughed and cheered while Brad fdogah the Committee. It was a
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short picnic though. A few minutes into the hearitng Committee figured out
that they had mixed Brad up with another more fasn@aywright who had the
same last name. They were forced to apologizeBaad returned to New York in
triumph.

Brad was a real playwright with several off-Broagvpaoductions to his
credit. Back in his hometown for the first timearhis New York successes, he
gave a talk on playwriting at the local theatreugrol was there in the audience
with my new play, a Communist Broadway musical dboy days in the anti-war
movement.

Brad agreed to read it. He liked it — most of ie kad a big criticism of one
part.

“I think the scene in the courtroom where the judgd the prosecuting
attorney dance cheek to cheek is homophobic.”

“I'm just trying to show the collusion between thémsaid.

“But you're using homosexuality as a put-down. E®nothing wrong with
being a queer.”

Brad was gay. | knew that when | gave him the $cHp had already told us
this. It was why he had left for New York the ddieahe graduated from high
school. His best friend had been gay too, and ltheaugh hell because of it. As |
said before, there aren’'t many trees in Easterrhigton, but there are plenty of
guns. Two weeks before graduation, Brad’s friendlbwed a shotgun barrel and
blew off the back of his head. Brad was the one felimad him.

| explained my theory about homosexuality beingreais decadence to
him. He wasn’t impressed. | assured him that | against the persecution of

homosexuals. | said it was terrible what had hapgéa his friend, that | hated it,
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which was true — | did. | could imagine what it rhbave been like, the bullying,
the fear, the barnyard mentality where the weatieisken is pecked to death by
the rest of the flock. But | wouldn’t change mywgeabout homosexuality. And |
wouldn’t change that scene in the play.

Brad told me it would be an easy thing to chandkl #ad to do was make
the judge or the prosecuting attorney female. lilbanake the point stronger
then, because the focus would be on the collusself, not on the kind of
sexuality involved. He was right. But | wouldn’tanige it.

Fast forward a few years...

I’'m back in Seattle, but I'll be leaving for Berlin a couple months. The Gay
Pride march has been split into two. A group of enmsnservative homosexuals
have organized a separate march. They didn't l#&keny gay pride connected to a
grab bag of other leftist causes. They also dilikétbeing “bossed around by a
bunch of radical lesbians.”

The wordschadenfreudevas invented for situations like this. | take spdit
as dramatic vindication for the line that homoséixyigs bourgeois decadence.
The organizers of the separate march are showeigttbe colors. Of course,
every other movement has splits and divisions b&twaore and less progressive
elements, but | want to believe this split is afifferent order.

Fast forward about a decade and a half. | am liinrigondon now, and I've
travelled all over the northern hemisphere. I'th ‘&tue” to my convictions. No
matter how marginalized | become, no matter howhmdicule it inspires, |
stick to my line that homosexuality is bourgeoisatéence. | don't volunteer it.
And when it comes up, | emphasize my oppositioany discrimination against

lesbians and homosexuals. But | don’t abandorstthecause it's unpopular.
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Then one day, | do abandon it. Just like that. B\ arguments. No earth
shaking revelations. | just stop.

What happened? Nothing that was related espettalipmosexuality in
particular or sexuality in general. | had just ezt one of those moments where
the mental walls came down and | questioned evierythbelieved in.

Communism in Russia and China had long since befgatkd, but for a long
time, | didn’t ask myself the obvious questionsaitgy kind of a revolution still
possible? What kind? Who will make it? And the famental question, why did
the last great wave of revolutions, which at oneethad embraced almost half the
world’s population, fail so completely.

Once | opened my mind to real questioning, | betgaguestion everything.
Some things | believed in — most things, reallyithgtood the assault. But the
very first thing to fall was all the crap about hagexuality and bourgeois
decadence. It was easy — | felt the weight on nopkters and just shucked it off.
For all those years, | had never dealt with the@lss contradiction in my
position: if homosexuality was bourgeois decadents, was | so opposed to any
form of discrimination against it? The answer whsious — | knew the whole
line was unjust. | had so many friends, even ctetaives, who were gay, and |
knew the bigotry aimed against them was the same & evil shit as the bigotry
aimed against women, Blacks, Mexicans... name it.

The thing | most believed in, still believe injmernationalism — in the broad
sense, not just referring to equality between mafites, but between all peoples.
The most inspiring words in all the communist ktieire | read came from Lenin’s
What Is to Be Donavhere he said that for a revolution to happeawbrking

class must feel all oppression as if it were thain; they must fight against every
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form of discrimination as if it were being directadthem personally. | had not

been true to this.

*kkkkkkk

| had lost touch with the Party by then, but ydatsr, when | went back to
Seattle, | discovered they had long since abandtimeidline on homosexuality
and had made a self-criticism about it. I'm notesuout | think they may have
changed their line a few years before | did.

Many on the Left felt the Party’s self-criticisnddit go far enough. They
argued that the roots of homophobia must have eapty in the Party for it to
cling to this prejudice for so long. | don’'t wamt downplay the importance of this
question, but for me, what was more disturbindn& on the levels that | worked,
this wasn’t the case at all. With a few exceptiensrybody in the Seattle area
reacted with dismay when this line first came dowast fought against it. Many
fought bitterly and for a long time. But in the emgk convinced ourselves. And
once convinced, we defended it with the same stalybsistance that we
defended the embassy takeover in Iran and othespuipr but totally righteous
causes.

Why?

I've already suggested that it was a question afphaced loyalty — loyalty to
the Party, to the revolution in China, basically#ity to people and organization
rather than loyalty to the struggle for a true réwmonary line. Over the years,
I've come to realize what a powerful and dangermuse loyalty can be. It is the

lifeblood of a revolution, almost literally so whtre revolutionary party — as is
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so often the case — is fighting for its survivah ®broader scale, it's what makes
human society possible, and to a large extentwtiat makes life worth living.
But it is also a terrible danger. The flip sidelofalty to your own tribe is enmity
to the outsider.

The whole project of Communist internationalisrtoibroaden tribal loyalty
to include, first, the world-wide proletariat, sewh a united front of all the
oppressed — “the wretched of the earth” — and fipaithe whole human race as it
is transformed into a classless society. Not #tlatontradictions would
disappear — that's impossible — but we ought asiéa be able to stop
slaughtering each other. We ought to be able tscmusly plan the kind of
society we want to live in.

The apostles of capitalism say this isn’t possitfe.re too greedy, too
bureaucratic, too sinful... The best we can do i®lpon “the wisdom of the
market”, let competition sort things out for ugitin’'t want to end this book
talking about the Party and homosexuality becatiseems to support this
argument. It's an example where we behaved likeghe

But | think that's always going to be a danger @sd as we're still human.
There’s always going to be a contradiction betweetperation and
competition, between loyalty to the tribe and dgrio go against the tide. There
IS no easy solution to this contradiction, no orgational formula that will
guarantee the right balance is struck. It's a batthat will have to be fought and
won over and over again. | think we got it rightnest of the time — but in
upholding the Party line on homosexuality, we spleinty years proving how
easy it can be to get it wrong. It doesn’t havedéahat way. We can learn from

our mistakes. We have to.
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Introduction

They say baptism imprints an indelible mark on ysoul. Not true, of course,
it is just a trickle of water over your foreheadyally when you're too young to
do anything about it. But being raised a Cathodfirdtely marks you for life. A
friend of a friend who is a practising psychiatiisSeattle says almost all her
business comes from Jews, Catholics, and Micr@sofiloyees. | know | will
never escape Catholicism, the good, the bad andgllye- but its hold is
weakened by the fact that its foundations are reatiyf not true: no god, no devil,
no heaven, no hell, just this world and what we enakit — for good or ill.

Another friend of mine told me of a book he readwlpeople who had been
Communists in the Thirties and Forties. The book watten in the Sixties, and
by then many of these people had dropped out; $@mdeven become renegades
and great anti-communist crusaders. But they aldree thing in common: they
looked back on their Communist days as by far tbetnmportant time in their
life, the time that shaped them, that made thent tiey were — for good or ill.

That's the way it was for me, living through thetgts and moving from anti-
war protests to revolution and then to communishe &xperience changed me
profoundly. And even though | have long since bee@dropout, the experience
has stayed with me in ways that are very diffeferh the traces of Catholicism
left over from my eatrlier life.

One reason for this is obvious. God, heaven, thé ded hell may have
faded back into the realm of mythology, but Cagstalis still here. All the

contradictions that pulled me into the revolutignarovement are still here, only
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now more intense than ever. | still keep gettingndr back into things. The only
way to be a complete dropout is to die — or becam®nster.

The other reason is more personal. | have fourtd@benmunism as a
philosophy of life — as a world outlook and a wdyiving and working in the
world — addresses my deepest questions and chaieng highest aspirations.
I’'m talking specifically here about the philosoptiydialectical materialism and
the Communist method of work that has come to lmsvkn- since Mao — as “the
mass line”. However, this is hardly a popular vieswadays, where the world
seems to be marching backwards into a new agdigiboreand superstition,
where the lessons of the great liberation struggfidlse twentieth century are
dismissed with an ironic smile — or sneered ahagavings of delusional cultists.

It is impossible not to be affected by these newkD¥ages.

When | first started to write this book, my origicanception — | realize now
— was entirely defensive. The working title wigsam Spiritl thought it would be
about co-operation and altruism, and about how thessource of so much good
in the world, was also a source of great evil -sywtor an easy example, are
impossible without altruism and co-operation. Iugbt the novel would take a
close look at how loyalty to the Party and revalathad led me to convince
myself of things that | didn’t really believe inuBartistic projects seldom go
neatly along pre-planned routes, and | found tmainvel | was writing was
actually a love story about the Party | had lomgsidropped out of but still felt
tied to in so many ways.

This is the advantage of a novel — or any othestartenterprise — as a
method of investigation. Because you must folloe lthgic of the materials rather

than simply impose your front-brain preconceptionsan lead you in surprising
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directions. Often you arrive at some totally unestpd destination, and once
there, great new vistas are opened up.

Novels have their limitations, though. Anythingttiv@errupts the narrative
flow must be indulged in only with great cautiorellevel of caution necessary
varies greatly, depending on the type of noved.iBecause | conceived of this
work as a novel of ideas, | expected that | wowddhble to give myself great
leeway to discuss those ideas. But in experimeat akperiment, perhaps
because the ideas went so against the grain dihtles, | found that | had to
either describe events operationally or write ceafigngth essays on the political
and philosophical issues involved. There was nioeitween that could keep the
narrative drive and still consider the issues wag that didn’t seem naive and
superficial. That's where this critical essay conmeddere | hope to do three
things that could not be done in the novel.

My first objective is to examine the philosophydilectical materialism
which played such a dominant role in the liveslbftese in and around the
Party. As will be manifest, | am writing in the diion that calls itself Scientific
Marxism and traces its lineage from Marx and Eng®isugh Lenin, Stalin and
Mao. | will refer to this as Scientific Marxism + Maoism for short. To be clear
on this point, | am not asserting that there isetting called “Maoism” that is
fundamentally different from “Marxism”. Rather, ineasserting a particular
interpretation of Marxism that is inextricably tiemlthe theory and practice of
Communist revolution.

In the early Seventies in Seattle, | attended mtedy William Hinton, the
author ofFanshenHe had just returned from another investigatio@hina, and

he told of discussing Maosour Essays in Philosophwyith villagers in a remote
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sector of Mongolian China. He told us, “China isirag a nation of
philosophers.” At the time, we understood him pe&tfe All of our political work
—in schools, trade unions, welfare offices, evdrgwe — was planned out with
constant reference to those sdroeir Essaysand all the other basic works of
Marxist philosophy.

However, our study of philosophy, intense as it,veasfined itself almost
exclusively to the Marxist classics. There is agltwstory of antipathy between
Scientific Marxism and academic Marxism. The acadesorld tends to regard
with derision the claim that there could ever behsa thing as a “science” of
revolution, and Mao, in particular, is seldom tezhas a serious thinker. In fact,
he is seldom treated at allt baffled us how academic philosophers who claime
to be Marxist and so, presumably, subscribed tdviaxist maxim “Philosophers
have hitherto attempted to interpret the world, bt however is to change it"...
how they could so comprehensively ignore the pbpbscal thinking of someone
who had radically changed the world for one quastehe human race.

Our attitude, on the other hand, could be summeditipthe jibe,
“Philosophers have hitherto attempted to interfiretworld; the point, however,
is to be well-published and get tenure.” | thinlstattitude impoverished our
thinking and was often just an excuse for intellattaziness, but there was also a
serious theoretical logic to it. From Marx to M&mwientific Marxists have
insisted that Marxism, as the science of revolytamuld be successfully studied

only if it were linked to the practice of makingscdution. Mao puts it this way:

! The erasure continues to the present, even in places where you might not expect it. “The
Post-Colonial Studies Reader, for example, managed 19 index references to hybridity (including
hybrid poetics), and only four to Marx (no Mao, only 1 Lenin). (Hutnyk 2003)
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As the arrow is to the target, so is Marxism-Lesinito the Chinese
revolution. Some comrades, however, are “shootiitigout a target”,
shooting at random, and such people are liabletmlthe revolution.
Others merely stroke the arrow fondly, exclaimitMyhat a fine arrow!
What a fine arrow!”, but never want to shoot itk people are only
connoisseurs of curios and have virtually nothmga with the

revolution. (Mao 1969, Ill, 11)

The arrow metaphor is used here to assert the sigcettheory to guide
revolutionary action but also to assert that thesmyseless if it is not linked to
practice. On the other hand, perhaps it could kéulgust as a thought
experiment, to separate the archer from the arrakem Perhaps there is some
use to playing with ideas just for the fun of ftybu believe six impossible things
before breakfast, maybe by lunch time one or twthem might turn out to be
possible after all.

Academic philosophy, looked at in this way, wouedaform of play, an art —
not expected to produce anything useful, but camnseity free to be useful in
unexpected ways. When | returned to universityysafter many years, the entire
Postmodern project struck me in this way. A phiestulia Kristeva’s seemed to
me to sum up what was most useful in Postmoderriisot:to renounce
theoretical reason but to compel it to increaspatser by giving it an object
beyond its limits” (1980, p. 146).

| was also struck by how much of Postmodernism avpartial recapitulation
of Maoist dialectics, although in the English athsol version which | first

confronted, the connection was entirely unconscious
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It was not always so. As Robert Young points ouMinite Mythologies

Accounts of post-structuralism consistently undgykasize the
importance of Maoism in the Paris of the 1960s E@idDs, the breadth and
depth of its influence, the extent to which FreSahophilia contributed to
the development of critical perspectives on Westeiture and generated

interest in forms of alterity.” (2004, p. 16)

When | discovered Nietzsche, it seemed like thedexe of a puzzle had
fallen into place. In the post-revolutionary climatf the mid-Seventies and
beyond — where too close an association with Marxigght be detrimental to
your career, and to be identified as any kind bfamist, a fast ticket to academic
oblivion — Nietzsche could be invaluable as a Marxsubstitute. Nietzsche
thinks in dynamic opposites in a manner that hashmiu common with Marxist
dialectics.

Consider the following table:

Nietzsche as a Dialectical Materialist

Nietzsche Marx and Engels

[Referring to Heraclitus, the first This primitive, naive but
philosopher of dialectics in the Westermntrinsically correct conception of the
tradition...] Affirmation of transitorinessworld is that of ancient Greek
and destruction, the decisive element |philosophy, and was first clearly

a Dionysian philosophy, affirmation of |formulated by Heraclitus: everything is
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antithesis and war, becoming with a
radical rejection even of the concept
“being” — in this | must in any event
recognize what is most closely related
me of anything that has been thought

hitherto. (Nietzsche 1992, p. 51)

...for Nietzsche the origins of a
phenomenon are always to be found |
what it is not, what it has negated in
order to become what it is. [basic

dialectics — me] (Caygill 1993, p. 110)

and also is not, for everythingirsflux,
Is constantly changing, constantly
coming into being and passing away.

(BEngels 19764, p. 24)

To the metaphysician, things and
their mental images, ideas, are isolat
to be considered one after the other
apart from each other, fixed, rigid
pbjects of investigation given once fc
all. He thinks in absolutely unmediate
antitheses. His communication is “ye
yea; nay, nay; for whatsoever is mor:
than these cometh of evil.” For him a
thing either exists or does not exist;
thing cannot at the same time be itse
and something else. Positive and
negative absolutely exclude one
another; cause and effect stand in a
rigid antithesis one to the other.

At first sight this way of thinking
seems to us most plausible because
that of so-called sound common sen:

Yet sound common sense, respectat
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fellow that he is in the homely realm
his own four walls, has very wonderfi
adventures directly he ventures out i
the wide world of research. The

metaphysical mode of thought,

a number of domains whose extent
varies according to the nature of the
object, invariably bumps into a limit
sooner or later, beyond which it
becomes one-sided, restricted, abstr
lost in insoluble contradictions, becai
in the presence of individual things it
forgets their connections; because in
the presence of their existence it forg
their coming into being and passing
away; because in their state of rest it
forgets their motion. It cannot see the
forest for the trees. (Engels 1976a, p

26)

justifiable and even necessary as it i4 i

to

ACt,

S

The thing itself, to say it again, the:

The great basic thought that the

concept “thing” is merely a reflection gfworld is to be comprehended not as

the belief in the ego as cause. (Nietzs

1968b, p. 50)

t@mplex of ready-madiingsbut as a

complex ofprocessesin which
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“Thingness has only been inventet]iapparently stable things no less than

by us owing to the requirements of

logic.” (Nietzsche 1968a, p. 558)

concepts, their mental reflections in qur
heads, go through an uninterrupted
change of coming into being and

passing away... (Engels 1976b, p. 4:

N—r

For Nietzsche does not associate
science with the attainment of truth bu
with the refusal to accept the finality cf
any alleged “truth”... (Watt 1993, p.

127)

If, however, investigation always
tproceeds from this standpoint, the

demand for final solutions and eternéil

truths ceases once and for all; we ar:

always conscious of the necessarily

1=

limited nature of all knowledge gaine
of its being conditioned by the
circumstances in which it was gainecl.

(Engels 1976b, pp. 41, 42)

The grounds upon which “this”

world has been designated as appare

establish rather its reality — another kinthinking is not a question of theory bi

of reality is absolutely undemonstrabl:

(Nietzsche 1968b, p. 39)

The question whether objective

iruth can be attributed to human

—

—r

is a practical question. Man [sic] mus;
prove the truth, i.e., the reality and
power, the this-sideness of his [sic]
thinking in practice. The dispute over
the reality or non-reality of thinking
that is isolated from practice is a purt

scholastic question. (Marx, in Engels
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1976b, p. 61)

We possess scientific knowledge According to his [Francis Bacon’s]
today to precisely the extent that we |teaching, the senses are infallible ang
have decided to accept the evidence J&re the source of all knowledge. (Max

the senses... (Nietzsche 1968b, p. 3€)1972, p. 149)

One obvious objection that can be made to this eoisgn is that Nietzsche
is a complex and contradictory writer and | haverbeery selective in my choice
of quotes. This is undoubtedly true, but | thinlsihevertheless fair to say that
dialectics plays a substantial role in Nietzscimeé&thodology and the tools are
there to be picked up on and used in postmodeooulise.

Another objection, possibly not so obvious but inview more substantial,
is that | have cheated in one of the Engels qub®scluded a very important

clause. The quote should read like this (I havetlpeiexcluded part in italics):

...In which the things apparently stable no less thair mind images in
our heads, the concepts, go through an uninteugitange of coming
into being and passing awag which, through all the seeming
contingency and in spite of all temporary retrogries, a progressive

development finally asserts itselfEngels 1976b, p. 41)

This faith in historical progress — so much a pativentieth-century thinking

and an essential element of Hegel's idealism -sisang presence in early
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Marxism? But faith in historical progress is just that 4tfalt is not compatible
with the claim of Marxism to be a science. The psscof stripping Marxist
dialectics of its idealist Hegelian hangovers hesrban ongoing one in Scientific
Marxism, from Marx and Engels through Mao.

Academic Marxism, on the other hand, has movediious conflicting
directions on this issue, and Postmodernism’s qunafedialectics has been
equally peripatetic. Georg Lukacs, in his veryuefitialHistory and Class
Consciousnesgioes so far as to maintain that “the categonptaiity, the all-
pervasive supremacy of the whole over the pattseiessence of the [dialectical]
method” (p. 27). This is a fair comment on the elitical method, if you are
talking about Hegel’s dialectics. It becomes mawbfematic if you're talking
about Marx and Engels, and it flat out contradibesMaoist conception of
dialectics, where totality is always divided inteot, and struggle and disjunction
are primary over balance and unity.

Louis Althusser’s attack on Hegelian dialectics @acgcademic Marxist
variations was informed by Mao’s writing, and JW{iasteva’s first major work,
Revolution in Poetic Languad&984), also attacks the Hegelian concept of
totality while referencing Mao’®n PracticeandOn Contradiction On the other
hand, most Postmodern writers tend to associalecties with the Hegelian
version where opposites come together in the teimth — the negation of the
negation — where both opposed terms are raisedhighar level, partially
preserved and partially destroyed.

A particularly clear example of this is a discussioy Roland Barthes on the

paradoxical nature of language that begins, ‘tasause language is not

? For a more detailed critique of this, see (Althusser 2006, pp.36-39)
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dialectical (does not allow the third term...) thagaburse (discursivity) moves, in
its historical impetus, bglashes (1977, pp. 199, 200). He then continues with a
very dialectical—but not Hegelian—history of langeaheory, which he
describes as a spiral movement produced by thlk ofagpposites—not a bad
description of Marxist dialectics — but not dialeat at all in Barthes’ view.
Jacques Derrida rejects Hegel’s third term as “¢hémlogical” and identifies

his own concept adifféranceas akin to Hegelian dialectics minus the thirdnter

| have attempted to distinguishifférance(whosea marks, among other
things, its productive and conflictual charactécstfrom Hegelian
difference, and have done so precisely at the @diwhich Hegel in the
greater_ogic, determines difference as contradiction only iteorto
resolve it, to interiorize it, to lift it up (acaing to the syllogistic process
of speculative dialectics) into the self-presenicaroonto-theological or

onto-teleological synthesig2004, p. 40)

But Derrida conceives his criticism of Hegel agiaatsm of dialectics in
general — not as a more dialectical critique of élesgdealism. Due to these and
similar views on the nature of dialectics, Nietasstprofound influence on
Postmodernism does not happen under the bann@aletiics — because there is
no third term in Nietzsche’s dialectics, no all-empassing totality, no teleology,
just the dynamic clash of opposites. But it is jixsd stripping away of teleology
and the concept of the negation of the negatiooczaed with it that defines
Mao’s contribution to the development of Marxistldictics. In this respect,

Nietzsche was even closer to Mao than to Marxadedtics in general.
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So my second objective in writing this essay iexplore this difference in
Mao’s conception of dialectics compared to thaeadier Scientific Marxism and
of Engels in particular. 1 will argue that althoulftao was an orthodox Scientific
Marxist, he also, just as Lenin before him, furtbeveloped Marxism in the
course of applying it to the particular conditimfshis own historical time and
place. | will argue that in this philosophical adea, Mao is merely completing
work that was begun by Lenin. [It is interestinghtate that when Lenin, in his
essayKarl Marx, used the same Engels quote that | used aboeit loeit the
same part that | did (1967, p. 11).]

My third objective for the essay is to explore sdag political issues in the
context of the time in which the novel is set. Myaxtive is not to make
definitive statements about these issues but tev $loov we used Maoist
dialectics to analyze problems and to show sontbeothinking behind the
actions described in the novel. | haven't attempdelle systematic in the
presentation of these ideas, or to explain theiy, faf to defend them. For the
most part, I've used them as illustrations of thégsophical points in the essay
rather than the reverse. To return to an earligapt®r, I've pretty much stuck to
playing with the arrow, only occasionally shootihgt the target and even then
mostly just to illustrate some of the arrow’s ekeel aerodynamic qualities.

My reasons for this are partly practical: all o tmajor political issues are
highly contested and to address them fully and ademnly would require
considerably more space than is available in thieee@ssay. But there is a more
basic reason: | think the philosophical issues gideeper insight into the
character of the people I've written about. Somthefdetails are highly

technical, but they lead step by step into a wodtlook and a method of work
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that the characters believed to be — at its besthk-ruthlessly practical and
ethically compelling.

There are, however, two topical issues that | fiee$t be mentioned here. The
first is the Vietham War — the Indochinese/U.S. \Wauld be more accurate.
This war and the movement against it had a profaifett on the political
climate of the United States. Most of us startedSixties with a solid belief in
“truth, justice and the American way”, a phrasenfrihe original Superman TV
show that can only be used with irony now. By thd ef the decade, very many
of us saw the United States as the enemy — notustg or misguided, but an
empire based on an economic system that couldexgind or be destroyed. |
won't try to prove the correctness of this thegseh but its currency at the time is
inarguable. One of the reasons for the immenselpofyuof the firstStar Wars
movie — to pick an easy example — was that mamg adentified Darth Vader
with Nixon’s éminence griseHenry Kissinger.

The second issue | need to mention is the CulReablution in China. The
view of the Cultural Revolution held by the chagastin the novel is so wildly at
variance with the dominant discourse in both modizy China and in the West
that it has to be addressed at least in outline.ddminant judgment is well
known: it was a period of mass insanity and massilaru

The Maoist view is that the Cultural Revolution wias high point of a
revolution that brought China out of the dark aged created a state and an
economy run by and for the masses of workers aadgoes. But socialism in
China was very much a work in progress. There weree in the Party who
wanted to continue the Socialist Revolution and#hdike Deng Xiaoping and

Liu Shao-ch’i, who wanted to create a strong céipttaconomy. The Cultural
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Revolution was a battle fought to see which sideld@revail. Despite Mao’s
prestige, the “capitalist roaders” held the domtr@ositions in both the Party and
the Army, and they used those positions ruthlessuppress the revolutionary
movement that had, under Mao’s leadership, riseag#inst them. The battle was
bloody and protracted, and it was not until Maaldieat the capitalist roaders
were able to gain the decisive advantage.

The result has been very fast economic developmehe coastal cities and
an increasingly wealthy middle class, combined whth spectacular growth of
economic inequality, the dismantling of free edigzatind healthcare for the
peasants and most of the working class, the loasadss to clean air and clean
water, massacres like the one in Tiananmen Sgaadethe ruthless suppression
of Tibetan people.

| realise this account must seem to most peopéentikdness on the level of
denying the Holocaust, and it has left me with@bpgm that is unsolvable within
the scope of this book. On the one hand, how expéct anyone to take
seriously anything in this account of Maoist phdpky unless they are at least
willing to suspend disbelief on the question of @dtural Revolution? On the
other hand, to deal systematically with such a masisconnect would take at
least an entire book, or more realistically, aesedf books — and even then, so
little of what we believe is determined solely bg evidence presented in
documents... Nevertheless, for any who wish toymitee matter, there is a

growing literature that presents a position cogttarthe dominant discourSe.

* For a view of the early stages of the Chinese Revolution, both before and after seizing
power, see Hinton (1997); Myrdal (1975); and Snow (1972). For a detailed and well documented
analysis of what really happened in the Great Leap Forward and a review of the level of
scholarship that allows any charge, no matter how undocumented, to be taken seriously and
repeated endlessly, see Ball (2006). For some statistics from a Nobel laureate on China’s
achievements in health care, life expectancy, infant mortality and literacy, see Sen (2005). For
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One final point: I am writing at a time when thegt revolutions of the last
century have been defeated. Clearly, even for thdsesupported these
revolutions — especially for them — now is a tiraereflection and reassessment;
now is the time to sum up the failures and the aq@ishments and to use this
new summation to point the way forward. | havetnied to do this here. Rather,
for the most part | have confined myself to anrafieto give an accurate picture
of the past: what we did and what we thought.

| think of both the novel and this essay as conmgis fictional documentary.
| see so little in the mass media and in the hissoof those times that | recognize
as a fair and honest account of the people | kmetlae world we lived in.
Clearly, I am giving an account from the insiddne world | knew first hand — but
| think it contributes to the broader picture oé flast century. We were a part of
the hundreds of millions of people who gave thereseheart and soul to the
struggle for revolutionary change — and not jugshwpreat heart and great
gullibility, like Boxer, the draft horse iAnimal Farm but with great intelligence
and long sleepless nights of study and thoughtaagdment. A terrible price was
paid, but wonderful things were accomplished. Rintblessons were learned.

They must not be forgotten.

two sympathetic — but conflicting — accounts of the process of the Cultural Revolution and how it
was defeated, see Badiou (2005b); and Lotta (1978). For critical accounts of the restoration of
capitalism, the impoverishment of the masses — and an account of the struggle going on inside
China to tell the true story in unofficial sources, such as the online media, see Gao (2008); and
Hinton (1990). For an account of the lives of ordinary Chinese women during the Cultural
Revolution that is radically different from the “victim literature” that has streamed out of China,
and for an account of the campaign inside China initiated by Deng Xiaoping to “negate the
Cultural Revolution” by creating “victim literature”, see Zheng (2006); and Zhong (2001).



Stroking the Arrow page 18

Dialectical Materialism

Marxism is often described as a form of economiermheinism. Mao is then
considered to have deviated from Marxism in theation of voluntarism.
Sometimes this criticism is made of Lenin, as w@ticasionally — and perhaps
paradoxically — it is made of Marx and Engels iodhe sense that they are
charged with promoting a form of political activighmat is in direct contradiction
to the economic determinism of their overall sys{&might 1997, pp. 84, 85,

108, 109). This last criticism has a grain of tratthere is a contradiction between
determinism and activism. However, | will arguetttieere is no logical
contradiction, but rather a dynamic tension betwtbese two aspects of

Scientific Marxism — a unity of opposites.

In the interpretation that | will defend, the ultie goal of communism is a
planet where the human race is in conscious coafritd destiny, rather than
being driven willy-nilly by socio-economic forcesat are not understood and that
operate with the same impersonal power as a hagioaa sunrise. Thisis a
relative goal, with levels of causality always agtérg on us beyond those we
already understand and are able to manipulate.means we can never be
absolutely free, but we can continually push b&ekldarriers and reach for higher
consciousness and greater freedom.

Such an enterprise is built on science understeddeacumulative
unravelling of causal interconnections in the urseghat we are a part of. All of
the terms in the above sentence are problematcsality”, “the universe” and
“us”. The role of philosophy is to constantly examihow we use these terms,

exposing the hidden assumptions and enabling bsrg the scientific process
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itself under the scrutiny of the scientific procdssorder to do this, philosophy
must perform the same operation on itself.

It follows from all this that philosophy is absatlit central to the communist
enterprise. And clearly this is shown in practigerx, Engels, Lenin, Stalin and
Mao all refer constantly to the basic principlesMarxist philosophy and apply
them to solve the problems of revolutionary practic

Mao puts it this way:

There are a number of subjects in Marxism: Mampdstosophy, Marxist
economics, Marxist socialism — the theory of cktsgggle; but the basic
thing is Marxist philosophy. Unless this thing fadied and understood,
we will not have a common language or a common ateimong us; we
could argue back and forth, but things still wontd be clear. But if we
have dialectical materialist thought, we will saeselves a lot of trouble

and commit many fewer mistakes. (1986, |, 533)

It also follows that Marxist philosophy must comtatis opposite; it must be
both a philosophy and an anti-philosophy. Thabisay, it must constantly
examine its own process and assumptions in thedighistory and scientific
theory and practice, stripping away parts of itsedt turn out to be mystifications
based on an earlier ignorance. The philosophetiehse Paul Churchland

describes the relationship between philosophy amhee in the following way:

What we call a philosophical problem is a problé@t’s so far from

scientific solution that no self-respecting scisnwill touch it! And so
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they throw it over to philosophy and say, he@)worry about it! And a
successful philosopher is someone who managesnig $wme order or
insight inside the area, sufficient order that gan then start asking
empirical questions — you can start proposing expts...(2007, p.

228)

One side of this process is the development ohseieAs Churchland points
out, physics used to be part of the job philosopliat. One could say that the
other side of the process is the retreat of phghgdrom areas where it is no
longer needed — but this makes the process seamarid straightforward, which
it is not. It would probably be more accurate tg, $@ longer needed in the same
way. New questions arise out of the ashes of tie@bnsequently, Marxist
philosophy understands itself as a battlegroumhtifig the same battles over and
over again, but on ever higher levels. The two asdor the battle are the
materialist theory of knowledge and the dialectibalory of the contradictory
nature of being.

Mao puts it this way:

In philosophy, materialism and idealism are a uoftppposites and
struggle with each other. Two other things, diatscand metaphysics, are
also a unity of opposites that struggle againsh edlcer. Whenever
philosophy is discussed, these two pairs [of caintteons] cannot be
avoided... This struggle will continue forever andlwiove one step

forward at each stage. (1986, I, 253)
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| will first describe the basics of materialist léietics in its stripped down
Maoist form. Then | will look at some of the ke that have been stripped
away to arrive at the current Maoist understandingdjialectics.

Maoist materialist dialectics could be summed upflyrin two opposing
statements:

1. All things are one.

2. One divides into two.

All Things Are One

The above statement is clearly contradictory. éf¢hare “things” in the
plural, they are not “one” but “many”. However, tsiatement can still be true in
a limited sense that is most easily defined innbgative: there is no god — or,
which is the same in this context, there is noitgjail realm that is cut off from the
causal interconnections of the material world. #3ophical materialism is a
defence of the “know-ability” of the world. It ioohtied to any particular
conception of the physical nature of matter.

When Marx lays out the basic principle of matesialiin “Theses on
Feuerbach”, he distinguishes it from “hitherto &xig materialism” in which “the
thing, reality, sensuousness, is conceived ontigerform of theobject or of
contemplationbut not asensuous human activity, practicet subjectively”
(Engels 1976Db, p. 61). In the Marxist view, thefying factor in “reality” is our
connection to it, i.e., our experience of it and production of it. This is not a
question of limiting “what is” to our subjective garience. Rather, the point is

that we can only know that part of the universe wima engage with. As Mao



Stroking the Arrow page 22

famously said, “If you want knowledge, you mustdadart in the practice of
changing reality. If you want to know the tasteagiear, you must change the
pear by eating it yourself” (Mao 1969, I, 300).

If there is no realm that is cut off from the cdusgerconnections of the
material world, this must apply to the subject alBoe image of the philosopher
as a lonely seeker of truth who examines the césmtarhis own mind isolated
from the rest of the world is a deceptive metapAnr subjective action, no
matter how individual and solitary, can be undesdtonly in the context of the
social and natural world that gave rise to it.

Consequently, Marxism argues that all knowledg#hefworld ultimately
comes from social practice. Marxism lays particgkaess on human activity in
the production of the physical necessities foransig life, but social practice
also includes “class struggle, political life, sdiéic and artistic pursuits; in short,
as a social being, man patrticipates in all spheirése practical life of society.
Thus man, in varying degrees, comes to know tHerdifit relations between man
and man, not only through his material life bubalsrough his political and
cultural life (both of which are intimately boun@ with material life)” (Mao
1969, |, 296).

So the essential point of the Marxist theory olgdophical materialism is
that knowledge comes from social practice. DoesxiMatheory assert that matter
has any universal characteristics? Yes — but ang timly: it moves. Matter and
motion are a unity of opposites. In fact, one cadg that this is the fundamental
opposition that underlies all dialectics: the cadiction between matter,
presence, “there-ness” on the one hand, and moveaiesence, “not there-ness”

on the other.
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One Divides into Two

What is a thing? Bertell Ollman argues that “In W@wv which currently
dominates the social sciences, things exist andngnodchange. The two are
logically distinct. History is something that hapgéo things; it is not part of their
nature. Hence the difficulty of examining changsijects from which it has
been removed at the start” (1990, p. 32).

Dialectics, on the other hand, understands thednaslprocess. It understands
objects as points of relative stability in an esdl#ow where the only absolute is
change itself. If a thing is examined closely eroagio matter how apparently
simple and solid — the solidity dissolves, anddimeplicity turns out to be
complex. This complexity is not understood as athef atomic elements,
although that is one form the complexity can td&kather, the complexity is a
dynamic process, an opposition between the fortswbility and change. This is
what Lenin describes as the kernel of dialectitise fecognition (discovery) of
the contradictorymutually exclusiveopposite tendencies in all phenomena and
processes of naturan¢ludingmind and society)” (1972a, p. 359).

The nature of this opposition is something thatlvamletermined only
concretely, in practice. Dialectics, as such, t@dsiothing about anything in
particular. It is a general theory of the naturenmivement and change and the
method of study and presentation that follows fiortt is not a substitute for
investigation. Rather, one thinks in oppositesras seeks to unravel the internal
logic of the thing/process/phenomenon under ingastn. Marx could write

about wishing to explain in only a few printers stse¢‘what isrational in the



Stroking the Arrow page 24

method which Hegel discovered and at the samertigstified” (Quoted in
Bhaskar p. 87), because dialectics is an immagnt that can be understood
deeply only in the study of phenomena in their alctievelopment. As Mao puts
it, “...it is precisely in the particularity of comtdiction that the universality of

contradiction resides” (Mao 1969, I, 316).

Mao’s Early Writing on Dialectical Materialism

Mao’s foundational works on the philosophical fran¢On PracticeandOn
Contradiction said to be a product of Mao’s lectures in Yemath937. The final
versions appeared in H8elected Workdirst published in 1952. Mao’s
authorship of the texts and their dates of commrshave been disputed over the
years (Doolin and Golas 1964; Cohen 1964; Wittfd@83; Schram 1967), but
the discovery of pre-liberation texts seem to aomfMao’s authorship and their
early provenance (Knight 1980). Although there@mestant references to
philosophical principles running throughout Mao’stuwg, it could be argued that
— at least until the Cultural Revolution — there ao new principles put forward,
just the development and application of the pried@rticulated in these two

works.

On Practice

In On Practice Mao describes the process of acquiring knowleti&ging it
and deepening it. Mao, following Lenin, uses theaapkor of a spiral to describe

the way knowledge moves from the particular togéeeral, from practice to
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theory to practice again, each time on a highezllé¥/e sum up the result of our
practical activity and turn it into theory, whichused to guide further practice. In

the process our new theories are tested by practitether develop theory.

Practice, knowledge, again practice, and again kedye. This form
repeats itself in endless cycles, and with eacledye content of practice

and knowledge rises to a higher level. (Mao 196908)

The process described is that of an unending seoebere is no question of
our ever attaining absolute truth. But more thas, tlve are not just learning about
the world as we climb the spiral, we are changinga the process of acquiring
knowledge and using it creates a moving target. @@ in this essay the
impression is given that the growth of knowledga smple step-by-step
accumulation, rather like panning for gold, wheaetedip in the river yields a
more refined product. The process is more problenttaan that — and more
dialectical.

The slow accumulation of facts combined with thadgral development of
theory describes what Thomas Kuhn calls “normarsm” (Kuhn 1970). But this
Is punctuated with cataclysmic events — what Baoletalled an “epistemic
break” — where a theoretical framework is shattenad replaced by a new
paradigm (Nickles 2010). Dialectical theory allofes this, requires it in fact —
guantitative changes resulting in a qualitativg ledut there is a tacit assumption
that the leap will be forward, not backward. TlEs0t to say that mistakes won't
be uncovered and corrected, but there is the aggamtpat established truths will

not be overthrown.
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Kuhn argues on the contrary that the history ofrsocé shows just these kinds
of “leap-backward” revolutions. He gives as an egbkmthe leap from Newton’s
to Einstein’s theories of gravity. The establiskexlv — and the general Marxist
view — has been that Newton is a special caserwt&in, that it applies to
relatively medium-sized bodies at medium speedstha it fails to account for
velocities approaching the speed of light. In thésv, to put it in Engels’
terminology, Newton'’s theory is absolutely truehint relative limits, but only
relatively true with absolutely no limits — a patfexample of the interpenetration
of opposites, in this case, the opposition betwetative and absolute truth.

The problem is, in a number of important respdegiisstein’s theory flat out
contradicts Newton’s. For example, the idea of ijyaas action at a distance in

Newton is contradicted and replaced by the conaeptrved space. Kuhn writes:

The notion of a match between the ontology of athand its “real”
counterpart in nature now seems to me illusiveringple. Besides, as a
historian, | am impressed with the implausibilifytioe view. | do not
doubt, for example, that Newton’s mechanics impsowe Aristotle’s and
that Einstein’s improves on Newton'’s as instruméotguzzle-solving.
But | can see in their succession no coherent titreof ontological

development. (1970, p. 206)

In my view, the confusion arises here due to a mdsustanding of the nature
of theory in Marxist epistemology (a misunderstaigdshared by many Marxists).

Theory is a guide to practice and can be understabdas linked to practice —
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not as a thing in itself. This is how Marx descdlibe result of the investigative

process in writingCapital:

Only after this work is done, can the actoaivemenbe adequately
described. If this is done successfully, if tifie of the subject-matter is

ideally reflected as in a mirror... (2007, p. ffglics mine]

Theory as such is a description of how things mewet a static snapshot —
and it is the understanding of how things move thakes theory useful as a
guide to practice. This is why mathematical fornsudae so important to science.
They can be a concentrated description of movement.

Here is how Stephen Hawking describes theory irsiagky

A theory of physics is just a mathematical modat the use to describe
the results of observations. A theory is a goodmhd it is an elegant
model, if it describes a wide class of observatiamsl if it predicts the
results of new observations. Beyond that, it madesense to ask if it
corresponds to reality, because we do not know veadity is independent

of a theory. (1994, p. 44)

Not all science is so thoroughly susceptible tacdpson through
mathematics as physics is, but all theory aspaeescribe how things move, and
it is this model of movement that can be testedrafided in practice. In the case
of Newton and Einstein, as Kuhn points out, thehmatatic formulas

(mechanics) do show progress in our understandihgw the universe moves.
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Ontological metaphors such as curved space omaatia distance help us to
imagine what is “out there” and to develop new nie@dé how it moves, which
can then be tested, but scientific progress ierptessed in ontology.

Applying these criteria, is such a thing as a smeof revolution possible?
Scientific Marxism claims to be a science on theidthat knowledge of
capitalism and how to make revolution against dumulative: each revolution
learns from previous ones. In this view, revoluéionstruggle would be
considered a form of experimental practice; revohary theory, a summation
and concentration of the results of these expetisndilme Russian revolution
would not have been possible without the summeexerience of the Paris
Commune. The Chinese revolution would not have Ipessible without the
summed up experience of the Russian revolution.

At the same time, there is evidence that eachdaiweap requires an
epistemic break with the received wisdom of presicevolutionary theories. The
Russian revolution would not have been possiltleeifBolshevik Party had not
been prepared to break with the economism of tleeaSbemocratic Second
International (Lenin 1964a). Similarly, attemptanake a revolution in China
based on the simple application of the Russian l&epo the radically different
situation in China resulted in the near destructibthe Chinese Communist Party

by the Kuomintang in 1927 (Mao 1975, pp. 102,103).
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On Contradiction

In the Marxist canon, Mao’s essé@y Contradictionis probably the most
systematic exposition of dialectics understoochasprinciple of contradiction. It
follows closely a short essay in LenirPsilosophical Notebook@ot originally
intended for publication) calle@n the Question of DialecticMao’s essay is
considerably longer, although still only about & @vords in English translation.
It develops Lenin’s ideas and gives them a praotidge. Mao presents the topic
under six headings: “the two world outlooks, thévarsality of contradiction, the
particularity of contradiction, the principal coadliction and the principal aspect
of a contradiction, the identity and struggle af #spects of a contradiction, and

the place of antagonism in contradiction” (Mao 1969311).

The Two World Outlooks

Marxism distinguishes between two opposing theafahange. The first
theory, it terms “metaphysical”. This sees develeptras a matter of increase and
decrease in quantity or as change of place. Theesanf movement are external
to the object that is moved. Consequently, whattxexl of causality is being
considered, objects are treated as hard unitsritemaict with other hard units.
Newtonian physics is the classic image of this lohdhetaphysical explanation.

In describing dialectics, the metaphor of a rigoften used. Dialectics sees
the world as an ever-changing flow with eddies emdents representing patterns
and temporary balances that constantly appeariaagmkar. Development is a

process of “the division of a unity into mutualbyobusive opposites and their
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reciprocal relation” (Lenin 1972b, XXXVIII, 358). iposites are mutually
interdependent. If one side is “devoured” by theeotthe process has come to an
end, and a new process begins, again charactdryzeied division into opposing
forces.

The metaphysical point of view and the dialectpaiht of view are both used
constantly in everyday life, but overall, dialestis the dominant aspect of the
contradiction, because metaphysics is a subsealgictics. That is to say, in
dialectics the stability manifest in discrete olgas a special case produced by
the temporary balance of opposed forces. The gpbgrdavid Harvey uses an

image from the ancient Greek philosopher Heractibumake this point:

We all know what Heraclitus meant when he said Wetannot step into
the same river twice, but we also all know thatehie a sense in which we
can return again and again to the banks of the saere At this point,
however, there may indeed arise some sort of diairthe superiority of
the dialectical view, precisely because it alloasdn understanding of
“things” and systems as if they are real and stabla special case of the
proposition that processes are always at work iaiggand sustaining

“things” and systems. (1996, pp. 61, 62)

It may seem like the term “metaphysics” is usechera sense that’s pretty
far from the original use of the word, which confieen Aristotle and was
variously defined by him as the study of “beingsash” or the study of “first
causes” (van Inwagen 2008). The connection is th#ectics sees movement as

a property of matter, in fact, the only universadgerty of matter. Matter is
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ultimately self-moving. Movement arises out of #triggle of opposites. But if
movement is abstracted from physical objects, dingje is understood to come
from the outside, ultimately that must lead back fmrime mover, a First Cause,
to some form of God.

There is a link here between metaphysics and ibaditlogic. It goes like
this. The first principle of traditional logic identity:

A=A

If “A” is considered purely as a symbol, the abst@ement seems intuitively
obvious and absurd to deny. But if “A” is considgte be an actually existing
object, the statement becomes more problematic.

Dog = Dog is still an abstraction, but what if vegluce it to particular dogs?

Lassie = Rex, the wonder dog.

Now the statement is far from obvious. The two dagsd have things in
common: they are both dogs; each has four legsSetthey would be equal in
some senses, but clearly not in others — especiatlyf Lassie is pregnant.

But even if the same dog is on both sides of thmign, the equality is
problematic.

Lassie = Lassie.

You still have to ask yourself the question: Lasgiken? Because Lassie in
the morning and Lassie a few hours later are vigkg ut not absolutely
identical. We are back to Heraclites and his rilteturns out that a dog (or even a
rock) is not a simple object, but a process tlwatdl like a river. Consequently,
the statement “A = A” is true only when the twoesdf the equation are
considered as frozen in time, abstracted from thedaof movement and change.

As Henri Lefebre writes ibialectical Materialism “Formal logic is the logic of
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the instant: the logic of a simplified world” (p4)Z And this, again, is the
connection between metaphysics and traditionatlogi

Nietzsche puts it this way:

The “A” of logic is, like the atom, a reconstrugatiof the thing--If we do
not grasp this, but make of logic a criterion ofttbeing, we are on the
way to positing as realities all those hypostasebstance, attribute,

object, subject, action, etc.; that is, to concevd metaphysical world.

(1968a, p. 516)

Are dialectics and formal logic compatible? Thdieat available draft oOn
Contradictioncontains a section comparing formal logic withleli#ics. It was
cut out of later drafts. Nick Knight speculatestttés may have been because
Mao felt he had been unable to do the subjectgaisti the time (1980, p. 649). At
any rate, Mao’s views developed in later yearsh&nexcised section @n
Contradiction Mao argues that dialectics and formal logic acompatible,

because the law of absolute identity fails to actdor change.

It can therefore be seen that all the laws of fodogic oppose
contradictoriness and advocate the characteribtaeatity, oppose
development and change of concepts and thingsadvtate their
solidification and immobility, and this is in ditegpposition to dialectics.

(1980, p. 662)
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However, in 1965, Mao suggested that formal logighihbe considered a

subset of dialectics:

It has been said that the relationship of formglddo dialectics is like the
relationship between elementary mathematics antehigrathematics.
This is a formulation which should be studied fertiFormal logic is
concerned with the form of thought, and is concerioeensure that there
is no contradiction between successive stages argument. It is a
specialized science. Any kind of writing must maise of formal logic.
Formal logic does not concern itself with majorrpiges: it is incapable of
so doing... One cannot acquire much fresh knowledgrugh formal
logic. Naturally one can draw inferences, but thectusion is still

enshrined in the major premise. (1965, p. 3)

It could be argued that Mao’s later views on ladpn’t necessarily contradict
his earlier views. Rather, he was writing about twhanodern logic are
considered to be the two different aspects of logjratax and semantics. Here
again, there is a parallel between Marxist diabsciind Nietzsche’s dialectics.
Steven Hales, in an article on Nietzsche and Iagiguies that Nietzsche’s
apparently contradictory comments about logic aretd the fact that he
recognizes the necessity of logical syntax buttsjthe metaphysical
implications of logical semantics. Hales givesfitliowing description of logical

syntax:

It provides the rules for the manipulation of theemtors, connectives,

quantifiers, predicate letters, variables, and toris of the formal system,
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how the symbols can be moved around, and how thepage to be
proven from the axioms. Syntax and proof theoryuglinothing about the
world and make no assumptions about the applitwaloifithe symbols of

our formal language to anything at all. (p. 825)

These are the rules of argumentation that Mao agmeeessential to any form

of writing. The other aspect of logic is the sen@ant

The interpretation of the formulas of logic is thesiness of semantics.
Semantics specifies non-empty domains of entitiegniverses of
discourse, along with an interpretation functioattleads us from the
symbols supplied by the syntax to the entitiehendomain. That is,
semantics is concerned with the meaning of ouckdgiymbols. The
interpretation function assigns a unique obje¢hendomain to each
constant, tells us which things the variables ¢andsfor, and provides an

extension in the domain for each predicate lefper825)

It is semantic logic that requires the existenc#luhgs”, of objects that are
self-identical. It is the semantic equation of #testract units of syntax with the
complex and contradictory world of movement andngjeathat Nietzsche rejects.
This is also the basis of the Marxist critiqueadit, a critique of the disconnect
between logical syntax and the world of becomingd &ven here, the rejection is
not absolute. Marxist and Nietzschean dialectidh becognize the utility of logic
with its metaphysical assumptions; they simplyatfbe assumptions as anything

more than rough approximations.
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The Universality and the Particularity of Contradiction

The universality of contradiction resides in thetfdnat it is the one and only
universal law of motion. But the universe is varadl complex and there are
many forms of motion in nature and society. Eacimfof motion is driven by its
own particular contradiction, and qualitativelyfdient contradictions can only be
resolved by qualitatively different methods. Ttaghe particularity of
contradiction.

The section on patrticularity, as Mao explainshesiinost important part of the
essay. It is deceptive in its simplicity. Mao ikitey a very traditional approach to
dialectics in these passages, but he is also tdkitiger a process first begun by
Lenin’s essayOn the Question of Dialectica process of stripping dialectics of
any remaining connections with Hegel's grand megajal concept of Totality.
This will become clear in later works first avail@tiuring the Cultural
Revolution, where Mao explicitly attacks the consepf Totality and negation of
the negation, but these concepts are already moitalieir absence.

The philosopher Louis Althusser points out that@ligh Mao talks about
simple processes that have only one contradicBarpaosed to complex
processes that have more than one contradictioonlyegives examples of
complex contradictions. Althusser argues thatithgenerally true in Marxist-
Leninist literature and that the reason for thighat contradiction is an analytical
tool for understanding nature and social processtigeir actuality and “only

exists in the concrete contents it enables usini'tif1969, p. 217).



Stroking the Arrow page 36

In a way, you could say that here dialectics joiresworking class. It
becomes a humble tool of analysis, grand only énséinse of its universal

usefulness as a tool for understanding and charnengyorld.

This dialectical world outlook teaches us primalibw to observe and
analyse the movement of opposites in differentghiand, on the basis of
such analysis, to indicate the methods for resglewmntradictions. (Mao

19609, |, 315)

The Identity and Struggle of Opposites

Identity

The unity (or identity) of opposites means thattthe aspects of a
contradiction presuppose each other and both aspeekist in a single entity. It
also means that under given conditions, each easftsrm into the other.

The transformation of opposites into each othénespart ofOn
Contradiction(and also of Lenin’©n the Question of Dialectizghat is most
essential for understanding the dialectical natfi@ontradiction but also
probably the most difficult to understand. Collattyues that “Marxism, although
it is constantly speaking in terms of contradicti@md opposition, has no clear
ideas on this subject.” In particular, he criticideenin and Mao for failing to
distinguish between contrariety and contradictiOnlletti 1975, 3-29).

It is true that irOn Practiceand elsewhere, contradiction is dealt with on
various levels of abstraction, and the differenegveen these various levels is

not made clear. But the dialectical position id thare is contradiction wherever
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there is movement and that each contradictiontsasain particular form of
movement. Consequently, to develop a typology otrealictions would be a
form of scholasticism: however many categoriespgfasition that were
catalogued, determinate change would exceed thedaoies.

Consider, for example these two types of contramhstdiscussed by Mao in
his various treatments of dialectics:

1. The war between the Kuomintang Army and the RedyArm

2. The contradiction between offence and defence m wa

The first is a contradiction between two physiacatés, including soldiers,
weapons, and logistical support. The transformatioopposites into each other
in this example means that the side that was secgradn become dominant, and
the side that was dominant can become secondagycfdracter of the war goes
through a qualitative leap when this happens. Hisdtly, the Red Army went
from fighting for survival to fighting to wipe odhe enemy and liberate the
country. That was the transformation of one sidthefcontradiction into the
other dominant side. How was this contradictiorohe=d? The war ended when
one side defeated the other. Mao put it this wae‘synthesis took place like
this: their armies came, and we devoured them, tevéham bite by bite” (1975, p.
224). The Red Army continued to exist after itdaig over the Kuomintang
Army. But in fact, the old contradiction that lirkéhe two armies in war had
come to an end, and a new situation had ariserPebele’s Republic of China
came into existence. The Red Army that existetiérévolutionary war was
transformed by victory in the war and by its enftrp the new situation and its

contradictions.
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The second contradiction, between offence and defes an opposition of
two contrary ideas. If left on this level of puttestraction, it is a logical
opposition, rather than a dialectical contradictiBat of course, it is not left on
the level of pure abstraction. Rroblems of Strategy in China’s Revolutionary
War (Mao 1969, II), written shortly after the firstrggon ofOn Contradiction
Mao goes into great detail, analysing the backfartt movement in offensive
and defensive tactics used in “the enemy's ‘ererineint and suppression’
campaigns and the Red Army's counter-campaignssighiem.” A purely
defensive battle can suddenly become an offensiuaterattack, and conversely,
an attack can be forced onto the defence. Thisagaine transformation of
opposites into each other.

This does not mean that the concept of defenceesilyldecomes redefined
to mean offence, but that a process that is priyndefensive can become
offensive, and vice versa. Even here, though, enebel of definition, there is no
absolute separation between offense and defeneeofjposed concepts do imply
each other. Every offense has a defensive aspett/iee versa. Hence, the
familiar saying, “The best defence is a good oféehé&nother way of putting this
is to say that dialectics describes all forms of/ement, both movement in
physical processes and movement in ideas.

The Marxist canon gives many examples of logicglagitions that are
abstracted from the movement of particular ide@spactices: truth and error,
the universal and the particular, theory and pcacfThe canon also gives many
examples of contradiction as the struggle betweggrosed physical forces:
bourgeoisie vs. proletariat, peasant vs. landklaje vs. slave owner... And

these are just two examples of possible types mtradiction.
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To take another example of a contradiction fromNfaxist canon, consider
the contradiction between the forces of productiod the relations of production
in capitalist society. This is not a set of logicahtraries, nor is it a simple
opposition between two opposed physical forcefadty the physical
manifestation of both aspects of the contradicigothe same: human society and
the natural and built environment in which it isdded, but considered on the
one hand as a socially organized system of praolucéind on the other hand as a
system of private ownership and distribution. Adiog to Marxist theory, it is
the invention and creative energy that goes intgpttoductive forces which drives
forward the development of society, and consequgintigeneral, the productive
forces are the principal aspect of the cont