
as long as most of us remember,
and transform it into something authentically new and

young and fresh and appealing:
we want the way money is amassed and distributed

and thought-about changed,
and the way the poor, the homeless and immigrants are

dealt with changed,
and we want rule by private property and the lie of

"free enterprise" changed.
The "We" I've been talking from are really These States,

composed of all those who daily feel the bite and bark of a dog-
ging capitalist/imperialist system, including those who are not
only aware that genocide, economic or otherwise, is at its core,
but who are actively engaged in the fight against that genocide,

who either must fight or physically die; that is,
must break into buildings or die in the cold,
must answer every charge of welfare fraud with a

rally for peoples' justice,
must straighten the twisted information that immi-

grants are the enemies of workers here, or that the young rather
than the banks and the corporations are the thieves and addict-
ed monsters,

must broadcast over airwaves liberated by takeovers
(just as with abandoned buildings) because only corporate
wealth has claim to widespread kilowatt power,

must graffiti because there's no unbought place where
writing, drawing and the protest-cry weigh the same and, by
their very existance, attack private property.

And underlying all these "musts" are the will and
desire to change history, and the belief that the people of this
new class can do precisely that.

This essay was originally written for the National Organizing
Committee in 1995, toward that group's becoming the League of
Revolutionaries for a New America, of which the author is a member.

Dumpsters, alleys littered with what's been discarded, including
human crumples, panhandlers at corners or along walls scrib-
bled with graffiti, hungry men and women on foodlines, public
suffering misery waste shame dregs garbage of porn and drugs
and drink, the lost job, broken home,

can't sell soul, one big hole, feel like a mole down in the
depths or on the lam standing still in the Tenderloin of an
innercity everywhere now.

Such images increasing in replication represent the fate
of more and more people in this land, in a time when techno-
logical advancement on a global scale is creating merciless con-
ditions wherein millions and millions of people will be, if they
are not already, economically and then physically, holocausted,

while the profound truth uttered by the Native
American, Wassaja- "We are hoodwinked, duped more and
more each year; we are made to feel that we are free and we are
not" -throbs in our being.

Everything's being driven backwards to the wrong
Right, not to right the wrongs but deeper into a corporate state
whose media-evil snares and traps are thick with decay, info-
terrorism, more doubletalk than hands could shake ten fingers
at; and bodies and souls everywhere are lowered into vats of
diminishing wages, all watched over by massively growing
police-brutal state apparatus.

It's a system of corporate profiteers, haywire
Stockmarket-mongers and thugs of all sorts feeding on us poor
people, and we want that system brought down once and for
all.

We know it's in the deep shit of its own decay and has
been rotting amid its desperate half-assed triumphs for more
than two generations. We want to help, as cultural consciences,
finish off its carcass, which has been stinking up humanity for

We don't see a difference between poetry, prose, graphic arts, song,
music etc., on this terrain horizoning with the construction of
tomorrows. Separating the genres is another kind of division
the ruling-class enslavers have washed many a brain with.

We know their intelligentsia is all bullshit fake aesthetic
segregations.

We know because, at the heart of this seminal and bud-
ding poor-people's struggle is a propagandance inclusive of all



the arts.
Moreover, and despite the attempts on the part of the

cowardly ruling-class intelligentsia to pawn off the revolution-
ary story as nothing but a "humanistic" one accommodatable
by the corporate academy,

we know that we are all in possession of a modern clas-
sical tradition, including everything from the Internationale to
Native chants, as well as union and slave songs en route to col-
lective affirmations and liberation, respectively;

a revolutionary tradition including the poems of Blake,
Whitman's great majesties, abolitionist narratives and the writ-
ings of Frederick Douglass, the poems of Hopkins ("1look for-
ward to nothing more than the communist revolution"-1871),
the great active meditations and strategies on the end of war
and hunger that are the center of the writings of Marx and
Engels;

and then, in our own century, the works of Mayakov-
sky, London, Lorca, Brecht, Sinclair, Neruda, Hill, Vallejo,
Roumain, Hughes, Parker, Dalton, Monk, Castillo, Pasolini,
Eluard, Hikmet, Aragon, Laraque, Darwish, Baraka, Adnan,
Gramsci, Benet, Scotellaro, Heartfield;

and Robeson, Luxemburg, Rivera, Lenin, Siquieros,
Orozco, Pollock, Lowenfels, Benjamin, Lorde, Ho Chi Minh,
Rugama, Quemain, Stephen-Alexis;

and the hundreds, no, thousands of poets-man,
woman and child-as well as artists, musicians, dancers, in col-
lectives or theater companies, or struggling forward in their cre-
ative solitudes, believing in and fighting for the total liberation
of humanity from its chains, over and above the walls of the
narrow one-celled alienation, isolation and imprisonment which
the capitalist world visits upon us all.

It's with this revolutionary and progressive cultural tra-
dition, which all poets and artists intuitively recognize as relat-
ed to the working class, the working poor, and the new class of
the permanently unemployed, the homeless, the criminalized,
and the economically abused by the whiplash of electronic
means of production in the hands of the capitalists,

that my own work has specifically united itself for more
than twenty years. It's a tradition that's engaged the energies of
my poems (because in fact it creates the energies of my poems),
as well as my translations of revolutionaries from other lands;

my verbo-visual "talking leaves;" my painted books and larger
paintings; agitprop journalistic articles; the editing of different
anthologies relative to the struggle; the "printing" of poems "in
the journal between the ears" on the streets, in the name of rev-
olutionary communication; and the works done for the cultural
brigades like the Roque Dalton Cultural Brigade, the Jacques
Roumain Cultural Brigade; in addition to the Union of Left
Writers, the Coalition of Writers' Organizations, the Communist
Labor Party and the National Organizing Committee.

This revolutionary tradition, which came into existence
about 150years ago-a young tradition! a vibrant tradition!-
continues to expose the rats of capitalism for the garbage they
are, and the system itself for the nullandvoid it is, while affirm-
ing, re-affirming and ever-affirming the struggles and victories
(however small, however large) of the poor and exploited.

And it's because we especially defend and affirm the
poorest sectors of society, those who are most vulnerable, the
good and beautiful Truth of revolutionary potential cuts
through the current habits and trends of intellectual adherences
to Nothingness.

We are never decorators of Nothing. Nor do we pre-
tend we are the avant-garde while actually engaging in backbit-
ing competition-a mirror of capitalist relations-for what
comes down to: Bux.

Our rage, a rage for change, is, in part, yes, because we
are poor; but it mainly is because others are, and in misery and
oppression.

At the heart of it all, why else does a poet write?
We furthermore say that we know the enemy and it is

not ourselves. It is rather a system of daily and grinding eco-
nomic and social squalors, commodifications, degradations and
losses of dignity.

That's why poem, painting, music, etc. all are so very
necessary. And why we remember, in the immediate now and
for the future, the resonating affirmations of, say, Whitman,
those expanses of generosity and mimpathy which he dreamed
for us and which we know the system we live in the trap of has
fogged and trashed, via the profit-murder it executes us with at
every living moment;

but whose expanses, of inner feeling, and whose vision
of These States not as a corporate monstrosity and prison of



prisons, but as a mass process of compassion collectivity
unfolding as a people of diverse ingenuities and loves

we continue to recognize and revere,
because in fact it's in its budding form, that revolution-

ary flowering, even amid the general and specific rots of the
day,

and we aim to help it blossom forth.
Our society is already luminously informed by a diver-

sity of expressions come from Native, African-American,
Latino, Caribbean, Asian, Middle-Eastern, African, Pacific
Island and European cultures, all compromising the multina-
tional working class.

Many of these cultural expressions emerged in the
wake of the important Civil Rights movement, which spread
nationally from the South during the '60's. Because of the
African-American struggle for freedom from slavery, the sense
of liberty-its ironies, bitternesses and failures in the midst of
achievements-is very fresh, very raw with us all, one of the
reasons why its musics (from slave-song to gospel to scat; from
jazz to bop to R&Bto Rock and Roll, and progressive and ex-
perimental music extending from jazz, and Rap), because they
arise out of the direct struggles for survivals and "dreams
deferred," are the sounds and melodies of a living and continu-
ally oppressed and vulnerable people, the measures of all the
people; because African-Americans are the ones the system of
capitalism most derogates and uses to terrorize and control the
rest of the population.

And it's precisely because the other poor peoples know
that-even if unconsciously-that the Black struggles have been
able to galvanize struggles for cultural autonomy on the part of
others within the "Rainbow" of the States.

And also because, long before the fight against slavery
in the South (go back to the riots in New York City in 1642),
Blacks refused to accept the system-in essence, capitalism-
knowing its roots lay in human slavery and the turning of peo-
ple into things, we have been witnesses to an ever manifesting
resistance that has inspired cultural and social motions
throughout our century.

For example, jazz has been a popular expression on an
international level since WWI-this nation's most distinctive
and enduring popUlar art form. Its influence, say, on the Beat

movement (see the works of Kerouac, the poems of Bob Kauf-
man, the opening lines of both "Howl" and "Kaddish" of
Ginsberg) has been central. And in response to a question relat-
ing to his important Projective Verse essay, Charles Olson re-
marked that the new experimental field-prosody he was
espousing was "all Charlie Parker." Such words actually mimic
those of Robert Creeley, who had written them in a letter to
Olson years earlier; but, in fact, Parker, and especially
Thelonius Monk, did have to do with Olson's Projective sugges-
tion to poets to use a typewriter as a piano (Monk is perhaps
the most literary and dialectical of modern jazz composers).
And it is a fact that the "opening of the field" of the page of
poetry, which came to full fruition in the '50's and '60's and
continues today as among the most exciting aspects of poetic
composition, is rooted in jazz experiments emerging from the
Harlem Renaissance as they merged with other cultural
forms-abstract expressionist painting for example-that
served as explosive preludes to the monumental composition
that was the Civil Rights movement itself.

And today, spoken writing like gangsta and other Rap,
manifesting out of authentic situations of poverty, exclusion
and institutionalized racism, present the protest of a construc-
tive nihilism, and beat on the drum of and for YouthYouth-
Youth, as if a rhythmic, oral, African or Haitian voodoo com-
munications system were passing important signals through the
computerized night.

In the United States of poetry today, certain Rap lyrics
contain the most vivid attacks on the private-property system
by revealing and satirizing the nihilism inherent in the money-
madness and the hatred of everything-self, other, and world-
that is the plight of so many young people in this land.

In Rap, moreover, such intricate rhyming-often spon-
taneously composed-has not appeared in serious poetry since
the Russian poems of Vladimir Mayakovsky, the great poet of
the Bolshevik Revolution, and the first street poet of the
Twentieth Century.

And don't think the powers-that-be want Mayakov-
sky's lyrics out there any more than they do those of Rap. In
fact, in the recent Penguin edition of 20th Century Russian liter-
ature, get this-Mayakovsky is excluded, as if the greatest poet
of the Soviet period simply no longer existed (indeed, to date,



only about half of his collected works have been translated into
American- English}!

And it's precisely that kind of annihilating exclusion-
meant to deny the very existence of an important historical phe-
nomenon-that Rap artists are experiencing as well, not simply
as censorship, but as/if Rap didn't really exist at all (a condition
African-Americans well know on the ontological plane);

and that would be an incredible loss because, if really
seen and understood in motion on the streets and in the parks
of this land (not simply as something "star-studded" in a one or
two-man teevee gig), Rap represents a genuine breakthrough in
oral co-operation and collectivity,

one rapper "passing" meaning and rhythm to another;
the other, to another, with variations in lyric and rhythm both;
until the dove-tailing and ricochetting raps and built-up stro-
phes of meaning given out by each rapper after a while assume
the anonymity of real process, genuine social statement and
authentic communal participation.

Precisely, of course, what the system has to control or
destroy, lest it grow as a model of organized culture in action,
that is, Revolutionary Culture!

Graffiti (which the system also detests and outlaws, just
as it detests and outlaws any cultural form whose social rage
and ingenuity are difficult to commodify completely), like Rap,
also has its toilet-door, scatological dimension,

but also and likewise: revolutionary slogans; sheer
ergetic ecstatsies of code-tagging and letteral shape; and, above
and within all, a dynamic "possessing" (in the sense of taking-
over) of private property and making it public through an act of
alphabetic or logographic affirmative / defacement.

Something of the same elements go on in Rap, which
gives the illusion-if it doesn't present itself as the fact-that it
is "written" spontaneously and off the top of one's head, with a
drummy, possessive and grabbing beat, and a social message
included within it.

Both Rap and Graffiti are part of the contemporary
Projective arts involoving youthful participation in a growing-
sporadically and seminally but very definitely-new-class con-
sciousness.

Both are victims of censorship and whitewash. Both
are textured as outlaw and guerrila art forms. And both are

cultural weapons in the development of the poor people's
movement.

A third important and courageous weapon is exercised
by a small but growing brigade of airwave liberators, those who
set up micro-transmitters and fight the corporate state and its
FCC apparatus by freeing airwaves for the people. They might
be broadcasting about police terror and brutality from and to a
poor housing project in Springfield, Illinois; reading an attack
on San Francisco's Mayor for his Matrix program's criminaliz-
ing of the poor; reading a communique from the Mayan guerril-
las fighting the N.A.F.T.A. governments of Mexico and Wash-
ington, D.C.; or they might be calling for-and not simply
announcing the results of-a demonstration or protest march.

These techno-guerrillas are on the cutting edge of the
cultural front at a time when there's been a deepening of police-
state tactics with respect to the poor; when the ruling class and
its media jackals are everywhere broadcasting crime-terror-
mayhem-rape in order to keep sowing divisiveness and terror
among the people.

As such the radio liberators are taking back technologi-
cal space / time, the relativity robbed by the capitalists, and
putting it back into the hands and ears of those to whom it real-
ly belongs.

I've mentioned the importance of the poor people's
struggles as they extend from the Civil Rights Movement. But
there is an equally important resistance that the poor can
always make contact with in this land, and that is the resistance
of the Native peoples.

We know the names, like Geronimo and Crazy Horse,
Wounded Knee, Sequoyah and Sarah Winnemucca. We know
likewise of a continuous colonization that has been staked out
by the imperialists across the Native territories.

But what is most important, culturally, as far as the
Native dimension is concerned, is that the revolutionary future
we foresee when the poor and exploited and oppressed peoples
of this land come together and organize to finally have done
with the thieving system that is currently and viciously in
place-that revolutionary future will be one in which the new
means of production, the computers and media and other tech-
nological advancements, will not serve as profit-frankensteins
but as instruments to further a non-mercenary progress for all



the people so that they no longer are hungry or homeless or
divided one-from-another.

It will be a co-operative society, with authentic sharing
and reciprocity, reverberant to the historically recent and still
existing peoples of this continent who exploited neither each
other nor the living creatures around them.

Toward that future, our responsibility as poets and
painters and musicians and dancers, all interfacing and opening
out, ought to be to "present the present" irrefutably a part of
the revolutionary process, and beacon toward that time-with
new poems, songs, dreams, yearnings and inspirations-when
all our individual selves are massed to finally spring humanity
from its prison.

In the fall of 1997Randy and I both saw several pieces of
Lawless Crow's "art" posted around Atlanta. Time passed and
occasionally one or the other of us saw another piece here or
there which seemed to be the product of the same artist. We
talked about it and asked around to see if anyone knew who
put these flyers up. No one did. More time passed, then Randy
called to tell me of a new piece he'd seen. The next day I went
to look at it with him. It was on an llx17 piece of paper which
was covered in typewritten text and stenciled over with the line
"SENSE RISKSCENSORSHIP." This poster had been put up
with some sort of adhesive and we were unable to take it down.
The typewritten text in the background was comprised of a
large number of statements, seemingly reported speech. The
only one that I now remember dearly read "my life has gone by
while I was smiling, I could've been so much more, but when it
was my turn I smiled." The range of content was impressive,
everything from thoughts of suicide to confessions of guilt, but
the context of the poster made it hard to read any of these state-
ments as confessional. Randy and I talked about how to find
this artist and I ended up printing out a question WHO ARE
YOU? followed by my address & phone number. Each of us
then kept an eye out for these pieces and when we saw new
ones appear we taped my question to them. A couple of
months later, late on a Thursday evening, Lawless Crow called
me. He was suspicious, but curious, and after I managed to
convince him that I liked the pieces he posted and was not try-
ing to find him in order to prosecute, he warmed up to the idea
of talking about his work. I asked if there was a time we could
meet him, but he suggested that he call me back when Randy
could be present. When confronted with question after ques-
tion Lawless said "What are you, Barbara Walters? Am I being
interviewed? Are you taping this?" "Should we be taping it?"
I asked him. After some discussion we agreed it was an inter-
view, set up the tape, and started.


