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Drafts for second edition of:  

A SPONTANOUS REVOLUTION: 
 

Everything is repressive, and I’m lost, and 

the form of the words that I type on this piece of paper come with 
rules that people tell me cannot be broken and there is no law in 

the universe only change and then something new… 

I’ve done everything you asked, but no… and please don’t tell 
me what I can or cannot say. Don’t tell me not to use a period, 
because who are you to tell me how to write? I’ve done everything 
you’ve asked and I was at the top of my discipline and you told me to 
figure out the mind and it made me smarter than I should be and then 
I quit everything because I lost the feeling of momentum, and I’ve 
done what the old professors and dean of students said to do, and I’m 
lost in love and it’s sad living like this, and even all those nice 
book shelves have been burned and I’m alone in this room and there’s 
nothing in here but a desk and typewriter and all my books that I 
spent thousands of dollars on, they couldn’t help me so placed them 
on the side of the road with everything and with a marker I wrote 
FREE and now it’s all gone and I’m no longer a student. I’m a 
scientist using a language to decode why he’s so unhappy, and I did 
everything you told me to do and it hasn’t worked, and I’ve been 
taught and trained to use this post war world and it hasn’t worked, 
and I can hear my voice as I type on the keys and it’s confused and 
thoughtless and it’s me vs. the T.V. and I’m trying to get into the 
flow of the written transcendental meditation and I can’t break free 
from the madness and the anarchy that’s filling my mind and spilling 

into my day-to-day intermingling… 
 And I’m trying a new style of writing and I have no structure 

and no truth and I don’t have money for heat but it doesn’t matter 
because the winter is about to arrive and this is what Jack Kerouac 
defined as life as art but to me it’s all a game and I’m just warming 
up and earlier the roommate said “read this book”. “What is it?” “On 
The Road” and I said “no” because “I don’t need another beatnik 

telling me how to live”… 
 And NO SIR! None of it has and it hasn’t worked and I’ve been 

given nothing but bad advice my whole life and so I’m going to make 
my own rules based on peace and chaos.  
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  After I said that He said some bad words to me but don’t think 

because there’s no time to delete and to stop because I’ll lose focus 

and I’m there and I’m in the rhythm and so I’ll tell you that the 

roommate is watching reality on T.V. Gross… 

You can hear it through the wood foundation of this house and 
I hate it and my lungs are running while my face is shrinking and I 
keep typing and the words are faded and the ink is dry and I don’t 
give a fuck. I need to break something... 

“Please stop typing I’m watching television.”  
The roommate keeps yelling at me and they love their television and 
so sure most likely fuck yeah it's annoying listening to me pound the 
sequence of letters that result in the words that only your dreams or 
your gods can inspire you to believe in. NO SIR! I don’t like the 
television because it’s lazy and harmless and I’m not harmless and I 
need to get out of here and I don’t know where to go and so that’s 
why I’m writing and perhaps none of this will make any sense once I 
break with a pause in my personal entanglement with insanity. 

 

Later on and I had leave again and a lonely 

man is singing at the coffee shop and he’s got a bad voice. This man 
has the blues and a case of socialized madness and someone buy this 
man a drink. His beard is stained and his soul has been taken out 
to the backyard and beaten until weakness has overtaken all that 
he could have accomplished in the future, and He sits alone in a 
coffee shop on Saturday night bothering me with his grumbled 

lyrics… but why kid just let him be. Let him sob and water and 
sing with a classic song. Let him rejoice in his sad and exiled 
existence. YES SIR!  

And I sit here and he’s singing and I write a story about the 
elite class at this very moment trying to observe characters that 

in reality most likely don't exist, and his voice but why kid… Let 
the sad man sing and it could that the song is what he has and all 
he has and the only thing that brings humanities innocence back 
from the depths of despair to a place where he can rest his muddy 
and forsaken feet. Let him be and learn to like his song. Let him 
be and enjoy the man with the toothless grin and the song he can’t 
remember the words to. Let him me and learn to like everything and 
maybe you can’t see either and you are the old man and think like 
this and place your life in his shoes and sing with is voice and 
sing the melody that may awaken his existence from such a troubled 
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sleep, and He may wear sunglasses and smoke Reds but under his mask 
an artist is trying to swim up to the top of the mucky sea. Let him 
be. The song is the fresh air of life.  

That’s what I did I shut my mouth and left and walked home, 

but first I stopped off to hang out with some friends… 
And so we sat around an ashtray smoking and talking and talk 

and talk and talk and talk, and it’s all just talking and there’s 
not much of anything resembling real communication, and I don’t 
like them but a man needs friends, and so I listened to them bitch 
about writing and none of them had anything of any relevance to 
discuss. Ethan just kept singing and then this nice looking girl 
sat on my lap, and my girlfriend who the hell knows where she is 
but I couldn’t think because of the bullshit and Ethan’s cover 
songs make me nuts and I’m only twenty six but I’m grumpy and so I 
just sit there and smoke and some new girl is kissing my neck and I 
tell her to go talk to Ethan but what can you do and I don’t even 
know why her and her friends are here but I learn that they’re 
staying at Ethan’s apartment and they’re here from Colorado for 
some northern lights and I asked them if they go to school and 
they laughed at me and said no.  

And so she plays with the spit that she licked on my neck with 
her soft fingers as I listen and wrestle with the dialect that is 
streaming from their salty lips, and as she thinks I care I probably 
would have but I was lost, and the gang was talking about betrayal 
and I said I don’t know and not sure who fucked who or why anybody 
cares, and I said that because I didn’t know and didn’t care and the 
conversation must have lasted two hours and a lover was upset and 
the lanky and bearded artist was vengeful and he insisted that blood 
should be spilled stating so emotionally that he wanted to Tar and 

Feather the male adulterer… 
It was a warm night for this time of year, somewhere around the 

sixties and what the fuck I said, that’s some sick shit but nobody 
listened to me and they weren’t really going to do it, at least I 
don’t think they were or would or did but still, that sounded racist 
I said and they said it’s not racist he’s white. So I said. So what do 
you care and fine I’ll keep my mouth shut after this but can I have a 
shot of that I said, and I needed something because this guy they 
wanted to make pay was a man that the lanky artist hardly even knew 
and I knew him and he was a nice guy and I told them that but he 
didn’t care and he was banging on the grill with a knife and what 

the heck who were these people… 
A man has to have friends and these people were my friends and 

they said what do you think and I said nothing, and I said nothing 
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because I didn’t know to talk to a mob of writers talking about 
revenge and it was not a poetic evening to say the least. 

I was having a pretty bad time and my mind was all over the 
place, and the girl laughed and then I don’t know if it was the 
conversation or what but she fell asleep like baby and she wasn’t a 
baby because she was young woman drunk on cheap vodka. I don’t know 
why I didn’t just go home, and sometimes I say I’m just going home and 
never leaving again but I never do that and I really should do that, 
and she was fit but still she was causing my legs to fall asleep so I 
carried her inside and placed her on the couch and nobody in this 
town has blankets only sleeping bags from when we were kids, and she 
looked happy and woke-up when I lifted her head to put a pillow 
behind it, and she had real nice blue eyes like a kitten and she said 
come here and so I kneeled down and brushed her hair out of her face 
and she said I like you and I said you don’t even know who I am. She 
said I do too and she said come closer and so I did and she tried to 
kiss me but she fell on the ground. I picked her up and placed her 
back on the couch and she fell asleep and I’m not sure how because 
the mob was angry and screaming like a bunch of idiots, and walking 
out Ethan said going to hit that. I said she’s eighteen man come on 
and he said that’s legal. Oh fuck you I said and he laughed and 
played another cover song and so I opened another beer and took a 
another shot of something but the pain was still there and I was 
worried for these people and they hated this kid that slept with 
somebody else and I didn’t know what was going on but a man has to 
have friends so I just kept quiet while hoping we could talk about 
books and writing since this was a local writers meeting, and as they 
planned the attack or whatever the hell they were talking about I 
sat there and drank and drank and smoked and drank as the whole 
time I was constantly grinning and smiling and wanting so 
desperately to launch a verbal attack but my lips didn't move because 

a man has to have friends… 
 


