Where are we going?
Yes—we’re going. With “forward” for a destination. . . for here, we
are running in place. Burn your maps
and set out: you will find yourself in a
world as yet unmapped. Refuse destinations, as definitions—we are making,
now come and become.

When they insist that
you outline your alternative
world for them, with every
possibility accounted for and
every detail mapped out, refuse.
This isn’t a new attempt to
program everything and everyone, or a new formula that will
finally force all the organic
complexity of living into the
mold of some theoretical ideal.
This is a way of doing things,
not a new standard to march
under, not another system—
it’s an approach to life, to solving the problems we have right
now and then solving the next
ones. It works right now in
some places, tomorrow it will
work in others, and we can
hope that one day it will work
everywhere. Would they hold
up the ravaged present they’ve
made as proof that nothing
else is possible? Better find out
what else is possible in this
present, and go from there.
Would they hold the vast uncertainty of the future over us
as an objection to our fantasies of a better world? Better
then throw out all planned futures, theirs first of all, and
then only this remains: what
do we do now, continue around
in circles or blast the fuck out?

. . .board the rudderless ships, jump the untrackable trains; there are
regions of this earth yet uncharted, whatever their atlases say. . .
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Meanwhile, up
above, life goes on
in its infuriating
regularity, the gas
station attendants
waiting on impatient
motorists

headed for traffic
jams, the working mothers brandishing dirty spatulas as they bicker with
their defiant daughters, the sophomores studying wearily for their
weekly psychology quiz.
Perhaps one day, when the city beneath becomes too crowded with the
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corpses of unenacted dreams, the
townsfolk will finally realize that they have
been living backwards—and the denizens of the two cities will switch places.

. . .Breaking and Entering a New World.
When our ancestors first traded the liberty of hunting and gathering in the forests
for the hard labor of the fixed farming life, they laid the foundations for the world we live
in today. In place of gifts and sharing, we have competition and the “scarcity economy,”
which develops and manufactures more and more new commodities in order that something may still be scarce enough to fight over. In place of our faith that nature would
provide for us as its children, we have the defenses science affords us as it spins the last of
our natural resources into war machines and waste. In place of the joys of wandering new
and changing landscapes, we have cities that double as corporate theme parks, linked by
dual tourist and commuter tracks. . . while the final fugitive aspects of existence are reduced to binary code for virtual reality. We won’t trust anything to chance—and thus
chance cannot entrust us with anything greater than our routines, our expectations, our
control manias.
Perhaps this world will never be free of misfortunes—people will always die before
they are ready, just as perfect relationships will end in ruins, adventures be cut short by
catastrophes, and beautiful moments be forgotten. But what is most heartbreaking is the
way we flee from those inevitable truths into the arms of more horrible things. It may be
true that every man is fundamentally on his own, and that life is capricious and sometimes cruel—but it doesn’t have to be true that some people starve while others destroy

food or buy mansions. It doesn’t have to be that men and women are forced to waste their
lives away working to serve the hollow greed of a few rich men, just to survive; it doesn’t
have to be that we let meaningless traditions and doctrines autopilot our lives into bewildering voids. It doesn’t have to be that we never dare to tell each other what we really want,
to share ourselves honestly, to use our talents and capabilities to make life more bearable—
let alone more beautiful. That’s unnecessary tragedy, stupid tragedy, pathetic and pointless.
It’s not even utopian to demand that we put an end to farces like these. It is simply our fear
of trying and failing with success in reach that restrains us from letting ourselves believe
that these absurdities can be transcended. But fear, once recognized for what it is, can serve
a different purpose: if we make a practice of doing what we fear most, it will guide us with
more certainty than any compass over the unnecessary boundaries we have built around
ourselves, and into new worlds.
Let us be great enough to follow our fears out of this darkness, to recognize and face
the real, inescapable tragedies of our lives, and to contest the rest without hesitation or
doubt. Could it be that the bountiful jungles of old still wait for us somewhere beyond the
edges of this factory farm civilization, and that all we have to do to be free is to drop the
anxieties and tools of control, and set out into them?
Against the farcist pigs! Smash farcism!

Leaving the 20th Century. . .

