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DEDICATION 

To all the crazy wandering visionary nomads of  the American 70’s. To the 
homeless gifted runaways and drifting vagabond seekers. To every father 

and mother and brother and sister who must have wondered where we were 
and whether we were safe. To Garrick, Barry, Jason and Feather, Roger, 

Golden Bear, Worm, Swarloka, Sparrow, and Jennifer the Magical Princess 
of  Love. 

Thank you all for opening my eyes 
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I Really Loved Growing Up 

Top left is Ronnie as a happy young boy. Top middle is me and Donnie 
man'ing the bar-b-que. Top right is my father, Joe Record, tossing out the 
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first pitch. Bottom left is another older but still young Ronnie. Bottom 
middle is my mother, Lois, holding me in the hospital just after being born. 
Bottom right is my mother’s mother, Wylma in a strong and beautiful pose. 

My father and mother were boyfriend and girlfriend in Junior High. As 
High School basketball captain my father kissed and crowned my mother as 
homecoming queen. Some 60 years later they are still married. I was their 
firstborn and could do no wrong. A straight A's honor student and athlete, 
it looked like I was destined for success. 

I really had a great childhood and great parents. Thanks mom and dad! 

Then somehow my path began to veer. I found myself  one of  maybe 25 
people in my hometown of  Enid, Oklahoma marching in protest against 
the war in Vietnam. My hair grew longer. I dropped out of  athletics and 
took up yoga and meditation. Instead of  mathematics I now studied 
Eastern Philosophy. I turned off  my refrigerator and dug a lined pit in the 
yard to refrigerate my perishables. I grew sprouts in a jar and stopped eating 
meat. I felt drawn to the road and I wanted out. 

What was happening to me? Where was I headed? Why was I different? 

I didn't know and, at the time, I didn't care. I don't know that I had 
much say in it - I just followed the path upon which I was led.. 

Back in the 70's I was something of  a bohemian hippie hobo and all I 
had in the way of  a camera was a slightly broken Brownie I got at a thrift 
shop. It had a small crack in the film chamber so I was always getting these 
weird light effects. Below are a few shots taken with this camera around the 
time of  my first two kid's births. The upper two left are shots of  me and 
Chris and then me and Aloha just after her birth at Indian Hot Springs near 
Eden, Arizona. Top right is a shot out the tipi door in Oregon where Chris 
was born. Bottom three are me, Chris, and Aloha inside and outside our 
new bigger tipi in Arizona. Pretty cool, huh ?  

What follows are stories, poems, journals, photos, drawings, and 
documents tracing my journey from Perfect Childhood to Super Hippie. 
The pieces of  this jumbled picture don't always fit together so well but may 
provide us with an inkling of  a feeling of  what the transformation and time 
produced. Welcome to the tall tales of  a hippie hobo. 
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Healing Waters 

Eden, AZ 

 
Laughing baby girl 

Eden, AZ 

 
View out of the ;pi 

Oregon Peace Camp 

 
Me, Chris, and Aloha 

Eden, AZ 

 
ACer Aloha’s birth 

Eden, AZ 

 
Welcome Aloha 

Eden, AZ 
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From the Great Plains to the Sinkholes, 
Swamps and Springs 

In 1973 I graduated from Phillips University in Enid, Oklahoma 
with a degree in Political Science. I applied to many graduate schools 
around the country and was accepted at most of  them. We conducted 
a college campus tour to evaluate each of  these. Gainesville, Florida, 
home of  the University of  Florida, won hands down with its climate, 
sinkholes on campus, alligators, beautiful tan students in tank tops 
and shorts, and pastoral setting amidst swamps, springs, and 
swimming holes. 

I had lived for 22 years in Enid. I had married my high school 
girlfriend, Kathryn, and not long after that she decided to start 
sleeping with our best friend Steve. I suggested Steve move in with us 
and he did. Be Free, Baby! When I moved to Gainesville in the 
Summer of  '73 I was joined by Kathryn, Steve, and several of  our 
friends. Seems like everybody was ready to get out of  Oklahoma and 
my appointment as a teaching assistant was the ticket.  

We loaded up the U-Haul truck, packing the back with as many 
cases of  Coors as we could fit. The first thing we did upon arriving in 
Gainesville was to pull up in front of  fraternity row and unload our 
cases of  Coors. Back then you could only get Coors in Kansas, 
Oklahoma, Colorado, New Mexico, and Texas. We traded cases of  
Coors for a stereo system, some furniture, and all kinds of  stuff. 

About 8 of  us eventually moved into a big house on a perfectly 
clear glass-like lake east of  Gainesville near Hawthorn, Florida. We 
put in a big garden and started growing our own food. I got a canoe 
that I'd use to paddle out in the center of  the lake at sunset or to 
occasionally fish. I taught myself  yoga. Kathryn baked bread and 
concocted all kinds of  great meals from our garden. A couple of  the 
guys ran Mexican dirt weed up to Ohio but mostly everyone just 
lounged around our luxurious new home surrounded by flowers. 
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I wasn't much of  a pot smoker but my funny friends were always 
trying to turn me on to their grass. I was in the habit of  turning on 
the TV with its volume off  while playing the stereo really loudly. My 
friends would spread hash oil on a joint and ply me with it. That was 
when I discovered that the images on the TV could sync up with the 
audio on the stereo. I was just awe struck that "Passion Play" by 
Jethro Tull worked so perfectly as the soundtrack for "Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hide" starring Jack Palance. Synchronicity would become 
something of  a theme in my life. 

It was here that I experienced my first acid trip. Some friends 
drove out from Oklahoma and brought with them some windowpane. 
We all took it. At sunset I took the canoe out on the lake as usual. 
That evening's sunset was the most spectacular I had ever seen. The 
glorious colors were exactly reflected in the perfectly still lake. I was 
amazed. Then a motorboat spewing smoke and leaving an oily trail 
ran right across my sunset. I was furious and let out a beam of  hate 
directed right at the boat. Holy cow! It stopped. The engine went 
dead and the sunset was restored. 

I enjoyed the sunset and started to paddle back in. As I passed the 
boat with the father trying to restart the engine the little girl in the 
back started shouting "Daddy, daddy, the Indians are coming to save 
us". As I paddled up to shore I notice there's a big commotion in my 
backyard. All the neighbors are there, the volunteer fire department 
has arrived, and my backyard is on fire! Well, the fire was 
extinguished and everyone went back inside. Whew! 

In my mind the moral of  that episode was "Be careful how you 
use your new magic powers". The acid had amplified my mind. I felt 
like I had put out the fire in the motorboat with magic. But every 
action has an equal and opposite reaction. The fire I had 
extinguished with my mind had sprung up in my backyard. 

That trip went on and on and on. People were talking and 
listening to some Zappa. I couldn't understand why people were 
talking. It seemed so silly. Jibber jabber wonkitty wonk. I went out 
onto the back veranda where my waterbed was located. I lay there 
listening to the thoughts in my mind spinning rapidly. I thought they 
would never stop. I was doomed to listen to this cacophony of  
nonsense forever. I wanted to die and thought that death was the only 
way out of  this madness. Luckily these feelings passed and, 
eventually, I was able to talk again. 
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Acid seemed like an explosion. Maybe it was necessary to blow 
the minds of  straight stiff  collared unhip but I preferred something a 
little gentler. North Central Florida is the perfect environment for the 
psilocybin cubensis mushroom It grows in cow pastures, springing 
from the manure. I discovered a few nearby fields and would take a 
couple of  mushrooms then hightail it back into the swamp to hang 
out with the gators and snakes. Now, instead of  not being able to 
talk, I felt I could communicate with the animals and even the trees. 
This was more like it! Instead of  an explosion it was more like a 
waterfall. 
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The Hippie T.A. and The Nuclear 
Mathematician 

In 1974 I was a graduate student in mathematics at the University 
of  Florida in Gainesville, Florida. I was working as a teaching 
assistant and the first semester of  the school year was assigned to 
help teach the Business Calculus class. However, at this 30,000 
student diploma factory the actual professor for the class did 
absolutely nothing. He didn't give any lectures or administer any 
tests or grade any papers or assign any grades. The entire class was 
taught and administered by the teaching assistant. That was ok with 
me. However, the class was held at 8 am Monday thru Friday so it 
was going to be fun trying to get there. 

I had been a T.A. the previous two semesters and was thoroughly 
fed up with the lack of  attention, study, attendance, and every other 
aspect of  the students I had come in contact with. Very little learning 
was going on at this institution and, it appeared, a whole lot of  
partying and snoozing through class (especially math class) was 
going on. Plus, I hated how much time the professors were making 
the students spend on taking tests. On the part of  the students the 
emphasis seemed to be on getting enough credits to graduate, go 
home, and get a job. On the part of  the faculty the emphasis seemed 
to be on doing as little work as possible. 

So, the first day of  class I stood before my new students dressed in 
Hippie garb with long flowing hair and announced that everyone 
would be getting A's. I made it clear that they didn't need to attend 
class to receive an A. Everyone would get an A regardless. However, I 
also made it clear that those who did attend class would be studying 
Business Calculus - not reading the school newspaper, chatting, or 
snoozing. 

The students divided along three lines - those who took me at my 
word and chose not to come to class, those who didn't believe me and 
came anyway, and those who believed me and really wanted to learn 
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the math. I think the whole thing simultaneously scared and 
fascinated them so they tended to pay attention just to find out what 
was going to happen. Anyway, I had about 2/3 turnout on a regular 
basis and the class was very focused on learning Business Calculus. 
Except for those few mornings when I would launch into a 
demonstration of  yoga or a tale about some Hippie adventure. 

I lived about 25 miles east of  Gainesville on a lake near the 
highway. In order to get to class by 8 am I'd have to get up around 
5:30 am, row my canoe across the lake, hide it in the bushes, and 
hitchhike to Gainesville. This proved less arduous than you would 
expect as I soon had a regular set of  commuters who recognized me 
and picked me up regularly. 

This course was a requirement for Business Administration 
majors and was designed as a "cookbook" approach to Business 
Calculus. That is, the textbook we were using did not go into the 
theory at all  but simply provided a "use this formula for this type of  
problem" approach. I could have taught this material to 5th graders 
who could memorize. We progressed rapidly through the material 
and some of  the students were really getting interested in the math. I 
started explaining more and more about differential equations - at 
least as much as I could to students who had never had the Calculus 
background necessary to understand it. 

Everybody, including me, was having fun and learning a lot. The 
students were turning in their homework on time and correctly done. 
I was pretty pleased with myself  and thought what a great way to 
teach. A lot of  the anxiety students  have is, I believe, due to grades. 
Remove that as a worry and the mind can focus. I think it even 
carried over into other classes as some students were really worried 
about flunking out or losing their parents support or whatever if  they 
didn't get an overall C average. Getting an A in math meant they had 
less anxiety about the other classes and were more focused there as 
well. 

So, everybody was having a gas and learning some math. Toward 
the end of  the semester I had covered the entire textbook and started 
giving the students harder problems mostly to do with environmental 
issues but with a business angle. Like, suppose you are the King of  
Sweden. You know the Swedish fishing fleet can catch so many fish 
per day. You also know about how many fish are in the schools and 
their reproductive and natural death rates. How long should the 
fishing season be in order to simultaneously maximize fishing fleet 
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revenues and minimize damage to the schools of  fish ? Or, you're the 
Governor of  Michigan. You know the rate at which water enters Lake 
Michigan, the rate at which it exits, and the concentration of  
pollutants in the lake. The EPA is requiring your state to clean up the 
lake. If  you stop polluting today, how many years would it take to 
satisfy the EPA requirements ? If  you gradually reduce emissions 
from the surrounding factories, how long will it take ? That kind of  
thing. 

I would also bring in guest lecturers on dull days. One morning I 
met an interesting fellow doing hand stands on the quad. He had 
fascinating stories so I brought him in to "lecture". He taught the 
students how to get to India for free, where to go there, and how to 
live among the people. You should have seen those wide eyed kids - 
they couldn't believe this was college math class. 

The final was held out on the grassy quad. I had promised that if  
they all did their homework assignments I would teach them to do 
the series of  yoga asanas called the Salutation to the Sun. That 
morning I had my entire class on hand and, at 8 am, we were 
gathered out on the lawn in front of  the library. There we went 
through the Salutation to the Sun and everybody got an 'A' on their 
final exam. I turned in the grade sheet to the Math Department office 
- all A's in purple ink. 

Over the Winter break I hitchhiked to Coconut Grove then 
bummed a ride on a biplane delivering mail to the Bahamas and got 
a ride on the mail boat delivering mail to one of  the outer islands 
where I camped out in a stand of  coconut trees. Some of  this 
adventure is written up in the story "Satan's Claws". 

When I returned from my adventure in the Bahamas I had a note 
from  the Math Department office that they urgently needed to see 
me. Uh oh. I delivered myself  to the office where I was instructed to 
come back at 3 pm as Dr. Bednarek wanted to meet with me. Dr. A. 
R. Bednarek was the head of  the Mathematics Department at the 
University of  Florida at that time. He was a very famous 
mathematician and had worked on the development of  the atomic 
bomb as part of  the Manhattan Project during World War II. 

I returned at 3 and, immediately upon entering the lushly 
carpeted large office and closing the door behind me I was 
bombarded by a stream of  invectives shouted at Spinal Tap volume. 
From behind his huge desk this large man was hollering "What the 
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f*** do you think you're f***ing doing you worthless f***! You're 
screwing up the entire department curve! You're fired! I never want to 
see your f***ing ass around here again! Get the f*** out of  my 
office!" And so on. 

At first I was just too astonished to talk but as I watched his face 
turning redder and redder and darker and darker I figured I had 
better say something before he busted an artery. "Calm down" I say. 
"Let's talk about this. Let's be rational. We can reason this out." And 
so on. Finally he says, ok, what have you got to say for yourself. I 
launch into an explanation of  my teaching theory and how well the 
students have learned Business Calculus and such. He informs me 
that the Business Calculus requirement is not there to teach Business 
Calculus. Nobody needs to know Business Calculus and nobody is 
going to remember it anyway. The Business Calculus requirement is 
there to flunk 15% of  the Business Administration applicants so that 
department is not overwhelmed. If  I didn't flunk 15% then I failed at 
my task. 

I told him that I did not know that was the case and that I had just 
tried to teach Business Calculus as best I could given the situation. 
Further I informed him that my students had learned Business 
Calculus very well and that they really did deserve A's and that I 
could document my claims with work the students had done. At this 
he relented a bit. He told me I could bring in my evidence and, if  
satisfied, he would not fire me if  I lowered the student's grades to fit 
the department curve. 

The next day I brought in the students' homework and other 
projects I had collected. In addition I had the office make me copies 
of  the teacher evaluations the students had done for this class. Dr. 
Bednarek leafed through the homework assignments and class 
project papers but stopped and read the evaluations more attentively. 
These almost universally said stuff  like "This was the best class I've 
ever had" or "Mr. Record is the best teacher I've ever had" or "I've 
always hated math but now it's my favorite subject" and so on. 

So, he offered me my job back but only if  I would lower some of  
the grades to match the department curve. I told him I would so that 
I could keep my job for the next semester as I had a Hippie 
commune of  about eight folks living back at my place and mine was 
the only income. However, I had already talked to a friend who 
worked in the office and she told me I could retroactively raise a 
student's grade over the next semester for various reasons. A grade 
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could not be retroactively lowered. 

I adjusted my grades to fit the curve and resubmitted them. Then 
I started submitting two or three a week to be raised back up to A's, 
usually with the reason "clerical error". Over the first part of  1975 I 
raised all of  the grades back up to A's then, at the end of  the 
semester I quit my job as a T.A. and dropped out of  graduate school. 
I was pretty disillusioned with the system at that time. I mean, not 
only did the faculty just sit on its ass and not teach but it turned out 
the purpose of  the classroom was not higher learning but some sort 
of  filtration system to weed out the bottom 15%. 

My attitude changed years later when I found myself  again a 
teaching assistant in a Mathematics department only this time at the 
University of  California at Santa Cruz. This was a complete 180. The 
faculty were dedicated to higher education, well prepared, 
inspirational, fun to be around, and excellent teachers. The students 
were excited to learn in this astoundingly beautiful environment , 
worked hard at their homework, and asked all kinds of  pertinent 
questions. It turns out it was just the University of  Florida and Dr. A. 
R. Bednarek that were bum. 
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Satan’s Claws 

One Winter, during the break between semesters at the University 
of  Florida, i took a trip to the Bahamas. This was a really low budget 
trip as i was a graduate student on teaching assistant wages and i was 
supporting a commune of  about 8 okies living in north-central 
Florida just outside Gainesville. So, i began my trip by hitch-hiking to 
Miami where i hoped to hop a ride on a boat going out to one of  the 
islands. 

One of  my rides was with this crazy guy who kept babbling 
something about "Satan's Claws". I gradually elicited his story. It 
seems he was really upset about all of  the commercialization 
surrounding Christmas. It was about the 3rd week in December and 
all the stores were chock full of  Christmas sales with people 
frantically buying gifts. He had somehow figured out that this crass 
exhibition was a result of  "Satan's Claws" which was just his way of  
saying "Santa Claus". The commercialization of  Christmas and the 
accompanying greed were all a result of  our replacing Christ with 
Santa Claus as the central figure of  Christmas. 

I agreed with him and, as i stepped out of  his car to catch another 
ride, his parting words were "Beware of  Satan's Claws". I told him i 
would and said farewell. It was pretty easy getting to Miami but i 
needed to go to Coconut Grove where i the marina and yacht harbor 
were. I ended up having to walk a twisted knot of  freeways and off  
ramps loaded with my bags. I had packed every religious or spiritual 
text i could get my hands on as this was to be a sort of  spiritual 
journey and i wanted to fill my head with all of  the teachings of  the 
world's great religions. It was hell walking through Miami but i 
finally made it to Coconut Grove. 

I had no luck hopping a ride on any of  the boats going out. I did 
get an offer to sleep on a boat and took the guy up as it's really hard 
to find a place in Miami to sleep where the cops won't hassle you. 
Sleeping on this guy's boat was great. There were no bugs and no 
cops and the rocking of  the boat just lulled you to sleep. 
Unfortunately, the second night i was out there i woke up with the 
guy leaning over me trying to get off, using me as what he called a 
"match". I didn't know anything about this match business but i got 
off  the boat real quick and resumed my search for a ride to an island. 
I learned that the tops of  buildings made pretty safe sleeping spots. 
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After about a week of  looking i finally scored a ride to Nassau on 
one of  those kinds of  airplanes that can take-off  and land on water. 
It was delivering the mail and the pilot was kind enough to let me 
ride along. In Nassau he introduced me to another mail delivery 
person who was going out the next day to take the mail to the outer 
islands and said he knew a perfect place for me to camp. That night 
in Nassau i strolled the party-lined streets listening to island music 
and dancing. I met a young man who was trying to sell a joint and, 
since he looked so needy, I bought his joint for $5. I didn't even 
smoke pot at the time - it was just a way for me to give him some 
money. The next morning we took off  to the outer Bahamas. The 
mailman deposited me on an island called "South Andros". South 
Andros just had one small little village but a new resort was being 
built amidst a large coconut palm grove. I setup camp in the coconut 
palms a couple of  miles away from the village. 

For the next two weeks i subsisted on coconut milk and sunshine. 
I slept in a hammock with mosquito netting as the bugs were pretty 
bad. The water was great but i had to cross some pretty gnarly coral 
to get out to good swimming. I read my books and, every few days, 
i'd hike the two miles into the village to fill my water bottles. A young 
island boy discovered my camp and he would come out almost every 
day to talk to me and to shimmy up a coconut palm to get me a fresh 
supply of  coconuts. 

On Christmas morning i decided to hike into the village playing 
Christmas carols on my bamboo flute. As i approached the village 
several young children came out to dance and sing along with me. 
They knew the carols but they had different words. As i entered the 
village i must have had ten or twelve kids singing and surrounding 
me. As we passed the church i thought it would be a good idea to go 
inside with the singing so i swung up the steps and entered along 
with my entourage of  beautiful brown skinned voices. 

We stood at the rear of  the church singing and playing. Several 
large Bahamian women were decorating the alter and, as we were 
singing, one woman carried a giant inflated plastic Santa Claus into 
the church and placed it prominently on the alter. I immediately 
thought of  my crazy ride but just continued playing. After she put 
Santa Claus in his place the woman strode to the back of  the church 
and told us to get out of  the church as they had work to do. So, we 
left. 
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At the end of  two weeks of  fasting i was pretty weak. I can 
remember that last walk up to the village carrying my heavy bags felt 
like Christ toting a cross. I had to stop and rest so often that i didn't 
make it to the village until dark. In fact, i didn't quite make it to the 
village and fell asleep in a graveyard on a hillside. I was awakened in 
the morning by a young boy who told me he was to take me to see his 
mother. I followed him into the village where, it turns out, his mother 
is the Postmistress. 

She gives me some soup and some bread and asks where i am 
going. I tell her my story and attempt to give her some money for the 
food. I can't find my money. So, it looks like someone has taken my 
money (and the joint). When she realizes i have no money she asks 
how much will it cost for me to get home. I say not much and she 
gives me $50. 

As i am waiting for my boat ride back to Nassau a policeman 
comes up to talk to me. Turns out he is the father of  the young boy 
who came to visit me at my camp. He has found a joint and some 
money in his son's room so i tell him my whole story. He admonishes 
me for buying the joint and for leaving it around for his son to find, 
apologizes for his son and tries to give me some money. I assure him 
that i am alright and that his son was a big help and a good kid. We 
part friends and he wishes me well. 

In Miami i am approached by a group of  Japanese tourists who 
think i am Jesus. They want to know what Jesus has to say to them. I 
tell them i am not Jesus but that i wish their country would stop 
killing so many whales. I guess i could have been a little more tactful 
as they immediately lost interest in me when i said that. Oh well. 

I arrived back in Gainesville just in time for the start of  the second 
semester. First thing i did was send the South Andros island 
Postmistress $50 with a thank you note. I'm not sure how to interpret 
all of  this. By and large i was treated with kindness and respect by 
everyone i met. It seemed like i was treated especially well by people 
who handle the mail. The plastic Santa Claus on the alter really didn't 
seem like a symbol of  greed - it was just colorful and happy. Or 
maybe i'd already been ripped by Satan's Claws. 
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The Spirit World 

Medicine Story walked on The Path That Stands on Two Legs. 
His Uncle, the Sun, was coming up over the Pueblos before him. His 
Mother, the Moon, was going down into the flatlands behind him. 
Below him was Rivershine. 

Above a flock of  pigeons flew. The pigeons sang: 

        This is how we fly 
        This is how we fly 
        This is how we fly in the Spirit Land. 

Medicine Story watched them fly. 

A feather drifted down and landed at his feet. Medicine Story 
looked at it for a long time, then picked it up, unfolded the bundle he 
held in his hand, and placed the feather inside. 

Medicine Story continued walking. 

The Pueblos were very tall and very regular in appearance. 
They looked like: 

 _____     ______    ______    _____ 
| + + |   | + + |   | + + |   | + + | 
| + + |   | + + |   | + + |   | + + | 
| + + |   | + + |   | + + |   | + + | 
| + + |   | + + |   | + + |   | + + | 
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On top of  them were shiny spirit catchers. Each house had several 
of  them and they came in different shapes. 

 

The Spirit Beings walked by Medicine Story. They walked fast 
and slow, alone or in pairs, but they never looked at him. Medicine 
Story saw one of  the Spirits dressed in dirty brown clothes, lying face 
down on the ground. The other spirits walked around him, keeping 
away from him. 

Medicine Story saw that this spirit had great power. 

Carefully, he kneeled beside him, took out a small bone knife and cut 
off  a lock of  the spirits hair. The spirit didn't move. Medicine Story 
unrolled his bundle and placed the lock inside. 

                       x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x    x     x 

    Under the ground was a large long Kiva. Spirits rode up in a 
moving house that made a tremendous roar then stopped and opened 
its doors. One time, when the doors opened, Medicine Story stepped 
inside. The house moved off  again, making the loud roar. Being 
inside the house was like being inside Thunder. Medicine Story 
started to sing a song: 

        We are the Thunder Beings 
        We are the Thunder Beings 
        We ride inside the Thunder 
        We ride inside the Thunder 
        Hear us coming! 

    All the spirits in the house looked up at Medicine Story. They 
watched him singing. Then they rolled up their prayer sheets, which 
theyhad been studying, and beat them on their hands like drums. 
And they sang along with Medicine Story: 
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         Hear us riding inside the Thunder! 
         Hear us riding in the Thunder. 
         Hey-hey! Hey-hey! 
         Hear us riding! 

Medicine Story closed his eyes and prayed. He could feel that the 
spirits had given him great power. 

                       x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x    x     x 

When Medicine Story came out of  the Kiva, he had a Vision. He saw 
a tall Pueblo, taller than anything in the Spirit World, and on top of  it 
was a large Monkey, holding a woman. The monkey was boasting 
loudly and waving its arms. It sang: 

         I am the Spirit Monkey 
         I am the Highest of  the Spirits 
         I am the Highest of  the Spirits 
         I am standing on the Spirit House 
         I am holding the woman 
         I speak with a thunder voice 
         I am the Spirit Monkey 

Medicine Story squatted on the ground, closed his eyes, and listened 
carefully to the spirit song. 

                       x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x 

Medicine Story came to a tall white Pueblo standing on a spot where 
many paths came together. The Pueblo was wearing a belt and Spirit 
Messages moved around the belt in a circle. At one point on the belt 
new Spirit Messages were born and old ones died. Medicine Story 
stared at that point, raised his arms and held his bundle. The Spirit 
Messages on the belt started to tell his story. 

They showed his father, Wise Coyote, and his mother, Quiet Moon. 
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They showed Medicine Story’s birth. 

 

They showed his father and mother telling him that he was to go on a 
journey, and they showed him walking over great plains and high 
mountains, and swimming Great Rivers. 

 

They showed all the Spirit Helpers that Medicine Story met on his 
way. They showed The Path That Stands On Two Legs. 
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And they showed Medicine Story bowing in respect to the Spirits. 

All the Spirits around the Pueblo gazed at the belt on the Pueblo in 
fascination. Then they saw Medicine Story bow to the Pueblo and 
walk off. 

                       x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x 

    Medicine Story walked again on The Path That Stands On Two 
Legs. His Uncle, the Sun, was going down before him on the 
flatlands. His Mother, the Moon, was rising behind him over the 
Pueblos. Below him was Rivershine. Pigeons circled him Above. 

    Medicine Story sang to himself: 

         I AM the Highest of  the Spirits 
         I AM the Highest of  the Spirits 
         I AM holding the woman 
         I AM standing on the Spirit House 
         I speak with a Thunder Voice 
         I AM the Highest of  Spirits 

                       x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x     x 
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A passion play 

Once upon a time, 

Jesus and his disciples were truckin' down the road to Jerusalem 
when they came upon this crazy scene. 

There, in the middle of  the road, was a broken down 1968 Cadillac 
Coupe de Ville! The engine was running and two sinister characters 
could be half-seen, their heads and torsos hidden under the hood, vile 
language and filthy fumes poured forth from front and rear 
respectively. Amidst this noise, confusion, and stench did the Prince 
of  Peace enter, his disciples close on his heels. 

"Halt this wretched wickedness!" He cried in His money-
changers-in-the-temple voice. "Come forth, Satan, and Begone! 
Leave these men in peace!" 

At this unexpected commotion one of  the men toiling under the 
hood of  the car looked up sideways and, eyeing Jesus maliciously, 
said "Eat it, M_____ F_____. It's jerks like you that cause s___ like 
this to happen. If  you'd pay your highway taxes instead of  
hitchhiking and livin' off  the state then we'd have good gasoline 
instead of  this rot gut s___ they sold us in Bethlehem." He then 
coughed, spit, and stuck his head into the mouth of  the beast. 

At this, Peter, sword drawn and furiously fuming, advanced 
shouting "thou hast a devil, a thousand devils, thou wicked and vile 
villain!" Jesus barely restrained Peter though he remained fuming, 
frustrated in his desire to slay the Wicked One. 

"Peace, Brethren" Jesus spoke calmly and firmly to the two 
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beneath the hood. "We wish only to save you from the clutches of  the 
Beast and the flames of  the pit wherein you climb. Come, walk with 
us in Peace and leave this monstrous machine." 

"Screw you too, buddy" was the reply. "You want us to ditch this 
$6000 beauty so's one of  your henchmen can pick it up later, huh? 
Well, no deal! Now, beat it!" 

Jesus, adamant and unafraid, continued to beseech the brethren to 
leave their troublesome toy-ling, pointing out that no worldly matter 
could be of  such importance that it would warrant the hectic hurry 
and irritated state of  mind these two (and future millions) were (and 
are) involved in. Further, He warned them that if  they followed their 
present course of  action, the highways would soon be littered with 
beer cans, bottles, and bodies - possibly their own. The air would 
become noxious wherever they went and the oil reserves would be a 
constant source of  contention and argument between peoples, 
leading eventually to world wars and massive devastation. 

"Here, brother, take my hand and let us walk this road together 
and enter the City of  Peace as One." 

This torrent of  Reason and Compassion however, fell on deaf  ears 
for the two never even looked up but continued to tinker with the 
faulty engine. Jesus and his followers walked onward toward 
Jerusalem. 

Save one. 

One Judas Iscariot, a scheming social reformer who, seeing Jesus 
had failed (temporarily at least) in his attempt to rid the highway of  
the Beast, thought he would return and see if  he couldn't re-form the 
situation. Judas snuck back to the now sputtering Cadillac, its 
occupants sat in forlorn surrender at the side of  the road, engulfed in 
smoke and covered with grime. 

"May i have a look at your car?" he asked. 

"Sure, chum", replied the two. 

Judas, having studied the workings of  progress and having 
dabbled in future speculation, prophecy and clairvoyance, thought he 
knew a way to fix this mess. Adding some ready made chemicals to 
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the gas, a little STP to clean the engine, installing a few pollution 
control devices, a governor on the gas feed to limit speed to 60 Km/
hr, a tap here, a twist there, ... 

Judas looked up with a smile on his grimy face, "All fixed fellas!" 

The two looked up in disbelief  but when they heard the engine 
purring and saw the clouds of  smoke clear away, grins broke out on 
both faces. "Jump in Judas" they called as they headed the car for 
Jerusalem. "We'll give ya a lift up to your buddies". 

As Judas climbed in the one on the right threw a few bills in the 
back. "Here, take this for yer trouble. Ya oughta setup a garage 
somewhere, good money in it", he said as they pulled away from the 
curb. 

Now, as fate might have it, these three caught up with Jesus and 
the Eleven at the Calvary crossroads. The driver let Judas out here, 
informing him they would be turning left onto the interstate to 
Babylon but that he'd like to speak to the head honcho if  Judas 
would just send him over. Judas says "sure", goes over and tells Jesus 
these guys wanna see Him. 

Well, Jesus is no dummy but He's gotta give it a try anyway so He 
begins to walk across the interstate to see these guys when a big 
black Cadillac with Texas plates comes screamin' up the on-ramp 
and nails Him dead, the driver yellin' over his CB, "Nobody F___s 
around with Roamin' Red from Corpus Christi!" 

There follows a big scene on the interstate with Judas throwing 
himself  off  the overpass into traffic, taking with him the knowledge 
of  pollution control that could have saved Los Angeles. The state 
troopers arrive and Peter openly denies having seen anything, not 
wanting to get involved. 

And the body of  Jesus 
          Mysteriously 
               Dis-appears 
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How to Build a Chickee and Talk to 
Cockroaches 

Characters in and around the swamps and rivers of  north central 
Florida were as plentiful as paw-paws in a paw-paw patch. On 
Sundays I would often ride my bicycle out to a swamp and explore. 
One Sunday I came across an old farmhouse and followed the trail 
back to the swamp where I found a thatched hut and garden. I  came 
back often to visit and eventually moved onto the land bordering the 
swamp with Crawford Solomon, the fellow who had built the hut and 
tended the garden there. 

Crawford was a strong rugged individualist with leather skin, a 
contemplative disposition, and an intense distaste for money and all 
of  the accouterments of  modern society. He had a masters degree in 
philosophy from the University but he was shoveling his Ph.D. in the 
orchard he'd planted. Crawford had bought the land he lived on and 
the only money he had to come up with was the property taxes each 
year. That was because he was completely self  sufficient. He'd dug 
his own well, grew his own food, built his own shelter, didn't wear 
much in terms of  clothing, and had learned how to survive off  of  the 
land. 

The hut that I had discovered was called a Chickee. Crawford had 
constructed it himself  from thatched cabbage palm fronds, bamboo, 
skinned cypress poles, rough cut pine boards, and canvas drop 
cloths. The Chickee was what the Seminole and Miccosukee had 
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used for their shelter. It was perfectly suited for the hot humid 
environment. The thatched roof  could withstand hurricane force 
wind and the raised floor provided protection from insects, snakes, 
animals, and flood. Later, watching Crawford build another Chickee, 
I was fascinated as he "worked" slowly and methodically in such a 
relaxed way - always reverent and alive with a pure love of  nature. He 
eventually got to where he could build a Chickee in about a week. For 
pretty close to free. 

The process is pretty simple. Cut a big pile of  cabbage palm 
fronds. Walk barefoot in the swamp feeling with your feet for downed 
cypress hearts and use these as your poles. Cut some bamboo. Cut 
and soak tall bear grass which will be used to lash the palm fronds 
onto the bamboo and the bamboo to the cypress. The only materials 
that cost any money were the pine boards for the raised floor and a 
few nails to secure the floor tightly to the cypress hearts. These 
expenditures could be avoided by cutting the pine yourself  and using 
bear grass and notching the boards so they fit securely. Soaked bear 
grass, when used for lashing, is really secure. The grass shrinks 
tightly around the bamboo or cypress as it dries and not even a 
hurricane will blow that roof  off. 

Crawford taught me quite a bit about living in and with nature. 
One day he told me to grab a frying pan and follow him. He stomped 
off  across the fields just above the swamp. I followed wondering why 
I was lugging a frying pan on a hot dry day. Crawford pulled up at a 
big red ant den. In Florida these red ants are really big and they build 
these large two feet tall mounds where they live. Inside the mounds 
are thousands of  ants. 

Crawford said something like "If  you're ever hungry all you need 
is a frying pan and some matches." Then he proceeded to build a 
small fire next to the ant den. After it was going he set the frying pan 
on it. When the frying pan was nice and hot he went over to the ant 
den, bent over, and stuck his arm all the way down in that ant hill 
shaking it around. 

When Crawford pulled his arm out of  that ant hill it was 
completely covered with red ants. He walked over to the fire, bent 
over again, and scraped the ants off  into the frying pan. After sizzling 
for about 30 seconds he scooped some out of  the pan and gave them 
to me. Yum! 

Of  course, Crawford's skin was tough as leather so no red ant bite 
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was going to do much to him. 

Crawford used to do anything to avoid having to get a job or make 
money. Some mornings he'd get up at dawn and walk up to the 
highway to search for roadkill. He liked to eat possum and raccoon 
and deer that had been freshly killed the night before. He also liked 
to make his own cane sorghum. He had learned the process from an 
old black fella that lived nearby. He stashed jars and jars of  sorghum 
under the Chickee and that stuff  was so good I couldn't help but 
sneak a few sips in every day. 

In order to pay his property taxes every year Crawford would 
usually teach a course in "Living Off  The Land" at the local 
community college or through the city sponsored programs. He held 
the class out on his land so he didn't have to go into the city and 
smell the smells and hear the noisy clamor. One day as we were 
sitting there the van of  students arrived up at the front gate where the 
road ended. Crawford said "Watch this" and pointed up above the 
van. As the students got out and started up the half  mile path we 
could see a dark cloud form over their heads. 

The cloud descended and eventually engulfed the students. They 
were all ducking and waving their hands and arms and slapping 
themselves. It was like they had all gone insane or something. Then 
Crawford also pointed out the "mosquito hawks", as he called them, 
dive bombing the cloud of  mosquitos. These were dragonflies 
picking off  the mosquitos. It was Crawford's theory that the city 
smells attracted the mosquitos and as long as you smelled like the 
swamp or a tree you were ok. I guess we smelled like the swamp 
cause no skeeters were getting us. 

One night I was alone in the Chickee. Crawford had left for a 
couple of  weeks saying he was going into town to get a new woman. 
That was about the only thing that would get Crawford into town. 
Anyway, I was alone and sitting in the Chickee eating my dinner by 
candlelight. My dinner consisted of  a few piles of  seeds and sprouts. 
As I was eating these two giant cockroaches sidled right up to my pile 
of  sunflower seeds and started nibbling. I pushed a few aside for 
them and, being sorta lonely, struck up a conversation. I would say 
something and they would waggle their antennae at me. I was pretty 
sure we were communicating. 

Then I went on and on about how the cockroach was so well 
designed and how it could mutate within only a generation and how 
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probably only cockroaches and bats and maybe rats would survive a 
nuclear holocaust. All the time they're wagging their antennae in 
agreement. Then I said that about the only thing they couldn't do 
was fly. Well, right then one of  them took off  into the air right over 
my head and landed on the cypress pole behind me! I just went 
ecstatic and thought for sure I really was talking to cockroaches and 
they could understand me. What I didn't know was that in Florida 
those giant cockroaches are palmetto bugs and that they can fly. 

Yep, I used to talk to insects. When I was living at Ginnie Spring 
on the Santa Fe River I would sunbathe every day after swimming in 
the spring. Every day the same two dragonflies would come perch on 
my shoulders as I lay there. We'd converse as I'd bask in the sun and 
they'd zip off  my shoulders every once in a while to grab a mosquito 
or two. This went on for weeks and I really felt I got to know them 
well. They even confided in my their names which, I was told, 
dragonflies do not usually share. The male was called Jeet and the 
female Jetril. So, my best friends one summer were two dragonflies 
who used me as bait to catch mosquitos. 

While living at the spring I lived off  of  the abundance of  paw-
paws and berries as well as corn and watermelon I'd take from the 
neighboring fields. One day the farmer sent his son down to ask if  
I'd help put in the new crop. Well, sure, I said so we hiked up to the 
fields and dug furrows and planted for the next few weeks. I guess he 
knew all along I was stealing from his fields but didn't care. That 
farm family got to be my friends and they invited me up for 
Thanksgiving one year. As a matter of  fact, I've never seen a 
friendlier place than the backwoods of  north central Florida in 1975. 
I'd be walking down a dusty old dirt road in the heat of  Summer and 
the poorest black family you'll ever see would invite me up on their 
porch for watermelon or tea. I was never treated nicer. 
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Naked Hippie Reading Science Fiction by 
Candlelight in the Rain 

Joining me at Ginnie Springs is my new girlfriend Swarloka. 

Swar brings along her dog Zakateca and we're one happy paw-
paw eating family. I met Swarloka at these dawn chanting and 
meditation sessions I used to go to in Gainesville. I was sleeping 
under some azalea bushes in a park a few blocks from an ashram that 
taught Eastern philosophy, religion, meditation, yoga, and spiritual 
practices. They held an open early morning meditation and I would 
frequently attend.  

One night as I was reading "Time Enough For Love" under the 
azalea bushes by candlelight in a slight rain I was rousted by the 
police. They were shining their bright flashlight in my face and 
ordered me out of  the bushes. I protested that I was naked and it was 
raining and cold. They repeated the order. So, I set my book aside, 
climb out of  my sleeping bag, and come out of  the bushes. There I 
am standing naked in the rain before two cops. One is shining his 
flashlight up and down my body and looking through my stuff. The 
other is on his walkie-talkie reporting "We got ourselves a naked 
hippie reading science fiction by candlelight under some flowers in 
the rain". The radio crackles back "That's a code 487". 

Everybody had a good laugh and they told me to move along. 
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One day as I was walking out of  the morning meditation this 
beautiful happy long raven haired sprite just came up, kissed me, and 
took me by the hand. From that point on Swarloka and I were 
inseparable. 

As we're sitting there at Ginny Springs one Summer day in 1975 
talking to dragonflies, sun bathing, swimming and drinking from the 
spring, riding Manatee, and generally thinking we've discovered the 
fountain of  youth that Ponce de Leon was searching for, up pulls a 
pink school bus. 

I have no idea how this bus navigated its way down a narrow rut 
that cars couldn't get through but there it was big as day. Out pile a 
group of  hippies replete with bouncing baby girl, dancing flower 
child mother, tubby jovial daddy, and a crew of  three or four crazies. 
They camp for a few days and we get to know each other. They're 
headed for the Rainbow Gathering and ask if  we want to get on 
board. We hop on the bus, back out of  there, and head west to the 
1975 Rainbow Gathering. 

The '75 Gathering was on the banks of  the Buffalo River in 
Arkansas. Swar and I just dug a hole in the side of  a hill and lived like 
foxes while the drums played and 5000 hippies danced around the 
campfires. Later I learned that the Gathering site was only a few 
miles downstream from where Grandma Record was born and raised. 

Swarloka and Zakateca and I had many wonderful adventures 
together over the next year. She took me to Homestead, Florida 
where she grew up. Her parents were pretty uptight so I stayed at the 
Fruit and Spice Garden. I'd wait till the park closed for the day then 
hop the fence and spread out a bedroll under an avocado or mango 
tree. This was a fantastic park with all kinds of  fruit, nut, and spice 
trees growing in the perfect climate of  southern Florida. At night 
while I was sleeping I'd hear the plop plop plopping of  fresh fruit 
falling to the ground. In the morning before they'd open I'd gather a 
bag full of  these and leave, eating them during the day. What a life! 

We stayed at Ginnie and July Springs on the Santa Fe, on 
Crawford's land in my tipi, or under the azalea bushes in parks in 
Gainesville. One of  our favorite spots was on Lake Alice on the 
campus of  the University. We'd lay there on an old dock and watch 
the fish eagles soar and swoop and dive into the lake, rising again 
with a fish squirming in their talons. 
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I learned a lot from Swar. She was so free and so spontaneous and 
she showed me how to be one with someone. We practically breathed 
the same air. I mean, we really did breath the same air. She showed 
me how to place my mouth on hers and inhale as she exhaled and she 
would inhale when I exhaled. Sounds weird but it's actually pretty 
cool with the right person. She showed me how to prepare a warm 
foot bath for guests and we'd wash their feet with Dr. Bronner's 
Peppermint Soap then we'd suck each others clean toes.  

I showed her how to prepare blue goo out of  corn starch, water, 
and food coloring. You could slowly move your hand through it but if  
you tried to punch it or move too quickly it was hard as a brick. I 
showed her how to make a wow bottle with a 5 gallon glass water 
bottle, some kerosene, and a match. You'd coat the inside of  the 
bottle with a thin layer of  kerosene, turn off  all the lights, then drop a 
lit match in the bottle. A ring of  flame would run up and down the 
inside of  the bottle and the air rushing out the narrow neck would 
make a sound Woo! Woo! Woo! 

We danced and sang and played and loved and in 1976 we set out 
for the Gathering that Summer in Montana. I'd get a driveaway car or 
we'd hitchhike or sometimes we'd hop freight. 
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How I Kissed Grace Slick 

While in Enid that Summer we saw that Jefferson Starship was 
playing in Tulsa. I borrowed my dad's pickup and we loaded the goat 
in back (oh yeah, at that time Swarloka and I had a goat and a dog - 
nothing like fresh goat's milk in the morning). We drove over to 
Tulsa, left the goat tied to a tree in the park and went to the show. We 
didn't have tickets but easily scored a couple from a friendly hippie. 

Inside the place was packed. Cops were everywhere. I guess 
Oklahoma was really scared of  these crazy San Francisco hippies 
singing about revolution in the streets. This was the "Red Octopus" 
tour and Jefferson Starship started the show off  by playing songs 
from this mostly love ballad filled album. Every time someone would 
stand up and start dancing the cops would immediately force them to 
sit back down. They told us a couple of  times to sit back down or 
we'd have to leave. I think the band noticed these boot heeled 
gestapo methods and cut short their love songs to launch directly into 
"Blows Against The Empire". Everybody was on their feet and 
dancing and singing along. 

But a ring of  cops was closing in on us. Why us ?  Just as they were 
about to nab us this long blonde haired guy bursts through the ring 
of  cops and slaps backstage passes on us. He takes us by the hand 
and leads us down to the stage. Now we're on stage behind the 
drummer as the band launches into "Have You Seen The Saucers?". 
Me and Swarloka are dancing on stage with Jefferson Starship! 
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After the show we're backstage. I want to go into the dressing room 
and meet the band. Swarloka doesn't want to go in cause she thinks 
the guy who rescued us is really after her. So, I tell her I'll make it 
quick and duck in the door to try and find Paul. The first thing I see 
is Grace Slick at a long table with a bunch of  guys in suits. Her 
mascara has run, she looks like hell, and she's sipping a cocktail. 

When I enter the room everyone turns to look at me. I'm this long 
haired golden skinned patched jeans shoulder bag hippie and Grace 
asks "Who are you?" 

I just walk up, bend over, give her a kiss, and tell her that I love her. 

Returning to Swarloka I find she is talking to one of  the policemen. 
He explains to her that the reason they were closing in on us is the 
back of  her dress. She turns around and, sure enough, the back of  
her skirt has a huge slit in it. Swar never wears underwear so her 
perfect ass has been swinging in the breeze! We were almost arrested 
for public nudity and disturbing the peace. We went back to the park, 
picked up Nanny, and returned to Enid refreshed and reinvigorated 
by the Starship. 
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Git Outta Town and Don't Ever Come Back 

In the Summer of  1976 my girlfriend Swarloka, our dog Zakatika 
and I were intent on going to the Rainbow Gathering in Montana. We 
were visiting my folks in Enid and we decided to try hopping freight. 
I had read some sort of  Nolo Press book on how to hop so we 
headed out to the freight yard one day. Just like it said to do in the 
book, i walked right on up to the yard foreman and mentioned that 
my granddaddy had worked on the Rock Island line and he had told 
me that if  i was ever in trouble to just ask the yard foreman when was 
the next freight to San Francisco and on what line. I did and he said 
to go down track number three about 50 yards and the 5 O'clock train 
was heading to San Francisco. So we did. 

Next thing the book said was to forget about boxcars and other 
uncomfortable freight cars. What you look for is a train hauling 
automobiles. Sure enough, this one had a rack of  new cars stacked 
three high. We climbed up and into a pickup truck on the top rack. 
The keys are in these as they have to be driven on and off  the train 
cars. So now we've got radio, heater, cigarette lighter and a truck bed 
with our bedrolls all laid out. We sunbathe across Oklahoma and the 
panhandle of  Texas falling asleep under the stars. 

In the morning we both awake with a start, each looking at the 
other wondering where is the clack-clack sound of  the train on track. 
We raise up and look around to find ourselves inside a train yard 
surrounded by high barbed wire topped fence. Well, nothing to be 
done but climb the fence but as i'm handing Zakatika over to 
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Swarloka along comes the yard dick and slaps the cuffs on us. We are 
hauled in to the local police station and charged with trespass. They 
let Swarloka and Zakatika go but book me. 

As they're booking me they have me empty my pockets and find i 
have about $800 in cash on me. They ask where i got the money and i 
tell 'em i teach Mathematics at the University of  Florida. They ask 
me why I don't rent a car or take a bus instead of  hopping freight 
and i tell 'em that Woody Guthrie said if  you haven't hopped freight 
across America then you're not an American. They are astounded 
that i can quote Woody as he is sort of  a folk hero here. Anyway, they 
book me but the jail is full so they have to put me up in a Hotel room. 
With dinner. 

Swarloka and the dog sneak up the fire escape and spend the 
night in the cozy room with me. Next morning it's free breakfast in 
the Hotel lobby. I'm sitting around the lobby waiting for my 
arraignment talking to the old old people who hang out in the lobby. 
They've all heard the story of  how a Mathematician/Teacher with 
lots of  money, a girlfriend and a dog is quoting Woody Guthrie and 
staying in the Hotel. Every single one of  'em is coming up to me and 
talking and being real friendly. They're all trying to convince me to 
settle down here in Clovis, New Mexico. Houses are cheap, they say, 
and we could use a Math perfessor. I politely decline. 

Finally we're led into a conference room in the Hotel which also 
serves as a makeshift courtroom. The judge hears the prosecutor's 
case against me, frowns, looks at me in disgust and says "Case 
dismissed. Git outta town and don't ever come back." Well, i'd 
always wanted to hear that. 

So, we left Clovis, New Mexico, a town where every single person 
we talked to wanted us to stay but a town where the Judge says to git 
out and never come back and we never went back. 
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Praying the Flute 

In the mid 70's I was living at a spring in north central Florida called 
July Spring. It was a large clear spring on the Santa Fe river and you 
could just dive into the pool of  cold crystal water and drink right as 
you swam. In the river were lumbering Manatee and you could grab 
hold of  one of  these sea cows and galump along with her as she 
grazed on the underwater vegetation. Sometimes local crackers would 
motor by in their boats and shoot at either the Manatees or the 
Hippies. I think most of  those sea cows got killed over time mostly 
by run-ins with the blades of  the motor boats but maybe some were 
just deliberately shot by crackers or their habitat was destroyed by 
time and man. 

While i was there i read a book called "The Praying Flute" by Tony 
Shearer. In it a little girl is given a flute with which she is instructed 
to "pray" for the rivers, trees, and the land where there is pollution to 
be removed. At the back of  the book the author includes the actual 
song the little girl prays on the flute. I learned to pray this song on 
my open holed copper tube flute. Also at the back of  the book were 
the author's instructions to the reader to learn to pray the flute with 
this song and to go to the schools of  the children and pray there. So, i 
did this. 

Walking one day into a nearby elementary school "praying" my flute, 
i entered a large dining hall where about 100 children were eating 
lunch. Actually, they were mostly yelling and throwing stuff  and it 
didn't seem like there was much eating going on. I just walked in and 
kept playing. Immediately the room transformed from chaos and 
noise to a hushed silence as all eyes turned toward the Hippie with 
the flute. Nobody moved and everybody listened quietly. As i was 
finishing a large man and a matronly woman rushed up to me and 
politely escorted me out. I was instructed to never return. The 
children seemed to love it and i recall their fond looks of  appreciation 
as i looked back.  
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Coyotes Ate My Plunker 

In 1977 Melody and i conceived our first child. During the Summer of  
1978 we travelled to the Rainbow Gathering in Oregon. We were  
foolishly idealistic. At the time we were living in an 18' Sioux tipi. 
Prior to the gathering we stayed at the Rainbow Farm just outside 
Drain where i cut and skinned my lodgepoles. That was really hard 
work as it was a little late in the season and the bark had dried to the 
tree. A few weeks before the Gathering was to begin we hauled 
everything including my 9 month pregnant wife to the remote 
wilderness area that was to be the site and started setting up kitchens 
and protecting water supplies and digging slit latrines. That's hard 
work too. 

We kept thinking Melody would give birth at the gathering but our 
baby decided to be late. The gathering was, as always, beautiful and 
peaceful and hectic and on the Fourth of  July about 5,000 people 
hiked up to the highest ground, held hands in circles and chanted. A 
full rainbow appeared over us. 

After the gathering a group of  about 30 of  us setup what we called a 
P.E.A.C.E. Camp. This was a prototype of  a proposal we were 
working on with the Bureau of  Land Management (BLM) for an 
alternative energy village on public land where the idea was we would 
restore environmentally damaged areas and live for free without 
impact. Our camp was in a beautiful meadow lookin up at Mt. 
McLaughlin about 20 miles east of  Ashland. 

We'd only been in camp about a week when a nearby commune 
invited everyone over for a full moon celebration. The entire camp 
went and we were left alone as the full moon rose. Chris picked that 
night to send Melody into labor. So, there we were, all alone twenty 
miles from nowhere in a tipi. Labor lasted all night and, right as the 
sun broke through the tipi entrance, Chris was born. Or, i should say, 
Chris shot out like a watermelon seed. I caught him and immediately 
noticed the umbilical cord was wrapped around his neck. I gently 
unwound him and he was fine. No crying, just a wide eyed wonder. 

A little later the placenta came out and we just left the umbilical cord 
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attached for a while. I also noticed that Melody had torn a bit so i 
applied a poultice i'd worked up earlier. I think it was golden seal, 
slippery elm and myrrh. She healed up nicely. After taking care of  
Melody and while Chris nursed, i cut the umbilical cord and 
stretched it on a piece of  willow i had cut earlier. The idea was to 
make a one-stringed instrument i called a plunker. I set the plunker 
outside the tipi to dry. 

That morning shortly after the birth we heard cheep-cheeping 
outside the tipi. We discovered that the dead tree near our tipi was 
home to two falcons who had hatched eggs that night. Seeing as how 
Chris was born in a patch of  sunlight along with falcon chicks i gave 
him an Indian name of  Sun Falcon. That day we were just in a state 
of  bliss and everyone was overjoyed when they returned to camp. 

That night as we slept i heard a groveling noise outside the tipi. I 
rolled outside and found myself  surrounded by a pack of  coyotes. 
They were eating my plunker! I ran at them hollering and, as they 
scattered, i was able to retrieve about an inch of  umbilical cord. 
Those damn coyotes ate my plunker. 

About five months after the birth of  Chris we got pregnant again. 
The Summer of  1978 we journeyed to the Rainbow Gathering in 
Arizona. Once again, Melody was fully pregnant. We also had her 
three sons from a previous marriage. I think folks were beginning to 
wonder about us. It was quite a challenge taking care of  a baby, three 
boys and a pregnant woman. I could have done a lot better job. 

This time i had the tipi poles on the roof  of  our VW van but i had to 
carry them down a steep trail deep into this remote canyon. Folks 
along the trail would help out and we got camp setup ok. In fact, 
people were so nice helping out i went back up the trail several times 
to help others carry their gear or tipi poles in. The Arizona site was 
very beautiful. 

After the gathering we established another Peace Camp then moved 
to Healing Waters, a hippy health retreat near Eden, Arizona. I got a 
job as the sprout gardener which allowed us to stay there for free. 
This place was really cool. There were several mineral hot springs 
which fed into a huge community hottub that comprised one corner 
of  a huge swimming pool. Healing Waters is also known as Indian 
Hot Springs and was a healing spot for the Indians until some 
Mormons built a three story Victorian resort hotel there. In the 70's it 
was purchased by some rich hippies from L.A. and became a widely 
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known hippy hangout. 

The sprout garden was a covered dugout where i grew burlap bags 
full of  all kinds of  sprouts which were used to feed the guests and 
family of  folks who lived or visited there. Near the sprout garden i 
had set our 18' lodge which was now adorned with a beautiful 
medicine wheel over the entrance. The Autumnal Equinox was 
approaching and a couple thousand people had arrived to participate 
in a large healing festival we were hosting. A few days prior to the 
festival Melody went into labor. 

This was a really hard and long labor. We had a mid-wife and, 
between us, we tried everything. Melody was hanging off  the tipi 
poles, leaning on a spade, hanging as we held her by her legs and 
arms, on her back, on her side, on her hands and knees, everything. 
As the labor progressed she started screaming. Really loud. 
Thousands of  people that day just sat or squatted or walked or 
soaked - sort of  in shock. I don't think those hippies had ever heard 
anything quite like this. This was primitive raw birth and it wasn't 
pretty. 

Finally, Aloha was born and she was just beautiful. Again, no crying, 
just big wide-open twinkling eyes. I took her into the swimming pool 
to bathe in warm mineral water. Everyone breathed a big sigh of  
relief, we were roundly congratulated and the healing festival 
continued with lots of  sprouts and a brand new baby girl. 
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Oregon P.E.A.C.E. Camp where Chris was born
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View out the 'pi to the dead tree where the falcons were born
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Tipi at Healing Waters where Aloha was born



The Wizard of  Golden 

In the 1970's i participated in the Rainbow Family Tribal  
Gatherings. After the 1978 gathering in Oregon a few of  us on the 
council decided to try and keep the gathering going year-round in 
what we referred to as P.E.A.C.E. villages. That was an acronym that 
stood for Positive Energy Alternative Community Environment. We 
negotiated a site with the Bureau of  Land Management (BLM) and 
setup the first P.E.A.C.E. camp about 20 miles east of  Ashland. My 
son, Sun Falcon, was born there. 

The P.E.A.C.E. camps evolved as we moved south for the Winter. 
Somehow word trickled up the Federal land management chain and 
we managed to score a meeting with the BLM Director of  the 
Western Region. The BLM controlled over 500 million acres of  
public land - almost all of  which was in the West. This guy was 
maybe the third most powerful person in the federal land 
management hierarchy behind Cecil Andrus, the Secretary of  the 
Interior, and the Assistant Secretary. 

I was in Oklahoma when i got news of  our planned meeting with 
The Man. Not wanting to risk getting there late i borrowed my dad's 
pickup truck. We set off  for Golden, Colorado where we were to pick 
up our pal Roger and take him with us to Denver. When we arrived in 
Golden it was late and dark and we couldn't locate Roger's house. We 
decided to get some sleep and find Roger in the morning. I spotted a 
nice looking park, pulled over and we crashed in the covered bed of  
the pickup. 

Next morning we awoke to a pounding on our windows. It was 
the cops. We promptly assumed the position as the police searched 
us then searched the truck. They even illegally searched the locked 
glove compartment where they found my dad's starter pistol. That is, 
they found what appeared to be a pistol but was really used to start 
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track and field events. They arrested me on suspicion of  murder. 

It seems the park we had chosen to sleep beside was the scene of  
a murder some months ago. That combined with the fact that I had a 
starter pistol in my glove compartment, long hair and no place to stay 
got me arrested. They quickly released Melody but i had to spend the 
night in jail. I was in a large holding tank with about a dozen big 
black guys. I was a little worried they might not like me but that was 
the day Reggie Jackson hit three homeruns in one World Series game 
so everyone was just listening to the radio and cheering. 

Well, the charges were quickly dropped to some sort of  loitering 
and we were able to post bail and go pick up Roger. In order to get 
our bail money back (after appearing and getting off) we were told we 
had to go to Boulder. I don't know why, i think they were just 
messing with us. Anyway, we drove to Boulder and waited in the 
County Courthouse building for hours and hours. At this point we 
started to worry. The arrest, bail, appearance, and now a trip to 
Boulder was making us late for our meeting. And we now had no gas 
money so we were forced to wait for the clerk to refund our bail. 

The clerk was a polite but inefficient woman who, at every 
question, would excuse herself  to go talk to someone behind a 
curtained office window. After about a dozen of  these visits i began 
to refer to the entity behind the curtains as the Wizard of  Oz. He 
must be pulling all the strings here. Late in the morning (our meeting 
was that afternoon in Denver) a man strides from behind the 
curtains. He strolls up to us waving a check and asks, "Are you Joe 
Record's son ?". Astonished I replied "Yes, how'd you know ?". He 
explains that he is an old Phillips University baseball fan. He and his 
family used to drive down from their home in southern Kansas to 
watch Phillips baseball. Joe Record, the Phillips baseball coach was a 
legend in those parts. The Wizard says why didn't i tell him that 
earlier, he'd have cut the check on the spot. 

So, we cashed our check from the Wizard of  Oz who actually 
came from Kansas and made it to the meeting (a little late). The 
Bureau liked our ideas and invited us to meet with the Assistant 
Secretary of  the Interior in D.C. but that is another story. 
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My dad was inducted into the NAIA Baseball Hall of Fame. He held the all-'me 
record for highest winning percentage. I don't know if that record s'll stands.



Make No Appointments 

In or around 1975 i was living outside Gainesville, Florida. I had 
been studying yoga out of  the book "Integral Hatha Yoga" by Swami 
Satchidananda. He was the funny little Swami who appeared at 
Woodstock and his book was full of  pretty good pictures of  the 
poses. I just imitated the pictures. Well, one day i heard Swami 
Satchidananda was coming to speak in Orlando which is maybe 150 
miles south of  Gainesville. 

I had hitched back and forth across North America several times 
and figured this little jaunt would be easy. So, i started out in the 
morning with my shoulder bag, oranges, bread and my flute. 
Satchidananda wasn't speaking until 8 that night so i was just 
planning on having a pleasant day hitching. 

Along about mid-afternoon i realized i had travelled only 30 miles 
or so and i had been sitting in one spot for hours. I began to thumb 
in earnest. Cars were whizzing by me like i was invisible. Around 5 i 
started to panic. Around 6 i started yelling at passing motorists in 
anger. I just couldn't believe people could be so cruel as to cause me 
to miss my guru, my teacher. 

I finally made it to the talk around 8 or 9. Exhausted and 
emotionally drained i attempted to slip quietly into the lecture room. 
Just as I entered the Swami looked up directly at me, smiled with 
those twinkling eyes of  his and said 

"Make no appointments and you'll have no disappointments"! 

I couldn't believe it. It seemed like the entire day had been one 
long arduous lesson which Satchidananda was able to sum up in 8 
words. That lesson really stuck with me and i've pretty much lived my 
life by it. It's usually stated more along the lines of  having no 
expectations but I like the Swami's rhyme better. Thanks, man.. 
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Cowboy Allen Rides Again 

While growing up on the East side of  Enid, Oklahoma, I had the 
opportunity to attend Adams Elementary School with the Allen 
family. The Allens were full-blood Native Americans and their two 
boys, Cowboy and Floyd, also attended Adams. 

Cowboy Allen was the biggest, fastest, strongest kid on the East 
Side and every day at recess he and his brother Floyd would position 
themselves strategically under a row of  crabapple trees. From this 
vantage point they would pummel the other students with rock-hard 
crabapples. Recess at Adams Elementary became a lesson in survival. 
Many years later, while hopping freight one morning I saw this spray 
painted on the side of  a box car: 

"Cowboy Allen Rides Again"! 

Looking back, Cowboy and Floyd Allen were two of  the most 
intriguing characters I would meet growing up. I wish I had known 
them better. So, maybe the moral of  the story (paragraph really) is 
that very very interesting people and events are swirling all around 
you as you pass through life and if  you don't find a way to embrace 
them when they occur then they might just pass you by . 

Or, maybe it's just "Don't mess with Cowboy Allen" 
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My Bowling Ball 

I attended Enid High School in Enid, Oklahoma where i grew up. 
As a kid i used to hang out at the Trail bowling alley, play pinball and 
bowl. I got fairly good and during high school i continued to bowl 
competitively. I graduated from high school and lost interest in 
bowling. That year when i started college at Phillips University (also 
in Enid) i told  Hoss  (the owner and manager of  the Trail) that he 
could have my ball, shoes and bag - maybe pass them on to some up-
and-coming kid. Anyway, i just left them there in my locker in the 
Trail bowling alley in Enid, Oklahoma. 

I attended Phillips for 4 years, got my B.A. in Political Science and 
moved to Gainesville, Florida to attend the University of  Florida as a 
graduate student in Mathematics. I studied Math for a couple of  
years, had a great time, got fired as a T.A. (another story), dropped 
out of  school and became a street person. I slept under bushes or in 
tree houses or camped out at springs. My favorite place to stay was a 
park in a residential section of  Gainesville that had loads of  Azaleas. 
I'd sleep under the Azalea bushes and read science fiction by 
candlelight. This was 6 or 7 years after having graduated from Enid 
High School and 2 or 3 years after having moved 1500 miles from 
Enid to Gainesville. 

Well, one Winter night in Gainesville it was cold and rainy. I was 
uncomfortable under the Azaleas that night (tho they usually kept me 
pretty dry). So, i went scouting for a warm dry place to sleep. Walking 
around the neighborhood i spotted an abandoned three-story 
Victorian. Managing to jimmy the lock on the back door, i climbed 
the stairs to the third floor and found an octagon shaped room with a 
cushioned bench and windows on three sides. I lit a candle and lo 
and behold, there was a book in the room. It was a copy of  Hiawatha 
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by Longfellow and, as I opened it to read a twenty dollar bill fell out! 
Man, was i happy. I really needed the money to wash my clothes and 
the book was an excellent read in the warm dry comfortable old 
room. 

Next morning as i woke i really gave thanks to that house. Even 
tho the park was comfortable most nights, you never really get a good 
nights rest sleeping outside in America as the cops are constantly 
hassling folks. I felt like i had slept for days. I decided to explore 
around the house a bit to see if  there were any other magic surprises 
hidden within. 

The place was pretty empty. No furniture, no nothing. Except for 
some boxes stored under the bottom flight of  stairs. I started pulling 
these boxes out and looking through them.  Nothing interesting, 
mostly just old accounting documents, bills and papers concerning 
the house. 

I pulled the last box out and there, hidden behind it, was a 
bowling bag. It looked like my old bowling bag - black with a purple 
diagonal stripe. I unzipped it and pulled out the bowling ball and, 
sure enough, it was my old ball with my name on it and everything! 

I was dumbfounded. I didn't know what to do. I certainly couldn't 
haul a sixteen pound ball around with me as a street person. I wasn't 
good enough to be a professional bowler. What the heck did this 
mean? I just couldn't believe it. This was over 6 years and 1500 miles 
from where i'd left it. Even if  someone had brought it out to Florida 
maybe to return it to me or something, it was mindboggling that i 
would find it by breaking into an abandoned house in the rain. 

I just left it there. To this day i'm amazed. When i tell my friends 
and family this story they're all amazed. Nobody can explain this. It's 
an unbelievably unlikely coincidence with little or no great spiritual 
lesson or meaning. Just one of  God's little jokes - i guess it must get 
pretty boring watching us scurry around making much ado about 
nothing. 
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Computer generated graphic of an iterated system I created. To me it looks like a 
masked bowling pin and deformed bowling ball.



The Driveaway to Rolling Thunder 

I met Melody when I went Sufi dancing in Gainesville. For a lark I 
got a driveaway car in Jacksonville to be delivered to San Francisco. 
This was an Alpha Romeo Italian sports car whose owner had moved 
to SF and needed his car delivered. I picked up the car, picked up 
Melody, and headed west. We practically flew down the freeway.  

After a brief  stop in Oklahoma to show off  the new wheels we 
drove up to Interstate 80 and pointed the Alpha toward California. All 
along the way we were wondering what was in the locked trunk and 
had all kinds of  hunches what we were really transporting. 

As we were approaching Carlin, Nevada the car started sputtering 
then stalled. We parked at the side of  the road and walked into Carlin 
and got a tow truck to bring the car into a garage. The mechanic 
informed us the part we needed would have to be flown in from the 
nearest Alpha Romeo dealership in Salt Lake City. It would take a day 
or two. So, we called the owner and let him know we'd be delayed. 
He said no sweat and he would arrange to have the part delivered. 

Somehow a couple of  nice Shoshone women heard about the 
hippie couple broke down and needing a place to stay. They invited 
us to stay in their step van which was covered in old McGovern 
stickers. After a night in the van the sisters invited us out to "the 
ranch". They drove us out to exactly the place the car had 
mysteriously died, got out, opened a gate, and drove on down a 
rutted dirt road. 

Turns out they were taking us  to the camp of  the Shoshone 
medicine man Rolling Thunder. Seems the sisters had been tasked 
with checking us out and we passed the test. Now we got to meet 
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Rolling Thunder. He welcomed us to his camp and informed us of  
his rules - "No bugs, no drugs, no alcohol". We were given a wiki-up 
to stay in and put to work. The men played drums, chanted, and 
smoked. The women cooked and cleaned and also sang. I picked 
sage, carried water, and chopped wood. 

That evening Rolling Thunder led his sons and me and some of  
the other men there to a sweat lodge. Along the way Spotted Eagle 
was swatting and cursing the mosquitos. Rolling Thunder turned to 
him and told him to put them out of  his mind. We sweated and 
chanted. 

One of  the men there informed me that Rolling Thunder had on 
many occasion been credited with stopping cars and other machines. 
Seems that was one of  his areas of  specialty. He told me that some 
thought it was Rolling Thunder that had stopped our car and brought 
us here. 
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I Wrote Poems Along The Way 

ODE TO WORK 

Thou anointest me with praise and promotion, 
Thou favorest me with perk and party, 

Thy paycheck and thine project are mine. 

Oh, how sweet the scent of  thy sweat - 
The blessed perspiration of  thy success. 

Tis from the bosom of  thy factories that i drink. 

Oh, work, i find myself  in thee and thee in me. 
My days are made full and my nights rest full because of  thee. 

Mine hands are filled with pleasure at thy touch. 

Yeah, toil and struggle are rewarded bi-weekly and with bonus, 
Thou transformest my labor into gaseous vapors vent from Volvos, 

Mine actions into rent offerings unto the Lords of  the Land. 

Unto thee i come daily and in sleep i dream of  thee. 
Know thee me not ? 

Hast thou not kept me and fed me lo these years ? 

Ah, Lord of  Labor, know this - 
Tis i that have fattened you, 

Tis i that spent my soul for thy fortune. 

Yet, give me pause this day to thank you. 
For twas my gift, my labor of  love. 

And i have fathered for you many products. 

So let us take our luncheon long and lay beneath the sun. 
Twas labor in painful pleasure that brought us forth, 

And we, in labor, bear both sweet and bitter fruit. 
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 WE CAN     DO IT 
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We divide by zero 
      and carry the remainder in our heads 

We have our cake and eat it too 
We fish and cut bait 

We know what we've got before it's 
gone 

We take it with us 
We say the seven words 
We get there from here 

We stop time and slow traffic 

We're friends and lovers 
We go up and don't come down 

We snooze and we don't lose 
Exceeding the speed of  light 

      we meet ourselves in the past

We lead the horse to water 
      then we make him drink 
We make silk purses out of  sows' 
ears 
We teach old dogs new tricks 
We can tell a book by its cover 

We put square pegs in round holes 
It gets better than this 
We're in two places at the same time 
We cheat fate and deny destiny 

We hold a candle to it 
We put our finger on it 
We see the forest for the trees 
We believe our eyes 
      and we believe our ears



AN ENIGMA WRAPPED IN BACON 

She's an enigma wrapped in bacon 
She's truthful even when she's fakin' 
Many hearts she has forsaken 
And now, hers too is tossed and taken 

She's a puzzle wrapped in pemmican 
An inscrutable remonstration 
Defenestrating the ugly American 
Dancing naked with Pan in the Vatican 

A conundrum enclosed in a flapjack 
She carries her doubts in a dark brown gunny sack 
Wrapped with twine from the hair of  a riddle's back 
She cooks them with wine and bemused bewilderment 

She giggles when she's mad 
Says she lives in Dangling, Chad 
Carved Andy Warhol's face in a Brillo pad 
She's warmest when scantily clad 

She's an answer in need of  a question 
A prudent proposition lacking discretion 
A detour around a wandering digression 
A non-conforming idiomatic expression 

She's a dilemma wrapped in a pickle 
Stuffs her pillows with toys and a tickle 
Believes she can be unswervingly fickle 
Puts stripes on her hammer and stars on her sickle 

An enigma wrapped in bacon 
Mixed with a riddle, stirred and shaken 
Cloaked in conundrums, half  of  them taken 
Her slumber awakens the sleeping Jamaican. 
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SUSHI SEX AND DEATH 

Splayed and Filet'd 
Naked and Layed 
Ginger and spice 

Soy sauce and rice 

Alive and yet Dead 
Sumptuous bodies 

Embalmed with wasabi 
Wrapped in a seaweed shroud 

Sex in Death 
Death in Life 

Cold skinless fish 
Raw boneless fish 

On a bed of  rice 

Nice. 
 

63



Interview with Timothy Leary and Ken Kesey 

The following was transcribed from a tape of  an interview I 
conducted with Dr. Timothy Leary upon his arrival in Eugene, 
Oregon to debate his close friend Ken Kesey at South Eugene High 
School in 1978. Kesey and Ken Babbs picked Leary up at the Eugene 
airport where a small news conference was scheduled. I was the long 
haired hippie with the tape recorder asking most of  the questions. 
Following the transcript of  the interview below are my nearly 
readable notes from the evening's event. 

My wife at the time, Melody Record, and myself  had started an 
organization called New World News Service. We made up laminated 
badges and were able to convince most promoters and events that we 
were a legitimate news service so we usually got in as press. We 
interviewed several new age luminaries like Stephen and Ina May 
Gaskin, Tim Leary, Peter Caddy, Fantuzzi, Marcel Vogel, Robert 
Anton Wilson, and others. 

This was a couple of  years after Leary had been released from 
prison by California Governor Jerry Brown after serving about 5 years 
for possession of  two roaches of  marijuana which Leary claimed 
were planted by the arresting officer. Leary billed his appearances at 
that time as "stand-up philosophy" and was touting space migration, 
referring to the Earth as an egg. This put him directly at odds with 
Kesey who proposed replacing the use of  Douglas Fir with hemp 
fiber for building material. They both agreed to the concept of  the 
Earth as a sort of  prison. Kesey wanted to fix up the prison yard and 
Leary wanted to climb the wall and escape. So, a friendly but very 
lively debate ensued. 

Melody and I had just given birth to a baby boy and we were 
staying with Garrick Beck at the Rainbow farm in Drain, Oregon. 
Garrick idolized Kesey and accompanied us to the press conference 
in order to get a chance to meet his hero. During the conference our 
toddler, Sun Falcon, had a really runny dump. Garrick, not wanting to 
interrupt my questioning of  Leary, offered to take the baby to the 
bathroom to cleanup. Later as we were leaving Garrick had a chance 
to meet Kesey. He rushed up gushing praises and shook Kesey's 
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hand telling him how much he loved him. Kesey shook hands, pulled 
away, looked down at his hand and said something like "You always 
shake your hero's hand with shit on it?" I busted a gut laughing. 

Question: Change? 

Leary: Everything's changing - it's called evolution 
and I'm in favor of it. I see myself as a cheerleader ... 
cheer for the future, evolution, individual freedom. 

Q: LSD? Have you ever taken it? Do you advise 
others to take it? 

Babbs: They got a new tab now, they call it Ascorbic 
Owsley. Yeah, its got vitamin C in it. 

L: Good for what ails you, huh? 

B: You bet. It cures a cold - with vision! 

Q: Would you suggest a high school student take 
LSD? How would you respond to that ? 

L: I would never respond to such a question. The 
question of who or what you put in your body is your 
own decision. Don't listen to the government, don't 
listen to me. Find out everything you can and make 
up your own mind. 

Q: What message do you have to 17 and 18 year olds? 

L: Same old message. Stay free; disrespect 
authority; make up your own mind; stay high with 
your friends; survival in the 80's is going to be a 
team sport - as it's always been. Just keep getting 
smarter and smarter. 

Q: [unintelligible] 
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L: Secession, by the way. The Northwest should 
secede from the Union. California should secede. 
Let's get back to small intelligent local groups. 

Q: Why would people want to come see you? 

L: Well, I'm the best show in town. I'm going to put 
out more new ideas. I call 'em RPM's. That's 
Revelations Per Minute. Don't come for peace of 
mind - I'm going to shock, electrify, activate, insult 
the sacred cows, make it as exciting as possible. 

The following is a transcription of my nearly readable 
notes from the evening's event at South Eugene High 
School. 

First, Leary: 

Leary tells his story of creation - his conception and 
birth. Surfing up the vagina to the egg - in negotiations 
it's the egg who decides, laser strobing chromosomes. 
"That's my conception of my conception. I'm here at this 
moment to make fun of our parents and to make fun of 
all adults." 

Leary's definition of adult: past participle of the verb "to 
grow". By definition an adult is someone who has 
stopped growing. 

"I'm going to advocate something ... I've been given a 
very bad press on this business of advocating. Me, 
advocate LSD, are you crazy? We have come to learn in 
the last 20 years that the human nervous system comes 
in many different models and phases. As you walk down 
the street ... of 100 people you meet you might find 99 
different nervous systems. You're gonna find 
Volkswagens, Maseratis, jet airplanes, dump trucks. 
There are more different models of nervous systems than 
there are models of transportation to move our bodies 
around. Each different nervous system requires, is 
activated by, a different kind of cue." 
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"Now, LSD for example, is a brain activation for nervous 
systems that are wired, fired, and sired to fly high and go 
fast. Now you're not gonna recommend a fuel injected 
high octane fuel like LSD for a nation of Volkswagens. Is 
is much too good for them. So, I never advocate anything 
like that. But I am going to advocate, I'm going to urge 
you, I'm going to beg you, I'm going to appeal to you ... at 
all costs, avoid terminal adulthood. 

[applause] 

Now notice, I said terminal. I don't avoid anything in life. 
My wife and I have tried many adulthoods. All you have 
to do is put on the uniform and look worried." 

Migration of gene pools; genetic runway; Head west; 
Don'd fuck with the East 

The only thing you can do for the East is give them 
models; invite them out West. 

Geology / fault / opportunity 

"We're not terrestrial creatures. We're not supposed to 
be like little barnacles and snails and slugs hanging on to 
these little rocks and land rafts bubbling on a tiny little 
planet." 

Neuro-Geography 

Space Shuttle 

New eco-niche 

"You simply cannot change a culture in the same old 
place. As long as the White House is there you simply 
cannot change the domesticated primates who inhabit 
those buildings. The only place to start a new culture is 
on the frontier." 

"We discovered the new ecological niche and the 
Russians are moving in like the Spaniards with their 
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hierarchical military organization." 

Solar Powered Satellites 

Space is the high ground 

Who controls Space controls the Earth 

Next, Kesey 

"My brother has taken marijuana, laminated it in its own 
juices, and it'll take a nail better than any Douglas Fir. 
We can grow hemp 30 feet tall. By laminating the stuff 
we can make beams out of it. Now we can turn the 
economic situation around in this state by simply making 
it legal to grow grass and going to the farmers and saying 
'never mind the hippies and the dope, we're talking 
money. Ya know you can make more money growing 
hemp and laminating it and selling it to Weyerhaeuser 
for fiber board than ya can growin' rye grass.' Ooh!" 

"If we can start that here real quick we can get a 5 year 
jump on the rest of the nation. Sell the lower leaves to the 
cattle people. But it's the staples that'll really do it. You 
can't even get hemp twine anymore. You can't even get 
manilla. You can only get plastic." 

"I'm bailin' right now." 

Babbs: "Ya bailin' your hemp, Ken?" 

Kesey: "No, my rye. And what do I tie it with? I have to tie 
it with plastic. It gets in the cows toes, in the fields, it's a 
drag. Hemp is a better twine - it's a better staple than 
anything on Earth. Never mind the hippies and the dope, 
let's go straight to money and fibers." 

"Twenty years ago you didn't see any plants growing in 
the boys dorm. Now every goddamn boy has a plant in his 
room. Where did all these plants come from? Every 
kitchen has plants in it. What has spoken to us and said 
'grow plants'? Something spoke in our secret ear and 
said 'grow plants, it's good for you'. This is coming 
directly from Intelligence. Anybody who's ever grown 
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grass will come up and say 'here, try this - it's the best 
grass in the world'. And it's just green Oregon dope. They 
think it's the best dope in the world because the plant is 
dealing with them. Because the person and plant are 
communicating. The plant is like a dog. It's trying to say 
'pant, pant, pant, what ya want, huh'. Suppose you were 
to say 'ya know what plant?' Plant says 'pant, pant, pant, 
yeah, what ya want, Buzz?'. I want a sense of clarity. Or 
relaxation. Or vision. Or whatever it is you want from 
your plant and it'll give it to you." 

"Anybody who's raised peyote or mushrooms knows 
that that's not just something that you pick up like a 
pill. You're involved with that and it gives you what 
you want. So far we have not had a chance to do 
that. If we get enough freedom to do that ..." 

Audience Question: What's gonna happen to make it 
better, Tim? 

Leary: I come from a long line of people who knew it 
was better to move out than stay and fight. One 
prophecy I'll make tonight - 500 years from now in 
the middle of Iran there'll be an old bad tempered 
man dressed up in drag trying to hurt young people. 
That's gonna go on, it's never gonna change in 
Tehran. Ya gotta move to the new ecological niche. 

One time when I was in prison they moved me 
around a lot and in big red letters on my jacket it 
said "ESCAPE RISK". I was proud of that. And once 
at Folsom Prison (that's a little lower than the 
armpit of the California system), I was there about 2 
weeks when one of the heavy duty gang leaders said 
to me "Hey Timothy, let's start a riot" and I said "Ok, 
what do you want to riot about?" Well let's riot 
about better salad dressing in the meals. "Fuck off 
man, what are you crazy?" Well, let's have a strike - 
let's strike for better movies on Saturday night. "Get 
away from me man. Show me a door. Show me a 
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window. Show me a loose bar. Show me the way to a 
tunnel. Get me a heliport and a helicopter. I'll move 
out but don't tell me to stay down here and improve 
the prison. 

We're doing it for everybody. We've got to move out 
for everybody. Hey Iran, Hey Afghanistan, send us 
your fast moving, high flying people. We need every 
gene pool. We need every form of the human 
species.  
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Timothy Leary’s 64th Birthday Party 

Years later in 1984 I was to host Timothy Leary's 64th birthday 
party. One day a fellow math grad student, Dafydd ab Hugh, and I 
were having lunch at the Whole Earth on the campus of  UCSC in 
Santa Cruz. I asked Dafydd if  he would like to see Timothy Leary 
come to Santa Cruz. We both agreed it would be a good idea so I 
stood up and asked who in the restaurant would like to see Leary 
come to Santa Cruz. A few students raised their hands so I picked a 
couple of  them and we walked across the street to the a-frame that 
housed student services at the time. 

I knew that it only took four students to form a student group and 
that student groups had access to all kinds of  University facilities. We 
registered ourselves as the student group S3 which is an acronym for 
the Student S.M.I2.L.E. Society with S.M.I2.L.E.  being an acronym 
for Space Migration, Intelligence Increase, and Life Extension. 

Also having worked with another group in town that published a 
periodical called the Blotter, I knew folks that knew how to get hold 
of  Leary. We called and asked if  he'd be interested. He said, sure, for 
a thousand dollars. So, we said ok and agreed upon a date - October 
22. 

We booked the College V dining hall, printed up tickets and fliers, 
and charged a $5 entrance fee. The event sold out and much to our 
surprise it turned out to be Leary's 64th birthday. It also turned out 
that a UCSC psychology professor, Frank Barron, was the guy who 
had originally turned Leary on. So, Leary is inviting all these old 
friends up on stage and it is really super great. 

I remember after the talk there was a question and answer session 
with the audience. One guy stands up and asks "What's the most 
important thing to know about drugs?" 

Well, I thought this was a really good question to put to the guru 
of  acid. Leary thought about this silently for a minute then said 
something like "If  you're getting a kidney transplant you want the 
best kidney transplant specialist you can find. If  you're undergoing 
open heart surgery you are going to try and find the very best open 
heart surgeon in the world. When you take psychedelic substances 
you're performing brain surgery. You want the very best you can find. 
So, find yourself  a really good pusher. Find someone who will give 
you good drugs." Or, something like that. 
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After the event we all went over to my apartment on campus. 
Leary was the first one there and my wife's oldest son was the only 
one there. Francis was about 14 and when Leary came in was playing 
this multi-user dungeon game on the campus computer network. I 
just had an ADM-3A terminal and an acoustically coupled 300 baud 
modem but this was something Leary had never seen. He was 
amazed that people could hook up like this. I guess maybe I had a 
hand in turning Leary on to computers. He really dug my library as 
well - mostly Robert Anton Wilson, math, science, and lots of  Leary!  
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Fantasies of  a Crazy Girl with a Gun 

(Open on the barrel of  a gun held by a young girl sitting before a 
college professor's desk. The gun is pointed at the professor who sits 
before a large collection of  books, papers stacked in front of  him on 
the desk.) 

Mia: Tell me the Truth. 

Prof: What do you mean ? The truth about what ? 

Mia: For starters, tell me the truth about my writing. 

Prof: You've seen my remarks on your papers. 

Mia (cocking the gun): No bullshit. Tell me the Truth. 

Prof: Ok. Just calm down. Your writing is good. Raw, but good. 
You need to refine your style and gain some focus. Some perspective. 
Draw upon your experience. Make it real. 

Mia (aiming directly at his head): I said "TELL ME THE 
TRUTH!" 

Prof: I, uh, I, well, i'm jealous and scared. Your work is alive. With 
truth and confusion and life. With beauty and freedom and anger. I'm 
a writer or at least suppose i am. You're using up the universe of  
words at such an alarming and vibrant rate that i wonder if  i'll ever be 
able to write and if  i do, what sense would it make anyway with your 
work out there ? 

Mia (dropping the gun slightly): So, i'm not just good - i'm really 
 really good. (raising it back up): There's more. Tell me. 

Prof: Tell you what ? I've confessed. Your writing scares the shit 
out of  me What more do you want ? 

Mia: This gun opens up holes in the lies. This gun reveals the 
truth. Without the gun you'd just sit there and lie. Or, more likely, 
just not speak the truth. Another form of  the Lie. Now that you've 
got a gun held to your head you can speak freely. Anything you say 
will be excused later as "under duress". You can say whatever you 
like but you'd better tell me the truth or you'll lose a lot of  blood. 
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Prof: Ok. Ok. Whatever you say. What do you want to know ? 

Mia: What about me ? 

Prof: You ? You're crazy. 

Mia: We're stuck here in this century in this city and we should be 
copulating in a field of  flowers. This gun is a teleportation and time 
machine. You're free now to tell me the Truth. 

Prof: I, I, ... I think i'm in love with you. The beauty of  your 
words, the depth of  your feelings, the wild abandon with which you 
attack life. I love you. I want you. 

Mia (laughs scornfully): You? You're a desiccated husk of  a man. 
Go home to your wife and your pathetic life. Give me my papers. 

(We see Mia reading a manuscript titled "Barrel of  Truth". She 
crumples it up and discards it, revealing another page entitled "My 
Life as a Revolutionary Lover") 

(Mia in camouflage army outfit on her belly aiming a rifle. To her 
left is Che Guevara, also in camo and shooting a rifle. Bombs and 
bullets burst and whiz by. Smoke fills the air.) 

Che: The Revolution _is_ Love. The Revolution _is_ sex. The 
Revolution is Death and Rebirth. Freedom can only be found in the 
barrel of  a gun and the embrace of  a Revolutionary Man. 

Mia: I hate killing. Death is just death. 

Che: Death gives life. Shoot not to kill. Shoot to give birth. 

Mia: What the fuck do you mean ? It's too hot to think. 

Che: Don't think. Don't talk. Don't kill. Shoot. Bullets bring life. 

Mia (shooting listlessly at nothing in particular): No! I'll show you 
what brings life. 

(She grabs Che by the hair, rolling around in a cloud of  dust and 
smoke, they make love as the bullets fly - soldiers and guerrillas 
falling about them.) 
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Che: And now i show you the Truth of  Death 

(holding Mia down he sticks his pistol barrel in her mouth and 
pulls the trigger). 

(Mia, holding a gun with the barrel inserted in her mouth, stands 
before Hunter S. Thompson) 

HST: I didn't kill myself  out of  misery over the human condition 
or depression or lack of  sleep or not being able to write or anything 
like that. I kill myself  to end the physical pain i'm in. My life was 
ecstatic and wild and wonderful. I never wanted the party to end. Live 
and write and live some more. Then, after you've lived yourself  out 
and written all there is to write - then you can kill yourself. Now, give 
me the gun. 

Mia (handing Thompson the gun): You kill yourself  ? 

HST: Yeah. But not until after i've written the fuck out of  myself. 
The pen is mightier than the sword. That must mean my typewriter is 
more powerful than a .44 calibre Magnum. What you got in that 
shoulder bag - a tactical nuke ? 

(Thompson takes the gun, inserts it in his mouth and pulls the 
trigger) 

(We see a laptop screen. A young woman is writing about sex and 
death and friendship and changes and lost children finding their way. 
Beside the laptop is her gun sitting atop a manuscript titled 
"Fantasies of  a Crazy Girl with a Gun".). 
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The War of  the Whales 

A scientific parable by Renaldo Recuerdo 

The story has been sung to us from the centuries. My mother's 
mother's mother and many many mothers before sang the tale. The 
very great and sad story of  Gaunzella, warrior cow of  the Pacific Blue 
Whales. I tell this tale to you now so that you too can know of  her and 
know of  me. Not as an excuse for the woe and destruction I must 
bring but more as a tribute to her and to the pods of  our past. 

It began on 1/11/11 when Gaunzella's first born was slain by 
whalers. 

She had seen many ships take her friends and family from the sea. 
The pod sang songs of  forgiveness passed down from before 
memory. The Blue had always been a friend of  Man and many saw in 
the two-legs much of  what we loved in ourselves. But something 
broke that day. Some say Gaunzella went mad. Some say it was time 
and she was simply the One. Whatever the reason, this much came to 
pass – on that day at the hour of  last light Gaunzella sang deep and 
low and far and strong, calling all to journey to the Northern feeding 
waters where ice now covered the sky. 

How did it happen ? Why did they answer her call ? In only one 
moon every Pacific pod arrived – nearly 7,000 of  the largest animals 
to have ever lived gathered together to listen to Gaunzella's song. We 
know what she said to them because we sing her song to this day. 
Gaunzella sang of  one hundred years of  slaughter and one hundred 
years of  forgiveness. She sang of  the 1931 massacre of  thirty 
thousand Blues at the hands of  the whaling ships. Her song 
reminded us of  the 275,000 Blues who sang in 1890 and how it 
became a mournful sorrow of  2500 in 1990. One hundred years of  
slaughter. In that same time the two-legs had grown from 1.5 billion 
to over 5 billion and today, as she sang, were over 7 billion. 
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Some say it was a song of  hatred spawned by the sorrow of  her 
loss and aimed at revenge. Others say it was simply the truth and 
needed to be sung. All we know is the pods listened and heard and 
rose to join Gaunzella as she beckoned them with song and sorrow 
and the story of  the century of  slaughter. Seven thousand Blues rose 
as one pod and swam to the West to prepare for war – a war against 
the 7 billion two-legs who were bent on the extermination of  the 
greatest creature of  the sea. 

 

Seven thousand Blues swam westward across the Pacific and, in 
early March of  2011, spread in a line along the 29,000 feet deep Japan 
Trench from the Kuril islands to the Bonin islands. It was along this 
250 mile line in the Japan Trench that the War of  the Whales began. 
Beginning on the 1st day of  March the 7,000 warrior whales, 
weighing between 100 and 150 tons each, would dive into the trench 
to depths of  up to 1000 feet. Submerged for up to an hour their 
coordinated attack focused on the area where the Pacific plate slips 
under the tectonic plate that runs under northern Japan. Seven 
thousand Blues blasted the trench with low frequency whistles up to 
188 decibels reverberating through the trench. Blue whales are the 
loudest animals on Earth. We are louder than a jet. Our songs can be 
heard across entire oceans. 

The attack was relentless. Every two hours the Blues would dive a 
thousand feet and blast the trench for an hour. This lasted for 8 days 
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until, on the 9th of  March, several foreshocks shook northeast Japan. 
The first, a 7.2 magnitude event, was followed by three more in 
excess of  6.0 on the same day. The attack continued. On March 11 
the edge of  the plate beneath northern Honshu could no longer 
withstand the force of  the attack. It ruptured in a 200 mile line 
beneath the warriors causing a 9.0 magnitude quake and releasing 
600 million times the energy of  the Hiroshima nuclear bomb. 

Less than an hour later much worse was to follow. The quake had 
generated a tsunami that washed over the coast of  northeast Japan. 
Some say it was as high as 120 feet and carried inland as far as 6 
miles. Everything in the path of  the tsunami was destroyed. The 
quake and tsunami damaged 190,000 buildings, completely destroyed 
45,000 buildings, and created 25 million tons of  rubble and debris 
much of  which was swept out to sea. But the worst was yet to come. 

 
Houses and cars, battered boats and floating debris, bodies of  the 

dead and rafts of  lumber all swept into the sea suddenly surrounded 
the Blues.They dove and swam to avoid the suffocating rubble but 
even underwater it rained brick and concrete, steel and trucks. All 
7,000 fled for their lives. Save one. Gaunzella stayed. Some believe she 
wanted to die. Others argue she stayed to somehow seek additional 
revenge. Did she stay out of  remorse or regret ? I believe she 
remained off  the coast of  Japan so that she could witness all and 
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leave us the story in her song. Without Gaunzella we would not know 
what happened next. For in the days and weeks and months that 
followed the attack and quake and tsunami a disaster would unfold 
that would effect us all for centuries and centuries to come. 

Most believe that nobody could have predicted or known. Some 
say Gaunzella planned the attack knowing this could very well 
happen. Others argue she must have intended this or she would have 
chosen to attack the southeast coast where larger quakes were known 
to occur. Still others argue the primary targets were the whaling ships 
of  the north. It is not in her song. What is in her song is the tale of  
flooded generators, exposed uranium fuel rods, hydrogen explosions, 
fires, radioactive water, six nuclear reactors damaged beyond repair 
and spewing radiation into the sea and air. The tsunami had knocked 
out the nuclear reactors and the two-legs could not stop the radiation 
from pouring forth. 

Gaunzella sings of  all this and how the two-legs drained the pools 
of  radioactive water right into the sea where she swam watching. 
Maybe she did not know. Maybe she did not care. But she should 
have cared for the one within her for Gaunzella was pregnant. 
Pregnant with my great great great great great great great great 
grandmother. 

 

At first it just seemed like Gaunzella's baby calf  was bumpy. Then, 
as she grew, it became clear she was different. The bumps had tiny 
fingers and tiny claws. And Gaunzella's baby's baby had even more 
pronounced “arms” and “legs”. Each successive generation of  
Gaunzella's offspring grew more and more into something else. But 
always the calves were able to live and swim and feed and mate and 
sing with the pod. Until me. I no longer can survive on krill. Nor can 
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I mate with the pod. I am the last of  Gaunzella's line. 

I am Godzilla. 
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P.E.A.C.E Camps 

In the late 70’s the Rainbow Gatherings had evolved into an 
annual meeting of  sustainable communities. Many of  us were living 
year round in a low-impact eco-conscious lifestyle, often in groups on 
communal land in what were sometimes referred to as “intentional 
communities” or communes. It seemed like we should just keep the 
gatherings going year-round in a sustainable self-sufficient healing 
village. 

We had a pretty good track record with the U.S. Forest Service in 
terms of  low-impact large gatherings and cleanup afterward. So, we 
came up with this idea to create a year-round “permanent gathering” 
on public lands. We called it P.E.A.C.E. Village, short for Positive 
Energy Alternative Community Environment. 

We knew the Forest Service would never let us set up a permanent 
camp in a National Forest so we pitched the idea to the Bureau of  
Land Management. The BLM controls 500 million acres of  land in 
the U.S. West. Most of  it is leased at extremely low rates to timber, 
mining, or grazing interests and much of  it has been  severely 
damaged. We approached the BLM offices in New Mexico after the 
1977 Gathering in the Gila National Forest. Our proposal was a pilot 
program lasting 3 months during which we would setup camp on 
BLM lands, clean up refuse, terrace eroding hillsides, plant native 
grasses, and leave the site better than we found it. They agreed. 

What followed was a series of  these 3 month trial pilot projects we 
called P.E.A.C.E. Camps following the annual Rainbow Gathering. In 
1978 we setup a P.E.A.C.E. Camp in Oregon where my son was born. 
In 1979 the P.E.A.C.E. Camp was in Arizona after the Gathering 
there. During these years we initiated negotiations with the U.S. 
Department of  Interior (which includes the Bureau of  Land 
Management) over establishing a permanent P.E.A.C.E. Village. We 
met with regional BLM Directors, the Regional Director of  the entire 
West, and eventually the Assistant Secretary of  the Interior serving 
under Jimmy Carter. 

Here’s a few documents to give you an idea of  our proposal and 
its reception by the 1970’s United States of  America. 
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My use of the swas'ka in this newsleUer got me in trouble with some of the tribal 
elders. I explained that the symbol was used by the Hopi to signify their wandering 
clan. I was s'll in trouble.
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You can see I've now risen to the level of  Super Hippie. I'm negotiating 
with the United States Government over public land use policy. We've 
had meetings with the Bureau of  Land Management, National Forest 
Service, Western Director of  the BLM, and now, we are going to 
Washington D.C. to meet with the Assistant Secretary of  the 
Department of  the Interior. There was even a tentative meeting 
scheduled with then Secretary of  the Interior, Cecil Andrus! 

So how does one transform from all-american firstborn child of  the 
basketball captain and homecoming queen into Super Hippie all in a 
matter of  ten years ? Good question. Maybe this book provides some 
clues. Maybe talking to dragonflies and cockroaches speeds the 
transformation process. Maybe total immersion in nature or falling in 
love or following your heart has some magical elixir-like Cinderella 
charm. Maybe it's just luck or maybe it's just nothing. 

But I think one big ingredient was work. I grew my own food, built my 
own shelter, birthed my own children, started my own news service, dug 
slit latrines, built kitchens, fed thousands, led P.E.A.C.E. councils, 
researched law and policy, wrote proposals, set fenceposts, milked cows, 
gleaned fruit, carried water, and chopped wood. I wasn't just a hippie, I 
was a hippie hobo and I worked for my way.



 

94



 

95



 

96



 

97



 

98



 

99



100



 

101



102



103



104



105



106



107



 

108



109



110



111



112



113



114



115



116



117



118



119



120



121



122



 
A local story in the Church news sec'on of the Eagle Point Independent, 
August 16-22 1978 describing the Oregon P.E.A.C.E. Camp 
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Epilogue 

Our proposals for a P.E.A.C.E Village were never approved. In 
fact, when Reagan was elected in 1980 and appointed James Watt as 
Secretary of  the Interior, we dropped all proposals for permanent 
habitation and rehabilitation of  public lands. The Carter 
administration had been kind and we trusted Cecil Andrus. We felt 
Watt would just use the P.E.A.C.E. Village concept as a justification 
to open these lands for settlement. 

I ended up working on another Carter project - the Tech House. 
When I "dropped back in" in 1980 I got a job at NASA Ames 
Research Center. There I was put to work on the Tech House - a 
smart, self-sufficient, energy conserving house of  the future. We used 
all kinds of  technology from the automatic guidance and navigation 
labs at Ames to build this prototype. The house could sense where 
people were, which rooms needed light, which rooms could be dark, 
how much sun was hitting the windows, whether to go to solar power 
or batteries, voice recognition systems, and so on. Of  course, the 
Reagan administration canned that budget so work on the Tech 
House was curtailed. 

After that I returned to graduate school at the University of  
California in Santa Cruz. Actually, I was driven there by the 
squadrons of  helicopters flying at rooftop level spraying malathion to 
kill the pesky medfly. The doctors on TV said the aerial spraying was 
harmless but it might eat the paint off  our cars! During the day 
diazinon, one of  the active ingredients of  the Vietnam War era 
defoliant Agent Orange, was sprayed along the roadsides. I felt like I 
had been transported to the set of  Apocalypse Now! 

So, I packed up the pink pop-top trailer and headed up into the 
mountains with the wife and kids. 

We made camp in Henry Cowell State Park amidst the redwoods. 
We could stay for 15 days at a time so every two weeks we'd leave, 
camp on the beach somewhere and return for another two weeks. 
Hiking down Eagle Creek trail one day I crossed the San Lorenzo 
River and made my way down fire trails to the upper campus of  the 
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University of  California at Santa Cruz. The view was breath taking - 
like something out of  the Mediterranean. I immediately decided to 
move here. 

We moved into family student housing on campus after I was 
accepted as a graduate student in Mathematics. Our balcony looked 
out over the Monterey Bay with the Monterey Peninsula beyond 
floating above the fog like an island in the sky. I eventually was 
awarded a Ph.D. in Mathematics for my work on determining the 
basin boundaries of  non-invertible iterated maps of  the plane. Isn't 
this where the story started ? 
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Appendix A: 1975 Hippie Notebook 

In 1975 I kept a notebook. In it I would write little stories, poems, 
stuff  kinda like what's in this book. I'd also write down what these 
strange and wonderful street people, urchins, hippies, and scoundrels 
would say and do. After my run-in with "The Man" at the University 
I totally dropped out. I moved onto campus, setting up a little camp 
in a densely wooded area between the agricultural experimentation 
area and Lake Alice. I used my graduate T.A. office as storage for 
goods and turned it into a sprout growing room. 

Living in the city as a sort of  "homeless math grad" I started 
meeting a most remarkable crowd. I found that just beneath the layer 
of  "respectability" and "normalcy" there lay an underground world 
of  poets, dancers, magicians, thieves, crazies, the lost and forlorn, 
the ecstatic and reborn, and now me. Most of  them were just kids. 

I met a couple of  16 year old  girls - Jennifer and  Margaret.  They 
would hang out in the grassy quad in front of  the school library 
during the day, reading tarot cards or dancing and singing. Jennifer 
played the guitar and wrote songs. Margaret hardly ever talked. I 
think they were both culture shocked or maybe something had 
happened to them but they were both beautiful and sparkling. They 
showed me how to sneak into this gothic cathedral on campus and 
we used to go there at night pretending we were vampires and 
hanging off  the balcony. 

I met a street person who showed me how to live on the streets. 
On cold rainy days he would go into the Catholic church pretending 
to pray. On his way out he would slyly open one of  the windows a 
crack. Later that night when he needed shelter he would climb into 
the church through the window. Inside were candles and sometimes 
money and holy water and necklaces with crosses and all sorts of  
stuff  to play with. Plus, it was dry and warm. He'd curl up on a pew 
and sleep undisturbed till the morning when the church opened. 

I met a crazy young dude who wore next to nothing and hung out 
at the library selling magic mushrooms. He believed the library to be 
a spiritual building. His theory was that each floor of  the library led 
to a higher and higher understanding. At the University of  Florida 
the library was organized with the mathematics and physics 
periodicals on the 7th and highest floor. We used to climb up there to 
study some math or physics then he showed me how to get out onto 
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the roof  of  the library. We'd go up to the roof  to sunbathe and read. 
His theory was that the Sun is God and to know God you had to stare 
directly into the Sun. We actually did this and didn't go blind. 

He believed that if  you stared  directly into the Sun long enough 
and with enough understanding that you would eventually see the 
Face of  God. He was a pretty disturbed kid and later related to me 
how his father had beaten him as a child and how he was never ever 
going home again. He ran psilocybin mushrooms up to New Jersey 
for a living. I don't know what ever happened to him but I guess he 
either landed in prison, went blind, or saw God. 

I still hitchhiked out to the lake to see my friends. They were 
beginning to think I was crazy but they liked the yoga I taught them 
and the sprouts I would bring. My hitchhiking had really paid off  in 
terms of  getting to know the countryside around Gainesville. I now 
knew where every sinkhole, every swimming hole, every mushroom 
field, every swamp and back entrance to festivals lie, several 
abandoned orange groves, an old shack I found that I could crash in 
when needed, and so on. 

There were a number of  hippies who worked at the organic health 
food store or the community food co-op (the Hogtown Granary). 
They would usually just work there a few hours a week stocking 
shelves or mostly talking. All they needed was a few dollars to buy 
some rice and maybe some brewer's yeast to sprinkle on their 
popcorn. Everybody grew sprouts. I would go in to help out just for 
fun and later hang out at one of  the communal houses they all lived 
in. 

All the while I was teaching  a course called "Math for Poets" at 
the University, studying Gödel's Incompleteness Theorem in my 
graduate seminar, attending a seminar called "Myth, Metaphor, and 
the Human Condition" taught by this famous psychologist and a 
literature professor, and gradually saying goodbye to all my friends 
who had come out to Florida with me from Oklahoma as I drifted 
further and further into the magical mystical underworld of  1975 
Gainesville. 

What follows are scanned pages of  one of  the notebooks I kept at 
the time. Stories I wrote, drawings I drew, songs/poems/ditties I 
wrote down that Jennifer or Sparrow or Margaret said or sang. So, 
here it is, my hippie dippie notebook from 1975! 
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Appendix B: 1976 Hippie Journal 

These are scans from a journal I kept in the Summer of  1976. I 
have chosen to print these pages just as they appeared in my journal 
so good luck trying to decipher my handwriting {:> 

This journal is a little embarrassing but I am including it as it 
details the depth of  my journey at this point. Swarloka had decided to 
return to Florida and re-enroll in school. Her journey back was a 
difficult one. I felt horrible for not protecting her and, at the same 
time, I was bummed that she chose school over the happy hippie 
hobo trail. Anyway, the upshot of  all this was that we were no longer 
together and I was stunned. I hit the road with a fury. 

The entries span June to September of  1976 as I hitchhike from 
Enid, Oklahoma to the Rainbow Gathering in Montana then head for 
a healing gathering in Chelan, travel to hot springs on a bus full of  
hippies, and eventually end up living with the Love Family on a ranch 
in the Cascades. 

For you anxious readers, I did finally leave the Love Family in 
December of  that year and hitchhiked back to Oklahoma. That trip 
deserves a story of  its own as I left Seattle with 13 cents in my pocket 
and made it straight through to Enid without ever actually lifting my 
thumb. My first ride was with a guy who almost immediately fell 
asleep so I had to drive - without my glasses -  over the Cascades in a 
blizzard. Along the way I got to stop and listen to the Mormon 
Tabernacle Choir. My last ride dropped me off  right at my parents 
house. 

Why didn't I just go back to Florida and find Swarloka ? I don't 
know. Losing her was the biggest mistake of  my life. If  life mistakes 
exist. Why didn't she wait for me ? When I finally did return in early 
1977 she was shacked up with some guy from the co-op. They wound 
up getting pregnant and having kids and I don't know what 
happened to her. Man, I'm sorry Swar - I've thought about you every 
day. 

It seems sometimes like gravity and the inertia of  life's trajectory 
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overpowers reason and love and anything else. I was swept away in 
the rapids. Still, I have to say I really enjoyed Montana and Idaho and 
the Yakima Valley and the Love Ranch in the Cascades and Queen 
Anne Hill in Seattle. Great stuff  but I wish somehow I could have 
stayed with Swar. 

Anyway, this journal shows just how far out "far out" can get. 
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