marginalized from the mainstream, yet not quite thetypical anarchist—
tojointhisdiscussion. | know many more peopleare out there, many more
stories, and | hopewe can start sharing them. Because | know now that
anarchy istheradical approachtolife not based smply onliving afair, equal,
andfreelifefor yoursalf, but making the connection and working for the
liberation and equality of everyone. Itisanti-authoritarian, non-coercive,
based on the principlesof activeinvolvement, of direct action, of aradical
faithindiversity. Now thisdoesn't imply that the strugglesof al communities
areequal. Therefore, itisimperativeto recognize, within ourselves
individually and within our individual communities, the pointsof privilegewe
may have accessto and benefit from. Itiscrucial inanarchist thinkingto
understand theworkings of white privilege, maleprivilege, heterosexud
privilegeand so on, and to work to destroy theseforces. Weneed toradically
imagine new waysto relateto each other within communities of our devising;
until then, behavior will only betolerated socially that worksto reinforcethe
status quo.

| amtired of anarchist thinking that only servesintellectual exercises
and academic notions of social discourse, and | fear white male punk angst
against private property that servesonly thetransitory pleasure of the actor
whileserving to marginalize othersand heighten the repression of difference. |
also amtired of isolated individual anarchist practicesthat serveonly the
development and liberation of theindividua who hasaccessto and finances
for these pursuits such asveganism or voluntary simplicity.

It iseasy to demand we* smash the state’ when the portion of your
incomethat feedsyour children or paysyour daycare so you can work, doesn’'t
comeonthefirst of themonth. In my neighborhood, it’s pathetic that the
churchesdo morethan the anarchist collectiveswith big gatesand tightly
drawn blinds. Yet thereare people, whiteand of color, that attempt to engage
in genuine anarchist praxisby working and talking with their neighbors. They
establish bikelibraries, free boxes, hell, even put on haunted houseson
Halloween. Throwing candy to kidsat timesisjust aseffectivein making
revolution asthrowing rocksat cops.

For mel havelearned more about my community that | livein, about
the growing gentrification and how peoplefed about it, by walking the streets,
introducing myself and my kids. When amysterious*neighborhood
association” formed to represent the community, many of uswalked around
asking peopleabout it, going to thefirst meeting to ask how many renterswere
apart of it, (two at that point), how many people of color (threeina
community that’s predominately african american and latino). ‘We sent

| remember this saying asawarning whitekidssaid about fucking
withMexicansin Ventura, California. | remember the sound that they made
on the school bus, dapping hands, laughing, al building asolidarity of
whitenessor non-brown-nesswhen onekid callsout ‘ smellslikebeans asa
group of brown kidswalk downtheaidetoleavethebus. At 151 couldn’'t
stand it any more. | stood up and hit thekid in front of mewith my backpack
breaking my connectionto them. | wanted to betheburrito. | am Mexican; |
amnot white. Butintheend | waswasn’t welcomed. | am the onewho had to
find troublerather thanit finding me. It hasbeenthesameever since. | walk
the bordersof cultures, thetoo whiteto be brown and too brown to bewhite.
Sometimes hasd ed by both sides and sometimes passing into each. Sometimes
seen asone of the boys, sometimesthe affirmative action product. | entered
collegedeciding to claim, torename, to embraceand revel inmy
contradiction, my displacement, my ambiguity, my absence of certainty.

M echistasin college scoffing about my lack of Spanish and my
complaint that meetingswerein held only in Spanish. “Chale, man. What's
upwithyou?’ Becausel wasraised by a English speaking white mother.
Awkward silence.

My teacher asking why the absence of Mexican Americanwritersina
Californialiterature classbothered me. Becausel amone. Awkward silence.

Thisistheonly way | can speak toyou. | amanacademicand | am
not afraid to talk that talk —the hybridity of myself causesthese contradictions
that | embracelike old loversknowing how to sooth each one, how to excite
and comfort. | wasfreed in theory and abstraction finding voicein books by
Moraga, Anzaldua. Finding fathersinAcosta, Reechy. Finding heartinthe
radical actsof violation and violencelikeTijerinaat the New Mexican
courthouse, Murrieta'srefusal to bow hishead. | beganto makemy
connectionsto historiesof difference. | becameabicultura, Chicanowithno
respect for authority, no timefor lazy assumptionsabout race, culture, politics,
class, sexudlity. | found myself intherefusal to define myself.

Wait. Thisisalie. Thesewords. Stories.

How do| claim myself: how to separatewhat | feel asaChicano, asa
male, asaperson of privilege. How do you claim anything when you can’t
claimthe authenticity of your own voice? Remember: speak clearly, be
careful if your pronunciationisoff, if your skin fadestoo paleinthewinter,
embody your color inyour movements, your clothes, your lovers.

Inaworld that wants singularity, | choose both. Inaculturethat
wants uniformed sexuality, | chooseto embrace bisexuality. Inasociety that
deniesauthentic autonomy, | found myself in anti-authoritarian histories, in
theromance of clandestine organizations. | was seduced by the pen and the
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It startswith astory:

My grandma, worried that her 3-year son had not spoken aword yet,
had him chase down agrasshopper. Diligently, without complaint, theboy did
and returned with asmile. Open shesaid; confused and scared, hedid. She
shoveditinand closed hismouth. Hablas, mijo, hablas. He spit it out crying.
Crying and yelling. He has not stopped either since shesaysand smiles
thinking of her now 50 year old son talking histime away inaNew Mexican
state penitentiary.

Thisisnot makebelieve. Thisishow wefind our voice. Thisdefines
our language.

Hereismy story. Or thestart of it. My nameis TomésIgnacio
Aragon; everyonecalsmeTom. Thisl know for sure. | comefrom families
of lies, of storiesto deceiveyou, to deflect discovery. Asabicultural child, |
was not comfortablein nor completely accepted by either sideof my families.
Inthewhiteworld of my working classmother, | wasthevisiblemistake, the
dark stain on thefamily name. Whiteworking classmilitary folk, dealing
with the daughter who runsaway to find her place, to savetheworldinthelate
60s, and comes home struggling to save herself and feed her two year old son.
With her, | wasraised to avoid declarations of race, of difference, trying not to
discuss my brown skinand brown hair in afamily of blondesand blue eyes,
forgetting my Spanish, speaking English only. | hid my shamewith my
dlence.

Onthe Chicano side, | wasthe product of typical maleweakness, the
signof my father’s co-option and ultimate demise by whitewomen cometo
savethe poor, the natives. Hewas seduced by her presence, her education, her
future. And those thingsheloved about her, sheused to leave himwhen he
found hisplacein e pinto, thetypical educational facility for poor Chicanosin
New Mexico. Hisanger at her transferredinto hisabandonment of me. No
letters. No contact. Silence. Theescapeinsilence. My father running from
thelaw, running, running, knowing theinside of acell morethan hisson.

Wait. Thisisnot astory. Thisexplainsnothing, sol create my own
explanations.

| started writing to find my color, saying on paper inblack indelible
ink what | couldn’t to my classmates, tomy first few lovers, to my mother and
membersof my ownfamily: | anMexican. | anwhite. | am.

‘Fight one bean you fight thewholeburrito.’

around anemail,” wastheir response asif everyone has accessto that
technology. Why were copsinvited, asif they areapart of community. Thisis
not much, butit'sastart. Thisisauthenticliving, asking questions, making
connectionswith your community and forming new ones. Today, on our street
we meet to talk, to plan summer block parties, to get to know each other, all of
us— older black retirees, college students, hippies, even chicano anarchists
likeme. It’ stherevolution house by house, leaving no one behind, unlessthey
chooseto stay.

Let metell youastory:

At 20, | hitchhiked from LasVegas, New Mexico down the highway to
seemy father facetoface. Totry tofind someanswers. Hetellsmehefucked
up. Heshould be out there with me, working with me, living lifewith me.
Because, hesays, | redlized I’'madavein here. And now | can only fight
against other slaves. Out there, when | realized | wasasdlave, | couldadone
something, | couldafought back at least. Somehow. Inhere, it’sjust fucked

up.

My father explained that injail, pencilsarelike daggers, you canwrite
and you can stab. Mira, he pointsto hisarm, here are the pencil tipsthat |
cannot get out.

Thisisnot ametaphor.

Thisisawarning.




gun, by non-monogamist lifestyles, by radical, dissident Chicano
nationalism, by thefeminist rhetoricto reclaim our selves, our lives, our sex,
our religion, our CONSCi OUSNESS.

Whichled meto anarchism. I’ ve plundered my way through the
classical texts, finding inspiration but needing to make practical connections.
When | initially found other anarchistsand tried to apply anarchy to issues of
race, privilege, organizing, or even thedreaded, activism, | was scoffed ,
challenged, or, worse, ignored. But | continued to speak. | becamethe
problem, the onewho askstoo many questions, who isnever comfortablewith
theway itis. Withtheway | am.

| refused to be silent or shameful or half or half-hearted.

Let meexplain.

| have never beeninto the punk scene, | am chicano, | becameafather
at 20 and had to think about changing diapers, not
just about changing social structures. | remember
being chastised by someonetrying to get usto go
up onesummer to thelogging protestsand when | e
reminded him of my responsibilities, he snapped }
back: ‘what wasmoreimportant.” | wantedto e :
punch him, to make him seehisignorance, the m"’f
elitism of privilege, thetypical dismissal of people
with children, with jobsto pay for food and rent. |
Yet, thishas happened over and over. Meetingsat
6pm or reading my child abed time story? How to choose? It felt asif | could
never fully commit, never be as dedicated asthe people | met — mostly
younger, white, students, who weremobile, who could survive on afluctuating
income. Now thereisnothing wrong with this, but thiswas not me, not my
experience, not my culture. | tried asmuch as| couldtofitinto that
community. | brought my kidsto meetings; | swapped childcarewith other
parentson my block (aniceway of realizing it truly doestake aneighborhood
toraiseachild). | triedtofigure out how to balanceriding bikeswith my kids
around theblock versusridingincritical mass, whichisright at dinner time.

There had to be other ways. Other places. Others.

So| retreated for awhileinto my own experiences, creating and
nurturing alifestylethat embody thevalues| couldn’t find el sewhere. | found
connectionswith my imprisoned father and prisonissuesthat introduced meto
Attica, tomy father’s penitentiary, to political prisoners. | reveled in becoming
afather and was soon horrified as disciplined behavior becamethe primary
learning objectivein my son’sschool. What could | do, whereto turn? |
refused to participatein the privilege of private schooling so that wasout. And

then | found The Teenage L iberation Handbook, and we created our
autonomy, but struggled to connect with otherswho chose to homeschool for
reasons of liberation rather than christian bullshit and racist, classist fears
about public education. Wherewerethe other parents? Peoplefuck, sol
know peoplereproduce.

Moving to the east bay from the city helped me meet more peoplewith
similar values. While attempting to create arel ationship based on free choice
rather than social coercion, my partner and | met another young parent
guestioning therigid social definitions of what relationships could be. With
theinspiration from EmmaGoldman and the practical advicefrom The Ethical
Slut, we began to embrace non-monogamist freedom to explore our own
sexuality, our growing identities, our interests. But even herewefelt out of
place: weweren't 50 year old hippiesreminiscing about freelove, nor werewe

new age convertstrying to fuck whilerubbing
crystalsand engaging in tantric poses. Wewere
inour latetwenties, wewerelooking for others
- ~ morelikeus.
(" | realized that | could no longer
: P compartmentalize the different aspectsof my life.

ﬁ | needed away to synthesizethem all. After ten
yearsof avoiding peoplewho looked and lived so
differently than me, | decided to tossaside my
€go, my attitude, and my fearsand both find and
help createthe community | wanted.

Inthethreeyearssincel have made thiscommitment to beinvolvedin
the anarchist community, | have met some powerful and inspirationa people; |
havelearned to seethat resisting the oppressive and seemingly undefeatable
social worldwelivein can be practiced in so many minute, marvel ousand
meaningful ways—infucking, in gardening, in punk, insdummingit, in
cooking. Perhapsevenincrystals. I’vebeenapart of RACE (revolutionary
anarchistsof color), beento and participated in the anarchist conference,
started azine, boxcutter, with afew othersto expl ore aspects of personal
liberation. | even staff ashift now at the Long Haul. With each step, | try to
bring my storiesand my experienceswithme. | want to beapart of something
that combinestheory and praxis, that cantalk thetalk and walk thewalk. |
want to work with peoplethat | canlearn from, that inspiremeinmy own
effortsof teaching, parenting, living my daily life. | want to try and fail rather
thanremainsafeinstasis.

| amwriting to engage myself inthis processthat will forcemeto
embrace moreof it, to help shapeit, to welcome other people like me—not
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