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W
e w

ere on the  sidew
alk in front of the jail  on

State St. in C
h icago. O

ur reason for being
there w

as that  three of our friends had be en
arrested in A

n ita A
lvarez’s office dem

and ing the release of
the N

A
TO

 5.  I w
as sleep deprived so I de cided to lie

dow
n. T

hey w
ere rolling dow

n the street, the guy in his
w

heel chair, t he girl on her skateboard. I f igured her to be
a Rainbow

 K
i d, so I w

anted nothing to do  w
ith her in-

stantly, but th en she started playing that s aw. T
he sounds it

produced w
er e intoxicating. I started talki ng w

ith her, and
cam

e to find out she doesn’t like Rainbow
 either,

“It’s just a big  party now. It’s total bullshit ,” Seren-
dipity said.

“Yeah, the eld ers w
ere the only ones I’ve ever m

et
w

ho I really li ked, and that’s because they  are A
narchists

w
hether they know

 it or not,” I responded .
To this she ju st grinned a cute little grin, a nd said,

“Yeah.” So w
e  talked for a w

hile, and at o ne point I w
as

thinking, “W
h ere have you been m

y w
hol e life?” w

hich I
actually said r ather than thought. She look ed over at m

e
w

ith a big sm
ile, blushing a bit, and gave m

e a hug.

I
t w

as about su nset w
hen w

e w
ent to get c offee. I w

as
falling asleep standing up. O

n the w
alk ba ck from

 the
D

unkin D
onu ts w

e cracked a few
 jokes. H

er sense of
hum

or just ad ded to her beauty. W
e didn’t  stay at the jail

solidarity too  m
uch longer; w

e decided to  spend the night
at the beach. T

he guy she cam
e w

ith had a lready left in a
huff, because  she w

anted to stay w
ith m

e.
“H

e said I co uldn’t stay, but I said ‘Fuck t hat,’
cause I w

ant t o hang out w
ith you,” Seren dipity said as she

never taken th em
. By the tim

e our first beer  was done, N
ate

proclaim
ed, “G

uys, I’m
 feeling kinda funny! ” W

ith a big grin
on his face, th en he broke into hysterical lau ghter. W

e hung
out dow

ntow
n  till m

ost everything had clos ed then went
back to the ro om

.
N

ate kept sayi ng he had to pay m
e back. I to ld him

 to
pay m

e back b y going to N
YC for S17, w

hic h I found out
later he did, an d he had a blast! The next da y I went to the
G

reyhound to  buy m
y ticket, then couldn’t t hink of anything

else but to go to the D
unkin D

onuts. It pre tty well m
ade

sense to m
e, if  only m

e, as to w
hy I should spend the last few

hours of m
y t rip there. G

host knew, nothin g needed to be
said. H

e sim
pl y knew. O

utside the G
reyhound, m

y Brother
G

host and I g ave each other our blessings o f peace, then
parted ways.

W
e had an hou r stop in V

irginia. I went som
ew

here
away from

 the  rest of the passengers. I watc hed the sun set
from

 a big roc k on the hillside, reflecting on  the past ten
days. I finally l et go and started crying. I felt  a hell of a lot
better though.  I asked the w

ind to carry m
y  words to Seren-

dipity, to let he r know
 I m

issed her and long ed to hold her in
m

y arm
s again . I asked the sun to bless her w

ith sunny days.
A

s I was sayin g this, a yellow
 butterfly appea red out of the

bushes, flutter ed around m
e w

hile I was talk ing, then took
off for the sun set. The universe working its  m

ajik. I sm
iled

and got an ove rw
helm

ing sense of joy and l ove. It felt
like…

as if Ser endipity was right there w
ith m

e. I’ve read
poem

s into th e w
ind, and talked w

ith m
any butterflies since,

asking them
 b oth to deliver m

y words to Se rendipity’s ears.
The birds have  brought m

e her responses, I ’ve seen her
lovely eyes in t he night sky, for it can be sub stantiated,
Serendipity, ev en m

iles away, just the though t of you is
enough to m

a ke m
e sm

ile, and I m
iss you.
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poked m
e in t he chest.

“I w
ant to sp end as m

uch tim
e w

ith you a s I can,” I
told her, “bec ause the tragedy of m

eeting  you is, I m
ay

never again se e you after today.”
“D

on’t say th at! W
e w

ill m
eet again, I pro m

ise!”
she reassured  m

e.
So w

e w
alked  through dow

ntow
n C

hicago  back to
the hostel. Se rendipity w

ent up to her roo m
 to get her

things. T
he se lf-proclaim

ed D
eadhead she  w

as traveling
w

ith rolled in to the TV
 room

. H
e started in on m

e.
“You know, s he does this all the tim

e,” he  said.
“W

hat’s that? ” I asked him
.

“She w
ill take  off w

hen I rent a room
 w

it h a bed in
it for her,” he  said trying to sound patheti c.

“W
ell, she is a  22-year-old girl. You yourse lf a 72-

year-old m
an in a w

heelchair,” I told him
 “C

an you really
be m

ad at her  for w
anting to have som

e fu n, w
hen you

yourself even  told m
e not four hours ago,  ‘I think every-

one in the w
o rld should be free to do w

ha t they w
ant to

do?’” H
e didn ’t like this.
“A

ll I have to  do is get her to Portland, M
aine,

then she’s not  m
y problem

 anym
ore.”

“W
hat the fuc k is w

rong w
ith this dude?”  I w

as
thinking. H

e s tarted to w
alk off to the res t room

, and said,
“If I w

as you , I’d plow
 her.” I alm

ost jum
ped up and

kicked his leg s out from
 under him

. I w
as  so sleep de-

prived. “M
ayb e I’m

 hearing things” I told  m
yself, all the

w
hile w

anting  to throw
 m

y chair at him
. I  could hear them

both com
ing dow

n the hall.
“W

ell I’m
 leav ing at 9 a.m

. tom
orrow

 m
orn ing, so if

your stuff is h ere, I don’t know
 w

hat they w
ill do w

ith it.”

w
ants to eat s om

e?”
Sarah said to talk to Peanut about it becau se of

w
hat had just  happened w

ith the N
azi guy . I though about

eating them
 a nyw

ays, but I figured, its Pea nut’s house, so
fuck it, I can w

ait, then w
ent to eat the 2C

-B I had. I
decided again st this too, that w

as for a sp ecial occasion. So
I w

ent to slee p.

T
uesday Septem

ber 11, 2012. I w
ent to get lunch

w
ith G

host fo r Peanut and Beirut shortly after I
got up. It w

as  M
cG

M
O

’s, but no one care d. Beirut
and I w

ere up stairs w
ith G

host w
hen I pu lled out the

shroom
s and gave him

 som
e, then dosed m

yself. I told
Beirut m

y sto ry, and he said, “D
ude, that little girl’s heart

is gonna m
elt  w

hen she finds out w
hat yo u did for her.”

T
he m

ushroo m
s had m

e feeling good, bu t hearing him
 say

that at the po int in tim
e w

hen he did m
ad e m

e feel great! I
had told him

 about C
hicago, com

ing for t he convention,
the D

H
S/Sec ret Service show

dow
n, and a ll the searching

across tow
n I  had done. H

e w
anted m

ore than anyone had
yet for the tw

o of us to see each other ag ain.
It w

as a beaut iful sunny afternoon. Trippi ng, I
decided to go  for a bike ride. G

host w
ent w

ith m
e. W

e
w

ent dow
ntow

n and just cruised. I rented  a room
, for I

had decided t o leave the next day. It w
as g etting to close

to m
y deadlin e, plus I had every reason to  believe Seren-

dipity had alre ady left tow
n. N

o one w
ho had seen her had

seen her for a  few
 days. I w

ished Peanut, S arah, C
hilly, and

Beirut the ver y best, then G
host and I sp lit again back

dow
ntow

n w
i th all m

y stuff. W
e m

et w
ith  N

ate and w
ent

for drinks. I f ed him
 som

e shroom
s too, h e said he had

6
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H
e w

as trying  to guilt trip her, she w
alked  into the

TV
 room

, loo ked at m
e and sm

iled, then said, “A
re you

ready?”W
ell fuckin’ a  right I w

as, enough of this old m
an’s

bullshit. H
e s tarted to say som

ething else,  and I butted in,
“Look m

an, o ut of respect to you, I’ll lea ve right fucking
now, and you  w

ill never see m
e again.” H

e  just kept up the
guilt trip. Sere ndipity and I w

ent up to the  room
 for a

w
hile. “It’s up  to you w

hether w
e go to th e beach,” she

said.
“W

ell, I don’t  w
ant to get you into trouble , that

guy’s being a dick.”
She laughed a nd told m

e, “H
e does this a ll the

tim
e, he’s just  over-protective.”

W
e talked a b it m

ore in  the room
, then c uddled

until the old b astard interrupted us. H
e ba sically threw

 m
e

out. Serendip ity w
alked m

e dow
nstairs. O

ut on the side-
w

alk, I stoope d dow
n to grab m

y m
oney o ut of m

y alice
pack. Serendi pity bent over and kissed m

e . I stood up,
picked her up  and hugged her, then kissed  her. W

e stood
out there for w

hat felt like a lifetim
e to m

e. I w
atched as

she w
ent back  inside, up through the doo rs to the elevator,

then she w
ave d and sm

iled to m
e before g oing back to her

room
. I didn’ t know

 w
hat to feel. So I w

a lked to the
Federal Reser ve to curse it. I decided arou nd 3a.m

. to go
the W

oodlaw
n  M

ental H
ealth C

linic for th e Save our
C

linics defens e. N
ot to m

y surprise, there  w
as no one

there. So I did  w
hat cam

e natural to m
e. I  w

alked the 70-
plus blocks up  Lake Shore D

rive back to t he Fed. Let m
e

tell you this is  a long w
alk. I sat on  the shore line w

atching
dow

ntow
n at sunrise thinking, “T

he only person I w
ant to

on a m
ission from

 G
od.” H

oly fucking sh it! T
hat’s exactly

w
hat A

dam
 w

ould have said!
I ran dow

n th e street drunk and high to th e C
om

-
m

on M
arket, alm

ost getting run over by a  cop, then juked
on him

 w
hen  he tried to pull m

e over. “F uck this shit!” I
thought w

hen  I saw
 the lights com

e on. I can’t get arrested
now

! I ran in the door out of breath, and  the girls behind
the bar asked  if I had found Serendipity y et. I told them
no, and every thing that had happened to m

e in the last
day, then they  m

ade m
e go outside after I  told them

 w
hy I

w
as out of br eath. T

hose people are so badass in tha t
joint. If you’r e ever in C

harlotte, N
C, be s ure to stop by

the C
om

m
on  M

arket at Plaza M
idw

ood. T
hey w

ill take
care of you. A

t least they did for m
e anyw

ays; m
aybe it

w
as just the in credible circum

stances that  brought m
e.

A
fter about a n hour or so, I had been cha tting w

ith
these fellow

s,  w
e decided to sm

oke som
e w

eed. M
an this

guy had som
e  hash that w

as as good as th e hash m
y cousin

used to get fr om
 A

m
sterdam

. W
e sm

oked  it out of a bong,
so I w

as lit like a C
hristm

as tree for sure. O
l’ boy had

som
e m

ajik m
ushroom

s too, so I bought t hose then took
off for Peanu t’s. I didn’t realize the guy ev eryone had
called the N

az i dude had m
ade a fool of h im

self. I w
as

locked out of  Peanut’s. T
hey opened the d oor after about

20 m
inutes an d let m

e in though, once th ey realized it w
as

m
e knocking.  I proclaim

ed I had done the  im
possible!

“W
hat’s that?  You find your girl?” Sarah a sked. I

still don’t kno w
 w

hy everyone referred to her as “your
girl” w

hen I a lw
ays had m

ade it clear w
e w

ere friends, but
w

hatever. “N
o, that’s not im

possible! I go t these.” T
hen

pulled the bag  of m
ushroom

s out of m
y p ocket, “W

ho
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see is right th ere,” then drifted off for a b it.
I w

asn’t at the  Fed long before I got the t ext,
“H

ey, this is s pace cadet Serendipity atcha  service!”
“W

here you o ff to next space cadet?”
“N

ext stop B oston!”
“W

ell have fu n and be safe.”
“Fun and safe ty are arch enem

ies!”
“You’re right!  So have fun then!”
“I w

ill, I’ll see  you on the front lines m
y f riend!”

I didn’t think m
uch of it. I stuck around C

hicago
until after the  O

ccupy the 4th festivities w
ere over. T

hen I
w

ent to m
eet E

than at O
’H

are. A
 few

 day s later in South
Bend, I w

as s itting around listened to the song at the end
of Blood, M

ilk, an d Sky, by W
hite Z

o m
bie. I started to

think about S erendipity, then I started to sm
ile. To this day

all it takes for  m
e to sm

ile is to think of h er, no m
atter

how
 far aw

ay she is. W
e talked a bit m

ore throughout the
m

onth. W
e w

ere supposed to have our ne xt m
eet at the

D
N

C
 in C

har lotte, N
C. I w

as w
ith m

y cou sin at a friend’s
house listenin g to the sam

e W
hite Z

om
bi e song w

hen I
took a m

onst er hit of D
M

T. If you haven ’t before, try
D

M
T. It’s am

azing, and if you have, do it and listen to
Blood, M

ilk, an d Sky in its entirety . A
bsolutely phenom

enal.
I w

as sure. I h ad to go. I saw
 in the vision s, and knew, for

good or ill, I had to go to the D
N

C.

S
o I’m

 on the G
reyhound heading to a Sch edule 1

national even t. Q
uite nervous I w

as. N
ot only w

ere
the best of th e w

orst gonna be there, but  I had tw
o

double hits of  2C
-B for Serendipity and  m

e to take.
M

other of G
od, w

ho should I see w
hen I  step off the bus

m
ust m

ean a lot to you for you to have com
e all this w

ay
to see her.”

T
he m

an told m
e, “W

hat you’re feeling, young
m

an, is true love. N
ot this nonsense they sell you from

H
ollyw

ood. I didn’t think m
en like you still existed in this

w
orld.”I didn’t realize until this m

om
ent w

hat exactly it
w

as I w
as doing. I w

as on a M
ission From

 G
od as they call

it. I love those, they have an incredibly high success rate.
A

 friend of m
ine w

ho is a heroin junkie now
 used to

alw
ays tell m

e, “Shark, you know
 you’re on a m

ission from
G

od now
 right?” A

s of today, I have an alm
ost perfect

track record w
ith succeeding at these m

issions. T
he only

exception is the one I’m
 on now, so pretty good odds I

w
ould say. A

nyhow, I hung around the C
om

m
on M

arket
for aw

hile. A
ll of the people I talked to w

ere genuinely
interested in listening to m

e. T
hat w

ould never happen in
Indiana, even though our state’s m

otto is, “H
oosier H

ospi-
tality” H

ah! W
hat a joke. Indiana is one of the m

ost
unfriendly states I’ve ever been in. I’ve lived here m

y
w

hole life and w
ondered, “W

here’s the hospitality?”
In C

harlotte though, everyone cared, they w
anted

m
e to reunite w

ith m
y friend. H

ell, I could alm
ost feel like

they w
anted to be there to see it. G

host and I w
ent back

dow
ntow

n for a few
 hours and a few

 beers after he
show

ed up at the C
om

m
on M

arket. W
e gathered som

e of
his things along the w

ay back to Peanut’s that evening. It
w

as Sunday. M
onday I m

oped around the house like a sick
cat until C

hilly and I w
ent to that bar to w

atch the Raiders
gam

e. T
he bartender told m

e, “I’ve seen this girl at Plaza
M

idw
ood before, at the C

om
m

on M
arket for sure. You’re
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in C
harlotte? N

one other than the D
epart m

ent of H
om

e-
land Security,  in force. E

ight vehicle s on the corner, and
about 12 D

H
S goons, plus the C

M
PD

. “Ju st pretend they
aren’t there,” I kept telling m

yself. A
nd be sides, you

haven’t done anything w
rong anyw

ay. I m
ade it to Frazier

Park, but not in tim
e for the m

arch that h ad left before I
got there. If y ou have never ridden G

reyh ound, they are
never on tim

e. I ask ed around the park for info  on lodging,
and if anyone  had seen m

y friend. M
y m

a in concern w
as

giving Serend ipity a big hug, then eating t he drugs w
ith

her. T
he only  lead I got w

as that people h ad been occupy-
ing M

arshal p ark. “But it’s in the red zone , right across
from

 the excl usion zone,” a w
om

an had to ld m
e. W

ell she
w

as right, dire ctly across the street from
 t he exclusion

zone, there it  w
as, in all its glory! A

 tent c ity called
O

bam
aville! A

m
erica hadn’t seen anything  like this for

alm
ost a year!  M

y heart w
as full of joy, I k new

 I had to get
a tent, and I d id. I w

anted to have Serend ipity graffiti it
w

ith m
e.T

here w
ere so m

e people going to area 15 for food,
so I decided t o go. It seem

ed logical, w
he re else w

ill you
m

eet people y ou’re looking for, the conve rgence space, of
course. N

o on e there had seen her, and ri ght about sun-
dow

n, I felt m
y soul yearning to leave for  O

bam
aville. I

should have w
alked, just left im

m
ediately. W

hen you get
these feelings , it’s quite im

portant to listen  to them
. Your

inner voice is  alw
ays right, and w

hen the U
niverse gives

you the signs,  you follow
 them

, for good o r for ill. W
hen I

arrived at the  park it w
as already dark; the re w

asn’t m
uch

going on, so I  hung out w
ith C

hilly and M
ike, tw

o of the
coolest cats I  w

ould m
eet during the w

eek  at O
bam

aville.

get into the p rofile to view
 the rest thoug h. I think it’s

totally unrelat ed, but w
ho know

s, to this d ay I don’t think
m

uch of it ot her than it w
as interesting to  com

e across.
C

onsidering S erendipity told m
e she w

as f rom
 Santa

Barbara, I tho ught it w
as odd, but I’ll bet  there’s a lot of

M
ikes in C

hic ago.
W

e w
ent to P eanut’s that night after N

ate D
ogg

show
ed up. I got a case of beer and got sm

ashed drunk.
T

he next m
or ning I w

oke up w
ith a hang- over. T

his hasn’t
happened to m

e in a w
hile, so I asked Sar ah w

here I could
get som

ething  to eat. It w
as already noon.  She said there

w
as a good M

exican restaurant on the cor ner by the gas
station, so I w

ent there. W
hile recovering , I had decided to

ask just one m
ore person if they had seen  Serendipity. If

they have, I’ll  stay in tow
n longer; if not, I’m

 out. W
ell,

the w
aitress s aid the girl in the picture loo ked fam

iliar, and
to ask the m

a nager. W
hen I asked the m

an ager, the answ
er

I got w
as not the one I w

as  expecting. She said she had
seen the girl a  few

 days prior.
If it w

asn’t th e U
niverse telling m

e som
et hing, I

don’t know
 w

hat w
as. I know

 to follow
 th e signs, so I

w
ent to tell G

host. I gave him
 and N

ate m
y food I never

ate, then N
ate  show

ed m
e around Plaza M

idw
ood. H

e said
this w

ould be  w
here I w

ould find her if an yw
here in the

city. So I sat a round talking w
ith people te lling them

 m
y

story for a few
 hours. N

o one else that da y had seen
Serendipity, b ut they sure w

anted me to! I asked an  older
couple the sam

e thing I had been asking e veryone else.
T

he old m
an sm

iled w
hile I told them

 w
h at happened,

w
hy I w

as her e, and show
ed the lady and him

 the picture.
T

he old w
om

an said, “She’s very pretty. T
his girl
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A
round 2 a.m

. I w
ent to sleep on a bench . It w

as right as I
entered the th eta level of brain activity. I heard the voice,
“Please help m

e. I can’t take this anym
ore , please help

m
e.” You’ve g one around the bend m

an, I  told m
yself,

trying to ratio nalize it. I knew
 w

hat it w
as  though, no

rationalization  can explain it. It w
as telepa thy. Serendipity

and I had talk ed about this and both w
ere  firm

 know
ers

that, yes peop le can com
m

unicate w
ith th eir m

inds. I
stared at the s ky, and thought into the atm

osphere, “I’m
here, I’ll do e verything in m

y pow
er to he lp you.”

I
 w

oke the nex t m
orning feeling great. T

he  bench had
fixed m

y back  right up. W
ell, first on the l ist, get a

tent. A
 guy na m

ed D
onald started talking to m

e. I
knew

 I should  have told him
 to fuck off. T

his is the kind
of people O

c cupy brings around, the dise nfranchised of
all kinds, peop le w

ho have new
 ideas, or j ust plan crazy

ones. But w
e are the 99%

! I didn’t lose m
y  cool. E

ven
though the B ro’s and I w

ere going to w
alk  to get w

ater
and sm

okes, D
onald said he w

ould get m
e  a ride. W

ell fuck
if it didn’t tak e us three hours to do w

hat  the Bro’s and I
could have do ne in less than 45 m

inutes w
alking. D

onald
kept talking a bout his language he w

as inv enting. T
he

w
hole tim

e he  w
as talking to m

e all I coul d think of w
as

w
anting to tel l Serendipity, “You know

 ho w
 aw

esom
e you

are? E
ven fro m

 hundreds of m
iles aw

ay, j ust the thought
of you is eno ugh to m

ake m
e sm

ile!” T
he n taking her to

breakfast som
ew

here.

W
riter sighs, it’s  w

orth noting for m
y audien ce, I

now
 only hav e one class left before I can do

FA
A

 testing t o get m
y A

&
P license. T

hat’ s right,
this author will be federally certified to w

ork on aircraft in

w
hy go into the cages? T

he police refused to allow
 us

entry. It w
as an odd spectacle, w

e had just defied every-
thing the police had set out to prevent us from

 doing, but
now

 they w
ant to go into the free speech cages…

w
e got

back to the park trium
phant for the m

ost part, but still no
Serendipity.

I
 w

oke quick about nine; our eviction notice w
as for

noon. I helped w
ith clean-up, picking up trash and

cigarette butts. A
round 11 a.m

., G
host and I had our

things packed and ready to go to his place. I got a m
uch

needed show
er and som

e rest, then w
ent dow

ntow
n for a

bit. W
e m

et w
ith D

irt at N
oda’s later in the evening. T

he
O

ccupiers w
ho got left behind w

ere at a guy nam
ed

Peanut’s house. W
e decided to go over there, but first

G
host had to grab a few

 things from
 his place. W

hen w
e

got to G
host’s, the door w

as locked. W
here he w

as staying
w

as a C
hristian w

orkers house or som
ething like that, but

those guys w
eren’t very C

hrist-like.
W

e slept on the porch all night, then G
host ended

up getting kicked out because of his absence during the
protest for the past w

eek. A
t 9 a.m

. Saturday w
e w

ent back
dow

ntow
n to Starbucks, then to a local m

arket. G
host w

as
ravaging the internet for Serendipity. A

 few
 interesting

things did show
 up, specifically on from

 a girl on M
yspace

from
 Santa Barbara, w

ho’s M
yspace handle w

as Leslie007.
It w

as only fragm
ents of som

ething, but read to the effect
of: “at sunset for a w

alk…
.C

hicago…
on our w

ay back,
M

ike is the greatest m
an I’ve ever m

et.”
It w

as one of those texts at the bottom
 of the link

on G
oogle w

hen you search for som
ething. H

e couldn’t
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February of 2 013. I have inspections to fi nish in N
ovem

-
ber/D

ecem
be r, then it’s on! I knew

 the en d w
ould be the

w
orst: I’m

 squ atting in an abandoned hou se m
y friend cut

the electricity  on in, dum
pstering for food , and still m

ak-
ing it to class on tim

e everyday. In m
y life  style, this

license w
ill be  so w

orth having. I can trav el and w
ork on

planes, (w
hich  I love) and I get paid bank son! M

ore th an
enough for tw

o people to live on. I knew
 the end w

ould
be the w

orst t hough, I have to do it. T
hat ’s all w

e as
people can do , just do it, alw

ays m
ake sure  w

hat you’re
doing is going  to m

ake you happy though . T
here’s no

point in being  m
iserable in life.

A
nyw

ay, back t o O
bam

aville. I told the sky the night
before that I w

ould, and still w
ill. I m

eant  it then,
and I m

ean it  now. I w
anted to help Seren dipity

then, and w
ill  w

hen given the opportunity . If there is only
one thing I kn ow, it’s that you can do anything in life, w

hen
you desire som

ething truly, all the univers e will transpire to
assist you. Tim

ing is crucial though, and you have to follow
the signs. T

he y w
ill be apparent. T

he univ erse w
ill allow. I

felt great sitti ng on that bench, I knew
 I c ould help som

e-
one w

ho dese rves it. W
e could go back to  Indy for the tw

o
m

onths I hav e to finish school, or take th e m
oney and

run. I didn’t g ive a fuck, w
hatever m

ade u s both happy. I
have reason t o believe she isn’t as happy a s she seem

s. I
ask the butter flies to carry m

y w
ords to h er everyday I see

them
. I ask th e w

ind to w
hisper into her e ar, and tell her I

long to see he r again, to hold her in m
y ar m

s, and tell her
how

 w
onderf ul I think she is.
W

hile talking w
ith D

onald, it daw
ned on m

e, m
y

It w
as a tense  m

om
ent for som

e, I suppos e. I w
as right up

front staring u p Tryon, w
ith a vengeance outta the Bible

look on m
y fa ce. “Fuck this, I’m

 going to defy them
 until

they arrest m
e.” C

onsidering w
hat I had g one through the

past tw
o nigh ts looking for Serendipity, th is w

asn’t shit. I
w

as telling the  cops about how
 the ruling  class w

ants to
divide us. Rig ht in their faces, I could feel  m

y glare scaring
them

.
“W

e are all w
o rking class here, even you o fficers!

You get paid just enough to com
ply w

ith the bullshit your
superiors lay o n you. I’m

 a certified A
&

P m
echanic. I

m
ake alm

ost s ix figures a year! You see w
h at side of the

line I’m
 on do n’t you! D

on’t you know
 an y better?!?!”

Several cops b roke, one w
om

an cop starte d to cry.
It w

as all of us w
ho caused t his though, not m

e, it w
as us.

T
he pigs knew

 w
e w

ere right. T
he police l et us up Tryon a

few
 m

inutes l ater, and w
e erupted into ch eers and chants

of “W
hose st reets? O

ur Streets!” as w
e m

arched to the
heart of the b east. A

t Sixth, they had a fir e truck blocking
the road, and  attem

pted to m
ake our path  for us. Fuck

that. W
e did a  sit-in at Sixth and Tryon. T

his w
as a very

pow
erful.“If you don’t like it, then hey fu ck you!” to the

pow
ers that b e, and the cops finally decid ed to let us go

back dow
n Tr yon.

W
e passed the  D

uke E
nergy building w

he re O
bam

a
w

as giving his  speech, started chanting, “O
bam

a com
e out,

w
e got som

e stuff to talk about!” and did  another sit in.
W

hen w
e pas sed the free speech cages on  South G

raham
,

for som
e reas on people w

anted to go in. W
hy? I’ll never

know. W
e had  show

ed everyone that the w
hole U

nited
States of A

m
erica is a free speech zone,
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day is going to be fucked. A
fter the insanity w

ith the
D

onald subsided, I got m
y tent set up and got the kitchen

tw
o cases of w

ater. I rem
ained patient w

ith D
onald, never

losing m
y cool. “It w

ill be w
orth it w

hen Serendipity is
having lunch w

ith you at som
e fancy restaurant, and w

e
can m

ake everyone around us feel insecure about them
-

selves!”O
h, the N

inja plans! I’ll tell you reader, there w
ere

m
any, and still are! T

he kitchen w
as happy for the w

ater, I
told them

 to thank C
hase bank, they are after all giving m

e
m

y student loans. C
hase really fucked up giving som

eone
like m

e m
oney! M

ost of it has been used against them
,

posters, stickers, paint. N
ot to m

ention all the D
M

T, w
eed,

and 2C
-B they bought us! O

h C
hase, thank you, but at the

sam
e tim

e, fuck you.
T

he Bro’s and I w
ent to scope out dow

ntow
n,

there w
as supposed to be a rally later in the day. T

hat w
eek

in dow
ntow

n C
harlotte rem

inded m
e of C

hicago during
the N

A
TO

 Sum
m

its. W
e saw

 som
e of our people w

alking
south on Tryon yelling about the m

atrix. Shortly pigs
follow

ed, w
hat ever happened to free speech? O

h yeah, w
e

don’t have rights, at least not in the streets. T
hese fucking

pigs can do w
hat they w

ant w
ith total im

punity. T
hey get

aw
ay w

ith m
urder, rape, and drug trafficking on a daily

basis.

I
n Indianapolis alone in the past three years; O

fficer
D

avid Bisard, 36, w
as drunk, on duty, responding to a

call that w
as already under control, w

hen he plow
s

into three m
otorcyclists, killing one, and critically injuring

the other tw
o, w

ho w
ere all stopped at a red light. A

ll he

that, nor did t hey m
ake plans w

ith her to m
eet up at the

D
N

C, and the y sure as fuck didn’t get tol d by her, ‘W
e w

ill
m

eet again in  due tim
e, I prom

ise.’ so sw
a llow

 your sorrow
you gutless pu nk! G

et the fuck up, if 2000  cops and D
H

S
haven’t stopp ed you yet, nothing w

ill! G
et  the fuck up and

keep on!”

T
hat’s exactly w

hat I did, got the fuck up an d hit the
streets. I stop ped to talk to a N

ational G
u ardsm

an
through the b arbed w

ire fence at about 4 a.m
. I

show
ed him

 t he picture and told him
 m

y story.
“T

hat’s w
ild y ou cam

e all the w
ay here for  her m

an,
I didn’t think m

en like you existed, I thou ght they only
w

rote about y ’all in books!” I laughed and  told him
,

“N
ope, I’m

 h ere, real life in the flesh.”
“A

ll the w
ay f rom

 Indiana for a girl, huh?”  he said.
“T

hat’s real lo ve.”
“O

r I’m
 total ly crazy, and I know

 that I’m
 not.”

W
e laughed to gether, then w

ith no tension  in the air, I
w

ent on m
y w

ay.
“I hope you f ind her!” he shouted to m

e. I prom
-

ised him
 and m

yself I w
ould, as I rode off , back to

O
bam

aville.

T
hursday, Sept em

ber 6, 2012. T
he final day . I w

as so
sleep deprived , I don’t rem

em
ber m

ost of  the day, I
w

as at the par k a lot, and w
ent to N

oda’s w
ith

G
host for a b it. M

y m
em

ory com
es back for the final

m
arch. W

e lef t on our usual path, but w
he n w

e got to S.
G

raham
 and T ryon, w

e stopped. W
e w

ant ed to go north
on Tryon. T

h e pigs didn’t w
ant us to, so w

e had a faceoff.
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got w
as one w

eek of adm
inistrative leave,  drunk driving

charges dropp ed. T
he prosecutor lost his blood tests that

proved he w
a s highly intoxicated. H

e is at the tim
e of this

w
riting, still on the force.  T

hat m
otherfucker should h ave

hung like the N
azis at N

urem
burg. C

hrist  know
s you or I

w
ould have.

A
nother offic er w

as pulled over after runn ing over
m

ailboxes, (am
ong other private property ), and for driving

recklessly. H
e  had in his front shirt pocke t forty-seven

40m
g oxycod one, w

ith no legitim
ate rea son for having

them
. Status: tw

o days paid suspension.
A

n older offic er has been seen num
erous tim

es at a
dow

ntow
n str ipper club, in uniform

, on d uty, drinking and
leaving w

ith t he dancers in his squad car. To m
y know

l-
edge, the only  thing that has been done w

as that he got a
slap on the w

rist and w
as told to be m

ore  discrete, or his
w

ife m
ight lea ve him

.
T

he last gem
 I’ll leave you w

ith is this: thi s past
sum

m
er (2012 ) an off duty officer w

as dr iving through a
construction zone on I-465 drunk, clips a  road w

orker,
(w

ho m
ultiple  sources have confirm

ed) ha d to jum
p out

of the w
ay, an d still got caught by the doo r m

irror. T
he

officer didn’t stop, so road crew
 w

orkers c hased him
 dow

n
and m

ade him
 return to the scene. T

he pi g decided to run
again, this tim

e evading the road crew
s. T

he signs on the
interstate read , “Injure/kill a road w

orker  $5-10,000 fine
plus 5-10 year s in prison” “A

ll fines doub led in w
ork

zones” W
ell r eader, w

e know
 this applies to us, but not the

police. N
ot m

uch can be found out about  w
hat happened

to this officer , he probably w
alked though , w

ith a fine,
maybe. If it w

as you or I, how
ever, w

e w
ould nev er see the

W
ednesday m

or ning, tw
o days left now. C

hi lly and
I w

alked to Fr azier Park, and then to A
rea  15.

N
o leads, not hing. I decided to buy a bike  for

faster transpo rtation, the m
ore m

obile, th e better. G
host

had guarantee d m
e Serendipity w

as still in  tow
n. I couldn’t

tell you w
hy, b ut I believed him

. G
host is the m

an, truly
honest, and s elfless. H

e helped m
e w

hen n o one else
could, or w

ou ld. G
host and I w

ent to N
od a’s for a break,

then sm
oked a joint at the bus stop.

I had been ha ving visions frequently since  I had
got to C

harlo tte, déjà vu. T
his day w

as m
o re intense, m

ore
vivid a m

om
e nt than any other. A

s w
e rod e into the park,

the w
ay every thing w

as set up, the spots e veryone w
as

standing in, I knew
 I had seen this before . A

s if I w
as in a

w
aking dream

, or had this dream
 as a chil d, usually this is

w
here m

y déj à vu stem
s from

, childhood dream
s or vi-

sions. I have seen this bef ore, lived it. It w
as m

idnight , I
fronted on go ing to sleep.

I w
ent back d ow

ntow
n. D

H
S vs. T

he Sha rk. Round
tw

o begins! D
am

n the cops! D
am

n the se cret service!
D

am
n the alp habet boys! For hours I rode  on every

accessible stre et, asking everyone, “H
ave y ou seen this

girl?” and sho w
ed them

 the picture. N
o o ne had; m

y heart
broke. I stopp ed in a parking lot at a m

ote l on Tenth and
Tryon about 2 :30 a.m

. I started to w
eep in  solitude.

“T
he m

aster o f m
y universe, and I can’t e ven

m
anifest a reu nion!” I scream

ed at the sky . T
his m

ade m
e

w
eep even m

o re. T
hen I realized, “You fo ol! T

here’s one
day left of th e convention at least! Fuck w

hat these people
are saying abo ut her not w

anting to see yo u! T
hose sw

ine
w

eren’t w
ith y ou in C

hicago! T
hey didn’t t alk to her after
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light of day fo r quite som
e tim

e. People s till think the
police are our  friends, and can’t figure out  w

hy I say, “Fuck
the Pigs!,” eve n w

ith all this evidence to s ubstantiate m
y

claim
.

T
his isn’t a le cture, that I’m

 sure you alrea dy know,
just an exam

p le of the police force in Ind ianapolis, Indi-
ana over the p ast three years. Back to the story.

S
itting on a w

a ll on S. Tryon, T
he Bros and  I unveiled

the G
overnat or’s platform

 for President. “ Vote
A

rnold for Pr esinator 2012! O
bam

a isn’t a  U.S.
C

itizen either ! Let’s take this to the next l evel, from
G

overnator t o Presinator!” T
he police did n’t hassle us

m
uch, just ask ed if w

e knew
 the m

atrix du des that they
w

ere follow
in g.

“N
ope, w

e’ve  seen them
 at the park, but w

e don’t
know

 them
,” one of the Bro’s told the off icer w

ho
stopped to ta lk to us.

“W
here are yo u all staying?” the pig inqui red.

“A
t the park, w

here else? It’s the m
ost hap penin’

spot in the cit y!” w
e told him

.
N

oticing his b uddies w
ere alm

ost a block aw
ay,

follow
ing C

ap tain A
narchy and M

orpheus , he left w
ithout

incident. I ask ed a Sgt. if w
e could sm

oke  on the sidew
alk.

I hadn’t seen anyone else sm
oking, and it w

asn’t a bad bet
I thought, tha t they illegalized that too.

T
he officer as sured m

e, “You can sm
oke o ut here.

W
e’ve seen lo ts of people out here sm

oki ng. T
hey haven’t

taken that aw
ay from

 us yet.”
I laughed and  said, “N

ot yet, huh? G
ive th e bas-

tards tim
e and  they w

ill do their dam
nede st!”

to find Serend ipity! E
ven if it’s just for on e m

inute to give
her a hug and  tell her she’s the sw

eetest gi rl I’ve ever m
et.”

So I w
alked n orth on Tryon, right into th e heart of the

beast. T
he sh irt I had on w

asn’t the best, it w
as the head-

less A
nonym

o us suit on the front, and on  the back it read,
“You can’t ev ict an idea w

hose tim
e has co m

e —
 O

ccupy
2012.”

T
his drew

 a lo t of stares from
 the over 20 00 police

dow
ntow

n th at night. D
H

S didn’t like it e ither, I could
tell, nor the a lphabet soup, w

ho I’m
 sure w

as in attendance
(C

IA
, FBI, N

SA
, A

TF, etc.) A
ll of them

 w
ere there, I’m

sure, as w
ell a s the N

ational G
uard, w

ith f ully autom
atic

rifles, and tho se .50 cals on their hum
vees . I didn’t give a

fuck though. “Fuck fear,” I though as I w
alked every

street. I just w
ant to see m

y friend! It got to the point
w

here it w
as j ust m

e and this m
assive secu rity force, no

one else w
as o ut on the streets that night.  It m

ust have
been 4 a.m

. a s I noticed this and rounded  the corner of
som

e street I don’t rem
em

ber and froze in  terror at w
hat I

saw. T
he same D

H
S vehicle  from

 earlier w
as pulled over

talking to som
e goons in Secret Service ve sts, and there

w
as a guy in a  suit w

ith them
. T

hey looked  over at m
e as I

looked at them
. T

here is no w
ay I can exp lain the terror I

felt at that m
o m

ent. I w
as after all the only pedestrian

dow
ntow

n at this tim
e, w

ith the m
ost m

a ssive security
force I have e ver seen in m

y life. I felt it w
as tim

e for an
agonizing rea ppraisal for the w

hole situat ion: Serendipity,
if she w

as eve n aw
ake, w

as not in the dow
nt ow

n area. So I
w

alked back t o the park w
ith m

y phone in  hand, ready to
call Joe in cas e D

H
S tried to indefinitely d etain m

e.
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T
he Sgt. just nodded his head. H

e knew
 I  w

as
right. W

e w
alk ed by a fountain/pool area w

e decided to
take a rest by.  T

he w
ay it w

as set up it loo ked as if it w
as

m
ade to soak  your feet in. So w

e did. M
om

ents later
security rushe d us and said w

e couldn’t pu t our feet in the
pool. W

e sat u p on the benches near by, a nd w
atched as

som
e little kid s started splashing around i n the w

ater.
“T

hat’s fucke d,” I said. “H
ow

 com
e they c an play

in the w
ater a nd w

e can’t put our feet in it ?” T
he security

guard cam
e b ack, and chased them

 out.
“W

ow, even t hough those kids can’t, that still
doesn’t m

ake m
e feel any better. T

hey are  just kids m
an!” I

exclaim
ed lou d enough that all the people  around us could

hear.
“I know

!” said  Brian. “T
hat’s totally fucke d not to

let those kids  splash around on such a ho t day!”
T

he people n ear us knew
 w

e w
ere right, a s they

nodded in app roval, and started talking am
ongst them

-
selves, despite  our appearance (w

e looked  like protestors).
It rem

inded m
e of the church w

e w
ent to  earlier. T

he sign
outside read, “W

ere a liberal church,” as if  they w
ere

advertising. It  w
as a pro-O

bam
a rally, no d em

onstration. I
don’t like G

. W
. Bush, but at least he didn ’t have kill lists

that w
e openl y know about. Fuck R om

ney too, for that
m

atter, he is m
ore m

entally handicapped t han Bush Jr.
w

as. I’m
 surp rised he hasn’t choked half to death on a

pretzel. T
his w

as the second tim
e in one d ay that people

w
ith vastly dif fering view

points from
 us w

ere in total
agreem

ent w
i th us. T

his proves to m
e tha t w

e can all unite
w

hen w
e kno w

 som
e bullshit is going dow

n and fix it, to
benefit societ y as a w

hole, then go back to  our business.

I
 w

ent on the A
nti-C

apitalist m
arch that n ight, and

w
hat I saw

 w
a s beautiful. T

here w
as a tact ic em

ployed
that w

ould ha ve w
orked if there w

ere m
or e banners,

and m
ore peo ple. T

here w
ere only about 60 of us, but it

didn’t stop th em
 from

 rushing the cop lin e on Tryon w
ith

this big black  banner, w
hich confused the  hundreds of

cops out ther e. I thought they w
ould over  react. I w

as
right up front  recording the scene. T

he pi gs had no idea
w

hat to do, th ey raised their pepper ball g uns, and bean
bag launchers , and I thought, alm

ost sadis tically, “D
o it

m
otherfucker s! D

o it!” I w
ould have got t he best film

 of
it. H

undreds of cops opening up on N
LG

 law
yers and

journalists, as  w
ell as the dem

onstrators. I  w
ould have

been happy to  take a few
 bean bags, just b ecause I know

the N
LG

 w
ou ld have fucked them

 up in c ourt. E
ver since

the N
A

TO
 Su m

m
its in C

hicago (M
ay 21-2 2, 2012) I

haven’t been a ble to be anyw
here else but  right up front

for these thin gs. I guess N
em

o w
as right w

hen he said, “It
takes a certain  am

ount of just plain crazy to w
ant to be up

front at these  things.” T
he police didn’t o ver react, w

hich
w

as ok, all in all. T
he m

arch turned into a  FTP m
arch

(Fuck T
he Po lice, for those of you w

ho m
ay not know

), so
I said fuck thi s, I got better things to do. T

here w
ere only

40 or so peop le left, and I still hadn’t seen  Serendipity.
I w

alked for d ow
ntow

n, and on m
y w

ay, w
ho

w
ould you thi nk I w

ould run into? T
hat’s right! D

epart-
m

ent of H
om

eland Security! A
gain! T

hos e m
otherfuckers

passed m
e fou r tim

es in all. Sam
e SU

V, sa m
e plates, “O

h
fuck!” I rem

e m
ber thinking, “T

hese basta rds are going to
abduct m

e an d N
D

A
A

 m
e to G

uantanam
o!” T

his w
asn’t

enough to m
a ke m

e stop. “Fuck m
y perso nal safety, I have
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T
he reason w

e w
ere dow

ntow
n w

as to sco pe out the area.
T

here w
as sup posed to be a dem

onstratio n, but it never
happened. W

hat did happen how
ever, w

as  that Jam
es

Taylor got rai ned out. It w
as fucking am

az ing. W
hoever he

w
as, his fans w

ere pissed that they got rain ed out.

T
he Bro’s decid ed to head back to C

olom
b ia, SC

after that, and  I can’t say I blam
e them

. A
t this

point it w
as p oor show

m
anship on our pa rt. N

o
coordination,  nothing except people getti ng drunk and
fighting w

ith each other in the park. A
t th is point I w

as
about ready to  leave as w

ell, but I couldn’ t, I w
as on a

m
ission, a m

i ssion to find a girl w
ho in all  reality I m

ay
never see agai n, and if I do, w

ho know
s if  she w

ill rem
em

-
ber m

e, or ev en give a fuck if she does. I don’t think any
of that is true , and I w

on’t let it stop m
e, but by w

riting
things dow

n, it forces you to com
e to grip s w

ith the
ultim

ate realit y of things. T
hese are possibilities, as w

ell as
the possibility  that I’m

 doing all this for s om
eone w

ho
doesn’t feel th e sam

e w
ay I do, but to quo te Billy C

organ,
“D

o w
hat you  gotta do, and say w

hat you  gotta say, do
w

hat you gott a do, yeah start today, start t oday.” Som
eone

finally had the  idea to use to convergence  space for w
hat it

w
as intended for, direct actions. W

ho w
ou ld have thought?

I
n O

bam
aville , as I said before, it w

as quite  discourag
ing, to see eve ryone arguing am

ongst them
selves. I

said fuck it th ough, I’m
 staying till I see S erendipity,

for truly this is about 90%
 of the reason I  cam

e here.
Tuesday w

as a  total w
aste, except that I m

et G
host, the

m
an w

ith the  plan. H
e had seen Serendipi ty Sunday night,

w
hile I w

as lo oking for her elsew
here. H

e  told m
e, “She

w
as trying to w

alk around, like she w
as lo oking for som

e-
one. T

he dud e in the w
heel chair w

as bein g a real dick
though. H

e w
ouldn’t let her go anyw

here,  he kept scolding
her alm

ost w
h en she w

ould try to talk to us.”
H

onestly, I kn ew
 it w

as true.
“H

e acted the  sam
e w

ay in C
hicago too. A

s they
w

alked off to gether, all I could think w
as,  ‘T

here goes the
love of m

y lif e,’ all I could hear w
as bicke ring, then she

w
alked back u p to m

e and said, ‘Fuck that , I w
ant to hang

out w
ith you.  H

e tried to say I couldn’t, b ut I told him
you’re ok. H

e ’s just super protective.’”
“W

ell,” G
hos t continued, “I told him

, tha t’s no w
ay

to treat a you ng lady! I says, look m
otherf ucker, w

heel
chair or not, i f you keep talking to her lik e that I’ll flip
your fuckin’ a ss right in that goddam

n lak e!”
I couldn’t hel p but burst into hysterical la ughter,

especially afte r the things Rashida had said  about Seren-
dipity in C

hic ago, the things I w
as too m

u ch of a bitch to
tell her he sai d, especially w

hen I should h ave. G
host had

seen Serendip ity at Starbucks, too. I shoul d have know
n.

T
he fucking c offee! It only m

ade perfect s ense after the
fact, and only  if for the fact w

e w
ent for c offee together

in C
hicago. T im

 had told m
e as w

ell, “I sw
ear to G

od I
saw

 her, Brot her! She w
as right over there  w

hen you w
ent

to get w
ater M

onday m
orning. H

er and th is dude ate som
e

breakfast, the n they cut out.” I knew
 w

ho  it w
as she w

as
w

ith, that w
or thless bastard in the chair. G

host told m
e

he’d put the w
ord out to see if w

e could f ind her.


