


To my Dear Family,

Welcome Home! In your hands is the Summer 2012 edition of All Ways Free, a newspaper by, for, and about our
rainbow family. This is the first time the newspaper has been published since 2008, and after a year of working
to put it together, I see why there were not many people jumping up and down to get the job! Immediately
following this editorial you will see an article entitled “How to AWF,” written by Stephen Wing. This is an
excellent piece of advice, and unfortunately much of it went unfollowed this year. Though I reached out to find
others who would consist as an editor’s circle, and tried to find some folks to help with the infrastructure of
putting a newspaper together, unfortunately neither things came to pass, which is why I seem to keep using this
personal pronoun “I” rather than the “WE” which I wish could be the author of this introduction. If you would
like to help solve this problem for the production of the next issue, PLEASE contact me, especially if you live in
Northern California and would be willing to commit maybe one day a month for a physical, in-person meeting.

One of the first pieces of advice I received was to prepare for more submissions than I could possibly hope to
publish. This turned out to be the case! If you are one of the many brothers, sisters, or inter/transfolk that sent
me articles or poems that do NOT appear in this issue...I'm sorry! My first priority for next year’s issue will be to
include the submissions from 2012 which were neglected in the final version of this paper. I also intended to
make a winter edition of the paper, but sadly, this was not in the cards for All Ways Free this year either. I aim to
make a Winter 2013 issue, though, and with your help, it just may be possible! I have never made a newspaper
before. I apologize for any layout or formatting errors that may appear. I intend to get it a LOT more organized
and spiffy looking...as always....next time.

If you are interested in helping out with the paper, or have advice, questions, resources, opinions, or anything at
all to say about the paper, please come to the All Ways Free council on the land at this year’s Gathering!
Information about the time and place will be posted at Info booth.

Also, remember, bulk printing does not come free! This paper is run by donations, and so far, it has received
enough to cover the cost of the P.0. Box, and not much else. All the money for printing costs (estimated to come
close to $1,000) is so far coming out of my pocket. Any donations of green energy to help me recoup the costs
will be both greatly appreciated personally, and will probably help to make next issue possible, as I no longer
have a job to provide me enough disposable income to print the paper on love. If you don’t have green energy to
spare (times are tough) but would like to help contribute, you might consider holding a potluck or concert with
some of your local family and friends, and passing around the hat for All Ways Free! This is a great opportunity
to raise funds and also forge new friendships while spending time with your loved ones. Please contact me via
email for information on how to send donations (the P.0. Box is expired, and a new one hasn’t been secured yet).
Also, and just as importantly, AWF needs your ARTICLES! We can't have a paper without content, and you, loyal
readers, are the nest journalists out there for the job! AWF is seeking anything you have, but if you need ideas,
how about:

- Hipstories of your kitchen or camp

- Skillsharing on how to thrive in the woods

- Recipes for cooking in the woods for large numbers of people

- News and stories from the Gathering - what happened that everyone was talking about?

- Heartsongs, poems, artwork

- Stuff written and drawn by kids!

My email address, for all questions, comments, articles, and everything else, is rainbowtopkat@yahoo.com
ILOVE YOU! -FINCH




Statement of Intent

All Ways Free is an actualization of a need to expand communication
among the people of the planet,

We offer a forum for:

... Sharing Heartsongs, Dreams, Visions and the realization of Peace

...Updates on Ihe evenls or the world and those in our own backyards
-..Expressing crealivity in poetry, carloons, shorl stories and artwork.

...Bringing increased awareness to the difficulties and problems facing vs, as well
as polential solutions, our progress and accomplishments.

...Most importantly, sharing of live for one another and our Mother Earth

All Ways Free is an inclusive experience, with inpul from any and all

A volunteer staff meets before each edition to combine the collective effort into a
polished producl. We chose nol 1o sell The All Ways Free or any space within it
Instead, All Wayy Free Lhrives from joy, energy, money and matedals freely given
Wilh this process we hope lo bring about a shared vision of love, peace, juslice,
healing and freedom through a strong common unity of like-minded individuals.

Editorial Policy

bl

All decisions regarding this p ion are made by council

‘We proofread all submitted materials.

We seck the agreement of the author prior 10 editing, if possible

We will strive to create a realistic publication date.

We will make copies of The All Ways Free available online for those who can’t
obtain a hard copy.

The views expressed in this publication are not nec-
essarily the views of the “Rainbow Family”, if such
a group did, in fact, exist. The All Ways Free is pro-
duced independently in an attempt to provide a
means of expression for anyone and everyone.

The Always Free is FREE!

May You Always Be All Ways Free!
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Editorial

Wrathful Deities

The wrathful deities are the embodiment of the peaceful deities yet in a wrathful and
Jrightening manner, but they, like the peaceful deities, are only the consciousness’
own proji When the wrathful deities appear it is necessary to recognize that

fforrsssnssnnnsnnnnns @ essesasscecessce

Leaderless Individuals

ROOTS: The Rainbow Family of Living Light (aka Rainbow Gathering of the
Tribes, etc) didn'l really begin at any specific time, and has never really
existed as a formal organization. In many ways, it is a fundamental human
expression, {he tendency of people 1o gather togelher in a natural place and
express lhemselves in ways that come naturally to them, lo live and let live,
to do unto olhers as we would have them do unto us.

In the U.S. in the late 1960's and early 70's, a kind of crilical mass of con-
sciousness developed. Beyond the media hype of “fading movemenl”, those
who were serious in the hippie and anti-war movements were leaming what
political life was really about, and, most importanily, were leaming basic eco-
nomics and to take care of their own. After some hard lessons al the many
mega-events of the lime, many were becoming skilled at coping with the
care and feeding of tens of thousands of people at a time, and organized
themselves into iribes dedicated o that purpose. A diverse and decentral-
ized social fabric began to weave itself from threads of hippie cullure, back-
to-the-landers, american indian spiritual teachings, pacifist-anarchist iradi-
tions, eastern myslicism, and the legacy of depression era hobo street wis-
dom,

Although this fabric included visionaries, gurus, and people with strong
organizing skills, it has not produced a leader/follower decision-making
process or hierarchy. Inslead, all decision making power is held in a main
council, open 1o all, wilh all individuals holding equal power, and all decisions
made only by unanimous consensus. Allhough it is frequenlly a difficult
process, it has stood the tesl of lime, and has served the whole quite well.
This process makes it essentially impossible for aulhorities, power-rippers,
or hoslile elements to intimidate or manipulate individuals to the detriment of
the group.

- from 1he "Roofs of the Rainbow Family", www.welcomehome.org

these are his or her own projections, they cannot harm or kill you becanse they are
you. The bardo state is emptiness so therefore you are emptiness, and if the deities
are your own projection you should not be afraid, for emptiness cannot harm empti-
ness. If the mind can recognize the projections as himself or herself then they will
be able to see the luminosity and atiain enligh But as before if the mind is
unfamiliar with the teachings, or cannot focus on its meditative practices, or is hin-
dered by bad karma it will become very afraid and run from the projections.

The Family in the holding camps were too inexperienced to deal with the FS.
The wisdom of elders was not present because they were not there, The “Cat and
Mouse™ game that the scouts tried to employ has backfired on the Family.

This Gathering will suffer because of the absence of an operating plan that takes into
account the judicial victories of the FS over the Rainbows. Sure, the Gatherings will
happen, but the Forest Service will use the “Hardball” tactics of intimidalion again
no malter where the Gathering is in the future

As apolitical as Rainbow aspires 10 be, the realities of the “New World Order” which
are dedicated to confrol, in All Ways, the lives of individuals, threaten lo pul out the
fires of Living Light.

Clearly, the history of groups that have attempted to negoliate with Lhe Feds like
Native Americans, Religious Groups, Communities, Demonslrations, elc, have
shown that the Authorities are not only uncompromising and can’t be trusted, but
that they are not concemned with what is best for the people. Governmental agencies
like the Forest Service, which answers to the Department of Agriculture, are only
interested with the concerns of the “Corparate Government” and what works best for
it.

The concept of Public Space, like the Town Commons and the National Forests,
egalitarian places set apart from privale land where individuals can [reely express
themselves, a facet vital to the American Democratic Experiment, is falling victim
10 Use Fees and Commercial Malls. An entire generation is being trained to expect
to pay for and obtain permission for every activity in which they engage. Most chil-
dren in this country spend their free time in aclivities thal require struciured
Organizati Leagues, Technology and Clubs, They don’t create their recreation,
it is provided for them.

It’s no surprise that the ideas of Free Expression and Peaceful Public Assembly can
so easily be dismissed under the ipulations of the ble fears of the
Culture of Security. Creativity end Freedom can’t exist without risk

We shouldn’t need 1o sign permits; they need to learn not to be so afraid. We should-
n't need to hide in the woods; they should come to the (able and engage in good faith
in a fair and honest dialogue. We shouldn’t have our Constitutional Rights taken
from us; They should be working with us 10 prolect them. — the Edjtors

They made us many promises, more than | can remember,
but they never kept but one;
they promised not to take our land, and they did.
- Mahpiua Luta "Red Cloud” Oglala Lakota

The All Ways Frae would like to thank these folks for their help and
inspiration: Purpleboy, Yuri & Lyuba, Vorpaiblade, The Running Dog
Studio, Joanee F, Foote, Crysialfeather, SpiderHawk, Badger, Garmick,
llah, Teresa P, Megan P, Shiva, Glenn B., Chazz, "Mad” Madeline and
The Intermountain News - Don Smith, Publisher.

We Love You!




How to AWF
by Stephen Wing

All Ways Free is a newspaper that grew out of the
Rainbow Gatherings after the 1984 California
Gathering. Like the gatherings, it is created by
volunteers and supported by donations.

The paper's purpose is to chronicle and celebrate the
Gatherings, and to refract the Rainbow vision out into
the world through a Rainbow of talents. It was
originally envisioned to be 8 or 12 pages published
quarterly, according to Whistler Dave, who helped get
it going. But it was actually published twice a year,
which dwindled eventually to once a year, and lately to
every other year or so. All Ways Free has inhabited
P.O. Boxes in Eugene, Madison, Tucson, Ann Arbor
and many other places. It has varied in size from 48
pages to a single folded sheet.

It seems to have become customary for each AWF
focalizer to keep the paper two years and produce two
issues. Traditionally, the responsibility for All Ways
Free changes hands by consensus during a formal
council at the annual Rainbow Gathering. In my
opinion, neglecting tradition to do things informally has
a lot to do with why the paper has sometimes not
appeared. Those who sit in the council become the
paper's "aunts and uncles," part of its familywide
network of support.

All of us who have worked on an All Ways Free or two
remember the paper with affection and look forward to
each new edition. But in spite of its rich history, as the
paper changes hands from year to year, it seems this
unique project must begin all over again every time -
from scratch.

| worked with brothers and sisters of the Chicago
Rainbow Circle to bring the All Ways Free to Texas in
1988, and with folks in Madison to bring the next year's
edition to Nevada in '89, and we also produced a
Winter edition each year. For the benefit of future AWF
focalizers - and possibly to inspire some - I'd like to
share what | learned about publishing a free
newspaper without a budget.

Following the example of the Gatherings as much as
possible in form and principle, All Ways Free is not so
much published or edited as "focalized." Focalizing by
definition takes place in a circle, and therefore begins
with finding the other focalizers. Even if some wealthy
individual offered to fund the paper without asking for a
single donation, all editorial and logistical decisions
should still be made by an open circle of three or more.

This is not just "politically correct." Sharing power in
circles is not mere etiquette; it's the secret to

Rainbow's success. A circle of focalizers is much

more likely to have all the necessary skills, time and
energy to create something as complex as a
newspaper (or a gathering). As a gathering relies on
unpaid cooks, water-carriers and shitter-diggers, All
Ways Free must rely on each volunteer's own |
enthusiasm for what he or she can contribute-- and in
return, allow him or her a share in the decision-making.

Sharing power (or doing anything else) in circles also
shifts the energy of the enterprise to a higher plane,
where a spiritual intent can invoke divine energies. if
we give up control, as consensus process forces us to
do, we invite Spirit into the void, with frequently
miraculous results. This has been my experience at
many a gathering, and has also held true with All Ways
Free and other "focalized" projects.

If one person ends up left with most or all of the
editorial responsibility, by circumstance or neglect, the
Rainbow spirit can still be respected. Trusted elders
can be consulted when questions arise; a circle of
varying viewpoints can be sought if controversy is
expected; the call for volunteers, donations and
material can be circulated through family events,
publications and web sites.

When | hooked up with two brothers from Chicago and!
took the paper on, none of us had much experience '
with publishing a newspaper. Our first priority on
arriving in Chicago after the North Carolina gathering
was therefore to seek out everyone.in the city who
might help-namely, other Rainbow gatherers.

So setting aside the newspaper to form a Chicago
Rainbow Circle with monthly picnics was not really a
diversion from our task. It was the essential first step.
(A city that already has a local circle is already a step -
ahead.) Holding hands in a circle and inviting Spirits |,
help plants a seed of the "circle magic” that generates '
so many miracles at Rainbow.

Spirit works in mysterious ways, of course. One of our|
most generous helpers turned out to be someone who
had never been to a Gathering. A chance meeting on
the street led this brother to offer use of all the
computer equipment we would need- along with a key |
to his studio, and even lessons on the use of the
software. He's been coming to Gatherings ever since.

Until someone donates a web press and giant rolls of
paper, we will need money to pay a printer. In

Chicago, most of the energy of our circle of focalizers
went into fundraising. To avoid commercializing our
Rainbow circle in any way, we formed a separate

group called the Talking Fish Society to raise money

for the paper. We held a dozen different benefits
throughout the year featuring musicians who were part
of our circle. '



In other years, AWF focalizers have found easier ways
to fund the paper. But doing it the hard way in Chicago
c¢reated so much "circle magic" that when we came
down to the wire and still didn't have enough cash for
our second paper, divine intervention saved the day
again. A brother who had been banned from his
parents' North Shore estate suddenly inherited it, along
with enough cash to make a generous loan. The
Talking Fish Society intended to pay it back with more
fundraisers after the paper was printed and delivered
to Texas. But by then our lender had changed his
mind and made it a gift to the Family.

At another level, taking on that impossible task gave

the newborn Chicago circle a deep bonding experience
that kept it going for years after handing the paper on.

| wish every local circle had such a useful and creative
project to focus on!

Things were different the next year, however. In Texas,
no one showed up to take the paper on. | took it to
Madison, where a few people had offered support, if
not exactly help, and started the process over again.
The Madison Rainbows preferred to gather weekly
than monthly. But it was a much smaller circle, and
unlike Chicago, only a few individuals took the paper
on as a personal priority. Lack of funds and energy
dictated a thinner paper that winter. Still, the magic
came through and we delivered 12,000 papers to
Nevada.

| Ieal_rned a lot from the lean year that followed our fat

yearin Chicago. The editorial "we" was no longer able
f[o simply act as a conduit, printing what the family sent
in t_o share. Editorial decisions had to be made. |
d|V|deq all submissions into three categories: timely
news, mfp and heartsongs submitted specifically to
AWF, which had to be printed without editing; articles
already printed elsewhere, which could be either left
out or edited; and in between, a Rainbow of original
poetry, essays, artwork. The only option | had with this
category was to save it for "the next issue"- ie.,
when_ever the family grows generous enough with its
donations to be worthy of all that creativity.

Ifyqu think you might like to take part in a circle of
focallzgrs to produce next year's All Ways Free, talk it
over with your homefolks, and watch for the All Ways
Fre‘e cguncil on the notice boards at Info. If council
notice isn't clearly posted, you may have to post it
yc_lurself. For a council venue, consider combining it
with the Focalizers' Council, traditionally on July 5 at
3:00, as has often happened in years past. You'll need
help from the network of regional focalizers to do the
paper anyway.

These days the internet makes a whole new level of
cooperation possible. An online council could be
formed, a typing pool could divide up the work via
email, skilled work like layout and design could be split
up among volunteers who don't all live in the same
area. The internet could make All Ways Free much
easier for a dispersed community like Rainbow to
produce. But does the internet also make All Ways
Free unnecessary? Is it worth the recycled or tree-free
paper it's printed on?

| don't know. But | notice the Rainbow Guide still
apparently has its uses; it hasn't missed a gathering
that | know of. I'm willing to help give All Ways Free
another chance to shine, if others are.

Once an uncle, always an uncle.



Some thoughts and ruminations from the
Washington 2010 Regional Gathering
by Finch

Permit Movie:

The head of the Forest Service in the area was named John
Bueller. He and two female Forest Servicepeople sat in
council with about a dozen rainbows a few consecutive days
in a row. I, and a few other folks pointed out several flaws
and contradictions in the legally binding contract Bueller
wanted to find a signer for. Provisions 6-9 held the holder of
the permit liable for all illegal activity, financially
responsible for all damages, etc....Provision 10 stipulated that
the holder of the permit agree to hold blameless the US
Federal Government for absolutely everything that might
happen in ;

the woods. Then Provision 11 contradicted all of these
statements, saying that the holder of the permit does not
assume liability for anyone's individual actions. This
contradiction alone made a good excuse to send them back
with the contract to re-word it, and bought us another day.

Another issue with the permit was that it offered to grant an
area '400 feet' in all directions from the main road, which as -
one brother pointed out, was insufficient to cover the used
area of the gathering. We essentially told Bueller that it was
unlikely he would find anyone to sign the permit, but with
the wording as it was, it would be impossible. He told us he
would show our suggestions to his superiors but the authority
to tell LEOs to come or not come was 'not his authority'.

A reporter from the Spokane paper, the Spokesman took
pictures of us counseling with the Forest Service, and asked
around during the night about our political situation, seeming
to be very sympathetic with the family. He was respectful
with his camera and took no pictures without consent. He

ended up around the fire at Montana Mud pounding on drums / /

with the rest of us.

The next day I went around trying to start a Hipstory out by
Tokin's teepee, and got a good dozen brothers or sisters out
there-ironically, no elders were around to be bothered, so we
sat around telling stories about our first gatherings and so on.
A little ways into it, Aralim from CALM showed up and the
circle was about to evolve into a rap session on how to
handle the LEQ sitnation, when Bueller and his two

cronies showed up- at 1:30, an hour and a half before they
said they would reconvene to counsel with us.

He said that the only changes he could make (because it was
a "standard permit" and would be void if altered) was that he
changed the holder's name from "Washington 2010 Regional
Rainbow Gathering" to "Washington 2010 Peaceful

\ (i, Assembly" as had been requested. He stressed in this and the
9, previous meeting (and it was written in the contract) that the

signee was NOT the 'holder’ which the permit applied to, but
merely a 'contact person’ who pledged to be available for

, contact by the LEOs for the week. What this seemed

to mean to us was that the signer, though perhaps not liable
for anything, was singing the ENTIRE family's rights away,
as WE, not she or he, were listed as "Permit Holder".

When the Forest Service crashed our hipstory we discussed
the contract a little more, and I came up with, in my opinion,
a GREAT way to solve the problem. It went something like
this: "John, you've told us that if you were in our shoes you
wouldn't have any problem signing this piece of paper. You
also understand our custom that 'everyone with a bellybutton’
can be rainbow. You are at a gathering and right now you

are rainbow family. If all you need is ANY rainbow family to
sign your permit, would you please sign it yourself, and then

" please go away?"

John was taken aback and actually considered it for a
moment and then hemmed and hawed and said the contract
would be invalid if it were signed by a member of the forest |
service. After this brief meeting, after all our questions were |
answered (satisfactorily or not) John and the other forest 1|
service ladies left. I heard later that they said they believed |
we were principled people who would not change our
minds, and he believed that in good faith there was no way
he would get a signature. So they snubbed the council and
left the land, reporting to the LEOs that they were unable to
obtain a signature for a permit. |
The next day, forest servicemen came with pieces of paper
for every kitchen notifying us that we were an illegal
occupation-an unauthorized gathering of over 75 people and
would be subject to citation and or arrest if we didn't vacate.
We expected them to arrive and start ticketing on Sunday,
but all that happened was three LEO trucks drove through the
gathering and straight back out again. By Monday morning
the permit was apparently signed -by that time I was on my '
way back to Babylon. )

According to the Frec Assembly Project web site, which
published a copy of the signed document, “After much
negotiation, with the gathering coming to a close in a few
days, a permit was signed and accepted in the name of "2010
Washington Regional Peaceful Assembly”. The stated
address was "c/o Newport Ranger District... Newport, WA
99156" - a-curious device. The signer added this affirmation
next to his name: "UCC 1-207 and 1-308 __ Signed reserving
all my Right" [sic]. There has been much conjecture on the
effect of citing these provisions of the Uniform Commercial

Code” (continued)



More on the gathering in general:
Let's start with the gossip on our favorite controversy, Death
Camp!

This gathering Death Camp was a good ways out of the way,
down the road and across the street from Fat Xids Kitchen,
their allies. By the first official day of the gathering, DC had
burned Fat Kids camp to the ground (literally-they burned all
the benches, tables and chairs). Then they took a window out
of the Fat Kids bus and donated it to Mud Rats as a serving
counter, where it stayed all week. Besides this story, most
people did not see the DCers out and about. I did not see

any of them all week-apparently they stayed in their camp for
the most part. Rumors spread that DC had the best free doses,
but that they were guarded by a dragon. I'm guessing people
just thought it would be funny to send folks DCs way to
hassle them for free drugs, I neither interacted with nor saw
any of the death campers personally, and most people
somehow didn't think it was worth it to trek up the hill to
their camp just to be told to go away.

Capture the flag was a big raucous deal between all the
kitchens until everyone seemed to lose interest halfway
through the week. Before that though, there were ninjas
leaping through trees, stealing flags and duct-taping would-
be thieves to trees.

Montana Mud was combined with River Rats and Zuzu
Kitchen, and on Monday the 23rd they built a stage,
garnering them honorary Granola Funk status. Because of
this stage, Mud Rats (as the kitchen got to be called) was the
most active kitchen after dark, with either a large drum circle
around the bliss fire or a truly righteous jam on the stage with
guitars, bells, washboards, and a quite excellent saxophonist.
I spent hours there one night scatting along with the
saxophone and it was quite a scene.

On Wednesday night after the Dinner Circle many of the
kitchens had a ganja food cook-off. There was plenty of
butter and oil to spare, and anyone at the gathering who
wanted was walking around comfortably blissed out. There
was spaghetti, chili, loads of zuzus, and more that I didn't see
as I only made it to two kitchens before deciding I had
reached my tolerence level. I tried to convince Maggie and
Wind over at Chai Bahai, which was next to where 1 camped,
to put some ganja oil in their pot of chai, but it turned out to
be a moot point because nobody had kicked them down any
ganja oil to work with, and by the time I asked around for
some, it had all been used by the kitchens in question.

As I arrived I was informed at Welcome Home (which had
been de facto combined with A-Camp) that there were 35 |
confirmed cases of head lice, and they insisted on inspecting '-
everyone for bugs before we entered. As the week got on,
there were many jokes made about bugs, including a

variant of the joke, "How do you say 'fuck you' in Rainbow?" |
("Hey, what's that crawling in your hair?")...as the week went

_ I was informed that CALM had been treating lice and the

number of confirmed cases had been shrinking in size rather
than growing. Many rainbows who caught the bugs shaved
off their hair, some leaving behind manes that they had
work for years, others tearfully saying goodbye to their
dreadlocks. There was talk of setting up a “Daddy Warbucks
Camp” for those who had shaved their head, but none ever
materialized.

A word about A-Camp: The fellows a A-Camp were also
working Welcome Home. As such, they were a remarkably
polite and well-behaved pack of drinkers if I've ever seen

“ one. They had a good and working relationship with Hippie

Family Ministries (HFM), who were the main focalizing
camp and doubled as Kid Village (though there were very
few children at this gathering; it got to the point that most
gatherers got to know all the kids and greeted them by name).

However-and this is a BIG however, and one of the reasons
I'm sure this regional was snubbed by many elders- I saw
several instances of alcohol and drunk people inside the main
gathering. This seemed to be tolerated by most, who had the
attitude that freedom was freedom, and restrictive customs
were the products of the older generation of Rainbow that
had refused to be involved in this gathering anyway. I did not
see much anger or agro energy as a result of these drunken
vibes, it just gave the gathering a far different feel than what
I have experienced in the past. 1 did see two violent acts as a
result of drinking, and was involved in both Shanti Sena '
movies.

One was resolved quickly and quietly. Apparently a car

had flipped by Green and Purple Kitchen (who played
Magic: The Gathering all week with anyone who wanted),
and there were 5 LEOs around the car, One rainbow had
gone to the car to help retrieve belongings for those who
were in the car (nobody was hurt) and he was stopped and
questioned by the LEOs and had his name run by them. This
individual was trying to stop another individual who had
BEEN in the

car from going back to the site, even though he wasn't going
to the car, just to Green and Purple to get food. This first
brother had been drinking and finally began to attempt to
block the other person's path physically, and some minor
violence/struggle began to take place with the one brother
obstructing the path and the other trying to push his way by.
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This all happened on the main road near CALM where I had
been looking at someone's copies of old Rainbow Guides,
and after a minute, the brother who was trying to get past
called Shanti Sena. the brother I was with and myself ran to
the road, and 1 got between the two while the other held the
drunk one's arms. The drunk brother was crying because, as
he said, "You called Shanti Sena on me? I AM Shanti Sena.
As soon as you said it I instantly put my arms out because
I'm used to being the one who responds®...he felt betrayed
and almost heartbroken that Shanti Sena had been called on
him, and by a friend he knew.

It became clear that his violent approach had been out of
genuine fear for the other brother, and we got them both
calmed down and making amends very quickly. This drunk
brother was one I would see many times throughout the week
and form a very good relationship with.

The second Shanti Sena movie I got involved in was more
disturbing. My campmate and I were among the only ones of
about 4 or 5 people sitting around the bliss pit in Open Camp
one night, deep into the night, maybe 3 or 4 in the morning.
Suddenly we heard an argument far off in the main path. We
all stopped instantly to listen and heard a racial epithet
thrown, and the words, "You want to fight? Someone give
me a knife!" By the time I called "Shanti Sena” the brother
sitting by me, and myself were both running across the field
at high speed. We ran as quietly as we could because we
were also trying to make sure we could see the situation was
safe for us as well before we dove into a potentially
gruesome scene. By the time we got there, one man was
gone, the other was on the ground with a bleeding goose egg
on his forechead. He was extremely drunk and the other
fighter had hit his in .
the head with a log and then left. He was trying to resist help,
but eventually we got his on his feet and told him we were
there for him and it was okay. He got out, "I just need
someone to help me. I need someone to be with me."

By this time about 5 of us were quietly gathered around him,
and we told him, "This is happening right now. We are here
for you, right here, right now," at which point he started
sobbing, and collectively we just held him and stroked his
back. After a few minutes of this he said he 'wanted to get
away from this spot and go be alone', and we convinced him
to come to the bliss pit with us and warm up, and then we
would see if he needed to be taken to CALM. When we got
to Open Camp again, one of the rainbows around the fire
woke up the head of the camp, Mama Bear, who came out
with a first aid kit, and asked us to hold the flashlight up
while she cleaned off his wound. It looked ugly, but wasn't
bad enough that it needed CALM attention or medical
emergency attention, or stitched. Mama disinfected the cut,
gently washed it off, put a bandage on it, and instructed us to
keep him by the fire until the sun rose or he sobered up. She
got him some extra blankets and he lay wrapped in them
around the fire.

T'ended up being the last one watching the fire until the sun
came up, and as the night went on he got more sober. He told
me he knew his attacker and didn't elaborate on the reason
for Ih(? fight. He told me he was Barter Faire family, and it
was his first night at the gathering. I was concerned quietly
that he would also be a problem during the days to come (it
takes 2 to fight) but I was relieved to see him many times in
the days to come, sober and with a smile on his face, passing
out food at Main Circle, or talking with other rainbows and
having a good time, It was his first Gathering, and he told me
he had been overwhelmed by the amount of kindness he had
been shown after the incident. I never found out who his

attacker was, nor what the fight had been about-he didn't
want to talk about it.
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Camps and Kitchens featured:

Mud Rats: Montana Mud/River Rats/Zuzu Kitchen/Granola
Funk Theatre. The most active kitchen after dark. Lots of
good music and zuzus al] night. Mud was available most
times, day or night.

Hitchin' Kitchen: This kitchen picks up every single
hitchhiker it sees in Babylon. Many choose to stay with the
kitchen and become part of its crew. This was a carnivore
kitchen, and at different points served fish, and dumpster-
scored chicken. Hitchin' was also up all night most nights
with free food in the woods.

Magic and Mayhem: I am sad to say I never actually visited
this kitchen.

Welcome Home: This was combined with A-Camp and
eventually became a kitchen as well, albeit a small one that
mostly brewed mud.

-

HFM: Hippie Family Ministries, headed by Pippie and Dave
from .Ej'astern. Washington. This kitchen put in the most work
focalizing this regional. The kitchen doubled as Kid Village.

It was a bit out of the way so I only spent time there at the
gathering a few times.

Open Camp: This was the main bliss pit, in the main

meadow. Unfortunately, due to the Meadow's proximity to

the road (right next to it) the kitchens refused to serve food '
there, so a hidden further meadow was used for Dinner

Circle. This meant that all of what had been supposedtobe .
main meadow was empty for all of the gathering- people had !
avoided camping there out of respect, so the only activity i
was people passing through it to go to the other meadow. The
open camp bliss fire was usunally occupied by very few

people, and sometimes folks got stuck watching the fire |
because they couldn't find anyone else to look after it so they !
could be free to leave.

(continued)



Fat Kids: Down the road, across from Death Camp. I didn't
spend much time there but there was some very soulful music
being played when I did visit.

Death Camp: Across the street from Fat Kids, up a big hill.
Most folks steered clear.

Sun Gazers: This was a vegan camp up a big hill. 1 had
planned to wake early or stay up all night and watch the sun
rise from Sun Gazers one night, but I was disillusioned when
a friend told me there wasn't really a good view of the sunrise
from this kitchen. I never did end up making it there, though
the soup they brought to dinner circle one night was divine.

Green and Purple: These guys wanted anything of yours that
was green and or purple. They were very zen and played lots
of Magic: The Gathering. I played a couple great games,
including one with an EIf Deck in which I had over 300
creature tokens in play.

Chai Bahai: "Stop by, say hi, get some chai". This was the
Bahai camp, and I ended up setting up my tent right next
door. This camp was very mellow and I enjoyed myself very
much every time I sat around the fire, especially when one
sister who spent time there would pull out her violin and play
for us. This was a 'teaching' camp, and a few times I was
drawn into stories that combined Rainbow history with Hopi
prophecy and Bahai teachings in a fairly seamless and
spellbinding narrative. The chai was delicious, and one night
they picked some apples from a tree on site and made a
delicious experimental dish that ate sort of like an apple
bread pudding.

Camp Go Fuck Yourself: This was compared to "The
Projects' by some. The GFY kids were all really awesome
people, they just liked playfully taunting each other by
yelling "Go fuck yaself" every time they felt like it. Soon
people adopted and altered the call so that "Go fuck yaself"
was frequently responded to with "Go love yaself" and "Go
hug yaselfl"

Taunts became quite popular and would get satirized and
bantered so frequently that a shouting conversation across the
field might go something like,
"Loving you!"
"Huffing glue!"
"Hey! Go fuck yaselfl"
"Go love yaself up!"
"Go hug yaselfl"
"Hey! You wanna bond about it?" :
"You wanna hug and cry? Cmon, I've got some kleenex right
here! I can already feel some tears coming!"
"Let's take this outside!"
"Fuck yeah fuck yeah"
"Hey! You can't fuck yeah your own fuck yeah! Wake up and
go back to bed!"
and the ever popular "Wake up and RAGE!"
which became "Wake up and spange!"
"Wake up and get laid!"
"Wake up and age!"
and "Wake up and go back to bed!"”

"Behold, the days are coming, says Yahweh,
when I will makeanew covenantwiththe
house of Israel and the house of Judah, notlike -
the covenant which I made with their fathers
when took them by the hand to bring them out
of the land of Egypt, my covenant which they
broke, thoughIwastheirhusband, saysYahweh.
But this is the covenant which Iwill make with
thehouse of Israel afterthosedays, says Yah-
weh: Twill putmylaw within them, and Iwill
writeitupon theirhearts; and Iwill be theirGod,
and they shallbemy people. Andnolonger shall
each one teachaneighborand eachabrotheror
a sister, saying, 'Know Yahweh, for they shall
all know me, from the least of them to the
greatest, says Yahweh; for Iwill forgive their
iniquity, andX will remember their sinno more.’
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A cosmic convergence in the hills of Kentucky
by Mollie Martin

The weatherman said it was going to be a rainy
gathering. We were going to have 1 nice day to get
there and get settled but the forecast said rain off and on
for the next 3 days after that. | really wasn't sure |
wanted to go. | mean | love rainy gatherings as much as
anyone, huddled under a tarp sopping wet and covered
in mud, wading down muddy trails, wrangling muddy
children who don't want to stay couped up in the tent for
days on end. Sounds like fun right? But something was
drawing me. | kept thinking, but you've never been to a
Cur_nberland Gathering before; it is your home bio-
region, you keep talking about how we need to gather
cI(_Jser to home.... now's the time. So despite my
misgivings we packed up Shi's van and headed out to
Salt Lick, Ky. It was a pretty but cool spring day, a
M_onday. We made one stop along the way at Abraham
Lincoln's birthplace for the kids to earn Jr Ranger
badges and stretch our legs. By the time we got to
Welcome Home it was a couple of hours till dark. We
unpacked the tee pee and bedding and what we knew
we would need the first night and headed in, kiddos
running blissfully ahead on the trail. We were all so
e>§cited to be in the woods again. The trail was about a
mile and a half, making a sharp left turn about a mile and
a quarter in down a steep slope that was already muddy
frpm the rain they had had the week before. In one of the
biggest mud puddles we encountered Asher lost his
shoe, sucked right off his foot, swallowed by the earth
not to be returned by the mud spirits until a week later.

We came to the first meadow and decided to
make camp there for the night, planning to look around
ar!d move camp in the morning. But in the morning the
rains came, making all the trails a muddy mess, and
making it impossible to move camp for several days.

_ Sometime Tuesday afternoon [ finally made it to the
kitchen. The kitchen was up a sloppy slope and was
sparsely populated by rainbows around a bliss fire that
was more smoke than fire when we got there. There was
one sister there that kept drawing my gaze back to her.
S_he was young and beautiful, but obviously a road kid,
dirty and more than a little jaded. There was something
about her that reminded me of something, but | couldn't
put my finger on it. When you've been to as many
gathering as | have you just assume when there is
someone there that looks familiar but your not sure how,
that you must have seen them at another gathering over
the years, and that is what | did at the time. | continued
to see her over a couple of days, each time with the
same nagging feeling in my mind that there was
something about her | was supposed to notice.
Sometime around Wednesday | heard someone call her
Persephone. It suddenly shook me. Such an unusual
name, | instantly suspected where | knew her from, but
no, wait, that was sooooo improbable. Still as we walked
away | asked Shi," how old do you think that girl is?".

Shi and | discussed my suspicion at length over the next

day and a half but | had no idea how to figure out if | was
right. | didn't want to interrogate her, freaking her out and
making her not want to talk to me, but | did want to
know.... was Persephone her real name?

Thursday evening came and we had dinner with the
family at main circle. Itwas far from the best rainbow
meal | have had but it was tasty and filling and the first
real meal we had had at main circle for the whole
gathering. After dinner the kids played, and the
drummers drummed, and marshmallows and glow sticks
were enjoyed by anyone who wanted them. Soon it was
dark and the kiddos were beat. It was time for bed and
the trails were still a muddy mess, so weé recruited
Persephone to help tote the kids back to camp so we
could put them down for the night. It always takes a
while to get 5 kids ready for bed but Persephone stayed
and helped and told riddles back and forth with the kids
while | got the little ones to sleep. | don't know how long
we sat up talking but eventually Shi asked the question |
had been dying to know the answer to for days...was
Persephone her real name? Her answer could not have
been more mind blowing. | think my jaw actually hit the
floor | was so stunned. She said " Well , yes it was the
name on my birth certificate, but they changed it in foster
care. My birth name is Persephone Cosmos". You see
my oldest daughter Willow's bio dad is named John
Cosmos, and | knew that he had given a child up for
adoption some 10 years before Willow was born who
was named Persephone. This girl, who looked so
familiar to me, was actually Willow's long lost half sister.
| knew it, with every fiber of my being | knew it to be true.
She looked so like Willow with her thick dark eyebrows
and her olive skin, plus there was something about the
smile, this was definitely her sister. | blurted it all outin
one breath. " | know your Dad ! His name is John
Cosmos, he lives in Paducah , Ky. You two are sisters | "
They flew into each others arms. The recognition was

instantaneous for all involved, Persephone was skeptical
to be sure, having lived 20 years knowing nothing about
your family to suddenly have a stranger tell you that she
knows who you are and that you have a sister must be
overwhelming. But she took it all in stride. She asked me
how | knew him and if | knew anything about her Mom. |
said no that | had no information about her but | could
put her in touch with John and he could tell her all he
knew. Eventually the girls stopped hugging and settled
down to ask some serious guestions before going to bed
to think things over for the night. | for one could not get
to sleep, my mind racing over all that had happened.
The next morning Willow woke up with a mission to
go find Persephone and get to know her. She had a
million questions for her, | had only one. Do you want
me to go out and call him and see if he can come here to
see you both? The overwhelming response from both of
them was Yes ! We were supposed to go home that day,
Willow was supposed to preform with her school's drum
ensemble the next day in Nashville, but we weren't going
anywhere. This was too unbelievable, we needed to
explore this further. Willow needed to get to know her



sister, and with Persephone being on the road, | knew
this may be our only chance for them to connect. So
Asher and | hiked out to find cell service and make some
phone calls.

We had to drive about 12 miles away from the
gathering to find service, but eventually we did find a
spot to stop and make our calls. First | called my
husband Jonathan to tell him we weren't returning that
day and let him know what had happened, | didn't reach
him, so | left a message but | knew he would not be
surprised we weren't coming home right away, even if
the reason why was shocking. Next | called my Mom as
she was expecting us home as well and | knew she
would worry if we were late. | filled her in on the basics
of what had transpired and promised to take pictures
and call her soon. Then | called John. | told him " | know
you won't believe this, but | just found Persephone. She
is here in Ky. with me and Willow at a Rainbow
Gathering." | told him we were way off the beaten path
and | knew without a car it would be hard for him to get
there but that | really thought he should do everything in
his power to get there before we had to leave Sunday
night or Monday morning. He took down directions and
assured me that he would do his best to get there and if
for some reason he could not for me to please give her
every bit of info on how to reach him I had and tell them
he wanted to see them both. | assured him | would pass
the info on , but encouraged him to do his best to get
there, whatever the cost.

| hung up and headed back to the woods not
knowing if he would make it or not, but determined to
give the girls time and space to get to know each other. |
arrived back at the gathering to find them deep in
conversation and more sure than ever that they really
were sisters. | told them that | had done my best and
given him all the information he needed to find us, now it
was up to him. We all went about our day enjoying the
sunshine and warm air for the first time in days and
finally beginning to dry out and de-muddify from the rain.
We went to dinner that night at main circle, and
eventually it was bedtime. We all walked back to the tee
pee and were getting the kids ready for bed. They were
all exhausted and ready for sleep, especially Willow after
her emotionally charged day. She had told me before we
left the drum circle that she was so tired she was about
to a a somersault into the fire. Suddenly | hear a familiar
voice outside the tee pee saying " is that a pink tee pee
tent?" | peeked out the door and saw that he had in fact
made it, and found our tent in the dark. John was at the
gathering to meet his daughters. | went out and greeted
him and met the fiance Jessica that had made the trip
with him, then ducked my head back inside the tent to
tell Willow he was there. All exhaustion must have fallen
from her body as she jumped up and out of the tent to
greet him. After some hugs she popped back in to get
her shoes then grabbed his hand and drug him down the
muddy path to take him to Persephone. | still had to get
the rest of the kids to bed but told them | would catch up
soon, as they disappeared down the trail.

By the time | did catch up with them they were all |
deep in conversation around the fire and all doubts had
been erased. He knew their birth dates, and told them |I
that he celebrated them both every year. He knew '|
Persephone's middle name, details about her no one !|
could know, it all had to be true. They all stayed up till ._
the wee hours of the morning talking and laughing
around a small fire in the kitchen, each in turn staring at |
the others hardly believing who was in front of them. |
can still barely believe it myself, but 1 know it to be true.
Truly the stars must have aligned to make it all happen
this way, but it all just goes to show that wher_1 you are
open to the possibilities of the Universe, magic can and
does still happen.
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A Letter To the President
By Plunker
January 30, 2012

To: President Barack Obama,
CC: Chief, Forest Service, Tom Tidwell,

President Obama,
Respect to Michelle, and your family, and respect to the Peoples of America,

Letter of Petition for Redress of Grievance

Howdy,

I am writing for the purpose of petitioning for your attention. I am an Honorably
Dlscharged Navy Veteran — June/63 — Sept/66.

I am here petitioning, as an individual, concerning issues regarding an event of Peace.

This event's Invitation is Open, Free to any and all persons to attend, an “Annual
Gathering of the Tribes, July 1-7”, a “peaceable assembly for purposes of expression on national
forest, other public lands.”

This peaceable assembly, free speech-expression event has been happening since 1972 —
oftentimes called: “Annual Rainbow Gathering”.

July, 2011, this Gathering happened, on National Forest, near Mt. St. Helens, in Washington
State. This Gathering (mainly) has taken place on national forest lands, and, throughout the years,
there has been an on-going relationship with the Forest Service. This relationship has wound
along on a road of sometimes cooperation, sometimes (mucho) conflict and confrontation. In
recent years, under your administration, there have been some positive changes.

This year, the Regional Forester, and ber crew of on-the-ground resource folks, did very well
— and, Regional Forester Jeanne Clayton's opening remarks, “Welcome, how can we help you?”,
(in the first meet), was a very pleasant surprise, something I (others) had been waiting a long time
to hear — to be accorded the same respect and service as other people/citizens who enjoy the
national forests. -

Then, June 16, along came Incident Commander Gary Campbell, a Forest Service Law
Enforcement Officer, new to Rainbow Gatherings, yet someone who approached gatherers with
respect. This contributed to good communications, better cooperation between Forest Service and
Rainbow Gatherers.

. *#%* Note: Things weren't perfect... (working on it) — There were harsh tactics used by
SOME LEOs who (illegally) inhibited peoples “ingress and egress” to this Expressive Peace
Assembly — one of petition, worship, prayer, life-style.

This year, on July 4th, during the Silence in a Circle of Peace, over 40, 000 persons
gathered, Circled, and for the FIRST TIME in 40 Years of Gathering, this Expressive Circle for
Peace, and Honoring, of all who live on the Earth - happened WITHOUT Law enforcement being
(visibly) present, with only the people enjoying peaceable assembly. Amazing, blessing, thank
you:

These July 1-7 Gatherings, called “Annual Rainbow Gathering”, are expressive assemblies
of peoples of many individuals, races, colors, cultures, religions, Creeds. Many of the folks who
attend practice a certain “Rainbow Credo” i.e. Creed of the “Rainbow Family Tribe”, “Rainbow
Family of Living Light”, et. al. etc... (by whatever name).

Basic principle of this Rainbow Creedo - (I define) - is: “Wherever grass grows, wind
blows, sun shines, these do so upon natural children of God-us, natural children of humankind,
and (my) natural spiritual brothers and sisters” - an “Imagi-Nation” where All People, in their



hearts and minds, are Family, and want to live in peace on Earth.

This is a Creed founded by individuals (including myself), who came out of Vietnam War
(other wars), and, out of the Streets of America - other places around the World. Whatever our
backgrounds, we circled, shared visions, dreams, and, founded a People, a Tribe of the Imagi-
nation. A people and tribe open to all people, as individuals, who seek peace, justice, pursuit of
happiness, and, agree-in-consensus to Gather in Peaceable Assembly, in equality, good vibes to
all.

Many of the folks who attend these Peaceable Gatherings, are U.S. Military Veterans. So,
it is difficult for me, others, to understand Why (we) “Rainbow Family Tribe” (by many names),
AND Rainbow Gatherings (by whatever name) are listed as TERRORIST... and the dollars used
to support the massive law enforcement presence at the Gatherings, comes from Homeland
Security (it used to be FEMA). This is a huge mistake. I, and the folks who come a 'gathering’ are
in no way out to “Overthrow the Government” as has been stated for all of these 40 years - in
secreted documents FOIA'd out to the “public eye”.

I am asking for a Review of this situation, and, upon review, a Letter or Statement (of some
sorts) that states, i.e. those of the Creed: “Rainbow Family Tribe”, et. al. etc. (whatever name),
and all other individuals, peoples who also gather/assemble, with one another at this Annual
Gathering.... are not considered “terrorist” or “out to overthrow the Government” of the United
States... AND, (please) that the “Annual Gatherings of the Rainbow Peoples” will NOT be funded
as “counter-terrorist” events, NOR, funded by Homeland Security, etc..

By the way, this simple measure is also a cost-cutter since over $1,000,000 a year goes for
Law Enforcement for the Annual July Gathering, alone. Over 1000 similar Gatherings, large,
small, happen throughout the year, around America, and around the World. Thousands, millions
(world-wide) of peoples' lives and practice of Peace is effected by these unbearable Law
Enforcement (baby-sitter) measures.

As President, you can only change what you can, and years of Law Enforcement i.e.
“Feds vs. Heads”, “cops vs. hippies”, ain't something you can change overnight (even if you
made it a priority) so, I am only asking for a RE-LISTING of “Rainbow, et. al. etc.”, and
“Rainbow Gatherings” OFF the “terrorist list”.

I am inspired to write, in some ways because of the conscious LEOs present at the
Gathering - like I.C. Campbell; and by a story of you, in Chicago, wanting to organize a
neighborhood, working it, no one showing up at your meeting except you and crew — maybe give
up, then, you saw a kid throwing a ball against a bldg., while standing in trash, it re-awoke your
energy to keep going, and you succeeded. I feel similarly with this petitioning. [ been asking for
many years, for simple respect and justice, use of national forest land without discrimination. I
petition here for all the generations of gatherers, who will, one day, be able to gather in Peace.
intend to petition individuals/peoples to join in this Petition of Clarity — Rainbows and Rainbow
Gatherings are Peaceable People Peaceably Assembling Expressing Peace.

thank you, in respect,
Barry Adams, aka Plunker, Montana, Rainbow Family Tribe
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- Desiderata
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- written by Max Ehrmann in the 1920s --
"Found in Old St. Paul's Church"! in Balltimore
Excerpted from The Rainbow Oracle, 1972
Go placidly amid the noise and the haste,
and remember what peace there may be in silence.
As far as possible, without surrender,
be on good terms with all persons.
Speak your truth quietly and clearly;
and listen to others,
even to the dull and the ignorant;
they too have their story.

Avoid loud and aggressive persons;
they are vexatious to the spirit.

If you compare yourself with others,
you may become vain or bitter,

for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself.

Enjoy your achievements as well as your plans.
Keep interested in your own career, however humble;
it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time.

Exercise caution in your business affairs,
for the world is full of trickery.

But let this not blind you to what virtue there is;

many persons strive for high ideals,
and everywhere life is full of heroism.
Be yourself. Especially do not feign affection.
Neither be cynical about love,

for in the face of all aridity and disenchantment,

it is as perennial as the grass.
Take kindly the counsel of the years,
gracefully surrendering the things of youth.

But do not distress yourself with dark imaginings.
Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness.
Beyond a wholesome discipline,
be gentle with yourself.
You are a child of the universe
no less than the trees and the stars;
you have a right to be here.
And whether or not it is clear to you,
no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should.
Therefore be at peace with God,
whatever you conceive Him to be.
And whatever your labors and aspirations,
in the noisy confusion of life, :
keep peace in your soul. '
With all its sham, drudgery, and broken dreams,
it is still a beautiful world.
Be cheerful. Strive to be happy

Vi

Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune.

r N 5

4 £ ° .
"WHY NOT SiGN A PERMTT™

I've heard people ask (hat question. and the ‘

TOP TEN REASONS are

1) We don't need one! The First Amendment guarantess the
nght to peaceable assembly

‘nrermus. can be revaked while the Gathering is going on
('OK hippas. you 9ol ase hosr fo get autia ihe woods!)

3) Permns can be denred by the Forest Service.

4) Il we stant signing permits, (hey Il demand them every ime
S) 00 YOU want to be hable for anything that happens while
20.000 peocoie are camping in Lhe lorest?

"8} The person wha signs could be sued by anyone. including

lhe Goverment. ‘or ANYTHING that happens al the
Gathenng!

T} You could be held responsible for meeting alt of Ine
condilions set forth n he permil. -

8) The Rainbow Family has no leacers, we are all equal & no
one has any pawer over us

9) By caving in we wauld allaw ihe Gavemnmeni (0 1ake away
First Amendment nghts irom every person in Amency .
reqardiess of therr resgion political party, age, race or sex
10} Learn 3 lesson from (he (ast 5Q0 years: Don't sign while
man's paper’



A Dream
By Mama Turtle

T had a dream... just woke up from it. Thought I'd share it.

I was walking thru a forest, alone. But I was looking for
someone, or something. I knew I had to reach a certain
destination. I kept telling myself "just a little bit further”, but to
what?! I finally stumbled out of the trees and there in the
clearing was a small lake. Chairs of vatious shapes and sizes
were all around it. I didn't see anyone there. I walked atound
the very clear and long defined path that wound its way in a
topsy tutvy fashion to the edge of the lake. Once there, I sat
down at the edge and stuck my feet in the water, watching the
flow of the water, listening to the lapping of it on the

sides..very zen!

I turned around when I realized that there were people coming
out of the woods to sit down. People I knew! Olders from the
Rainbow Gatherings. from all the years I had been going; 1 saw

each face and thought, "Hey! There's so and so! 1 remember

him/het! It's good to see them again."

FEach one of them found the seat that suited them best, then
proceeded to sit down. As more white hairs walked in, rolled
in, were helped in, they greeted each other, welcomed each
other. Settled theit coat or cup in the most efficient spot next

to them.

But as the majority of seats filled up, most folks quieted down
and started to allow the sounds of their surroundings to
petvade the human interruption. When it got real quiet, the
silence was almost deafening for a brief moment..then, a song
bitd started singing:

Just one.

Alone.

But then, another answered its song and within the space of 5

breaths, a chorus of sounds ensued.
Little pond frogs, cicadas, ctrickets.

They all continued their chorus that was probably in full swing

when I first floundered into the space.

The silence that was held by the olders was impressive! I even

forgot that they were there, all around the watet.

Then, someone started "ohming".
Real low. Real bass. Real soft.

Mote men's voices joined in. Very grounding. Then, another
round of voices found their place, tenor,one by oneever so
lightly, above the low tones. After that, rich alto voices
feathered in, filling up a range of heart warming sounds.

At this point, my throat got tight and I was overcome with the
beauty of it all. Because the insects and animals never stopped
their chorus! Our additional notes didn't

startle them or overpower their sound. Such controll I was so

impressed!

Then, after a short while, the high voices started to grow up

out of the olders, one by one.

And then I added my voice.

But by that time, the tears were flowing down my face and 1
couldn't help but feel genuinely, happy! Truly, truly filled with
joy!

I turned around to view the miracle taking place and noticed
that their were now people all around the lake now. And more
coming out of the trees! All ages and colors and ethnicities,
joining theit voices into that symphonic sound.

I teturned to my own focus and my own part I was singing and

reached my voice up to the highest note that felt comfortable.

1 statted to vibrate with that note and my body was humming
in accordance.

Then, something happened....

(This is the coolest partl)

My consciousness shot out of my body (as if a camera were
panning out real quick) and I could see the audio vibrations
emanating from our group in harmony. Quite similar to flower
blooming, only in cleat, slightly rainbow tinted energy. Then, as
my perspective opened up to the vantage I had, being free
from my body, I saw other "cells" of people, singing in similar
mannet, on different parts of the land. But my consciousness
flew ever higher and soon I could see that the entire continent
w/ myriads of "healing” groups "ohming" and pulsing with
sound! Indeed, I rose so high that I saw the entire planet. It
was blooming with these in-tune "flowers" of communion and

love.

And all the time, the light got brighter and brighter around the
earth. And as my awateness floated above the earth, I
witnessed the sound we all wete creating echoeing ever so
harmoniously throughout the peaceful silence of space.

Then, I woke up.

P.S. I don't think this vision has to stay a dream.
I think it can become a reality.



Learning Lessons
By Karin Zirk

For those of you who hang out with me, you've heard

me share this rap, but 'l reiterate just for the hipstory
of it.

The gathering was under siege by the United States
Forest Service (USFS) from the late nineties until 2008
with the worstyears seeming to be from about 2001
building to the incident in Wyoming in 2008 (where the

USFS cops shot pepper spray guns at folks in Kid
Village).

During these years, myself and many long time
experienced gatherers put most of our time and energy
into dealing with the USFS not into dealing with our
own internal issues. I'm not saying those of us who did
that where right or wrong, I'm just saying that from my
point of view that's what happened. | know personally
that besides endless permit issues, | spent a lot of time
trying to keep my family, especially my young brothers
and sisters, from getting arrested. At the time it
seemed like a good idea. When | have it to do over
again, | may do the same thing only I'll have a different
perspective on it.

However, ten years in the gathering is an entire
generation. An entire generation of people who started
coming to gatherings where main council rarely
happened, people weren't willing to step up and
focalize things for fear of being labeled a "leader" and
going to prison for it like so many of our very wise long
time

gatherers did. An entire generation where proper
sanitation techniques weren't being appropriately
shared with new kitchens, where recycling has gone
the way of poodle skirts, where people didn't feel main
council was a good place to bring their problems,
concerns or ideas for the positive evolution of the
planet.

During these years, there was a lot of focus on the
“individual" nature of the gathering as proof we
shouldn't have to sign a permit and very little focus on
the "collective" nature of the gathering. Even though
we are individuals, we are also creating a temporary
community which has a "collective" nature. I'm not
talking in a legal sense because | feel as if trying to
define who we are in reaction to law is a losing
proposition. We need to define who we are based on
our collective and individual visions of what this
gathering, this family, this world can become.

Starting in 2009, we started having main council daily
from July 1 through 6 (excluding the 4th). (Thank you
David and Cody for your hard work in grounding our
gathering.) | feel the energy shifting. People are

. coming and discussing real issues on the land. Nuts
and bolts

problems that we need to solve together. We do have
a shortage of long time gatherers and especially the
"earlies" at main council. The less experienced
gatherers are hungry for what you have to share.

The hipstories have returned with people sharing
collective stories from 1972 on to the present. We have
workshops galore now after years of diminishing
workshops.

However, we can't drop our own traditions for ten years
and then exPeﬁi people who never knew them to pick
Lip the moment we stop feeling under siege from the
government. Since the spring of 2008, | have

created an annual blog for each gathering where | rap
about stuff | have learned in my years of gatherings.
This is just one way to share the hard won knowledge
and wisdom of this family. (Editor's note: This year's
blog can be found at

http:#/appalachiangathering201 2.blogspot.com/ ). |
know other people in this family are doing their part to
share the wisdom in whatever manner each person
sees fit. We really need to ramp this up, but not from a
place of, I'm smart and you're dumb, but with this entire
history of how we got to this point. Because the
problem isn't the less experienced gatherers, its the
more experienced ones who dropped the ball (for valid
reasons).

s gy



Some experienced scouts started a page on Facebook I'm sure everyone reading this has other ideas on how

to discuss scouting and share their knowledge with less we can increase the speed at which people are
experienced folks. (Great idea) and the discussions learning gathering basics and our hipstory. I truly
and ideas are flowing freely there on the topic of site believe this is the heart of the various problems so
selection. many

people are bitching about.
This year specifically, | felt that lack of a site specific Be the change you wish to see in the world.
Rap 107 contributed to our struggles with keeping
people camped back from the creek and not swimming Peace out!
in the creek. It was my understanding that some of the Karin

younger family didn't want the environmental impact of
the paper. | can respect that position, but we need a

very small Rap 107 (printed on 1005 recycled paper) .

that everyone gets coming in which includes site ' ) > re,
specific issues like Bull Trout eggs getting ready to ’ '
hatch - hence we need to — e ! 2

protect the creeks. That sure would have save me
personally a lot of stress.

e e o

Sesk life din abundance, not oburdince in life.



. | may be rag’géd, but I'm real.
' —Tony Angel

Along the Trail from Heart to Heart

Jor Enoah

By Stephen Wing

39th Rainbow Family Gathering of the Tribes
July 1-7, 2010, Allegheny Forest, Pennsylvania

Lights
cruising the woods at midnight
mark the invisible trails

that crisscross the blackness for miles
around my tent

E:ar‘]y the next morning,

sitting on my stoop of pine needles and duff
amid sunlight and leaf-shadow,

between birdsong and silence,

I can’t help noticing

the light

In every passing face

Duet of saxophone a ]
nd flute soaring “Somew,
Over the Rainbow” ¢ here

Jrom the trail above my camp

Down those trails

wom smooth by the footprints

of barefoot wanderers

we go wandering in our turn,

my traveling buddy and I,

over log bridges packed with dried mud
Fwo more sets of footsteps ,
in the circumambulating parade:
fire-trolls and water crew,
supply sherpas and shitter-diggers,
drainbows and bliss ninnies,

» g: Ursi 3’ C

Pineapple pizza comin
: g out of the m
till the wee hours Y ud oven

the night we hiked in Jrom Welcome Home

All these trees

grew up together,

dividing up the sunlight,

sharing the rain,

giving voice to the wind,

gradually filling every jigsaw piece of sky
with interlacing branches

that welcome all wandering visitors
into their shelter and shade,

while everywhere underfoot
between the hospitable trunks

that hold our tarps and banners high
lies a cornucopia of firewood

for the ovens and bliss fires,

poles for kitchen rails and bridges,
sticks for tables and counters,

twigs for muddy spots on the trail,
leaves and needles

to cushion my sleep

Ping pong in the nude
across a slab of plywood in the meadow

1 swear I saw you at the Gathering,

about twenty years old and gorgeous,

eyes lit up with that mysterious alchemy

of transmuted sunlight,

hair dark and wild like a sleeping memory
of last night’s holy bacchanal . . .

I don’t think you recognized me

But sometimes I only recognize myself

in the young warriors I pass on the trail,
staring around shy and amazed

at this impossible vision

of tipis and trading blankets and smiling topless sisters,
atribal village floating full-blown

out of the wild reaches of their imaginations,
settling to earth in the Pennsylvania mud
before their unbelieving eyes

(and in one of those tipis we heard the saga

of a busload of hippies who drove from New Mexico
in a freshly converted biodiesel schoolbus,

pulling in behind fast-food joints

instead of the usual truck stops,

working together like a ship’s crew, -
hand-pumping used grease through their filters

to re-fuel the mothership

on its maiden voyage,

their dog happily licking up the spills —)

Kitchen crew doing “You’re So Vain”
in five-star harmony
chopping veggies for the stew



So where else can you say

that waiting in line is the best part

of your day? The old friend

unseen for many a gathering,

the new friend who hitched up from Florida
for his very first one —

Finally we reach the pushbutton

hand-wash dispenser,

the stainless steel pans heaped with pasta,
the sublime grins of the servers,

only to realize

we’ve spaced out our plates and spoons somewhere
back along the trail . . .

“Some things can only be achieved
by retroactive planning,”
my traveling buddy explains

The water here
converges in wandering streams
from the mountainsides
that flank this valley,
seeps up through the mud
under sandals and boots and bare toes,
hangs in steamy clouds of humidity,
drips in branching runnels of sweat
down painted faces and tattooed torsos,
saturating tie-dyes and halter tops and sarongs,
flows cold and muddy
almost bellybutton-deep
between naked bodies at the swimming hole,
runs steadily from the circular lips
of black waterpipe
_jinto the circular cups and containers
of grateful humans
taking our turn in the water cycle
that keeps us all alive

A portable massage table headed into Kid Village
for a “house call” :
as we head out after lunch

That joyriding helicopter

buzzing our six square miles of meadows and trails,
burning precious hydrocarbons

and fouling the atmosphere

can’t disturb the quiet breathing of these woods,
can’t interrupt the levity

of fiddle and mandolin,

the happy chatter of the kitchens,

raucous dramming and hoots of laughter

across the valley —

Even the one that circles low above the treetops
on the morning of the Fourth

as if under orders

to desecrate our sacred morning of silence
finally fades away,

leaving the forest twice as quiet as before

(and later that day we heard the saga

of the kid who climbed the wrong tree

in the dark hour before daylight,

the dead branch that cracked under his weight,

his broken pelvis and fractured skull,

the medivac pilot who didn’t trust the meadow

so refused to land until a ground crew had hiked in
to confirm safe landing —)

“Anybody got some helicopter repellent I could borrow?”
asks my traveling buddy

The power of the drum not played,
cradled under one arm :

down the trail to Main Meadow,

idly caressed beside the warm ash

of last night’s boogie fire,

all that leashed thunder held in check

till the moment for celebration arrives —

the power of this deliberate silence

voicing a momentary absence of rancor and rivalry,
the song of a deep listening,

a loving drumroll of quiet,

brainwaves and heartbeats aligned

with the millennial meridians of the Earth,

a peaceful, breathing presence

of sunlight and silence . . .

The silence is sacred

because we make it 50.

by discipline and attention,

reverence and respect,

aware that our one small particle of choice
compounds with thousands of others

into one huge fern-carpeted,
tree-buttressed, sky-roofed cathedral

of pure intent —

a temple to the planetwide convergence

of vision and will

that must someday calm the noisy world
of killer drones and car bombs

and death camps (real ones, not just pretend)

Been rebelling against authority

for 39 years now, long enough

to have our own rebels

disturbing the peace meditation on the Fourth

So where was I exactly

when I set down my dish

and went on a quest for fresh hot dishwater?
“Not all who wander are lost,”

goes my motto this gathering:

“some of us only lost our stuff . ..”

Of course I’1l never find it

till T stand in the uphill corner of the kitchen
and holler it out —

“Right over there by the dish station,”
someone casually informs me




«we're doing this on the sly,”

my traveling buddy quips to a pretty young sister
who joins us to scrub a few pots,

“pretending we’re doing a job we don’t like . ..” At every stop for rest

on our way up the long steep trail,
another rustic, peaceful view

A long “Om” sounding through the trees
from the neighborhood next door

Go, team, go!

The barefoot warriors

who haul the food in, the garbage out, down through the woods . -

some exhausted mama’s gear Looking back into the heart of the Gathering

up and down these trails, from my mossy stump

the kitchen ogres and dinner-circle servers, or fallen log, all I can see is trees

radio-carriers and Info crew, but the invisible valley below swells and surges like the sea
1ot to mention a perimeter of warriors with a jubilant pandemonium,

parking the cars, voices, drums, dogs . ..

driving the supply trucks, dealing

with the occasional armed gang in uniform,

working the courtroom in Erie

an hour’s drive away,

making this whole peaceable assembly thing possible
down here in the valley

With every step the birds grow louder,

the noises fade behind us —

then suddenly out of nowhere an electric guitar,
and a dude strides by

hugging a monster boombox,

missing everything the birds keep

(and somewhere along the trail we heard the saga patiently repeating

of the weeping young sister busted for heroin
disguised in a bottle of Alleve,

how a family attorney suggested the cops

«1 gwear that cart has put on about twenty pounds
since we started up this hill,”

might want to pickup a sealed bottle my traveling buddy pants

of their own from any drugstore, And all at once without warning we’re in the car,
how the head cop broke open a pill doors slam, engine revs,

with the butt of his flashlight, scattering clouds driving back into the vast, oblivious,

of white powder everywhere, infinitely obnoxious boombox:

and how it too tested positive -) of the world

The only snake I saw this Gathering Yet even there, if we pay attention,

was somebody’s pet, peeking anxiously under every yard of gravel and asphalt and concrete
out of her shoulderbag we can detect a trace

of an ancient trail

that leads unerringly always
to another heart —

another hug — another

home

Every trail here is a spiritual path,
a rambling journey

from heart to heart, hug to hug:
every person we meet

is a fresh destination,

every passing glance a potential detour :
through airports or alleyways,

online avatars or ancient

incarnations:

every conversation is an odyssey

of chance companions

across the watersheds and divides

of some legendary continent

long ago swallowed by the sea:

every fork along our way is a choice
between parallel dimensions,

colliding techtonic plates

or galactic clusters,

every camp or kitchen where we linger

a supernova of stories,

songs, laments, visions, menories,

each left behind in its turn

on our daily pilgrimage

from daylight to starlight . . . U




On Table Mountain
July 4, 1972

Feather Hammond told this story

that spotyou could see oul

prayer and respecling each othar,
50 each can pray
the energy that's been put

of July that we 2ll gatherad logether.
and gathered an Incredible erergy.

rligions or beliefs of ditferant ways
express that in thelr own way.

praying,
afternoon this continued, this prayer
back to camp.
well, | might as well
anything thal might be left.
Thay were sitting by this

about everyona bringing a stana
Well | happenad Just to have

My name [s Fealher, and I'm goi
Gatherlng back in Granby Coloradoin
1he Fourth was a beautiful meuntaintop called
was 8 miles away. (twasa mountain held sacred to many tribesin the area, and from
Inall directions snow-capped peaksof the Rocky Mountains.

whaglchairs and just all Kinds of pecple

And all through the morning s more art
hald andihe prayer, the enargy becama mofs an

And then late In the afternoon alol of folk
|Hell really drawn to stay thare as |
etulse around and see If | can

and placed there by people that had read the Inv
from a ditferent |

during

ng
Table

Sowewanted o gotothat spol lo pray for peace.
of the 3id, walking from camp carrying ¢
Table Mountain. | jolned in with a lot of
Mountain about dawn, and slowly walked uptothetopof
and hundrads, thousands of peopla who w

And It was such a beauliful experience being
kind of athing happen In & very spontanadus way,

Iniheir own way, for world peace, and
for that, And thera wera childran
who gathered onthal mauntain, that first

Evaryona was

ara silanily gathering on
with so many people and having this
Paople were really focused onthis
evaryone's differences, by all agreslng to keep silant

1o tall a litle story about the first Ralnbow
72, Thaspot whare we all gathered to pray on

Mountain, nearby the campsite, it

Alot of people started the night

andies, having a silent prayer vigil, walking to
folks who were doing that, and got to Table

Table Mountaln with hundreds
he mountain

glve honor and gratitude forall

and dogs and peopla In
Fourth

d mora pecple gathered the silence was
d more pure, more and more focusad,

really touched by it. Many many

peopls perceive the Splrit, everyone was ablato

And than | guess it must have bean midafterno
sllance just spontanacusly beganio bebrokenbythe
laughing—JustInthe mostspontanecus way,
all together and blanding many dittarent ways for peace on earth. And all through the
and calebration in mar
s startad heading back down the hillto go
ang as | possibly could, Sel thought

Solranacrossagroupof folkswhowere sitting way up,
large plle of slones that had been
ftatlon to the first
and and placing it on this plle.

on, at some point, when finally ihe
sound of pecple singing, chanting,

Reprinted from All Ways Free, Sumimer 1992

a Hipstory Telling at the Vermont Gatharmg. '

and llstening to the drum and feeling really clear aboul what we'd been dolng. And|
opened my eyes and | saw this, what | thought was astar. Itlooked llkethe evening star,
really bright, just a really bright clear star closs to the horizon.

‘And then as | sal looking &l It it lnoked like It was coming closef, getting brighter—
and then | realized that it actually was and |l was gelling really close, and It looked like
j1was actually entering into thevallsy that we were In—slila long ways away. Anditwas
Just as bright and as clear, a clear while blue light, as V't ever seen, as bright as |'d ever
saen the morming star actually. And then Il gol evan closer and as | walched, Just
transfixed by this star, all of a sudden avelce started speeking tome. Anid thavolca sald:

“We are your brothers and slsters. Wa are ona with you In peace and light. Wea just
want you to know that we totally suppart what you're dplng, and we want you to krow that
wa'ro hare to help you. And what has happened, this prayer that has happenad today,
has ralsad the planatary vibration of the whale planet, and it's exiremely important that
this work for peace becontinued, We'dliketols! bek toy diractly,
but we can't at this time. The world's not quite ready forit. But we want yau ta know that
wo're hera, wa're helping you, you Know we're always here for you. And ihatif anything
should come down, we will ba there fo help you. And don'tbe afraid of anything, not even
death, nothlng should you be afraid of, but Just conlinus to do this work for world peace.
And Ifitever comes downreally heavy, we'll ba there, becausews won't alfow the human
raca o be totally wiped out from the earth.”

The whole message probably took 45 sacands orwhataver, I'm not surawhat, And
a5 soon as they finished saying thal, | just watched and tha light just zapped out, the star
was |ust gona, Just vanished. It didn't llke take off or fade out of anything, it just zapped

fight out. And | looked around and averybody etse was stil chaniing and singing and

|ust acelebrationof many prayers

many 1o mary ways.

find any garbage and help pick up

further up on the mountain.
gathered from many lands
Gatherlng; I talked

afittle stona In my pocket

that I'd been carrying to do

over of was 1

{hat, 56| put mine on tha
saxephone thal somaone
agroup of people sitting around {alking together and sharing: and Barry Plunkes came
told the story about the Ralnbow Pled

plle. And
had found and just all

hate with his plunker and he

thera waslurquolse and
kinds of things on

Together, the story ©

antelope antlers and an old
this plle of rocks, and

{ how Freedom managed to lead the children lo happlness and

Ing and praylng. Nobody elsa had seen It or heard it but me. Andfora leng time
| didi't eveneven tell anybody about the exparienca, but itwas something that personally
gaveme a lot of encouragemant.

I's important, you know, to share it with other paople, and maybe other folks hava
had similar exp or encourag 1s, andwe could all put it fogether andses how
we can keep working on this peaca on earth and keaping the Rainbow Gatherings
happening and spreading {hroughott the world, with love. Thanls.

_‘.‘J\!: o e "5"\»__
o

safety, and lo free them from {he wraths of gresd and hatred and anger.

And then there were a few of us who declded—wa didn'l even dealde, it Just

happened, wa just kept climbing higher up on the meuntain as it was getling toward

sunset. Wewent alltheway uponthe vary top of the ridge, as highaswa couldgo. Barry

found a conga drum and | found a sleeping bag on the way. “There wera aboul six of us

and we sat way up high on tha ridge, and Barry was playing the drum and wa wera all

chanting and singing and watching the sunset, and just faeling the energy of whal had

. happened that day so strangly; everyona just {elt to be pure channels of tha love and
light and celebration end Joy that we all felt from sharing that together,

Then just as it was getting o be twilight—1'd had my eyes closed, | was chanling
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The Cave
.. The People are in shock,
Slap them in the face,

Fie. 2.—rs, the rinibuw goddsy enefiog 2 hidy
Fiom an ancicat vate. [Reproduced from

Rescherl

!

. YOU WILL WRKEUP
nowt



Ruminations on the Sounds and Songs of the Rainbow
or Sometimes known as Chewin’ the Cud on Dat Der

Music in the Woods...
By Tenali

Songs cannot be owned. They are passed like a torch, hand
to hand, generation to generation, a shimmering glimpse into
the halcyon days that never go away. From the Industrial
Revolution to the Information Revolution, and despite the
what ifs of the world, the song continues to breathe as a
luminous synesthesia, the guiding light that bears our
streams of precious memories and precious times, precious
songs and precious lives.

At some point in the 90s I realized how rainbow appeared to
be primarily an oral tradition and phenomenon with rich
stories that abound within everyone who has attended a
gathering over the last 40 years or so. I think that preserving
a traditions song reveals the various aesthetics of the human
family, and music is an immediate and engaging expression
for some of the deepest emotions that we share. For better
or worse, and in thanks to all the performers, I have
attempted to preserve a few of the oral jewels that rainbow
has offered to the land, to the people and to the world.

Alan Lomax, the famed ethnomusicologist, folk song
archivist and so on, wrote in a letter in 1954 “Music for most
people, not professional musicians, is more than melody,
rhythm and words-it’s what kind of voice the singer uses, the
way he holds his body, and it’s when and how and where the
song is sung. All this learned and transmitted from
generation to generation... The primary function of music is

A
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to remind the listener that he belongs to one certain part of
the human race, comes from a certain region, belongs to a
certain generation.”

Music from the rainbow may appear to be incongruous and
inconsequential, and sometimes it is, but there are unique
moments when it all comes together and every whisper,
sneeze, chuckle, cricket, crackling fire, or what have you,
clasps hands with the song, collectively carrying a
communion of exquisite sound permeating through the trees,
freckled like fireflies, and flickering to the stars above.
Exquisitely going from here till here is there.

When I stroll through a gathering, the ephemeral and
fugacious sounds trickle from camp to camp, kitchen to
kitchen, campfire to campfire, trail to trail and creek to
creek. Occasionally, a surreptitious sound bite wisps itself
upon the atmosphere and tickles the frontal lobes, becoming
a delightful decoration amongst the daily sounds of kitchen
workers, wood haulers, forest creatures, nonsensical
howlers, the cacophony of dogs and whatever else. Speaking
of sound bites, I always thought we should be collecting a
catalog of rainbow sound bites, you never know, we may
find some winners. Hint Hint. ..

Musical perfection aside, there are some inspired
performances shared at a gathering, and the rugged
wilderness environment finds a way into the recorded song,
acting as a guide and reminding us all of the importance of
gathering in a non-commercial setting. Well, maybe. I don’t
want to be too presumptuous, but for me, field recording in a
spontaneous, random and non-commercial environment is a
rewarding and engaging adventure with an infinite and fresh
opportunity. I do hope that these audible nuggets of time
offer you a multiplicity of connections, wonderment, paths,
directions, inspirations and love. If nothing else, they are an
aural curiosity with its very own constellation.

And remember folks, especially you newbies, it takes heaps
of hard and dedicated work to pull a wholesome gathering
off. Lend a hand, when you can, especially because you
never know when you might meet someone laying water line
or chopping onions who will become a friend for life.
Building a network of friends, family, and community, both
locally and globally, will always be a treasured chestnut and
strength as we approach the ups and downs in the days
ahead. And despite the typical feuds that occur within the

. rainbow network, may our diverse skills and talents continue

to rise above and shine wherever a shine is needed. Thanks
to all of you that carry the spirit of working hard and playing
hard, you know who you are.

For further reading and to listen to and/or download all of
the field recordings I have made, check out
musicfromtherainbow.org
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Dear All Ways Free! - July 20, "85

Decr.hning].‘[ze Pothibition Now

|

The current escalating goverrment run war-on-pot &
other "controlled substances' (drugs) is really a
‘battle to control minds & emotions (don't be
.altered or go mad), as much as using laws to
support the drug & corrections industries. Prisons
employ 1,000's of military minded, while threaten—
ing the masses for bresking laws. It's true cops

F iy Whoj|c
Reprinted from All Ways Free, February 198

[T v o
Réefer-nadness, tha fear of pot, vbuld be caused by
our parents making us fear laws or fear getting
loose, wild or cut of control, -psychedelic,
Pot-heads fear of getting busted is projecting fear

.| on authoritdes, and fear of pot is'y projection of

the fear of nature (the dark, unknown and shock—
ing). Our pot-laws are = symbolic of
cultural-mind-control thru gaverninent most fear.
In fact most adults don't evert doubt arresting’

protect the property-owning (tax-paying) class, but| pecple for having or growing herbs (sclence says
blaming them for pothibition is misplaced protest, | are medicinal and rot dangerous), plants that we

iHe mist get to the ront & -cause of the pot-war

use to relax in a stressful sceiety is ghsurd. We

lrather than play *the ploitics of blame', seeldng |need a vast cultural enlightenment to Iiberate us -
vhy some people fear, and some want and use pot. 1| from pot fesrs, probably by recognizing Mother

'mti—saujal obscenity laws against udity arid
public-—sexing, helping sell the unatural sexy
cover-ups (fashion). i :

:But what causes these fear-ridden laws enforcing
‘eonformity? Most adults are afraid of losing
control of their mind, body and emotions (tho feir
enjoy 1t), expanding their consciousness now. So,
‘like parents blaming kids for upsetting them, .
pot-laws and pot fears are projecting blame cutside
for (I think) fear of losing contral of self and or
others. However, the persecution of pot is really |
big-tusiness to keep millions depending on’drugs
and media, You ean't sell free-love dr free—pot
(heme-grown), but unatural sex is like drugs,
marketable and profitable. Home—grown pot is like
home-made solar-energy, both can liberate us from
the Inflating costs of deperding on power (or drug)
industry, but laws forbid or discourape them. .
However, depending on pot to relax is as unatural
as fearing .

I

rigliis

kirlh o

' 1

i nonuvio
regsin
all but

manne
aupr

ithink both fears are really similar to the . . |Nature as.the supplier of our resources. Pot-heads
are tod mellow to get'mad over pot-laws.

we are now engaged in a revolution. The most
peaceful revelution on Turtla Island. . ’

Tae blood of our revolution was first spilt several
hundred ysars ago.

t is becausa af thie that our spliitual and political
are protected by the American Constitution, (the

f Freedom as practised on this planet). -

tis becouse of this Constitution end the blood that

twas shed to gain 1t that we can wage a paaceful/

lent revolutlon in order to maintain, retain and
our rights, liberties and freedoins.

The bureaucralic beast that someone died and left in
charge of our heritage has gone and created a policy that

abolishes the Constitution of the United States of

fAimerica and is now prepared to regulute and in some

r or other permit our. thoughts, ideas and
| and/or aHch thereof.. i

to com

' This hnllcg, which, has the effact of law wui created
because some of us enercised our rights to our heritage.

anti-politicoes kesp in mind that you too stirred the

political shit and now It stinks.

Nomw if we do not deal with it in anintelligent,
legei/politicel; realistic manner we will have succeeded in
doing for the usurpers what they for centuries hava been
attempting...a loss of liberty snd freadoms to gensrations

Remember Freedom comes with responsibility and
only responsible peaple are free.*

May you alweys be free
Love and light

A VI )

WHAT IS FREE

AND WHAT IS CASH
by Gerrlck DBeck

I

Yost of us imolved 3n the Rafnbow work
year-roud In oo w3y or arother eaming rur
Jeepr—az fdm ord Bvn vore bound to alter s
iar fal] fron grace—by the oot of our broa,

Mg vy en mds Jt ns doomtly ax pesaible, by
wrrding v crafts, by croating ner arta, by

" werhlng with the ravth, by peovtiing oorviees thar

24 cur fellow tamans, etc. Dut the money system
18 5o tled inta Lle banks, the goverments,

ilw arved procectors of real cstate, the explofta-
tim of natural rescurces: inflation, interest,
romt ralses, taces, that it fs hurd as can be to
get by decently, surtounded os ve are by the pain-
strens crush taard namon ard its dollah-slgm
groLlfication.

\zn ve care to the Ralnlxw Catherirgs ve are
stegping 1o 3 vislin af Now Te G Be—tn 2 vorld
wane Veve 1o all yon reed,” dhere comperation ot
covpetition T6 vhat v hwve seorg e aed vhere v
can-=Al evon for @ eoownt In Ui sar—be foee of
iha chalra wclety throwa over us,

T byl ol pelling that go o0 &t the fath-
erlig ce the Wiggeat Tole In oo backet,

Thi besplege #eed se1ling of besds, blebets,
trubiles, condy bars, saerneents, at the Githeclng,
dewry the bacic principlés of Ralnbos Cansciminess
Just as do damping the enrth ind violence.

. 1In fact, che primuy single nost dlstinguiel-
Ing fctor that differentfates these Gatherings
[rca all Other Humn Pyencs s that these Gather—
iIngn are keld for Free: the mtry Is free, the
focd is free, the healing is free, the lohor tlat
sats up ad clems up I8 freely piven, the enter-
tajment is free, the workshops are free, and so
.

1f v as a Peaple; 1f ve a3 individuals, da
ot stop the buying and selllrg thak gocs on we
wl1] Jose the whole Gachering. We w1l [ind people
eriting o their cline=in parking speces; weadll
(1) gesple salling ua mordbstches] ve will Cind
prople relling s beerg we wdl) £ lnd peeple sellig
s ghttde rides; we will fial the pevemeest de
asling vorey (lsts of voray) fron us fer our cight
te Cather on recnnt of the earverelal
nature of the Gathering; we vill fJrd police busts
vithin the Gathering perimeter; rod Jastly and most

‘ead ve vi1] find that the brotierhood ad
slirerhond ot somes to these cvests Joses
Interest becawse the Gallwrings will hava Jost
thelr unlge qualltyoae, |

Think about it.

Te traders clrcle s done Tittle LC anything
to riop the spread of ccervrclulluw, Troe, tore
have been sar sltarpts but these leve rever
worksd. The comncil teo, hos braught up the 1ssve,
roxdil mgreed upan proposals but the sellers gen-
erslly hove not conpratied.

The ey hoge 1s for evtryroe corcerrml to
take asidonr an sctive, clear, veeal hogoott of
imyern dolng tomarelal bieema St the (mily's
fetlerleg, Weoe thos, preoch to the, tooh thim,
cenpy tha, confrons tem cach ood every ool 2t
all thees when poeple ciee o v fmdly eatheadrol
sual try to sell w gocds. It fm only by sharing
thot we w1l get put of the plt the sest of the
acelil In fn. - L

1t 12 enly by eharing that ‘Ao 'snd Bva o ”
o the ol myths & et back Inro the gaplen Whers
e ripfully belong.

Uhen éur brother end sfstee chows up, fom e
front gate to the trail hame ve wmt to share a
rnunity that in Real Life is beyond the rule and
rules of Vinlence, Prejudiie znd Cash,

I

‘fesrs ago dn the carly days of these Gather—
1ga ve printed a booklet called The Painbow Ora—
cle. In it 1 an article Heled "What 1s Free und
Wt 1s Trade?” shich askad vamy smy questlons and
drew a few conclusions.  Awng - than wes the fdea

dint trading hetveen two inllviduals dn a single
unique situation was within these people’a free
tlghts; but this §s n far ery from persons coning
to the Gathering with my (om of comercin] {n-
tent. 1L s far far aay [rom persma relling mel-
ons or weavings or t-shirts or whit soe of us car
rlder sacrawents, Tt 45 far esy frow rofshos ut-
tons or raintxw dealahs (na matter how slck ot or-
ganie) beirg sold in tha weadows and at the {Tont
pacc.

Freryone involved hag thelr special story,
tiedc "need,” thesr “'casts," but so do w all: the
petple vho bring the glant kitcheisare bring it ta
dare, the pecple who bring the medicines and bon-
dages and shelters have their o costs to bear,’
the pecple vho drap ooney 1 the hat do 1t out of
love for the vhole of us, and the people vho care
rd give it puoy are the Tainhow,

then e came to the Cathering, between ns ond
the rest of the world there ia a splritual place,
and Wden e cross that place into the place within,

" witldn che Catherlng, we are entering pacred
\wond—only 1f v mke 1t'that way and coly 1f ve
keep it thal way.

The goverment loves It wicn ve Lrade for
cady, They Jove sceing cur unity dijuted by thelr
ey, And chey watch us carefully. Ve have Te-
corded the Ecderles agaln and ggain otogrphing

the cychamga of cash, roting {t In thelr notebaoks,

They tuve every intenticn of using this evidemen of
cur "comerelal use of public lads" opainst us.

To Ukn this 18 validatica that v are'not & epid~
tual fandly in our matural temple. They woadd love
Lo 5ee the usa of soney ovenun wr [ee evirm—
mat.

If we try to pulice aur aperatirma e will o
ly drive the sales ad purchask. Lrip underground. ©
Agaln, our sole‘lope 18 peer grof eccuundeatin on
& very wassive, direct level that relmtlessly
comunleates these Ideas wnti] tej oy strangly
understood by encugh of ue, Then we 'can cintfme
towand cur lorg~term goals of evolving 4 funds~ -
weitally Free and beautiful futwe. " .~
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The RAINBOW is our sign, all the colors. of
creation in a single harmonious are, spring-
ing .in beauty and diversity from the One ..
Light - , '

Qur FAMILY extends across all human boun—
daries, embracing all children of the Mother
as brothers and sisters under the One Tove

We practice LIVING the LIGHT we speak of,
remembering +to honor the Spirit in one -
another, remembering to live lightly on our
Mother Earth ' '

You are entering a time of great - .
promise and overdue rewards.  °*  WORTY) PEACE is not only our praysr on the

4th of J s but a living rotential we
bring to life by offering our best eéXample

of cooperation and. respect to the world

The HEALING we receive in this beauwtiful -
wild place, t00, is a gift we gratefully
Pass on, in all” the ways humans give, as we
follow our medicine paths back to the world

In GATHERING we discover again the ancient
Sacredness of coming together in praise and

thusiasm ° - : 1
An '""esme?;ritnt:“pay off. gratitude, to celebrate our human ties ‘and - -
‘ ought to § our link to the One Heart of ereation
18, =
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PEPOTS ARE COLOR CODED, TN AL THINGS IWE [ CLEI THEB RS YOO
554%65 gm%/moqumnum Pl WILL REFLECT LESSONS
YELIOW - BURNABLEGperwon) W LEARNED FROM THIS ONE.
GREEN - ComposT : THIS BOOKLETNREFL‘i_CRTS
INDE0- Lamey WITH THANKS To THE THE THINKING AND EXPER -
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GJELCOME HOME /7
THE RAINBOW FAMILYOF
LIVING LIGHT (WELCOMES YOU
0. cUR FAMILY GATHERING
A PIACE WHERE PEQPLE
CO-OPERATE NOT COMPETE.
EACH YEAR THE FAMILY HOLDS
THE GATHERING,RTOTALLY
FREE NON-COMMERCIAL
SHARING OFOUR LIVES AND
SACRED HEARTS, IN THE
CATHEDRAL OF NATURE FOR
THE HEALING OF THEEARTH:
THERE 15 NO AUTHORITARIAN
HIERARCHY HERE. I T WORKS
BECAUSE EACH OF US TAKES
THE RESPONSIBILITY TO
MAKE 1T WORK.PART OF THAT
RESPONSIBILITY 15 A PLEDGE
WE KEEP TO EACH OF US,

EMERGENCY SERVICES
AND VOLUNTEER_
EXPERTS WHa

COMBINE. GENTLE NATURAL
REMEDIES TD PROMOTE. THE
B00Y's OWN DEFENSES AND
STONDARD MEDICAL PRACTICE,
INFO CENTER:

BULLETIN BOARDS FOR
NOTICES, INFO,NETWORKING,
RIDES, AND A CREW OF
VOLUNTEERSTO DEALWITH.
RUMOR CONTROL AND
CAMP COMMUNICATIONS.

GATHERING ON PUBLIC
LANDS:

OUR PERMIT TO GATHER
PEADS AS FoLLows:

“CONGRESS SHALL MAKE
{’f LAW RESPECTING AN

CAMP SECURITY ATTEND
@f_;caae SHANTI-SEN,

ACHING AND CO-OR0IN -
ATION COUNCILS . FROM
THERE THEY SCAITERAMD
WATCH OUER THE SAFETY
OF 4L, THE ARE NO FOLICE
AT A GATHERING . WE ABE
SA £§gmuss WE WATEH
CVER EACH OTHER.
EMmcau.Ysps_mufr, WE

CEALL SHANTI-SENA

-
r:' "Asm ING WE
HAVEA MAGICHAT.IT'S
PMAGIC LIES INTHE
MIRACLES THAT CO-OPERATION
CAN 00. BY GV
GENEROUSLY WHEN THE HAT
COMES AROUND EACH OF LS
PABTICIPATES IN THE CREATION

4

»WE PLEDGE TO RESPECT AND
CARE FOR EACH OTHER IN ALL
THINGS,

* WE PLEDGE TO WALK LIGHT-
LY ON THE EARTH.

* WE PLEDGE TO DROP

ALL FORMS OF VIOLENCE N
OUR RELATIONS WITH EACH
OTHER, ’
- WE PLEDGE TO DEAL WITH
EACH OTHER UP FRONT AND
WITH OPEN HEARTS.

SOCIAL ORGANIZATION:

BEWARE OF PEOPLE WHO
SAYTHINGS LIKE WHEN
YOU HAVEBEEN IN THE
RAINBOWAS LONGAS T.
HAVE,YOU LJON'T HAUE T
DO DISHES EITHER!"OR

“TM |7/ CHARGEINWE ARE
ALLTHE LEADERS OF THE
RAINBOW., THE DISHESGET
DONE AND THE SHITTERS
GETDUG BECAUSEWE
SEE TO IT PERSONALLY.
MAIN GATE:

UOLUNTEER FOR MAIN
GATE ANDYOUGETTOSEE
|TALL COME IN. PARKING
CREW KEEDPS THE ROADS
OPEN AND GATE CREW
GREET THE WORLD WITH

ESTABLISHMENT OF RELIG-
10N OR PROWIBITING THE
FREE EXERCISE THEREOF
OR ABRIDGING- THE EREE-
DOM OF SPEECH OR OF THE
PRESS ORTHE RIGHT OF
THE PEOPLE PEACEABLYTO
ASSEMBLE AND To PETITION
THE GOVERNMENT FOR.
REDRESS OF GRIEVANCES.!
ToNode ALL RUMORS oF CAHCELLATION !

COUNCIL

LT 1S AROUND THE CovaL
FIRE THAT BOTH MUNDANE
QUESTIONS AND THE FUTURE
OF THERAINBOW ARE
DECIDED , WHEN THE CONt
15 BLOWN WEGATHER INACIRCL
ANDHOLDING HANDS,RE DEDIC-
ATE OURSELVES TOLOVING-
THE EARTH AND EACHE OTHER,

OF AVISION OF 4 WORLD
WHERE EVERYONE'S NEEDS
ABE MET. WITH THE BULK
PUBCHASES MADE POSSIGLE
BY OUR SHABING OF ‘GREEN
ENERGY" WE';%N’Z% .
MULTITUDES.

COUNCIL HANDLES Pr/é_cmsss
ANDKEEDS OPEN BOOKS.

DRUGS!

AS A FAMILY WE DIs-
COURAGE DRUGS AND
ENCOURAGE SACRAMENTS,
UNDERSTANDING THAT

" THERE. ARE MANY

DIFFERENCES BETWEENTHE

0. MANY IN THE FAMILY
O NOT CONSIDER. Altotol
AND MAN MADECHEMICALS
T0 BE SACRAMENTS. GENTLE
HEAUNG- HER8S ARE. INTDYX-
1CATION CAN BE DANGEPOUS
10 THE SARITOF oUR
GAMMERIAIG

RAP )07
PLEASE
PROTECT OUR LAND:

HARM NOLIVING THING ¢ LSE ONLY
DOWN DEAD WOOD.CUT HO LIVING
TREES.

DROP NOLITIER OF ANY KIND.
SERARATE GNRBAGE FOR RE-CY(I-
ING AND DEPOSIT AT COLLECTION
SITES:PUT COMPOST IN PITS
ONLY. i

PROTECT OURWWTER SOURCES:
USENO SONP IN OR WITHIN 50
FEET OF WATER ARERS,

DO NOT FPEE/Poop 1N OR NEAR
WATER RAREAS.

DO NOT CAMP ABOVE SPRINGS-
THERE IS ALWAYS SOMEONE
DOWN SIREAM. g
PROTECT OUR HEALTH!

USE YOUR OGN BOLL AN SFOON,
USE ONLY SH1ITERS ANDCOVER
SHIT AND FAPER WITH DIRY AND
ASHES: WASH NS (BREAKTHE "
FLY CONHEON:SBFRY-ForD-yo0!) Y=

€ERTAIN oF DRINKING WATER.: BoiL 11!

LOCAL GATHERINGS:
THE FAMILY COUNCIL
ENCOURAGES THE FORM-

ATION OF REGIONAL
COUNCILS THAT HOLD
THEIR OWN SMALL
GATHERINGS. SMALLER
GATNERINGS GIVE MORE
PEOPLE THE OPPORTUNITY
10 EXPERIENCE THE
RAINGOW WITH LESS
IMPACT ON THE ENVIR -
ONMENT. FOR MORE
INFORMATION CONTACT
YOUR REGIONAL RAINBOwW
FOCALIZER THRU THE
GUIOE,
PE.N.C.E.VILLAGE
POSINVE ENEEGY ALTERN -
ATIVE CONMUNITY ENVIRON -
MENT. THIS 15 AVISIoY WE

ALONG SOME GREEM ENERGY
FoR PRODUCTION AND
MOSTAGE.

THE GUIDE *

AT THEGUIDEBOOTH ARE.
SIGN-UPL CARDS FOR THOSE
o WisSH To Sf_ gﬁg&'ﬁ
(N THE: DIRECTDRY T
WOQM%G WITRIN THE
FAMILY. THIS DIGECTDRY 1S NOT
INTENDEDAS A COMMERCIHL
O POLITICAL MALIVELISTT
THE DIRECTORY 15 (OMPILED
AND PLUALISHED VEARLY By
VOLUNTEERS AND 5 SUPP-
ORTED BY DOVATIONS.
WORKSHOPS

ANYONE WITH A SK]LL
MAY ANNOUNCE A WorksHo?
AND POST NOTICES ON THE
INFO CENTER BULLETIN
BOARD. THERE 15 AlssA 9

SILENT CIRCLE FOR PEACE
~ AND HEALING

ENCH YEAR N Tuly T
THE.PEOPLE GATHERIN A
HUGE CIRCLE, AND FoR, A
LONG-TTME. THE BUSY CAMP
15 HUSHED, JoIN US.INTHIS
SILENT MEDITATION AND

, PPAYERFORTHEHEALING

OF THE EARTH, THIS EVENT
15 THE CENTPAL FOCUS OF
OUR ENTIRE GATHERING. .

SWEATS:

WE USE NATIVE STYLE
SWEATLODGES TO PURIFY
Bo0Y, MIND AND SPIRIT:
ENDURING THE INTENSE HEAT
“WITH A RING OF SWEATING
NAKED HUMAN BEINGS 15
A PITUAL THAT DEP 1 UTRATES ¥

VISIT CALM/MAsI] IF YouFeEL 1Ly,
ESPECIALLY IF VOU MIGHT
HAVE A COMMUNICABLE
DISENSE.

+ KEEP YOUR CAMP SECURE.

*TEMPT NOT LEST YE BE-
LIFTED FROM."

« PETS AGE DISCOURAGED. -
» BE RESPONSIBLE FOR YoUR

AN IMALS:KEEP THEM OUT 0F
KITCHENS, FOOO,FIGHTS.
+KEEP ONLY COMMUNITY FIRES,
« DISCOURAGE ALLFORMS OF
DRUG OUERINDULG ANCE .

- PARTICIPATE IN SHANTI -

SENA WORKSHOPS AND
ACTIONS, |
*WEAPONS ARE INAPPRORRIATE,
+ DONATE TO THE MAGIC HAT.

OUR FOWER TOGETHER 1S

MANY TIMES OUR POWER
SERRATED,

* CONFRONT THE RAINGOW

WITHAN OPEN HEART AND

YOUWILL SEE THE VISION.

COUNCIL ON EACH YEAR,

1T 1S AVISION OF A VEAR
ROUND ENCAMPMENT~
PLACE AND PEOPLE THAT
DEMONSTRATE THE LESSHE
LEARNED ATTHEGATHER -
ING ON 4 FULL TIME (34515,

M, Tonque
i (mm%snnmmms)

LEAN UP

THE GATHERING RUNS
FROM JULY [-7. CLEANUP"
BEGINS THE MORNINC-OF THE
GTH. GEAR AND TRASH ARE
BROUGHT IN T0O THE CENTER
AND CHANNELED UP THETRAIL
TO MAIN GATE. WE Pickip
EVERY SCRAL,EVERY LAST
CIGAREITEBUITI n

TIME FOR ANNOUNCEMENTS
AT EVENING-MEAL.
SCOUTING COUNCIL
THE AREA OF NEXT YEARS
GATHERING I5 DECIDED AT
THIS YEALS YISION CoUNCIL,
INKNRIL 4 SCOUTING COUMHL
WILL GATHER IN THAT AQEA-
AND CO-OROINATE 5CaumNG:
RAINBOW SCOUTS WiLL
INSPECT AN D ELIMINATE
DOZENS OF FOTENTIAL
SITES BEFORE SETTLING
ON ONE THAT SATISFIES
OUR NEEDS.
BUILDING THEZ5i CAMP:
ONEE A SITE 15 SELECTED
TEAMS MOVE ONTO THELAND
AND BEGIN MARKING TRALS
AND DEVELOPING SPRINGS.
MAIN KITCREN 1S GUILT
AND BEGINS TO SERUE FD

APE ALL EQUALIN SPIRIT,
‘é’ﬁma@cw DOLUNTEERS
MAINTAIN THESE SWEATS WITH
EVERYONEY, CO-OPERATION.
(PON'TBE AFCAID TD SHoW UP
WITH AN AfMLOAD OF
FieEwoop,) PLEASE PO NoT-
ENTER THE SWEAT Wiml

AN INFECT(00S.DIS-ERSE.

KID UILLAGE
. PIRENTS CAMP INAGROUP
"AROUND KID UILLAGE. KID
UILLAGE HAS A SPRING ANID
KITCHEN OF ITS OWN. TRE
KITCHEN 15 SUPPLIED WY
NUTRITIOUS SNACKS AROKD
THE CLOCK. VOLUNTEERS
AND PARENTS SHARE THE
RESPONS-NBILITY OF CO-
OPERATIVE CHILOCARE,
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Women's Statement

We struggle to love ourselves. ’

We struggle to define ourselves as individuals,
not by the male company we keep (or
don't keep).

struggle to be honest, supporting, loving of |
one another although we have been taught
not to trust other women.

struggle to fulfill ourselves.

struggle to show our men (and they don't want.
to see it) that there is a reason for us to
be struggling.

determine not to argue the arguments (and
lose), succumb to the frustrations, cry
after the fight, and coax for the comfort
we want=- however much easier it is, We '
will not degrade ourselves. ki

We are learning to take ourselves seriously.

WE WANT TO CHANGE THE CONSCIOUSNESS

We act arrogantly as equdls in order that we may

become equals with the 'superior! male.

Ve

We
We

It is hard to be a man., It is hard not to be a
chauvinist if you are & man. It is hard to have
to play top dog., It is hard to be always
proving yourself, It is hard to forsake the
emotional for the promotional. .

We want men to be LIBERATED
from ambition, acquisition, conquest & ego.

We want women to be LIBERATED
from submission, resentment, insecurity &
self-pity.

Let us walk like divine belngs on this earth.

We struggle that sex love may be a divine union
and not a frustration, perversion or
power play .

call upon men to have the courage to be
fathers to their children-- not just figure-
heads-= to be in tune with the young ones,
to feel a real relationship there, and
responsibility (beyond the financial)=- we
must share the parent role.

will not be exploited as sex symbols to be
bought, sold, coveted, flaunted.

proclaim our intelligence, our magnificence,
and our strength.

We
We

We

We pray that we are clear-sighted, pure, unspite-
ful, creative in the struggle.

won't give up though we be told a million
times we are crazy, overexaggerating,

emotionalizing.

We

And so, dear brothers,

Don't

Don't lay sarcasm‘and condescension on us.
Don't

corner us in meeningless arguments.
feel threatened. -

Our struggle is your struggle.

Divine brethren we love you and bless you-- r
recognize that our growth is one step towards
all of us attaining true freedom.

You, too, must change.
Do not impose expectations that stifle us. Stan-
dards that enslave us. i

We claim the right to move as we will, act as e
must, ‘determine our own lives.

We break the oppressive chains laid over us by
male doctors, lawyers, psychiatrists, adver-
tisers, policemen, bosses, husbands.

We will learn about our bodies.

We will aid each other on the path

We will begin to take care of ourselves,
We will no longer be dependent.

And as independent women, we will learn at last
how to love and give and share.

1 am woman.
I am me.
I am my only security.
T

':/

do not want to be men: we do want. to be women.

an emotional surge up of not what
as certain as down as a thundercloud
across a clear reflected sky of rust-colote
running away to against of love a tide

moon ebb and crest become a healing '|
of rattlesnake and goatskin dance a bonfire
dawn until the sky chants the incredible
vivre joie of together ecstasy alone to

fotget and thanks give the earth

the earth wet watm after lightning ,

and lion roat deeper than a flash

crack the tent and test the flesh

so glad to naked swim the mist swirl

peace surrounds the water friendship

petvades prevails the music the forest

collide-us-all-scope between beads and crystals
pyramids like teepees top the sky where poles
cross to blue infinity and straw-colored tresses
weep unburdened at the crossroads, the crossroz
to where going from up down we no not who

the forest the trees among, the harp rings
the guitar’s percussive melodic now
remote the fog from San Francisco to
Minnesota home the true the soul of
masks fall the tainbow from all of us

by night hunts the wandering predator flies
from fire to fire to search wide-eyed for

to the key experience of moments never end—
ing the photos the wordless poets who shate

the silence of the arcane jubilation

=

the gathering

August 1, 1990

After the Minnesota Gatheting | =7\
Sausalito S "“g

3 II /_,

am wor !



Bam Bam's Eulogy
By Mama Turtle

Bam was a mystic. A modern day heyoka. He was a
breaker of barriers. A buster of mediocrity.He always saw
an opportunity to raise the energy and shake the
boundaries until a higher level could be attained.He
inspired generations of people; musically, energetically,
spiritually.In a world of numbing mediocrity, Bam Bam
was a shining example of letting your freak flag fly and
being all you can be. He could not, would not, accept
anything less than everything a personcould give, because

Bam had a gift...he could see into a person, or a situation,

and acknowledge the ultimate potential.

This is why he couldn't "just let things be". He couldn't
stand to see an opportunity go to waste. He saw it in me.

He nurtured my ultimate potential, applauded it, coaxed it

out of me...and for that, I thank you profoundly Bam!

Bam was a great humanitarian. "Great" is not the right
word..Saintly is more accurate. Truly! His whole adult
life was motivated by his desire to

help others.He'd frequently take the clothes off of his back
to give to another, give his last bit of money to someone

who needed it more...spent endless extra time manifesting

things for people who needed them. This was Bam's full

time job (if ever he had one)! From one action to the next,

from one protest to the next, and at festivals, he spent his
time helping folks. Truth is; Bam rarely any energy for
himself! It was all spent on other people. And for that, I
will eternally be inspired by him!

Michael was a channel. He was a guru of music. A master

drummer! That man ate, slept, breathed and, obviously,
made love to drums!I may have been his partner, but his
"LAdy" were those drums NEVER have 1 heard a better

drummer! NEVER have I seen a better drum circle
focalizer!

His communion w/ the rhythms around a campfire could
inspire even the most tone deaf, rhythmically challenged
person to get over their fears, pick up an instrument and
give it a go! Time stopped around Bam when he played.
and when he really let go and started channeling the
cosmic rhythms...thru the djembe...ohh man!! Watch
out!! Like a vibrational "H" bomb, the energy of the circle
was struck dumb, then immediately exploded beyond the
barriers to a higher level of tribal exstacy!! Unbelievable!!
Jaw dropping!!Every time it happened...?

1 remember a time at the MO. Gathering of 95'...Bam and
I had just goten married. After we honeymooned for a
whole half day (typical), evening set in. Bam said to me,
"Honey, lets go to the drum circle. Now, I might get lost
in the rhythms, but I'll always look for you". I didn't
know what he meant...but by midnight, I sure did! When
we arrived, the circle was straggling along...no focus,
small fire, alot of people searching for the rhythm but not
finding it.

We came in, Bam looked around, tugged on his beard a
bit and decided the fire needed stoking. He built the fire
up to 4 times the size it was (and that took a while
because no one wanted to move back). When the fire was
of suitable siz for him, he grabbed my hand and shimmied
his way up to the front of the circle w/ his djembe . He
just stood there and listened.

A\

"H ANG LOOSE

9
0

Bam-Barm's 1ast words & Final Message.

a degree 1 FKUSSIAT IEEEHEB™ =57
%
' CIRCLE, "BLASTING OUT BABYLON.

BAM-BAM IN THE DRUMMER

-

When he (what I perceived ) to "understand" wher the
rh)_/thljn was, he started playing. Then, he proceeded to
flail his heac_i about as if he were possessed, waving his
arms about in giant figure eights in the air.A kind of Bam
Bam drum yoga. His beats were with the base of the
rhythm, supporting the foundation of the group.Others
started support the base as well and by and by, the thythm
of the circle started to solidify and tighten up. ’When t}l,le

base was strongly supported and s
table en
the base and started to solo. ough, Bam left

I fuck.in tell you now...up til then, I had never seen
anyt}_ung like it!His whole body was shaking and
moving!! His head was gyrating and his eyeballs were
rolled to the back of his head. He danced with those
rhythms!He broke the level of that groove and sent the
whole friggin circle into a frenzy!! Women threw their
clothes gﬁ' and danced like gypsy queens! Men sweated
and strained and pulled everything they had in them out

into their drums. The very fire a ¢ |
S Ty nswered to the tempo and

T_hen, in the height of it all, Bam stopped i
his drum down and started to hand deﬁlr::e vxrf)il‘:lllyéﬂeg-flle_lllfls: t
of the fire, never burning himself, There, in the fire, was a
giant log balancing on the top of the pile. The cent?er of
the log was on fire, but the ends were fiee of flames Bam
bekoned to me and silently mouthed the words. " S-tand on
the log". I mouthed back, "Hell no!" He mouth,ed
back,"Trust me." I alway
stepped up onto the log,
end..and there, in the mi

§ trusted him..so, 1 did! He

dl gently stepped up on my

_ st of the most outr:

Sc:erzie ‘l had_ ever .experlienced in my short adu'rll‘cg ?ioftl:l S\S;u "
ming, jamming hippies gyrating all around us’like

mystical guardians, Bam a
: ) nd I played i
raging fire under the brilliant stalljrs.ye SEEOHenlthe

Later that evenin i
_ g (early morning), Bam told
ﬁ;;{per;‘ence he cfreated was his wedding gift to nr?: tl};i; e
m, for that gift, for everything, I say, "Thank y.ou I love

you, eternally. You were m i
B B e any things to many people

ne, re my eternal love, my co

;?S};igkm)_ft bIrllhant, blessed reminder that li},e isnviif;tt
€ 1t. I won't let yvo i ;

hih oo et you down darling. I won't forget

: 0 you were. -
will remember, always!! | promise??Who g estilige,)



On Bam Bam. Departing
by Scottie Addison

St. Louis, MO

This got to me -- not like losing an intimate old
chum,

but seeing a wondrous dancer give it up and go
down.

Bam Bam was an archetype of the Rainbow, an
artform of visionary mischief and liberation, a
cherub and sage living in the Living Light. Most
all of us knew him as the agile myth he projected
on the Land, defiant of Everything Numb --
stupidity, oppression, vainglory, death. Scant few
saw his heart, how he bore full consciousness in
Babylon, how he lived day to day, what he missed
inside.

Some laments for his loss hearken to social &
medical issues -- how bipolars and other eccentrics
are marginalized in the civic matrix and
'healthcare' maze. There are lots of holes in the so-
called "safety net", all dumb & sad in impacting
many people, and a systemic critique is fair game.
But I'm stuck on his unseemly "suffering", and
finding out about it in this way:

More deeply it's a tribal faultline, a breach in our
understanding and care of spirit brothers & sisters,
now going critical as we are getting older. Itisa
dark iniquity: Honkie Chumps & Dumplings walk
American streets blithely satisfied, secure in their
ready-made jobs, churches, toys, and families most
of all... yet our intrepid Warriors & Seekers come
to poverty, doubt, and isolation.

As a generation we set out to change history 40
years ago, bold in our innovations and believing
transformative magic would bloom on any path we
walked. Now we are elders, and too many have
gone down hard roads. These times are more than
tough -- more like Devolution, and lately
Everything Numb seems to prevail. Ignorance is
tenacious, what we have achieved seems fragile,
and we may not live to see the world we have lived
to create. This is our knowledge and burden.

We esteem love and mutual care, yet in daily
affairs we are remote from others' needs and
strengths, and we have not built sustaining

institutions and communities. And on a personal
level, we are still estranged from troubled souls,
with denial and avoidance like everyone else: We
may be enamored of the Warrior, but can't h:andle
the War... so we leave all this wisdom to solitary

despair.

I was oblivious too, don't know Bam Bam's pain,
only my own...

part of it is now seeing an empty place in worldly
space-time

where his rad movement and rhythm lived, only
listening

to his waves & drumbeats in the winds, and blown
by them.

_scoftiea.__
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Remembering Bam Bam
by Miranda Howe

Bam Bam was a man who did what he wanted. He loved a lot, was loved a

lot and was much beloved. There were more than several people who
didn't care for his drumming or his leadership in drum circles. For
certain Bam Bam could be a disagreeable rascal. He was a legend for
well-earned reasons. But he was also an arrogant snot. For instance,
Bam Bam acted like a know-it-all high holy from time to time, as well
as being downright cruel to young neophyte drummers. But let me say
it's damn difficult not to seem like a high holy given circumstances
that all too easily line up when especially leos bring pressure to

bear. Likewise, it's damn difficult to teach and not be cruel because
teaching denotes learning and there are always those who will not or
cannot learn despite their own expectations and evaluations.

While there's nothing here I wouldn't or didn't say to him, I'm sure
that this seems negative in the balance so far especially to

those who hold with maxims about not speaking ill of the dead. But1
only want to emphasize one more negative before I go on to praise this
guy I loved: Alcohol. Goddamned godblessed alcohol. If you tell me
what a hell of a good drinking buddy he was I puke on your shoes.
Alcohol informed everything. Rather: alcoholism. Bam Bam's life,
death, mania, depression, talent, bad acts, good acts, sweetness,
meanness-- all of it was affected by alcoholism. Please don't get me
wrong. Just don't act as if being good at drinking is a commendable
attribute.

Ilove Bam Bam dearly. I cannot think of Bam Bam and not get happy.
I saw him do a lot of things but two stand out. 1993. May? Dead
Show. Sacto. It's just the way he would lead that tide of one

hundred drummers against that sea of leos and block the squadcars from
encroaching on the village in the parking lot, just as he would at
various gatherings. It was a joyful thing.

That day was very very hot. 115. Early in the year. Still early in

the day, say three pm, under the press of an orange fiery sky on that
black coal asphalt, Bam raises one arm, says, "There we were on the
Serengeti--" Well, I fell instantly in love and we were paramours for
that day, making that scorched Africa motif our script for the day and
night. There were only half a dozen drummers at that hour. By the
time the crowd swelled to a hundred or more then went down to just
several of us again, somehow Bam Bam's brand new very fine djembe
had been ripped off. It was such an outrage. Outrageous! He was
dejected and whispering after an initial burst of hilarity and

invective that seemed so short lived considering the magnitude of the
loss. THEN! It also turned out someone has nicked his backpack,
rendering him a man with the clothes on his back (plus thousands of
friends). He really was like a little boy and even cried a bit and I

with him. I gave him five bucks which was half what I had. It was
tender and moving to see a big man of such art and ideal who with such
extravagant primitivist showbiz acumen "led" a big exuberant motley
orchestra brought to little boy tears and knees by some greedy maya-
deluded people. I was struck by the gentility in one who might have
been expected to be macho and blustery.

Flash forward a few weeks. July 1994. Wyoming. Vision council.
I've been knocked flat by altitude sickness and stuck in my rig in the
parking lot from the third on sundown until this time on the seventh.
Up through the middle of the circle of some hundred people come Bam
Bam and a few other brothers carrying the peace pole which they then
plant in the ground. Now that's the entire story. No more plot than
that. The story was that the story goes on.

The reason I write of it is that this is Bam Bam and this is life!

That's the first I'd seen him since the dead parking lot. I mean

there he was! In full throes! Free! Yet in harness! A gallop!

Nearly naked and magnificent. Muscles. Veins. Sweat. Teeth. Hair
tangled like roots or flying clouds or lover's limbs or real life's

real soap opera plots. Big bony feet. Pounding a rhythm on the Teton
dirt. Smiles, grimaces. All worthy of the late masters' oils. All
browns and tans and blacks and reds and golds. God I love the
rainbow! God I love Bam Bam! The story is the beat goes on!
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Marie Hanson: Part 1, The Hanson
Family Responds

By Emily McCarty

In early July Marie Hanson of South Lake Tahoe,
CA traveled with friends to the annual rainbow
gathering of the tribes held this year in the Gifford
Pinchot National Forest. With reasonably little
notice Skamania County Sheriff’s office had to
prepare their small crew for an influx of
alternative culture that would wind up being more
than six times the size of surrounding
communities. With the assistance of Federal
Officers and peace makers from the gathering, like
most gatherings, this ended with very little
incident.

The one incident truly leaving Skamania County
baffled and now scrambling in the wake of the
gathering lands in the matter that Marie Hanson,
reported as missing from the gathering July 9,
2011 was found considerably close to her last
known campsite 3 months later by official search
and rescuers after conducting multiple search
efforts throughout the summer beginning in later
July.

Nancy Enterline, a representative for the Hanson
family was willing to answer the following
questions to allow others insight to the full
capacity of this situation and what they now as a
family have to all face together.

Q: Did you always feel that Marie was up at
Skookum Meadows, even after initial reports came
out that she had been seen hitchhiking out of the
area?

A: | personally felt that Marie was still at the
Gathering site beginning Tuesday July 12th. For
some reason on that morning | awoke with the
feeling that she had died, and was still up there. For
other family members, it may have taken a longer,
and for all of us we were hoping that she had
somehow left. On the evening of the 12th, | started
having a strong urge to visit the Gathering site and
on July 13th Tawny and | got in the car and drove to
the airport looking for a flight up there.

When we arrived at Skookum Meadows on July 14th, we
talked to people who were saying she had hitchhiked
out, but nobody we talked to had actually seen her,
everyone had just 'heard’ that she had hitched out on
July 5th. Finally in September, when we already had
confirmed sightings of her at the Gathering on July 6th a
woman came forward and stated that she had met Marie
on July 3rd, gotten to know her, and then had seen her
climbing into the back of a pickup heading 'down the
hill* on July 5th. Because we knew that she was 'back up
to the Gathering site' on July 6th, this just validated my
our feeling that she had not left.

Q: When Marie was found, what kind of emotions did
that stir up in the family knowing she had been so close
that whole time?

A: Frustration, anger, sadness. Mostly sadness on my
part, knowing how much her family had suffered for 3
months, knowing that if the stars had lined up earlier we
would have found her the first week.

Q: Before this, were you familiar with Rainbow
Gatherlngs? Has your opinion of the Ralnbow Family
changed due to this experience?

A: My brother and niece have attended Rainbow
Gatherings, none in recent years. | knew that they had
attended, however knew nothing about the Ralnbows,
except that they were hippies who got together and
went camping in large groups.

At first the Rainbow Family gave us mixed
messages. Many tried to tell us that Marie had
deliberately disappeared, that she had had a life
changing experience and had chosen to leave us.
This was extremely frustrating to Marie's loved ones.
It seemed that the Rainbows were minimizing our
love for Marie, and minimizing the relationship that
she had for with family, and were unwilling to listen
to another point of view. Then a few of the Rainbow
elders started to really listen. A couple encouraged
us to ask "is she ok" rather than "we need to bring
her home", helped us speak a language that would
be accepted, and make it easier for Rainbows to
offer us help.

We kept emphasizing how much she loved her
family, her grandkids especially, and eventually
almost all of the Rainbows came around to our point
of view: that something had happened to Marie,
something bad had happened and that we needed
to find her. Many Rainbows stepped out of their
comfort zone to help us. A few, led by Plunker,
actively investigated her disappearance. Then the
Rainbow Family started to actively help us in our
search for Marie. They tracked down other



Rainbows, asked questions, helped us create a
timeline, and then eventually helped us physically
search for Marie's body.

Imagine that you lost an adult family member at a
state fair, or a Nascar race, or some other event with
20,000 people. Most of the people at the event
would never think twice about your missing family
member, a few would realize that the disappearance
had happened the same day that they attended the
event, most would never think of it again, and
certainly none would think to offer their help to your
family. The Rainbow Family came to think of Marie's
plight as something very personal to them. Most
were appalled that she had disappeared at their
event. Hundreds of them emailed or messaged us
on Facebook, offering help and support. We came to
think of them as our friends, as part of our family, so
yes, our opinion has changed.

Q: There were multiple "rainbows" that reached out to
you and the Hanson family. Do you feel the voluntary
searches they conducted were professional and
effective?

A: When we first discovered that there were still
Rainbows at the Gathering site in July and early
August(on the cleanup crew) and that they were actively
searching for Marie and clues of her disappearance, we
were uncertain how effective the search would be, after
all, the Gathering site was hundreds of acres, and there
were only a few people left on the ground up there. Then
1 got a call from a Rainbow family member, who
explained how they were systematically going over
every foot at the site, and that they were continuing to
search, and we started having some hope.

At the time of that phone call, in early August, there had
been no Law Enforcement searches, or any scheduled,
and the Rainbow search team seemed to be our only
hope. The first 'Rainbow Search’, over Labor Day
weekend brought about a dozen Rainbow searchers.
These searchers had researched areas of interest by
talking to other Rainbow Family members and used
similar search techniques as Law Enforcement
searchers had used the previous week, including
walking grid patterns. During that search, a preliminary
search of the ground above the waterfall was doneby a
single climber, and it was decided that further
investigation of this area should be done.

At the second large Rainbow search, the first weekend
in October, a second decent of the waterfall was done,
with 2 experienced climbers. Tawny, a friend of Marie's
named Carrie and | were present for the second day of
this search, and we were very impressed by both the
number of Rainbow Family Searchers and by the
professionalism exhibited by them. They seemed no
less professional than the Law Enforcement searchers

the following day. It is also my opinion that during the

weeks of September and October, the Rainbow

Searchers also garnered the respect of Law

Enforcement.

Marie Hanson: Part 2, The Hanson
Family Responds

By Emily McCarty

After 3 months of searching Marie Hanson, wife,
grandmother, sister, friend, and mother, was
discovered by search and rescuers considerably
close to her last known camping spot. A
representative from the family shares what they are
facing now, and how this has changed their lives

forever.

Q: 1 understand that a Memorlal service was held before
Skamania County officially released that it was Marie
they had found, and over 200 people were in attendance.
How do you think  Marie's disappearance has effected
your local community of South Lake Tahoe, CA ?

A: Although Skamania had not officially Identified Marie
through dental records at the time of the memorial
service October 15th, the family had identified her
through numerous pieces of jewelry found among the
remains the previous week. We had no doubt that it was
Marie.

We live in a small community, of about 20,000
people (about the size of the Rainbow Gathering if
you need a reference). Because of the small size of
our community, everybody is connected in some
way. We had been rocked the previous summer by
the discovery of Jaycee Lee Dugard, who had been
kidnapped from my son's bus stop when he was a
child. Marie had been very active in mailing posters
and other search efforts after Jaycee went missing.
The son of a friend, Timmy Smith had been killed in
Iraq a few years ago. A huge forest fire destroyed
hundreds of our neighbors' homes a few years ago.
All of these events brought our community even
closer together. When Marie went missing, we were
overwhelmed by people wanting to help in some
way. People contacted the media, held fundraisers,
donated items and services, covered for us at work
and took care of us. People we had never met
before sent us messages, attended prayer vigils,
brought us food, handed us dollar bills, mailed
posters, emailed friends and spread Marie's story on

. Facebook.

Q: On the Marie Hanson Missing page on Facebook
there are many other missing persons that have friended

you. Have any of these stories touched you personally?
It so, who, what , when, where, how and why?

A: During the time that Marie was missing, we were
contacted by many families of missing persons, some as
early as the first week. Some gave us help and advice,
some asked for our help. We were contacted by about a
hundred families altogether. The person who stands out
in my mind from this period was Carole Degagne, whose
son Steven went missing on his way to Bagby Hot
Springs right before the Gathering. The group he was
traveling with got lost on a forest service road, they
stopped to get their bearings, he wandered off and his
‘friends’ left him there.



Since Marie has been found we have been
contacted by dozens of families asking for our help.
There are two families that we are actively helping.
The first is the family of Rosemary Day, who is a
young woman from Florida missing for about 4
months. The other is the family of Anastasia "Belle"
Payne, who left Arkansas with her birth father, after
a life of no contact from him, last January to 'go to
some Rainbow Gatherings'. Belle's mother and
grandmother have not heard from her since then,
and are desperate to hear from her. By posting an
article on our Marie Hanson Missing Facebook page,
we have tracked her through June 14th, where she
was safe in Long Beach California. We are currently
asking the Rainbow Family for more help in
determining if she is safe and healthy.

Q: Are there any details you are still asking people to
jog their minds about Marle and her disappearance? If
so, what specifically are you asking people to try and
remember?

A: Anyone who was at the Rainbow Gathering during the
24 hours of July 8th, who were anywhere on the 150
road, the 3220 road, especially near the Intersections of
those two roads or near the 150 gate needs to contact
Law Enforcement, or the family. No matter what you saw,
who you talked to, it could be Important to the case. We
have found Marie, now we need to discover what
happened to her that last day of her life.

Q: If people are Interested in donating money to assist
with incurring costs during this process, how would they
go about doing that? What specifically will their
donations be used for?

A: Donations can be mailed to
Marie Hanson Memorial Fund: El Dorado Savings Bank,
1036 Al Tahoe Blvd. S. Lake Tahoe, CA 96150

During the three months that Marie was missing
donations to the Marie Hanson Search Fund were
used for a private detective, to help offset the
family's expenses incurred traveling to Washington,

printing costs and supplies for fundraising

efforts. and transportation, food and lodging for
volunteer searchers. Any remaining search funds
and any Memorial Funds raised were used for the
Memorial Service and will be used for other funeral
type expenses, including bringing her remains back
to Tahoe when they are released, and placing some
type of memorial at the Gathering site, and here in
South Lake Tahoe.

Marie Hanson: Part 3, The Hanson
Family Responds

By Emily McCarty

After an extremely positive response to the first 2
parts of this article, the Hanson family agreed to
answer more guestions giving some insight into the
ongoing investigation and the series of events
leading to Marie's disappearance.

Q: At what point exactly was Skamania County notlified
of Marie's disappearance?

A: On the evening of July 9th Tawny (Marle's daughter)
called Skamania Sheriff's office and reported Marie
missing. She emailed a picture of Marie to them, they
stated that they would distribute posters on the following
day.

Q: Were posters distributed?

A: When Tawny and | arrived on July 14th, we saw 2
posters, on at a gate and one at info. We also ran
into several people who stated that they had been
shown a poster, and several who stated that they had
been shown Marie's id by the neighbor.

Q: So, the neighbor was really looking for Marie, and
if yes, how long did he look?

A: Marie had left her purse, with her id, in her camp
area. The neighbor showed her ID in the Gathering
area for at least one day, asking if anyone had seen
her. His last sighting of Marie was early in the
morning, just before dawn of July 8th.

Q: Originally the family was stating that the last
sighting of Marie was July 5th or 6th, why the
confusion?

A: When the neighbor originally reported Marie's
disappearance to the family, he stated that she had
been missing for '72 hours', and that he had seen her
before dawn. By doing the math, we backtracked the
date to July 6th, and were looking for anyone who
had seen her on July 5th or later. It took 2 1/2 months
to track down people who had attended the gathering
and who had seen her as late as the night of July
8th.

Q: Did the neighbor report her missing to the
authorities?




A: No, the family reported her missing the evening of
July Sth,

Q: There were two men who played a big part in the
search for Marie, what can you tell us about Owl and
the man in the sketch?

A: When Tawny and | arrived in Washington, we met
Sheriff Pat Bond at the Gathering site the mormning of
July 14th. Detective Bond escorted us throughout the
day at the site. We approached almost everyone who
was still there, or at least anyone who did not turn
away from us when approached. There were still
hundreds of people there. Many people reported that
they had seen Marie the evening of July 4th, sitting
next to a man that they identified as "Owl". Itis
common for Rainbow family to use a name other than
their given name and we began to research who
"Owl" might be. Once we began posting on our
website and our Facebook page, we began getting
"Owl" tips, the most predominant one about a
Rainbow from Florida. Ultimately we were either
contacted by, or tracked down about a dozen
different Rainbow's named "Owl!", none of whom had
either attended the Gathering or met Marie.

As for "Sketch Man", his sketch was done in
cooperation with Law Enforcement because the man
had been seen with Marie, or with the dog Bandit
several times. We were looking for him to see if he
had any idea of where Marie had gone, or what had
happened to her. The man in the sketch was never
identified and we never discovered who he was.

Q: What about that dog Bandit?

A: Bandit belongs to Marie's neighbors. Bandit went
to the Gathering w/ Marie and the neighbor.He was
seen several times with the man in the sketch, and
frequently with Marie. Many people will remember a
dog, and not a human, so when we started looking
for the man in the sketch, we posted a picture of
Bandit. He is home.

Q: What was the reaction to Marle's disappearance from
the local major media outlets in Portland, OR.?

A: I think that a universal problem that families with
missing adults have is that the media loses Interest
rapidly. In Marie's case, there was almost no reaction
initially and we had sporadic coverage at best. We had
much better coverage in California and Nevada.

Q: Continuing on the subject of media, | understand
there were at least two reporters that work for major
media in the Sacramento, CA area, how did they become
involved?

A; Shawn Boyd of KOVR in Sacramento Ca became
involved and did an long segment on Marie's
disappearance because he is the nephew of Marie's best
friend Carrie Wieland. Cassandra Duvall of KRNV in
Reno did many segments over three months. She
became interested in the story very early on, and
followed up with us quite a bit. We really appreciated all
the help that these two wonderful people gave us.

Q: You and other family and friends traveled to the site
twice. Did those visits give you a better perspective of
the efforts actually happening on the ground?

A: Yes, traveling 1o the site initially gave us a 'lay of the
land', and helped us realize what a huge area that was
involved. It also gave the Law Enforcement a feel for the
family and through us they gained an idea of the kind of
person that Marie was, eventually helping them realize
that she had not left the gathering under her own free
will. This led to several Law Enforcement searches. We
were also able to make some contacts in the Rainbow
Family.

During the second visit we were able to get an even
better idea of the terrain. We were able to meet and
get to know people that we had been talking to for
months by email and phone, and we were able to
observe a Law Enforcement search and a Rainbow
search. Both groups put forth a huge effort on our
behalf, long hours in miserable weather, with very
little results. We so appreciate what the search and
rescue crew , and our Rainbow friends did for our
tamily.

Q: Did law enforcement and rainbows work well
together?

A: Hmmmm, no comment. Actually, at first | felt that they
were on different planets. The Rainbows had such good
information, such insight into the event and other
pertinent details and if felt like Law Enforcement was not
listening to them. Eventually they had a more open line of
communication, helping each other, especially during the
last few weeks before Marie was found.

Q: What are you finding yourself missing the most about
Marie?

A: Marie and | had a unique relationship, we were both
parents to our kids (my son Tim, and her daughter Tawny,
who are married) and we were both grandmothers to our
grandkids.! miss her laugh, her great humor and wit and
her love for her family. My heart aches for her

daughter Tawny, who misses her every hour of every
day, and for our two little ones. The other day my



grandaughter, who is 5, saw a picture of an angel and
sald "my grandma's an angel now" to a complete
stranger who just looked at us and walked away. Until
you lose someone you don't know what it is like to not
have them in your life, we will never be the same.

Q: If someone was at the gathering any time during the
7th, 8th or 9th of July parked near the back 150 gate and
is not sure if what they saw is important or not, what
would you say to them?

A:Email us. No matter what you saw. We won't know if it
was important until we hear from you. We are still trying
to piece together the last two days of Marie's life, please
contact us.

Q: If someone does have information or pictures, is there
a way they may contact the appropriate officlals or family
members anonymously?

A: The South Lake Tahoe Police Department has an
anonymous hotline (530) 541-6800. Of course
anyone can email us

at findmariehanson@gmail.com, or message us
on the Marie Hanson Missing Facebook page.

Q: Do you know how Marie died?

A: The Medical Examiner has not released his
findings yet, and we expect it could take several more
weeks. We do know that she was ill the last day of
her life, we do know that she was found within a half
mile of her last campsite, we do know that she would
have come home if she were able to do so. Other
than that, we will wait for the report.

Q: What will happen to the Marie Hanson Missing
Facebook page and her website?

A: We will continue to use both as long as there is an
active Law Enforcement investigation, so that we can
share information with our thousands of supporters.
We have begun to use our Facebook page( in a very
limited manner) to help other families of missing
persons spread the story of their loved ones. We will
not be 'spamming' dozens of postings a day, we will
probably concentrate on one story per week. We are
limiting our involvement to those families who directly
contact us, and who have a connection to us or Marie
in some way. Recently we posted for Steven Moline's
family, he was believed to have been headed to the
Washington Rainbow Gathering at one time,however
he became lost on the way to Bagby Hot Springs. His
mother Carol helped us hang posters the first week
that Marie was missing. We also posted on behalf ot
Anastasia "Belle" Payne's family, because Belle was
known to attend Rainbow Gatherings, and her
Grandmother Sharon and Mother Lora contacted us

and asked for our help, due to our large Rainbow
Family friendship base.. Another family, whose sister
Rosemary Day is missing, contacted us and asked
for our help, and we posted her information.

Our friends should be assured that we will use
Marie's page with respect as long as Facebook
allows us to do so. We have been warned that since
Marie is deceased that we should close her page. |
have appealed to them to allow us to keep posting
while the Law Enforcement investigation is ongoing,
and have not heard from them yet.

THE RAINVGOW
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Mo joke! In 1998,
florida officials
notified members of
the Rainbow Family
that a murder suspect
was believed likely
to attend the
Rainbow Gathering
/| in Arizona. Rainbow/
working with the
Shanti Sena ... a
made-up word
meaning Peace
Scenes ... observed
the suspect at the
Gathering and made
an arrest. Wrapping
him tightly in a
blanket s0 he
wouldn’t escape.
they turned him over
to local law-
enforcement officials
for entradition to
Florida.




Marie Colello Hanson
tragically lost her
life while camping in
the Gifford Pinchot
National Forest near
Stevenson, WA in early
July 2011.
Marie was born on

September 27, 1956
in Chicago, IL ... the daughter of Anthony and Anne
Colello. She was raised with her brother James and
sisters Valerie and Barbara. At the age of 16 she met
the love of her life William Hanson in Covina, CA.
They married in 1977 and had 2 children: Michael
and Tawny. In 1985 Billy and Marie moved their
family to from Southern California to South Lake
Tahoe to provide a healthier place to raise their
children. Marie worked for the District Attorney’s
Office and Family Support for many years.

‘Marie was known for her great sense of humor
which was punctuated by her infectious laugh.
Her friends describe her as the most kind, loving,
giving and loyal friend one could have. She was very
generous with her time; volunteering at her church
Sierra Community and helping everyone around
her. She always cared more for others than she did
herself. She was very grounded and sure of her faith
in Jesus Christ. Although she will be missed terribly
we know she is home with the Lord.

Marie Colello
Hanson

1956 ~2011
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walks with her husbanddﬁnlly and listening to him
play the guitar. They spent lots of time reading the
Bible together and shared a love for Christ. She
was thrilled to attend her son Michael's wedding
in late June and watched him marry a wonderful
woman Nina Ancharski. Although Mike lived on
the other side of the country, she always made
sure they talked frequently so she could keep up .
with his life, they had a very special bond.

Marie and her daughter Tawny shared a love
of travel, taking trips together during which they
would have long talks sharing stories and laughing
their butts off. They frequently went to the theater
to watch the newest movies. Marie and Tawny
weren't just mother and daughter they were also
best friends. Marie absolutely adored Tawny’s
children, her grandchildren Mikey and Leilah. She
was the best “Ma” in the world. They loved having
sleepovers at her house and she spoiled them silly,
She couldn’t get enough of them.

Marie is survived by her husband Billy, son
Mike Hanson, daughter-in-law Nina, daughter
Tawny Enterline, son-in-law Tim, grandson
Mikey and granddaughter Leilah, her mother
Anne Colello, sister Barbara Chen, sister Valerie
Hahne and brother Jim Colello, many nieces
and nephews, extended family and many, many
friends.

MEMORIAL SERVICE
SATURDAY ¢ October 15, 2011 ® 12No0ON
Sierra Community Church
1165 Sierra Bivd * SLT-CA ¢ 530.544-7055
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PLENDINZS. Use ONLY DoWN, DEAD wooD. PRESERVE.
THE. MEADOWS ... CAMP IN THE WoODS.
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FOR_ YouR. ANIMALS . KEEP THEM FED AND 0UT oF THE KITCHENS %
SPRINGS. LIVE THEM. GEPARNTE. GARBAGE FoR JRECKCLING.
FiNp NEAREST CollecTioN PoINT. CoMPosT IN PITS ONLY.
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