
CHAPTER 12: ANARCHY IN THE USA 

October 15, 1993 

 One of Milton’s oldest friends, Albert Edderschatz, was at the 

new School as well. Milton hadn’t played with him since they were both 

very young. He was wearing a shirt of black silk with a pattern of 

oriental dragons, and pants the color of coal, tied with a wide belt. 

His face was an ice-sculpture of firm lines and white skin, pale to 

the point of transparency, with no extra flesh to subtract from the 

impression of razor elegance. Albert had gone away to Germany for five 

years and had gotten himself into things that his parents didn’t 

understand and that Milton didn’t understand. For example, he had 

discovered a nascent little screampile named Atari Teenage Riot, and 

he played their songs everywhere.  

 Albert had a great car. It was gray, it had mushrooms growing in 

the bottoms of the seats during rainy winters. It was decorated with 

bumper stickers that said things like “Co-Exist” and “KILL EVERYONE.” 

Milton had personally witnessed one of the parents finding a copy of 

Nine Inch Nails lyrics, courtesy of Albert, on a table in the school’s 

common room.  

 “This is dark,” the parent had said, who later turned out to be 

Jaspar’s on-again, off-again version of a father. 



 “I mean, really dark,” he added, for emphasis. “We used to listen 

to the Doors. You know? That was dangerous stuff. But this, it’s like, 

why not just kill yourself?” 

 So there they were, in Albert’s dangerous, post-Doors version of 

a car, listening to German digital hardcore music.  

 “I’VE LISTENED TO KRAFTWERK,” Milton screamed from the passenger 

seat, certain Albert would not hear him.  

 “THIS IS WAY BETTER,” Albert said. “WHAT DO YOU REALLY THINK 

MACHINES SOUND LIKE? DO THEY SOUND LIKE KRAFTWERK? NO, NOT UNLESS THEY 

ARE PUSSIES. A MACHINE IS NOT A FUCKING PUSSY, MAN.” 

 They passed a man who was thumbing a lift from the side of the 

road. He had a open, kind face, with big creases in it, but he was 

young, not old. The creases were some genetic thing. His clothes were 

clean and actually, they were pressed. He jumped into the car when 

Albert slowed down, and he immediately recognized the band.  

 “THIS IS ATARI FUCKING TEENAGE RIOT!” he yelled, from the 

backseat. Albert said, “YEAH! I CALL THEM THE OPPOSITE OF KRAFTWERK!” 

 “I KNOW WHAT YOU MEAN,” he said, “TURN THIS SHIT UP.” 

 Basically, after they turned that shit up, the hitchhiker 

proceeded to pogo around in the backseat, shrieking the choruses. 



Milton swiveled around in his seat, fascinated, and Albert kept 

checking the dude out from his rearview mirror. 

 “SICK TO DEATH!” he screamed, in a falsetto. “SICK TO DEATH! Sick 

to death!” 

 Afterwards, they arrived at the café to which Milton had been 

himself bumming a ride. “That was pretty punk,” said the hitchhiker. 

“You’re a pretty punk dude, aren’t you? I saw your bumper sticker. 

Kill everyone. I mean, no, that’s not a solution, but I respect that 

your car has the right to say it, you know?” 

 Albert was happy about all this. He’d practically been waiting 

all his life for somebody to call him punk who wasn’t first told about 

punk by Albert, himself. 

 “Thanks, man,” he said, which was his way of being suddenly in 

love. “You know, when you talk about ‘a solution,’ it has a certain 

ring to it. Like you know what the solution might actually be.” 

 The hitchhiker laughed. “Now it’s my turn to say thank you!” he 

said. 

 “No, seriously,” Albert insisted. 

 “OK, look, I’m just talking about the basic situation that 

creates the need for punk. You know, I’m talking about Margaret 



Thatcher and the sick-as-fuck Eighties with people piling garbage on 

top of garbage in merry olde England, OK?”  

 “Fuck,” said Albert thoughtfully. “Yeah.” 

 “Fuckin’ enough about my thinking for right now, that’s what it 

is,” said the hitchhiker. “I should introduce myself. My name is Dylan 

Rhoades. I’ve been riding the rails for about a year now.” 

 “Riding the rails?” Milton asked, appreciatively. 

 “Yep, hoboing it. Bumming around.” 

 “What have you been doing for work?” 

 “Haven’t been doing a thing,” said Dylan. “You don’t absolutely 

have to work, you know. I might get a job here, since my sister’s 

working here and everything, but that’ll be the first one in a long 

time.” 

 “So you, what, were going to school?” Milton persisted. 

 “No, I was not. I haven’t been in a school since sometime around 

your age. College isn’t for me. I’ve been crashing in a lot of 

homesteaded little lots, you know? Squatting with people and getting 

food for nothing.” 

 “How on Earth do you get food for nothing?” 



 “First of all, charities. There are a lot of charities that give 

food away if you know what day and where to look. Food banks, too. 

There’s a food bank here, as a matter of fact.” 

 Milton’s mom worked as an assistant for homeless people. He knew 

there was a food bank; he’d been there a thousand times. But he still 

couldn’t imagine people like himself – somehow, perhaps because he 

sang Atari Teenage Riot so well, he counted Dylan as “like himself” – 

would actually go there for food. It felt cheap and scammish to do 

that. But that’s probably what was most impressive about Dylan saying 

he’d been. 

 Dylan just looked at them with a big smile, all warmth and puppy-

like affection. “Not only is there a food bank,” he said, “there’s a 

friend bank. We’re all part of it, you and me. What happens is, if 

you’re in need of a friend, you go up to the friend bank and you get 

yourself a couple. I’m thinking we’ll be friends – like when I needed 

you a little while back, to catch a ride up this road. There you were. 

Friend bank.” 

 Everybody laughed and Dylan paid for the food, which was nice of 

him. Milton expected his dollar bills to be crummy and panhandled, but 

they were clean, and his wallet was a lovely piece of leather. 



 The food was amazing; it was a samosa, tangy with lime, and a 

cider, hot and thick with the apple’s juices. Nobody really questioned 

why a café in Oberstville was making samosas; it clearly had something 

to do with tourists who came and visited. 

 Dylan and Albert played Egyptian ratfuck, which is a pretty 

vicious game with an equally and deservedly vicious name. It’s all 

about speed, which should be taken in large doses before playing. You 

look for cards that match, or something, and slap them with your hand, 

and the other person also tries to slap them with their hand, and 

meanwhile in Egypt rats are fucking like rabbits. 

 Dylan was talking in a low, who-really-cares way about the IWW, 

which was completely unfamiliar to Albert although not to Milton. 

Milton knew about it through his parents, who thought it was romantic 

and beautiful and old, like a chair might be. Albert thought it 

sounded incredible to have a union of people all working together, 

across the world. 

 Dylan was making the strained analogy between punks and Wobblies, 

as they called themselves, mostly by pointing out that the punks were 

anarchists and that anarchy was serious business, a real political 

philosophy. 



 “Anarchy solves all kinds of problems that other philosophies 

shoot their entire wad trying to solve, like private property, simply 

by abolishing things,” said Dylan, his hand whapping the surface of 

the café table mercilessly. 

 At this point the table had grown bigger; there was Bambi 

Mulligan, sitting with the Egyptian ratfuck players now. Bambi was 

tremendously short. Milton wasn’t sure she’d reach up to his belly 

button. In her mouth was a smile of tiny alabaster teeth, a soft and 

precious smile. She gave away her smile for nothing, like an heiress 

at a charity ball, and her tie-dyed halter top seemed to be embracing 

her body with a sigh. She even smiled at Milton, disheveled as he was, 

out-of-sorts as he was next to a scattered pile of cards. Her beauty 

was, as it always is with the young, a joyful fish that leapt and 

flashed out of the murky waters with rainbow signs. If one looks long 

and longingly enough into a crowd, one sees that the bright pool of 

beauty has no bottom, no break, but extends out as far as one sees, if 

one is looking in stillness. And recoiling from this fall into seeing 

beauty in one person or another, doubtless is something that happens 

because that person holds a particular splash of the infinite in the 

cup of their eyes. When a person is beautiful, it is because they have 

managed to entrap some of the glitter of being and use it to adorn 



their finite selves. None of this was communicated directly to Bambi 

by Dylan, but Dylan was sure thinking (most of) it. You could tell by 

his sudden smile. 

 


