
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
WANNA	SUBMIT	TO	US?	TELL	US	THAT	AT	
austinautonomedia@autistici.org!	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

this	is	a	picture	of	a	cat	pouncing	on	a	cop	.	

beautiful.	
	
	
	
	
	



	
	
	
	
	
	
Solidarity Forever! 

“What force on earth is weaker than the feeble strength of one?” 
 
A revolution is the product of the combined determination of 
individuals. Capitalism uses isolation as a tool to steal the 
empowerment of the people, driving a wedge between the individual 
and their sense of community. The ruling class knows there exists 
power in unity, and in that power, a threat to their system of hierarchy 
and inequality. 
Solidarity is the greatest weapon possessed by the people. Through 
solidarity and struggle, workers demanded and won their rights, and 
through solidarity greater obstacles will be conquered.  
 
“In our hands is placed the power greater than their hoarded gold 
Greater than the might of armies magnified a thousandfold 
We can bring to birth a new world from the ashes of the old” 
	

	
	
	

May Day, also known as International Workers 

Day, is a commemoration of worker’s struggle 

throughout history. This day also has a rich history as 

a celebration of life and community. We hope this 

zine is able to illustrate how these two concepts are 

intertwined. 

Workers’ rights were gained through struggle, never 

simply handed over by the ruling class. That is why it 

the defiance toward institutions that seek to strip us of 

our time, community, and humanity must never cease. 

When we take back our daily lives, we take back our 

power. When we celebrate the things that unify us, we 

challenge the culture of alienation that benefits the 

ruling class. 

From the Haymarket Riots to May ’68 to today – 

Solidarity Forever! 

- ASN 

	



 
“A Broken Clock is Right All the 
Time” 
 
 
 

Untitled 
W. B. 
A few things I am certain about time- it is valuable, it is 
irreplaceable, and it is finite. One thing I’m not quite certain 
about - is it mine?  
Between expectations to work, study, and being a productive 
member of society, I seem to have given all my time away. I 
might’ve taken a moment or two to pursue my own wants, only 
to meet a chorus of “You’re wasting your time!” 
Wasting? Can I really waste what is supposed to be mine? I am 
beginning to suspect my time has been made company 
property. 
Why is my time wasted when I’m not making myself useful? 
Last I checked, I am a human being, not a machine. I don’t 
exist for utility, or to turn a profit.  
I am a human being, not a machine – I want to build 
relationships and feel something that is not mechanical and 
structured. 
A clock, that is a machine. A machine that controls me, a man. 
I’ve followed its hands faithfully my whole life.  
It says it is time to take my life back. 

	

I wish other folks would get their shit together 

Instead of letting me walk my friends into an 

unwinnable battle 

I wish other self-proclaimed anarchists would 

stop looking at me (us?) whenever they need 

“militants” 

I guess in a way, I wish they had the good things 

about you 

There are some things I’ll miss 

 

I still hope you do well 

I hope you stay out of the cages 

I hope you stay safe 

I hope you beat our common enemies 

But when you beat them, will you come back to 

finish up with us (me?)? 

	
	
	
	
	
	
 

 



I’m probably rambling at this point 

That tends to happen when I think about you 

About us 

I’ll ramble to anybody who lets me 

I’ve got a lot to unpack. 

I wish I could warn other people 

But I’m too weak to reveal that conflict 

Because sometimes you do good things & I wanna 

defend you 

You get sympathy & support  

And it feels bad to be a killjoy & pop that bubble 

 

Or maybe I’m too afraid that nobody would listen 

Who gives a shit about our tiny audience compared 

to yours? 

Who even knows my/our name? 

Would anyone listen to me? 

I’d hesitate to air our beef with you 

But are you gonna run around telling people 

your beef with us? 

 

I wish you hadn’t been the only game in town 

 

 

Cutting Class: An Invitation 

 

Counterinfo for the Ungovernable Generation 

Originally published March 18, 2018 (anniversary of the Paris 
Commune) 

“Autonomy therefore means: desertion, deserting family, 
deserting the office, deserting school, deserting all supervision, 
deserting men’s, women’s, and the citizen’s roles, deserting all 
the shitty relations in which THEY believe us to be held—
endless desertion. With every new direction that we give to our 
movement, the essential thing is to increase our power…” 

– Tiqqun, This Is Not A Program 

Our truancy is not a student activist campaign.  

2018	marks	the	passing	of	half	a	century	since	the	global	youth	
insurgency	 of	 1968.	 Students	 across	 the	 world	 took	 their	
struggles	beyond	the	 limits	of	the	University	as	an	 institution	
and	began	to	imagine	new	ways	of	learning	and	living—forms 



that broke the social walls between “Campus Life” and “Public 
Life.” 

The so-called spirit of ’68 survives in the insurrectional 
language that, to this day, can still occasionally articulate a 
bridge between the accounted-for and the unintelligible. Under 
the paving stones, the beach. The act of translation can only be 
a direct act.  

 

Fifty	 years	 later,	 to	 speak	 of	 the	 reemergence	 of	 a	 “student	
movement”	 is	 to	 speak	 of	 the	 dead	 and	not	 their	 spirit.	 The	
endless	attempts	 to	“democratize”	 the	University,	 to	make	 it	
“run	 for	 and	 by	 the	 students,”	 fail	 even	when	 they	 succeed.	
Academia	has	pacified	the	language	of	the	’68	uprisings	within	
the	University	and	its	lecture	halls,	textbooks,	and	mechanisms	
of	assimilation.	This	corpse	of	a	student	movement	is	propped	
up	 by	 an	 endless	 array	 of	 life	 support	 systems—non-profits,	
professionalized	activists,	student	government	politicians,	and	
official	channels	for	action—that	speak	the	language	of	the	old	
movements	while	ensuring	that	nothing	resembling	them	could	

I’m weirdly glad you’re targeting me though 

Because I wish I’d insulated everyone else from 

this earlier 

So it feels like a step towards making up for that 

Maybe I could have stopped Siren from falling 

into your trap 

 

Will you put me at “swing on sight” status? 

I’m ready for it 

Every surprise meeting I expected a beating 

A weird feeling with people you used to fight 

alongside 

Kinda wish you’d just get it over with already 

Put my anxiety to rest 

But maybe that’s just my self-hatred & burnout 

talking 

20 yards of linen = one coat. How many punches 

= one polemic? 

 

I never thought I’d be this scared of y’all 

Although in a way, I guess I was always scared of 

y’all 

Fear was half our relationship  

I didn’t sign up for this 

 



I wish I hadn’t waited 

I wish I hadn’t bit my tongue 

It would have been hard for me 

But maybe it could have been easier for my 

friends 

I had so many moments where I could have taken a 

stance 

—When you let that asshole in after we asked 

you not to 

—When you didn’t believe or listen to us 

But a few nice words and some meaningful work 

had me right back at square one 

Despite all my apprehensions 

I loved being your favorite anarchist 

Maybe that was selfish 

 

 

You have some gall showing up to our meeting 

If you wanted to fight me, you should have just 

said that 

Left everyone else out of it 

Would you have been satisfied if I just left the 

scene? Maybe I would have 

 

 

ever truly emerge again. The University can listen to all the 
demands thrown at it and accomodate all the movements that 
claim to speak for the students—so long as we all end up going 
back to class the next day. 

 

This is where Cutting Class comes in. 

Cutting Class is a platform for the kids of Generation Fucked 
to share news, resources, tools, critiques, music, memes, 
radical projects… all that good shit that might make us 
ungovernable.  

To	seek	out	a	new	insurrectional	language	that	exceeds	the	
University,	that	threatens	the	social	roles	of	Campus	Life.	To	
practice	speaking	from	life	and	developing	new	capacities.	To	
shatter	academia’s	monopoly	on	historical	memory.	To	learn	
new	ways	of	deciding	our	friends	and	enemies,	of	recognizing	
accomplices	and	preempting	those	student	politicians	who	
would	rather	see	us	work	to	rebrand	the	University	as 



“progressive” than to destroy class & classes altogether. To 
transmit glimpses of possibilities and alternatives that have 
been suppressed and new ones emerging on the horizon. To 
provide tactical knowledge, memory, and tools to assist other 
students in their discovery of this insurrectional language, their 
encounter with the undercommons, and their construction of a 
new world. 

Most succinctly, Cutting Class is a project that intends to 
inspire truancy. 

Today, you can see smoke signals billowing from campuses in 
Santiago, Montreal, Athens, Paris, the Bay Area, London, and 
all across Mexico and South Africa. You may have even 
noticed there are kids starting to pass notes filled with 
incoherent prose at your school too. Truants are everywhere, 
and we need to find each other—whether we’re skipping class 
to put together a zine, masking and fighting fascists on campus, 
seizing or sabotaging infrastructure, or inhabiting spaces with 
each other instead of working on our resumes, we all share a 
common refusal of the University from within. We hope to 
elaborate a practice of insurgent truancy—a way of refusing 
the imperatives of schooling that takes on an active, combative 
position within and against the University. The truant is neither 
student nor dropout. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

How dare you accuse me of WANTING to beef with 

you 

Half of the past year I’ve been walking on thin ice 

trying to keep you happy 

Now I feel a decade older 

And I still can’t legally drink 

 

I wanted y’all to make the first move toward any 

breakup 

Maybe I was afraid of being sectarian 

Or I was afraid that if I started it, I’d be in the 

wrong 

Blowing things out of proportion 

But if you started it, I’d know I was right 

Right to feel like I always had a Fourth Sword 

hanging over my head 

That at the slightest infraction you would cut 

me off  

Like you do to everyone else 

I still feel weird that you haven’t swung at me 

After all the close calls, somehow still avoided 

it 

Maybe deep down, you respect what we once had 

too 

 



Telling us who we couldn’t be around 

Trying to use us to bully our other friends 

Some of those friends warned me. I knew they 

were right, but I thought we could still work 

out 

I never wanted to break up 

Even when I did, I never wanted to be the one to 

do it 

It felt too messy and not my style 

But it’s definitely your style.  

… 

… 

Maybe I felt too invested in our relationship 

Because god damn did I invest 

I tried to appease you and learn your lingo 

Of course you’d never try to learn ours 

I talked people down from writing you off 

completely 

When they had every right to given how you 

treated them 

I tried so hard not to be sectarian 

Not because of some “Left Unity” bullshit 

But because we had a relationship that felt 

empowering 

	

 

What	we	lack	is	a	way	to	engage	each	other	outside	the	
apparatuses	of	our	enemies—a	way	to	speak	to	each	other	
not	mediated	by	the	spectacle	of	news	reports,	official	
University	statements,	movement	officials,	and	so	on.	Cutting	
Class	aims	to	create,	connect,	compile,	and	circulate	the	
knowledge	of	a	conspiracy:	a	conspiracy	that	already	stretches	
from	coast	to	coast,	that	infiltrates	new	campuses	every	time	
a	student,	teacher,	or	worker	finds	a	new	way	to	scream	“fuck	
school”	with	the	sincerity	of	a	truant.	In	connecting	people	
and	communicating	ideas,	we	hope	to	develop	a	framework	
for	counterinformation	that	can	describe	the	emotional,	
tactical,	strategic,	and	ideological	lessons	and	realizations	of	a	
lived-event	to	comrades	that	are	coming	from	widely	different	
emotional	and	material	experiences	of	struggle.	Though	we	
are	separated	by	hundreds	of	miles,	identities,	and	theories,	
the	nuance	and	difference	in	our	thought	represent	
opportunities	to	challenge	and	diversify	the	struggles	and	give	
rise	to	a	
	
	
	



multiplicity of fractures & conflicts within and against the 
University. 

So this is an invitation to cut class with us. To discover what 
lies beyond the walls, or what latent potentials we can reclaim 
from the spaces within them. This is simultaneously an 
invitation to get organized in the spirit of ’68, and to say… 

Fuck ’68, Fight Now! 

Interested in this Invitation? Here’s how you can follow us or 
link up: 

• Check out our website at cuttingclass.noblogs.org 
• Send reports, critiques, communiques, essays, shitposts, 

memes, and other submissions to 
cuttingclass@riseup.net  

• Find us on 
o Facebook: fb.me/cuttingclass161  
o Twitter: @cuttingclass161 
o Instagram: cutting_class161 
o Soundcloud: cuttingclass161 

•  
 

We hope to see you out of class… 

--The Cutting Class Collective (featuring members of the 
Autonomous Student Network in Austin, the Filler Collective 
in Pittsburgh, and Revolutionary Horizon in San Antonio) 

	
	

Our real relationship mattered more to me than 

political texts and what you wrote 

You’re welcome by the way, assholes 

But then you started getting scary 

Would saying something early have made a 

difference? 

Probably not. But maybe.  

More and more arms in your pictures 

Like a Red Hecatoncheires 

“Lifting is Dialectics.” 

You saw fields where I saw worlds 

You prepared for death while I sought ways to 

live 

Y’all saw replaceable skills & roles, I saw 

irreplaceable relationships 

 

Did you ever care about our relationship as 

much as I did? 

Or was I replaceable too? 

Was I a friend or just useful for you? 

Is that why this was so easy for you and so hard 

for me? 

 

Then you started fighting with us 

 



When you praised us (or me)? I’ll admit I felt 

super proud & honored 

I never needed or wanted your approval, but 

damn did it feel good 

Now somehow we’re irreconcilable 

Two remains two, I guess 

 

I learned a lot from y’all too 

You taught me how to use a flag 

How to take on bigger, scarier enemies 

Always together. Solidarity as a weapon 

But you got too obsessed with the weapon. When 

you ran out of targets, you started aiming 

randomly 

 

At first it was weird but fine. 

Too many illuminated pathways & metal men 

Postmodern boogeymen & identities 

Instead of May flowers, a bunch of colors and 

fists 

Sometimes you’d criticize anarchists.  

I didn’t care, and I tried to calm a lot of the people 

who did 

 

 



Bread for My Roses 

It became evident at some point in history 

working a man to death 

was not profitable 

Since then, capitalists have found 

it is easier to give just enough reprieve 

to keep a worker living  

hand to mouth , 

Just above water, just starving enough, 

 asking few questions. 

Far from more humane, 

This feels more like enslavement 

than if the worker had no freedom to speak of 

For a life silently dictated by a dollar 

Is an illusion of autonomy, 

A deception of the spirit –  

A plot to kill the humanity 

while salvaging the profitable pieces of all of us 
 

A conversation with y’all outside the jail helped 

me to commit to becoming a radical lawyer 

When y’all were in trouble, I ran past Nazis and 

cops to stand with you and help you get out 

Even when I started getting to fear/distrust you, 

I still wanted to destroy every pig who came for 

you 

 

We always had our differences 

They used to be fun 

A few ideological jokes here & there 

Pissing you off by turning your buzzwords into 

sarcastic jokes 

You’d remind us that a lot of you used to be 

anarchists too 

But then again, I was always less serious than 

y’all 

Like when you had a meeting 30 feet away from 

us, vandalizing an Amerikkkan flag to use as a 

doormat 

With our differences we still knew 

When shit went down, everything else melted 

away 

We knew who would be on the streets 

By our sides 



Fragments of an Anarchist breakup 

Nazrul Bidrohi 

“Make love, not war”—some French walls in May 

‘68 

Where the fuck do I  begin with y’all 

I should have started writing my thoughts down 

months ago. That would have made this easier. 

But I never thought it would have ended up like 

this, although I should have (and often did) 

expect it 

This has been such a rollercoaster. 

I’m tired 

I hate that I’m still caught up on this 

But how could I not be, after everything we did 

Funny enough, one of you made us possible. Bet 

you’re still kicking yourself over that one. 

You’ve gotta have a Lotta regrets. 

I called you comrades 

We chased Nazis together.  

We held lines against riot cops together.  

We burned flyers together 

We spent nights camped outside the jail together 

 



 

 

 

	


