
Rob’s Revolting #2: Eugene – City of Doom!

I’m No Angel

Since my arrest and conviction, I’ve received a lot of publicity, especially from abroad.  Most people who have 
read about me don’t know anything about me really, so I thought it might be a good idea to put a few things 
right out front before starry-eyed liberal-types start denouncing me for not being perfect, either according to their
 ideology or their idiotic moral “principles” (There’s an oxymoron for you!). 

In the future, things I write may inspire liberatory thoughts and actions by other people, which is as it should be; 
I’ve never wanted to exist in a vacuum of self-professed ideals of liberation. It’s always been my desire to be 
part of a dynamic movement of like-minded people struggling to achieve as much autonomy in our lives as we 
dare to create for ourselves. Hopefully, my years behind bars and the resulting attention my status as a 
‘political prisoner of war’ will help me contact many more such people, and I’ll have a world of opportunities 
to explore upon my release.  Having stated that, I want to make it absolutely clear that I cannot be seen as a 
role model, nor should any organization try to adopt me as a poster dude.  My past is full of really shitty 
moments when I’ve said and done things that are absolutely repulsive to me now.  Looking back, I can 
understand how many of those episodes were inspired by self-loathing. That doesn’t excuse anything I did, 
even if I was consciously seeking to self-destruct. Too often, innocent people were hurt by my actions, but more 
often than that, I’ve used other people’s own efforts towards self-destruction to complement mine.  

Damn, now that I’ve begun this, I doubt the wisdom of alienating myself from possible supporters.  I hardly wish 
to be isolated here in prison, nor denounced publicly by people I’ll never meet in person. Well, the original 
feelings that made me think this necessary are valid: I don’t want to be publicly blindsided by my past at some 
point in the future, so here it comes…

Throughout the reign of Reagan, I had little hope for the future and even less in the present. Scraping by 
through a series of minimum-wage jobs, in between bouts of homelessness, I embraced the role of the alien 
to the extent that I thought of myself as something less than human.  Over and over again, I felt myself drawn 
into the downward spiral of street life in a major U.S. city—Dallas, Texas.  

This meant that I spent a lot of time in the company of hustlers, hookers, junkies and alcoholics, doing all the 
sorts of things people like us do.  It took the love of a remarkable woman, and a lot of support from some good 
friends to push me into overcoming this way of thinking.  As a matter of fact, I was so used to thinking and  
expecting the absolute worst of myself that the tendency towards self-destruction would continue to manifest 
itself in my life until just recently.  When faced with heart-rending decisions and unbearable stress, I’d usually 
resort to drug use in order to avoid the situation for a while. Since none of my more recent acquaintances used 
drugs, I usually sought out the company of hookers in order to have someone to hang out with while getting high.

I finally came to accept myself, my circumstances, and the events and decisions that defined my life, as it 
existed, in 1999.  Though some things were really fucked up because of my past behavior—my attitudes 
towards women and my relationship with my daughter, for instance—I found myself surrounded by wonderful 
people, living closer to the way I think life should be than I ever imagined possible, and able to overcome my 
shortcomings to create possibilities for my life that made my personal future look absolutely fabulous.

Then I got thrown in jail.  Hmmm...

There, that’s as much as I want to divulge about myself in a public forum.  People in my life are already familiar 
with my very many short-comings.  Anyone who feels that they can’t support me now because I’ve broken some 
of their ideological taboos...well...they can just kiss my ass.  And people who can’t support me because I’m not 
‘morally’ pure just need to grow up and face the real world sometime.  Who does that leave for me to count on 
for support?  My friends and companions, who have accepted me with all my flaws, because they recognize the 
aspects of my self that enabled me to survive all those years of pain and turmoil.  Plus, people who don’t feel a 
need to judge other people: people who are wrestling with their own ‘inner demons’; people who have seen 
people they care about fall apart and/or die and can’t keep themselves from rooting for others to persevere 
through and overcome the urge for self-destruction: In short, people who embrace life, despite the pain, to 
celebrate the wondrous joy that goes along with being alive. These are the people I can count on to continue to 
write, encourage and support me through the next several years. The moralists and ideologues are zombies 



anyways; half-dead things whose lives have been paralyzed through their fear of being alive.  Who needs them?

And please, don’t hesitate to send me hate mail.  I might even respond to it, if I can spare the postage.

(This confessional piece first appeared in the zine “Rob the Rich!,” and was written while I was awaiting 
trial.)

ABOUT EUGENE

I suppose I should go into some background before getting too far into the story.

Both at OSP and Mill Creek, I heard one guy after another detail the methods ex-friends, ex-lovers, fellow 
tweakers and family members used to rat them out to the authorities. It was a well-established fact that Lane 
County in general and Eugene in particular were arife with snitches. I met dozens upon dozens of convicts from 
Lane County. Their stories were tragic, heart-breaking at times. One guy killed himself when he got some 
discovery info from his trial that proved his fiance had snitched on him.

As these stories began to pile up in my mind, others began to reach me about all sorts of back-stabbing 
shenanigans going on in the activist community in Eugene. The anarchist scene was intensely affected by 
rumors, finger-pointing, and (if the gossip was true) actual snitching by respected activists. I've been around long 
enough to know that some of the goings-on were being instigated by undercover law enforcement agents.

Oregon law forces prisoners to be released into the communities where they were arrested and convicted, rather 
than where they lived at the time. There are ways to get around that, but because of the helter-skelter nature of 
my life before prison, I could not satisfy the requirements the State demands in order to live at a place of my 
choosing. Almost two years after my release, I still can’t legally reside anywhere but Lane county . And – yes, 
that does make it feel as if I’m still incarcerated, despite a relative freedom of motion.

Do I have to explain the feelings of unease I had over being forced to live in the same city where I was convicted 
of assaulting a cop? Because of my age - and lack of job skills - I was also concerned about being homeless 
after my release. And thus being even more of an easy target for police harassment. All in all, I was determined 
to avoid being forced to live in Eugene.

Until the last three months of my prison stay, I tried desperately to get things set up so that I would be allowed to 
live elsewhere. Portland would be my first choice, since my daughter lives there with her mom. Eugene was - 
and still is Snitchville. This topic played an important factor in what happened later, after my release.

There’s another side story that is relevant to mention before we get into the story of my last months in prison and 
the weeks after I was released. 

For months – just short of a year – a friend and I worked on preparing some of my writings for an anthology, 
which we would publish through a small press she wanted to start up in the basement of her bookstore. As it 
neared completion, the project was dropped so that she could focus her publishing energy on a collection of her 
poetry. Hasn’t happened, ain’t gonna happen – I’m burnt. This topic will resurface later, too.

So…on with the story!

Leaving OSP for Mill Creek

After close to five years behind the walls of the Oregon State Penitentiary, I was told to pack my bags – I was 
being transferred! 

Just two months earlier, I was informed that my custody level had changed, since the Measure 11 (mandatory 
minimum) sentence was over, and I was thereafter serving 18-months for “Riot,” which the judge had maliciously 
added to the 70-months for “Assault II.” The good news was that I could start earning time off of the 18-month 
sentence if I could behave myself. The bad news was that I was leaving the cozy environs of a two-man cell in 
C-block for a dorm with 130 or so other guys. For someone who truly values his privacy, dorm life would feel like 
a special corner of hell, set aside just for me. I had friends at OSP. And a bit of a reputation. Whereas, I would be 



a complete stranger at Mill Creek Correctional Facility.

The change in scenery was ultimately the right one for me at that point. It was almost two years to the day of my 
release date and I needed to start making preparations for life after prison. I’m sure my Lifer friends would have 
grown weary of hearing me make plans for a future outside the walls, where they would never live again. I’d 
have less and less in common with them as my release date approached.

There are four State prisons in the Salem area: OSP, OSCI, Santiam and Mill Creek. The latter two are 
minimum-security. The other two house all custody levels. You cannot imagine the disconnect I felt, the 
conflicting emotions and thoughts constantly screaming for attention and action, when I was driven away from 
the 30-feet high concrete walls that had blotted out the outside world for so long, then deposited on the top of a 
hill at an institution with no perimeter around it. No walls, no fences. Just green pastures, the actual Mill Creek at 
the foot of the hill, and views of Salem, the Santiam and Willamette Valleys, and OSCI and Santiam CF, which 
are both less than a mile from Mill Creek.

If I wanted to, I could have walked away. Either at one of the worksites we were transported to on weekdays, or 
from the yard. On the second day I was there, I was assigned to a work crew that walked alongside of city 
streets and picked up debris. I freaked-out as I walked along a road with heavy traffic. The only traffic I’d seen for 
years had been on OSP’s track. 

You know, I had run pretty much everyday for around three years before I went to Mill Creek. I was running 
around 10 miles per day, often at a fairly quick pace. I’d also begun to tone my upper-body muscles by doing 
push-ups, pull-ups and dips. So, I thought I was in pretty decent physical shape. 

Wrong-o!

After my first 8-hour work shift in years, I lay on my bunk and only got up for meals. For two days. I was wrecked 
– wiped-out by one day’s work. And it wasn’t even hard labor.

It was an adjustment – one made more difficult because I didn’t know anyone there. Also, since I don’t smoke 
tobacco, the other prisoners were automatically suspicious of me. When someone was busted for smoking, what 
other explanation could there be but that someone snitched him out? It couldn’t be that the wind blowing in from 
the windows was blowing smoke right into the officer’s station, or that he smoked so much that you could smell 
him from twenty feet away. Or that he’d been seen rolling a cigarette. No – anyone who was ever caught 
smoking had to have been ratted out. How else can you explain it? As a non-smoker, I was not to be trusted.

I witnessed numerous things that made me really sad. Several guys had little or no contact with the outside 
world. Prison was the only life they knew. In order to fit in with the fellas and earn respect (and some tobacco), 
more than a few of those unfortunate guys would stick sandwich bags full of tobacco up their buttholes. I saw 
one of these guys crying the day before his release. Sticking tobacco up your ass doesn’t mean much to folks on 
the streets, and certainly will not earn anyone respect. (Or so I thought.)

I knew another guy who refused to take work outside the prison so he could hang out and smoke all day in the 
dorm. Jobs outside the prison paid more than twice as much as jobs inside – unless you were the head cook in 
the kitchen. This one guy spent all his pay on cigarettes. He also traded his meals. When he was released, he 
had no money on his books and nowhere to go. I almost cried when he left, because it was bitterly cold outside, 
he had nothing but the clothes on his back and he had not even tried to save a few dollars up before leaving. I 
also worried that I might end up the same way – nowhere to go, no one around. 

Mill Creek Daze

At Mill Creek Correctional Facility, everyone works. If one is not assigned to a work crew, there are little jobs 
around the institution to keep one busy – like in the kitchen, or cleaning the hallways and common areas. Also, 
there are usually fill-in positions on the work crews, to replace people who have court dates, visits, 
appointments, or are sick.

Some of the jobs were amazingly cool. There was one crew that went into the forests and marked timber sales. 
There was another one that went to Silver Falls State Park. Either way, you have to admit – it’s sooooooo much 



better to be out in the Parks and Forests than stuck inside a prison all day. Other crews maintained city parks in 
Salem. Another one did landscaping and support work for the Oregon State Hospital. All in all, it was good to get 
out into the real world again, as a preliminary to being released.

As I began to focus more and more on making plans for life after prison, a sense of panic started to grow inside 
me. It was around that time that people outside began to help me raise funds for my post-prison life.

In the meanwhile, an old ex-girlfriend – who will hereafter be referred to as Bookgirl - had relocated to Portland 
and opened a bookstore. Then told me we weren’t going to be publishing the book we’d been working on. 
Despite the anger and resentment I felt about that, she made up for it by regularly bringing my daughter to visit. 
That meant a lot to me.

After a Poetry-themed fund-raising event in Portland, an activist woman who I was familiar with – through her 
writings in Portland State U’s Rearguard – contacted me. I’d actually written to her before, after reading some of 
her articles. She didn’t respond then, but I remembered her name years later, and knew who she was when she 
took it upon herself to start writing me after the Poetry event. 

A couple of months later, we met in the visiting room. I’d already felt a strong attraction to her, just because I 
thought she was a kick-ass Latina activist woman. I had no idea she was so...gorgeous. So, it was difficult for me 
to talk business with her during our first visit. She later admitted a strong attraction to me, which caused her to 
break off communication with me for a few months. When she returned to my (miserable) life, we were open with 
one another about where we wanted our relationship to go, and soon we were engaged.

I admit I had ulterior motives behind wanting to marry her before my release. I wanted to move to Portland, and it 
would help loads to have a legal reason to do so. That doesn’t diminish the fact that I was extremely attracted to 
her as a person, a comrade and a smokin’ hot babe. It was as if the goddess had been looking out for me and 
sent her my way. My favorite goddesses are Kali and Pele. Fiery, fierce, passionate - and more than a little 
mean-spirited at times. Sexy, Raging Bitch goddesses...rrrrrrrr...They set me up! 

This woman, who I will refer to as my Nemesis, also wanted to do a documentary about my adjustment to life 
after prison, and to act as my agent in setting up speaking dates. It really looked like she was going to help me 
have everything I desired in my post-prison life. I would be spared the trauma of having to live in Eugene – 
where the police would know I was not particularly fond of them – and I'd be in the same city as my daughter, 
who would turn ten just prior to my release.

So, in preparation for that auspicious ocassion, I sent my Nemesis the proper forms to fill out in order for us to be 
married. She asked a few questions about them, but subsequently stopped working on making it happen. After a 
few inquiries, I stopped asking her about it. As I got to know her better, I realized that she has intimacy issues. 

I don’t remember the reason, but something caused her to decide to take a break from visiting me. That really 
bugged me. I’d been anticipating a visit from her all week, only to be stood up over the weekend. I had 
something important to tell her: I’d had a stroke Sunday night, in my sleep.

I knew this because the next day I woke up with pain across my chest, and under my left armpit. I just shrugged 
it off and prepared to go to work as usual. 

My arm had that tingly-numbness one experiences when a limb has “gone to sleep.” 

I went to the chow hall as usual, thinking my arm would gradually return to normal. My left hand was useless – I 
could grip things loosely, but my arm would not lift anything. It just sorta dnagled uselessly at my side. Still, I 
wasn't very concerned – I'd had at least one incident like this before, when my arm didn't become fully functional 
until after lunch. So, after breakfast, I prepared to go to work as usual.

But, once we arrived at Silver Falls and began to chop firewood (one of our fall-back duties, when there wasn’t 
much else to do), I found that I could still only grip things with my left hand. My left arm was not able to lift the 
maul, and I had to swing the thing one-handed, with my left hand unable even to act as a guide. The guard who 
supervised us had a few chuckles over my odd swing that day. Still, I was able to chop up the wood, so long as I 
avoided pieces with knots.



I wanted to avoid telling the medical staff (who only stopped by Mill Creek in the mornings) about this until after 
I’d told someone on the outside. I was worried that I’d be sent to OSP and kept in the infirmary for observation. 
Ha! Like they’d give a shit. Anyway, my Nemesis didn’t stop by that weekend, and I got a letter from her the 
following week (my mail was heavily scrutinized, both coming and going, which is why I didn’t want to mention 
my stroke in a letter) explaining why she needed to take a break from visiting. So I waited again, with the 
strength slowly returning to my left arm. Playing guitar was therapeutic at this point, as it made me exercise my 
left hand. I had a difficult time of it, and it freaked me out a little. That and the continuing ache in my chest.

She didn’t come again the following weekend, and I had no choice but to write a letter explaining what was going 
on. I mailed it on Monday morning, then sent a medical request to the nurse. Less than an hour from the time I 
put the medical kyte in the proper box, I was told by the officer on duty in my dorm to report for transport. They 
took me over to Santiam, where there is a fully staffed medical clinic. I was hooked up to an EKG, which 
reported that there was nothing wrong with my heartbeat. That’s odd, because I do have mild arrhythmia. Still, I 
was told I would be held at Santiam for a few days for observation. That sucked, because I was hoping to make 
it back to OSP, where I knew lots of guys, and I could check in with them, see how they were doing.

I’d been there a while (it was a totally different scene from Mill Creek, but I’ll leave the details for a future zine) 
when the doctor gave me clearance to return to work. I insisted on being put on light duty, which he refused. But, 
by badgering him – and beginning to lose my temper – he allowed me the privilege of being placed on light duty 
for three months. There was no way I wanted to exert myself and possibly do even more damage to my 
circulatory system. It was only 9 months until my release date, and one of my goals going into prison was not to 
die in there. I began to worry that I wouldn’t make it.

While I was at Santiam, the arrests in Operation Backfire began - the opening round of arrests in the on-going 
Green Scare witchhunts. 

After the holiday season was over, I was notified that my work status had changed. I was assigned to work at the 
Dome building, which houses the Oregon Department of Corrections’ (ODOC’s) offices. I would work for the 
financial records office, as a file clerk. 

Talk about culture shock! I was working with women. Free women. Single women. Who dressed in office-
appropriate clothing. Nice outfits. Cute dresses. And some of them wore perfume. I was totally mesmerized. To 
add to my sense of bewilderment, I was strongly attracted to my immediate supervisor, a petite redhead around 
my age. When she was instructing me on how to file the papers I’d be working with, she often leaned over my 
shoulder, and even put her hand there for balance a few times. I was totally turned on, but tried really hard not to 
flirt or act robnoxiously towards her. 

The next day, I was shipped back to Mill Creek. Robviously, if I was well enough to work, I was well enough to 
return. At Mill Creek, most of the work was done outside the facility. In order to qualify to be on an outside work 
crew, there were certain criteria one had to meet. Such as; no history of escape, no positive drug tests while 
incarcerated, and – most importantly, as far as I’m concerned – no sex offenses. It wasn’t always easy to find 
guys who filled those criteria. I had no idea how many sex offenders Oregon had locked up before I went to 
Santiam. No idea. Even after five years at OSP. At least half the convicts at Santiam were in for sex-related 
offenses. It was creepy there, as the high percentage of molesters and rapists made everyone suspect. I 
witnessed more fights in my months at Santiam than I had in five years at OSP.

I made a horrible mistake after my return to Mill Creek. I wrote my Nemesis about how I felt around my 
supervisor at the Dome building. I wanted her to know this because I wanted us to figure out how we would 
handle this when I was out in the real world. I asked her what to do if this ever happened when we were 
together.

Wow – did she ever lose it! She decided to take a break from our “relationship” in order to reevaluate her 
feelings for me. This was the third break she’d taken, in a little less than a year. Why – WHY – did I not heed the 
warning signs? I’m so stupid when it comes to my relationships with women, which is sorta the unstated theme 
to this zine.

While isolated from my main source of outside support, and knowing I’d blown my chances to have the life I 
desired with my Nemesis, I began to read about how many, many, many of the victims of Operation Backfire 
were turning state’s evidence and co-operating with the prosecution of their former comrades-in-arms. Once 



again, the fear of being forced to live in Eugene returned, but far more pronounced. Suddenly, I couldn’t avoid 
the snitch culture there simply by avoiding the drug scene. Now I had to be wary of the entire anarcho-activist 
scene there, too. The very people I would be relying on for support, friendship and camaraderie upon my 
release. With every week’s news bringing more details about co-operation by the Operation Backfire arrestees, I 
began to sink into a deep funk.

Then, early in the new year (2006), my family contacted me for the first time in four years. My father had died.

A Haunting Death

My father had disappeared from our lives when I was about two years old. Just vanished. We found out, years 
later, that he had killed a man in New Mexico, fled the state, then surrendered himself to a relative in Oklahoma 
who worked for the Sheriff’s department. 

Here’s how the incident was explained to me. My father had inherited a pair of Colt 45’s from his grandfather, 
who had been a hired hand on the XIT ranch – a huge chunk of land that stretched across the western half of the 
Texas Panhandle. The name refers to the fact that it was an area equal to 10 of the surrounding counties (“X” = 
Roman numeral “ten”, thus “XIT” = “Ten in Texas”). Great-grandad was well-known for his prowess with his guns, 
and from what I’ve heard, there were half-a-dozen notches carved into the handle of one. My father’s family 
were well-known gunslingers in Texas. There’s even a ballad about one of them, called “Sundown – the Ballad of  
Bill Thaxton.” It’s on Marty Robbins’ Ballads of the Old West, Vol. 2, if you are interested in hearing it. If space 
permits, I’ll include the lyrics in this zine. It’s a fairly awesome tale.
 
So, one day, my father returned from work to find his heirloom pistols missing. He had a good idea who took 
them, so dad went looking for him. The truck which belonged to the culprit was found eventually, parked in front 
of a bar. Dad saw the guns tucked into the seat of the pickup, broke out a window, reclaimed his weapons, 
loaded them, then went into the bar and shot the thief.

It turned out that the local (New Mexican) officials considered the killing to have been a favor for them. The dead 
guy apparently was a local thug and all-around piece-of-shit, and they were glad to be rid of him. If my father 
hadn’t been drunk, freaked out and fled, they may not have pursued charges against him. As it was, since he 
fled, and they had to do an investigation, he was eventually charged with Manslaughter. 

Mom divorced dad and declared abandonment as the reason. She later re-married. I only met the old man once 
in my memory, when I was fifteen. I wasn’t impressed, but it was cool to at least see him again. I didn’t 
remember him from toddlerhood. 

He made his living as an independent roofing contractor. A fitting trade, considering that the name Thaxton is an 
old Enlish/Saxon word meaning “thatcher” – one who makes and repairs thatch roofs. My father hated having a 
boss. Guess that’s where I get that from. He never settled down to one place, never kept in a long-term 
relationship, and had few close friends, even among his relatives.

He died in an apartment provided by Catholic Services, in Spokane, Washington. Because he was such a 
solitary individual, his body wasn’t discovered until it had reached a heightened state of decomposition. That’s so 
sad. Sadder still; to this day, I wonder if that will be my fate as well.

Just now, as I type this up, I remember how much this affected me. I was already really depressed and anxious 
over my relationship with my Nemesis and over the prospect of being released in Snitchville and because I’d 
had a stroke. To combat these feelings, I began to re-assert my efforts to be transferred to Portland when I got 
out, five months to the day after my father’s funeral. 

Ready or Not!

My Nemesis finally relented somewhat. She agreed to renew our engagement. We were going to try to maintain 
a long-distance relationship, with her in Portland and me in Eugene. It was all but a done deal now - I would live 
in Eugene, city of Snitches.

I didn’t have enough time left to get things set up for going to college. I had almost no faith that I’d ever get a job 



again. Tuli Kupferberg from the Fugs had a saying about that; “Don’t be unemployed, be unemployable.” I was 
sure that I would fit the “unemployable” profile upon release.

By the time I realized there would be no escaping Eugene, I was only about two months from the gate. There are 
programs to help prisoners prepare for their release, but I wasn’t aware of them while at Mill Creek. All I really 
wanted to do was earn a little cash with a job inside the prison, so I could hang around the place to make calls 
and write letters all day. I even got the job I wanted, doing the late-night laundry shift.

Things didn’t go so well, though. You see, a lot of guys in prison ain’t got nothin’ goin’ on, ya know?!? So, they 
have to do things to get some cigarettes and other stuff. A very popular way to earn extra cash/cigarettes is to 
work in the laundry and steal good-looking clothes and sell them. Clothes began to go missing while I worked in 
the laundry room, and the guys who worked most with the supervisors were the day shift. Someone on that shift 
began to point his finger at me and tell the COs that I was stealing clothes. It’s not like he was ratting me out, 
since I wasn’t stealing anything: He was lying. What’s worse? I was eventually fired. That sucked, because I 
really needed a job that let me have my days free to get ready for release.

There is a long story to tell about those last couple of months, but – again – I’ll leave that story for a later zine.

The short version is that I wound up working in the kitchen. I hated that. So great was my hatred for working in 
the kitchen that I told my supervisor to go fuck himself my second day on the job, and got thrown into the hole. 
Or I would have been, if there were a hole at Mill Creek. Instead, they shipped me back to Santiam to await a 
Disciplinary Hearing.

While there, I found out about a 6-month program to set things up for guys getting out. I had just about a month 
left, so I was behind schedule, but the release counselors did all they could to catch me up on things. If I had 
been in earlier (this program did not exist at Mill Creek, to the best of my knowledge), I could even have gotten 
into some housing. As it was, I had something like $2,000 saved up from the past seven years, and I thought I’d 
be okay with that, at least to start with. 

I got into trouble again at Santiam, and this time they were really, really serious about putting me in the hole, so 
they shipped me to OSCI. There are several levels of Disciplinary Segregation at OSCI. I was put into a housing 
unit which was set up to have people confined to their cells. Sorta like holeshot-lite. We were allowed to go to 
call-outs (like visiting and talks with release counselors) and to take our meals in the regular chow hall. So, I was 
confined to my cell for most of the rest of my sentence. They would have taken away the “good time” I had 
earned at that point, but the paperwork involved would have been a pain in everyone’s asses, so I got by on 
Seg.

I was allowed to leave the unit and go to yard the day before I was released. One day on the yard at OSCI. One.

Meanwhile, I had come to grips with the fact that I was going to be released to Lane County, and I was very 
unhappy about that, particularly seeing as how the Earth Liberation Front arrestees were falling all over 
themselves in order to turn State’s evidence. Over the years, I had been a very vocal supporter of the ELF. Or as 
vocal as I could be with pen and paper. 

One of those arrested apparently killed himself in his cell while awaiting indictment – Bill “Avalon” Rogers. A 
couple of others had avoided arrest. But, as my release date grew nearer, more arrests were made, including a 
fugitive in Canada, Tre Arrow. All in all, it was a bleak time for the revolution.

Finally, after 7 years and 10 days, I was called out to R&D – it was time to leave prison.

The Happiest Guy Around

It was all like a very strange dream. I walked out the gate and met some friends in the parking lot. My Nemesis 
and a mutual friend. 

We got some money and went shopping. I felt like a real American again, with cash in hand. As you can well 
imagine, I needed me some stuff.



The drive to Eugene was quiet. When we arrived, we drove past the very place where I was arrested. Everything 
felt unreal. I felt like this was all a set-up, that I’d be picked up and thrown back into prison again any second. I 
was anxious about meeting my PO, wondering what hoops he would have for me to jump through in order to 
stay out on the streets. I didn’t have a place to live, but got a motel room for a couple of weeks.

Not long after arriving in town, my Nemesis wanted to talk to me. She’d been following me around all day, filming 
shit. It was getting to be a drag. She called me aside to have a little chat. She had decided that we were not 
going to be a couple after all. Yea! I got dumped the day I got out of prison! Welcome to the real world!

Looking back on that time, I can’t recall the first time I got laid after my release. It was something like a couple of 
weeks later. Seriously. I mean – I got intimacy issues. 

So...nothing was going my way, really, except that I wasn’t in prison anymore. And that was good enough for me. 
No matter where I went, I was the happiest guy around.

We had a little to-do at Sam Bond’s Garage, a neighborhood bar, the day of my release, and I had my first beer 
for a long while. A microbrew IPA. It was so good, I was astonished. I set it down and said so. 

“Oh, my god! This is so good!” I exclaimed. “I’d forgotten!” One of the guys at the table said he was going to cry.

Later, an old cellmate from OSP, and an activist acquaintance presented me with an electric guitar package, 
including a little practice amp. I was so stoked!

I met two people that day who would play a huge role in my re-entry to the real world: Badass Girl and Ms. 
Despair. As the first week of life on the outside came to an end, many of my fears began to subside. I was still 
very uncomfortable around strangers, particularly crowds of strangers. I’m sure I alienated lots of folks in those 
first few days of freedom, because I didn’t want to be around people I didn’t know. I hid in the motel room a lot. I 
tried some Meth and realized it wasn’t for me.

I just didn’t know who to trust. And – yes, I was being more than a little paranoid. I find it difficult to believe some 
of the suspicions I had about certain people back then. I was crazy. Seriously, it was insane. 

I remember being almost afraid to leave my hotel room, except at night, but finally made an adjustment that 
helped out. I began to consider being out in the streets as just the same as going out to yard in prison. Shit – 
some of the people I encountered out there, I recognized from prison!

Love Comes a-Callin’ 

Ms. Despair came into my life as I attempted to open a bank account. As we stood in line at the tiny, local credit 
union’s office, in she walked. She was certainly an interesting-looking person, clad all in black, around my age, 
with a slender build. She recognized my friend River, who was escorting me around town, and who promptly 
introduced us. Ms. Despair had heard of me and asked when I had been released. “This morning!” I chirped. She 
asked if she could give me a welcome home hug, which was fine by me. And she held me long. I felt a little 
uncomfortable at first, since she was a stranger and all, but surrendered to the moment. Once I relaxed, I noticed 
just how incredibly GOOD she felt in my arms. She asked what we were doing later, so I invited her to join us at 
Sam Bond’s.

She turned up later, just as I was unpackaging my new guitar. Badass had been there as well, and sitting on the 
patio drinking beer was a wonderful experience for me.

While outside, and later back at the table, Ms. Despair talked with my poetess friend, who lived in a distant East 
Coast city. It just so happened that Ms. Despair was planning on moving there soon herself, to help her daughter 
out.  As it also turned out, Ms. Poetry knew Ms. Despair’s daughter. They talked and talked, and I listened...

That was when my Nemesis told me she wouldn’t marry me, but asked to stay with me that night anyways. I 
asked her to leave.

I was doomed from that moment.



It took something like three calls to Ms. Despair over the following two weeks for me to get up any sort of nerve 
to ask her out for coffee. We couldn’t find a convenient time, and I was very frustrated. Then, one night I just 
happened to bump into her. How very exciting for me! I managed to hang out with her for much of the evening 
and found her to be very sweet, smart and cuter than I had first realized (She frowns a lot). Towards the end of 
the evening, she decided to leave for her place. I chased her down and let her know that I was offended because 
she had not invited me to accompany her. I’d like to think that what followed was magic. Mainly because we 
shared so many magical moments together in the weeks afterwards. Sadly – time, internal turmoil and bitterness 
have erased, corrupted or otherwise muddled much of my memory of those days.

So much so, in fact, that writing this is quite a challenge. I’ve heard (second-hand) accounts of these  
events, as told by the women involved. They don’t quite agree with what I remember. But, I was so spun-
out in those days, I don’t think I had a good grasp of what was actually happening – either what I was  
doing or what others were saying. There are some major discrepancies between what I remember and  
what others say happened. I give the gal’s versions the greater credibility when I reflect on these events,  
but this is MY zine, and I’m going to present MY version of the story. When confronted with two wildly  
divergent memories of any particular episode, if I can’t clearly remember what I said, felt or did, I’ll skip  
it altogether. What you are reading here is what I remember of this period of my life. I acknowledge that I  
could be very much off-base here, but this is the best I can do.

Ms. Despair was all but unreachable for me. When she wasn’t sunk into her pit of despair, she was walking in 
the clouds. She was sad at leaving the life she had built on the West Coast for 15 years (or more), but 
determined to get things sorted out for her daughter and her grand-daughter out East. I have to admit that I 
thought it would be “safe” to become involved with someone who was leaving soon. I had a lot of issues to work 
out in order to have some sort of life. Also, I was (and still am) under court supervision. Post-Prison Supervision: 
It’s not as restrictive as Parole or Probation, but I do have to report to a P.O. and abide by State rules. One of 
them requires me to live in Lane County, unless I can prove to the PO’s office that I should live elsewhere, and 
have a place to live and a job lined up. 

I was eligible for many programs to help me assimilate into the herd. At least I was immediately upon my 
release. But, I had money and many well-wishers and friends in Eugene and was very excited over the 
possibility of traveling to other places and checking out the scenes there – with my PO’s consent, of course. So, I 
turned down all the offers of housing (the Eugene Mission and half-way houses) suggested by the PO’s office 
and decided to focus primarily on traveling, writing and giving talks about my experiences.

There was a coming-out gig I arranged prior to my release, at Laughing Horse Books in Portland. Along with an 
after-party at my Nemesis’ apt. There would be a follow-up gathering the next day, but I didn’t make it to that 
one, because I spent the night with Bookgirl instead. This is when things start to get weird.

Bookgirl had been put in charge of the money raised for me while I was still locked-up. Even though I had hurt 
her very badly when I became engaged to my Nemesis, she still cared enough about me to stay in my life, and 
brought my daughter to visit me often. But…she has issues. Like low self-esteem. She was afraid that if she 
handed over all the funds she had for me, I’d not want to see her anymore. So, she rationed out the money, to 
my adamant objection. This was annoying at first, but caused me much hardship later, because I never had 
enough money with me to secure a living space.

I spent the night with her, thinking that it would re-assure her that I was not going to bail on her. She was a part-
owner of a bookstore, after all, and had repeatedly offered to give me some work there.  I also still hoped we 
could publish a collection of some of the things I’d had published while incarcerated. 

I suppose I should mention that my self-esteem wasn’t so good after 7 years in cages. It wasn’t so hot prior to 
that, either. I gots me some issues - Believe that! The point I should make here is that I felt like I had nothing 
much to offer a lover, other than my physical self. And I offered myself freely to everyone who wanted to be part 
of my life. And I felt very guilty about that, shameful even. Because of the shame and guilt, I tried to cover-up 
what I was doing by misleading all the women I became involved with. Yes, I suck for that very reason, but…I 
honestly didn’t know how to act. I didn’t want to hurt anyone, and I felt like others had more control over my life 
than I did. After being in prison for so long, the issue of control was more of a sore point for me than anyone 
realized then. Even me. I really felt I had little say in how my life was shaping up. What I needed to do was to be 
more assertive about my own goals and aims, and to take the initiative to do what I needed to do in order to get 



my life in some sort of order, for my own sake and to appease the PO’s office. And then start getting people 
involved in my life. Bad-Ass Girl told me as much later in this drama, but I was too busy trying to get a few things 
going for myself to take her wise counsel.

Also, I'd had addiction issues before my prison stint. Cocaine, to be specific. It was the only time in my life that I 
had used drugs or alcohol as an escape device. I was very worried that I’d fall into that trap again. Indeed, my 
number one concern in those days was not to repeat that sort of behavior. I was so focused on that single issue 
that I couldn’t comprehend how I treated other people, and how that affected them. I felt like I was handling 
things pretty well, so long as I wasn’t using or craving coke. 

To get back to the story...a good friend of mine helped us to set up a speaking date in Seattle. At this point, my 
Nemesis and I had experimented around a bit about being part-time lovers. It seemed like she was determined 
to have a monogamous relationship with me, but I wasn’t ready for that just yet – not after she had broken off our 
engagement the day I was released. (Does anyone else get how much that fucked me up? She doesn’t seem to 
think it was any big deal.)

With our relationship being on-and-off like that, my Nemesis completely dropped the ball about getting more 
speaking dates set up. She did set up a second date for me in Seattle, but after that, there was nothing. This 
was, at the time, my only source of income, and I wanted to be able to travel the country this way. My PO was 
being super-cool about it, too. So long as I let him know ahead of time, he would let me come and go as I 
pleased. That was a relief. Before I met him, I was worried that he’d be a dick and make all sorts of demands on 
my time (anger management classes, local employment, piss tests. Etc.). 

On the drive back to Portland, we had a huge fight and I fired my Nemesis. When I returned to Eugene, I began 
emailing people about the possibility of coming to their communities and giving talks at their infoshops, 
bookstores or whatnot. I set up a couple of mini-tours of California, one in the Bay area and a later one 
elsewhere in N. Cali.

Meanwhile, I spent a lot of time with Ms. Despair. We had some wonderful times, and the world seemed 
enchanted. I was in love and that totally shocked me, because I didn’t think I could feel anything anymore. 
Anything other than anxiety, anger and hate. Prison does that to a person. Still, our time together was sweet, and 
I was totally immersed in it…for a few weeks. 

After returning from the first part of the California tours, I was ready to start settling into life in Eugene. But first, 
Ms. Despair and I spent a bit of time traveling together, visiting her friends on her own farewell tour. I also guest-
hosted John Zerzan’s Anarchy Radio program. I did several radio interviews for KBOO in Portland, too. Things 
were actually going pretty well for a while there.

But…Ms. Despair was dallying around town. She wanted me to ask her to stay. Whereas, I really wanted her to 
get on with her life so that I could focus on getting my shit together. I have to say here that learning about her 
plans to go to her family out East was one of the things I really admired about her. Her daughter and grand-
daughter were facing a lot of uncertainty in their lives, and she was going to go and help them sort things out. 
Goddam! What a woman! No wonder I fell in love with her. When she started acting like she didn’t want to go 
after all, it made me totally question what she was like, who she really was. I needed space, and told her so. She 
freaked-out.

She left reluctantly, with my reassurances that when she did return (a year or two or three later, she wouldn’t 
commit to a timeline), we could definitely discuss being a couple then. Meanwhile, if I could, I’d arrange to visit 
her now and then on speaking tours.

Then something totally unexpected happened. Badass Girl and I began to hang out a lot. She is an amazing 
woman, and everyone who knows her has mad love and respect for her. 

Having heard some of what she has to say about this time, I realize that I had totally lost touch with reality then. I 
know for a fact that when she told me some things, I interpreted them another way. To suit my own agenda. I 
know I did this with her. I also teased her. I told her that I thought she had more sense than to get involved with 
someone as fucked-up as I was.

And, you know…I said that numerous times to lots of people. I was really, really fucked-up when I was released. 



I knew I was, but I didn’t know how fucked-up I was. And I said so to everyone around. Mostly, the response was 
something like “Well, you’re always smiling every time I see you.” So fucking what? I’m sure there are serial 
killers who wear big smiles when they are dismembering their victims. That sure as hell doesn’t mean they’re not 
massively fucked-up!

So, there I was, not two months out of prison, sleeping with four different women. Being evasive about it with 
them when not outright lying to cover my ass. I’d hoped that everyone involved would eventually work things out. 
But I was still on prison time. Things happen much more quickly in the real world, and soon the pleadings for me 
to get counseling would give way to more forceful demands.

Before I left for the last of my speaking dates – I had decided not to schedule any more for a while so that I could 
focus on getting a place to live and sorting things out with my lovers – I made sure that: a) the four of them knew 
what I had been up to with them; b) that they were in touch with one another; and, c) that they didn’t blame one 
another about my fucked-up behavior. I wanted to stop hurting the women in my life. I wanted to heal from the 
damage prison had done to me. I wanted their help and I wanted to help them if I could. I would only be gone for 
something like 10 days. Once back, I would do whatever it would take to deal with the damage I had done. We 
all discussed this, and even though they weren't very happy with my reassurances, I was totally sincere about 
wanting to work this out. I was even excited about it. I knew how much this could mean to my future, and to my 
relationship with my ten-year-old daughter.

The issue of control came into play here in a big way. I was afraid of totally losing control of my life. The PO’s 
office could make demands of me already, even after I’d served a 7-year sentence. I didn’t have a place to live 
yet, almost three months after release. So, when my lovers and former lovers began to make demands of me, I 
resisted. Not that I didn’t take their demands seriously, but I didn’t see that meeting their demands would resolve 
anything for me in an immediate sense. Mostly, they demanded that I get counseling. Not a bad idea, really, but 
certainly not a cure-all for how I felt at the time. I suppose that their insistence on my getting counseling had a lot 
to do with getting me off of their hands. Call me crazy, but I had expected different approaches from anarchists. I 
especially didn’t like the fact that they were attempting to blackmail me into submission.

We were – the four of us (Bookgirl declined to be party to this) – engaged in discussion about this, via the 
internet and phone calls. I left for California confident that upon my return, I’d have a place to live (a space had 
been offered to me), some cash in hand, and be ready to deal with the heartache I’d caused people I respect 
and love.

While visiting comrades in the Bay Area, I was fairly candid about what was going on, with people I turned to for 
advice. I made a confession on Berkeley Liberation Radio while doing a six-hour on-air shift there. It felt good to 
think about how I was affecting others instead of just thinking about myself all the time. All-in-all, I was looking 
forward to getting back to Eugene, getting settled in to a stable housing situation with some of the local 
anarchists, and trying to repair some of the damage prison had done to me, and which I had inflicted on others.

The morning I was to leave for my final engagement, I got an e-mail informing me that the show had been 
canceled. Here’s why:

September 2006

A Warning to Women in the Anarchist/Activist community:

We are sending this communique to women that we know have contact with Rob Thaxton (aka Rob los 
Ricos). We are four women who have all, at one time or another, been romantically involved with Rob. 
Our intention is not to spread this information publicly, but to make a sincere effort to warn women who 
come into contact with him, who may be next in line for his abuse. We ask, please, that you respect our 
desire not to air this message on public forums (email lists, publications, blogs, etc.), but ask that you 
DO share it one-on-one with women that may be apt to get involved romantically with Rob. This is 
difficult for us, to share something so private with strangers in order to warn people of the danger 
involved.

Recently, it has come to light that Rob will use any method possible to seduce women in order to have 
housing and money (and he has admitted that these are his main motivations). He has been egregiously 



disingenuous with all four of us, and in our sitting down together comparing notes, we realize he is 
continuing to do this to other women, if he thinks he can get away with it.

As we all know, prison is a brutal place, and people who have spent time there come out with many 
issues and difficulties in adjusting to life outside the walls. All four of us have worked very hard to 
support Rob through this transition. We are not unsympathetic to the hardships prison has created in 
his life. We do not, however, believe that this is an excuse for the lies and manipulations he uses to get 
laid. In fact, he uses the glamour of "political prisoner" to get women. Please believe us... there's nothing 
glamorous about being treated like shit.

The deceptions began long before Rob ever went to prison, continued in his use of women from the 
inside, and have really exploded on his release.

The most important information that needs to come out is that Rob is extremely irresponsible and 
reckless with the health of the women he engages with. He has Hepatitis C, which can be transmitted 
sexually (and which causes liver cancer and cirrhosis). He kept it secret from one of us until three weeks 
after becoming sexual. He also has Herpes Simplex I and II, and did not tell at least two of us about this 
before sexual activity. Herpes can be spread even with the use of condoms. He has not been tested for 
HIV since his release, which is an extreme concern after life in prison, where HIV spreads faster than 
among any other population. Rob has also been a habitual intravenous drug user (prior to prison, and 
there is evidence to suggest since his release.)

Rob practices unethical non-monogamy. He lies to women about having other lovers, and has even 
made promises of marriage to more than one woman at a time. Even if you yourself practice non-
monogamy, he will lie to you about other women. He will obfuscate and hedge his bets, and makes every 
attempt to get the women he is involved with to distrust one another. He will spread lies about the other 
women he is involved with to make you lose respect for those women, because he is trying to make sure 
we never engage with each other (lest his lies be revealed). He will say ANYTHING to get what he wants 
from women. He will tell you what he thinks you want to hear. When the four of us sat down together and 
started comparing notes, the depth of the lies was truly astounding. We do not feel the need to go into 
detail here, but if you want to compare notes as well, feel free to contact us.

We are engaged in a discussion through email with Rob. We have set conditions he must adhere to if he 
does not wish us to publicly denounce him. So far, he is mostly defensive, but we believe that if we (...as 
radical women who will not allow our community to be poisoned both physically and emotionally...) 
stand together in holding him accountable for his behavior, that real revolutionary change and growth 
can occur, both in him, and in the way we as women treat one another around manipulative men.

The two demands we have set forward for Rob are that he:

1) Get professional counseling for a longterm period.

2) Stop getting intimately involved with women until he has done so (the time period is uncertain, and 
should be negotiated soon.)

If he refuses or fails in either demand, we will publicly denounce him. The manner of such is not yet 
decided. We do not wish (well... some of us do wish, but are constraining ourselves until the burn of 
anger has died down...) to trash Rob publicly, as we do not believe this is the best possible outcome in 
this situation. The best outcome is that the sick behavior STOPS.

If you are a friend or supporter of Rob, please stand in solidarity with us and hold Rob accountable for 
his actions. It is in his best interest to get help, and in the best interest of our community.

Mujeres de Cascadia

Fuck, fuck, fuckity-fuck!



So there you have it – less than three months out of prison and I’d crashed and burned. Some guys get out of 
prison, steal a car in the parking lot, score some meth and are back inside in less than a day. As for me, I fucked-
up so badly that going back to prison would have been a major step up in my standard of living. Well, it’s no 
one’s fault but mine. I should have tried to rein in the manipulative behavior that I’d learned while incarcerated. 
It’s not easy, particularly when surrounded by strangers, in a town where I'd never lived previously.

I’m appalled by my attitudes towards the women in my life then, as I read over this now. But I also tend to forget 
that I was either drunk or stoned, or both, most of the time. And much of my insanity was fueled by the thought 
that I’d drop dead any second. 80% of the people who spend as much time incarcerated as I did die of either 
prostate or rectal/colon cancers not long after their release. 

And do you know what the leading indicator that someone might suffer a stroke is? Having experienced one 
already! I have no idea why I’m still alive. Not a clue.

After reading the Warning, I went into seclusion. I asked some of our anarchist elders what to do at this point. I 
took it upon myself to forward the Warning to everyone I knew in the activist/anarchist scenes. Most of them had 
already seen it, it had circulated so widely. My daughter’s mom got a copy, and she has no direct ties to either 
scene. I felt like I would not be safe in Eugene, so I absconded from my PPS. And hid. It would be two months 
before I dared to venture out of my hiding place – which was Bookgirl’s apartment. I was so damned depressed. 
Still am, I suppose. This Warning fucked me up more than 7 years of incarceration had. And it’s only just recently 
that I’ve decided that I could still have a life. Just because the movement I spent 30 years nurturing and went to 
prison for has cast me aside is no reason to just give up on life. Is it? I don’t know, really. 

The one objective I’d had when I first learned of my sentence was not to die in prison. It would probably be a 
good idea to set some sort of new goal. After all, if that was the purpose of my life, then I’ve succeeded and 
there’s really not much else to do here. Over two years later and very little has changed. I’m still homeless. I still 
hurt people who care about me, though it’s not intentional and I’m being much more mindful of my actions and 
words. It’s just life, y’know? Life can be painful, even under the best of circumstances. And the shit-talking 
continues. I still lose friends over it. And my self-esteem will not recover in this lifetime. Sometimes I wonder why 
I go on with this humiliation and heartache, then I’ll play a perfect riff on my guitar, or witness a spectacular 
sunset, or spend some quality time with my daughter. I get a glimpse of how sweet life can be. Then, I walk 
around in the cold rain, late at night, searching for a dry place to roll out my sleeping bag, wishing the pain could 
stop, wishing there was a way to make things right, wishing I were young enough to believe I could heal from this 
shit, but knowing that if I live to be 50 (one year and 30-some days from the time I’m composing this), it will be a 
fucking miracle.
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