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Letter from the Director

Welcome to Revolution Summer.

Please don't park in the neighbors' driveway.

Mark Allen



When I'm on the Third Floor
of this Place, I Feel Like I'm in Heaven

WHYWOULDN'TRICHIEBUDDSMILETO HIMSELFWHENTHEHOUSTONCHILDREN

run down Marconi holding his lawn chair high? The chair is special and, for a time,

the kids will know this. They'll sit in the chair and it will be tugged at, pushed and

pulled, and lifted high in a futile attempt for more air. With distractions, gradually

the chair will be forgotten by the children, considered just another piece of shit.

But what about Richie Budd? You'llsee him on Letterman and Leno, a lifting account

of his act in the latest printing of "Chicken Soup for the Soul." A little self help for

all of us, and thick with laughs. Stupid, yet inspirational.

Muchlater RichieBudd willkillhimself. He willshoot himself in the heart with a

pistol the type of firearm you use to lose altitude.

"Do something children will remember all their lives... "

Hakim Bey, TAZ. (The TemporaryAutonomous Zone)

On the playground the kids divide into two groups and face one another about twenty

feet apart. Everyone on each team grasps and locks hands, wrists and elbows,

forming a human chain. When the decision is made, and the time is right, the players

on one side advance and retreat with swinging arms chanting,

"Red Rover, Red Rover, send Richie Budd over ..."

Richie Budd, being a member of the chanting groups opposing team, scans the
children,lookingfora weak linkinthe lineup. Backingup to increase his momentum,
RichieBuddsprints to connect withthe chanting chain. Untilthe very last moment

RichieBudd is careful not to let on which member of the chain he is charging. He

knows the impact is more stunning and spectacular that way.Should RichieBudd
fail to break the linkof his choice, he becomes part of the chain. If he succeeds,
he returns home withone member of the broken link.

Whydid they call Richie Budd? Was it a social given among the children that Richie

could not break the chain? Or was it a risk on their part, knowing that if they could

survive Richie Budd's charge, he would become a powerful member of their team.

Richie Budd knows better, if that was the case the tone of the chant wouldn't be



so mocking, and his treatment would not be so different in other situations with

the kids. It is no surprise that his arms are directly involved in every attempted

charge and break of his team's human chain. It is also no surprise that his

participation with one particular team is never constant: his failure as a charging

runner becomes his failure as a link, and so on. Richie Budd is in an adolescent

social flux, a type of forced independence. The root of potential deviance is found
in this status.

Now Richie Budd hangs high in the air; tethered by a shoelace, tied for tripping (in

a manner not unfamiliar to Red Rover combatants), and anchored by his tennis

shoe. Richie Budd's oiled legs hang in leisure. A bare foot airs as witness to the

pathetic anchor downstairs. Richie Budd's left sneaker is neither cause for

celebration or discouragement. The shoe saves and limits him. What is normally

on the ground is in the air. It is independence day and the sky is filled with the

explosions of fireworks. We look up at Richie, we look up at the shoe, we look up

at the fireworks, and Richie Budd looks up at the sky.

The Mars Pathfinder has reached an important point in its mission. It arrives on

Mars, entering the Martian atmosphere on July 4, 1997. On arrival, the primary

data taking phase begins, and continues for thirty Martian days, or sols (24.6

hours). During this time, a micro rover is deployed and operated for at least 7 sols.

As the rover begins its journey of the red planet on the fourth of July, NASA and the

rest of Houston celebrate - a carefully calculated moment full of intentional

symbolism - a time of back slapping and flag waving, millions brought together

and touched by the promise of individual freedom.

"But the best piece of equipment was the lawn chair.

It was a Sears.

It was extremely comfortable. n

Larry Walters (July 2, 1982)

Please laugh at Richie Budd's folly, and we will laugh with you. On our special day

we will all draw inspiration from his independence. Let us join hands and praise the

literal, because heaven is just a lawn chair away.

Martin lies, Director

Good/Bad Art Collective




