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INTRODUCTION

OFF THE GRID AND INTO MONKEYLAND! WHY...

	
 I hit my sixties.

	
 I had a building maintenance business which struggled along. 

	
 I had social security.

	
 I had an internet business which sold Martial Arts instruction.

	
 And I would sit in my living room watching FOX news and get upset. 

	
 Think about it, a life so boring that the big thrill was watching an 

electronics device and getting upset.

	
 The country was in bad shape, the president was born in another 

country, the banksters sold us our own money, everybody said it was somebody 

else’s fault, and the best thing I could do was watch the tube and start talking 

back at it.

	
 “You believe that son of a bitch! He lied! He’s guilty!”

	
 All of which shouting, to tell the truth, did absolutely nothing.

	
 Well, it did aggravate my wife, but that’s not always a good thing.

	
 So I lived, and I worked my internet business, and I got upset.

	
 On the internet I had a few websites and sold books and videos and 

courses of instruction. To do this I wrote a newsletter, blogs, articles, and so on.

	
 Somewhere in the middle of all this writing I started talking about 

building a martial arts temple out in the wilderness. One of those ‘if you build it 

they will come’ types of dreams.
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 Now, in the back of my mind I know it’s a crock. Stupid. I’m just 

talking. There is no way this is going to happen.

	
 But, I keep talking about it. It keeps popping out at weird moments, I 

don’t know why, but it does.

	
 One day one of my friends calls me up. His name is Frank, and he is a 

vunderkind sort of guy.

	
 Grew up on a farm in a town of 25, worked hard all his life, and turned 

his life into a success story.

	
 Not like me.

	
 But, for some reason, I don’t know why, we get along. One of the few 

people I would actually call a friend.

	
 And Frank says to me, “Hey, Doc says I have to take it easy. So I want 

to buy a place in the country, can you go on the internet and look around? Find 

something good and you can be the caretaker, and I can have a place I can get 

away to. Can you do that?”

	
 I could. 

	
 So I started looking, sending emails to realtors, arranging visits to rural 

areas in Southern California above Los Angeles.

	
 And we drove out to some of these places. Talked to realtors, talked 

about what we wanted to do, and this thing, building a martial arts temple, began 

to take on a new look.

	
 Still, it was surreal. I mean, I can’t even swing a hammer! I know 

nothing about real estate, let alone life on a farm!

	
 But, two years after we began looking, Frank bought a mountain top in 

Southern California.
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 120 acres of unbelievable paradise! 2500 feet up, our own ‘Big Valley,’ 

a place where you could stand and turn in a circle and see nothing but lesser 

mountains.

	
 And, I have to tell you, it wasn’t real.

	
 I had talked, put forth an idea of building a martial arts temple, of 

retiring to the wilderness to perfect my martial arts, and it still wasn’t real!

	
 Even when Frank called up and said, “The deal went through, but I’m 

out of town, can you go get the keys and move in?”

	
 Sure I could.

	
 So, age 65, retired, time to sit back and enjoy the golden years, and I 

was hauling a trailer up a four mile fire trail to build...what?

	
 I had talked about a temple, but...but what the hell was I really doing?

	
 And the only thing I could think of, as I bounced and jounced and tried 

not to skid off the edge of the road into a ravine, or run into a cow, or just avoid 

the big gully’s running through the fire trail, was, ‘Here’s another fine mess 

you’ve gotten yourself into.’
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Cows, calves, in this case, sit right in the middle of the road to Monkeyland.
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CHAPTER ONE

ARRIVAL

	
 We arrived in Monkeyland on a hot day in October.

	
 I call it Monkeyland because I wrote a book - a whomper stomper epic 

having to do with race wars and terrorism and who the heck is really in charge 

of planet earth - and the title and tagline was...‘Monkeyland: Another word for 

freedom.’

	
 It should have been a cold day, but the area was going through a 

drought. The next few months should have been wet and rainy, but, instead, they 

were hot and even scorching.

	
 The cows had nibbled the grazing right down to the earth, and they 

brushed the dirt with their big, fat lips, looking for a trace of stalk.

	
 Water was non-existent, and even the two ponds, and the lake across 

the valley, were bone dry.

	
 Still, the weather was California perfect: blue skies laced with contrails. 

It turned out that Vandenberg Air Force base was a not too distant neighbor, so 

any plans I had for avoiding nuclear attack were right out the window.

	
 And speaking of contrails...they are supposed to be a conspiracy of 

aluminum particles that will rot the mind and make the idiots of planet earth 

easier to rule.

	
 Another fine mess...
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 But, that aside, Connie and I and our big Labrador Retriever, Mitus 

(Mighty Dog), rolled to a stop, stepped into the sunshine, and looked around.

	
 Our new home was a Cavco trailer, on a permanent foundation with a 

license plate.

	
 We had all the amenities, a refrigerator, a bathroom with a toilet and 

shower, a stove...everything.

	
 Of course, the reefer ran off propane, and gave off poisonous toxins, 

the water shortage had just about emptied the well, and the stove used propane, 

which we were just about out of.

	
 Still, it was home! A place apart from the city! A place with...space!

	
 So much space it was daunting!

	
 We stood on our front porch and looked across a mile of valley. Charley 

Valley, to be precise, though I have no idea which Charley it was named after.

	
 We stood on our back porch and looked down an immense gully 

towards Santa Maria. We could see it, but it took us forty-five minutes to get 

there by car!

	
 We looked out the living room window and we saw the water tower, 

and a road up a hill that led into a zillion acres of BLM (Bureau of Land 

Management) land!

	
 We looked out the back door and we saw a series of hills that were all 

ours!

	
 120 acres!

	
 Not as big as Hearst holdings around San Simeon, but...big. 

	
 Certainly bigger than our one room apartment in Los Angeles.

	
 And all ours!

	
 Well, sort of ours. I mean, it belonged to Frank, but we treated the 

whole thing as a partnership. We had sealed the deal with a handshake, and we 
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were in a micronation where a handshake was more important than the ashes of 

a hundred lawyers.

	
 So...ours.

	
 “Woof!” said Mitus, and he glanced up at us, unbelievable amounts of 

happiness in his doggy eyes.

	
 “Al! Oh! What’s that smell!”

	
 First problem, the propane reefer.

	
 I had never seen a propane refrigerator before.

	
 Well, we had had a trailer, and it was supposed to run off propane, but 

we never had any problems with it, worked fine, so the differences between 

electric and propane were not obvious.

	
 But this refrigerator was...different.

	
 The previous owner of the property, Larry, had mentioned that you had 

to clean the refrigerator every once in a while.

	
 In our city minds that translated as: get a bowl with soapy water and a 

clean sponge. Take stuff off shelves and scrub a dub dub. Do the Mr. Clean. You 

know?

	
 But, at Monkeyland, with a propane refrigerator, that’s not the 

sequence.

	
 A propane cooler box uses a flame. I mean, it’s propane, right? 

	
 But don’t you dare ask me how fire makes cold!

	
 The flame is located at the bottom, back corner. There’s a little chimney 

going halfway up the back of the box, then a little tube takes over the venting 

procedure.

	
 Now, the problem is that bugs fly down behind the reefer, get next to 

the flame, and then they get cooked.
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 Pssst!

	
 Death ovens for insects.

	
 Which is fine and dandy if you don’t like bugs, except that the odor of 

burnt bugs is...sickening.

	
 We could hardly stand to be in the same room with the refrigerator, 

which posed a problem as the kitchen was part of the main living room.

	
 We gagged, we choked, we slid our modern convenience away from the 

wall and examined the flame.

	
 Gah!

	
 Yuck!

	
 Bugs burned leave an oily residue which makes you gag, and is toxic.

	
 Connie had a poison gas detector, and when she plugged it in the 

klaxons screamed!

	
 Larry’s wife, Carrie, had complained of being sick over the last year. 

This could be the reason.

	
 So, following the instructions that Larry had given me, I took a long 

brush off the back of the frig, took off the upper tube, and took the thing outside 

and scrubbed it and brushed it and ran soapy water through it until it was clean.

	
 Then I went back in and stuffed the brush down the lower chimney 

and...WOOSH!

	
 Flames leaped up!

	
 I pulled the brush out of the chimney and ran for the door, leaving 

droplets of flaming bug guts behind me.

	
 Connie threw towels down and smothered out the flame, and I stamped 

on the brush on the earth outside and put out that flame.
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 The house, of course, smelled like...shit. Hey, I’m in the country, I went 

out there to get away from all the political correctness, and the fact is, it smelled 

like...shit.

	
 Fifteen minutes into Monkeyland and I had nearly burned the house 

down by carrying the flaming remains of bugs through it.

	
 Not only was everything f-ed up, I felt like shit!

	
 And all because propane reefers suck!

	
 And, I had burned the only brush I had to clean the stupid thing with!

	
 Well, one of the things you learn fast, is how to jury rig things. How to 

make do.

	
 So we tied a rag on the end of the burned brush, turned the flame off 

this time, and douched the darned reefer chimney out!

	
 But the house still smelled like shit, and we slept with open windows 

that night.
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This cabin is over a 100 years old.
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CHAPTER TWO

PHYSICAL MONKEYLAND

	
 Before we get going into this saga of woe and misery, let me describe 

the physical structures of Monkeyland. This will be rather dry, so I will keep it 

short. But it is important that you get an idea of what things look like up here so 

that you ca better follow this tale of woe and misery.

	
 The physical structures are located in the northern corner of 120 fenced 

acres.

	
 The whole property is a rectangle stretching south and towards the 

ocean.

	
 The main building is the Cavco cabin.

	
 While this structure seems well built, it retains heat fairly well, it does 

have a couple of oddities.

	
 There is the propane refrigerator, of course.

	
 There is also a second story which is only four feet high, which makes 

it absolutely worthless. You can’t stand up, and the stairs are so narrow you can’t 

get anything up to use it for storage. The only possible use for this wasted space, 

I would guess, is that there must have been some sort of tax write off if they 

built two stories. Doesn’t sound logical, but the idea of having a second story 

that is only four feet high isn’t logical.

	
 To the east (sort of) is a gravel courtyard/drive, and beyond that is an 

open faced garage. Behind and next to the garage is a cargo container. Beyond 
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that is the hill upon which stands a five hundred gallon water tank. Over the hill 

is a zillion acres of BLM (Bureau of Land Management) land.

	
 To the south is Charley Valley, a mile of open range with stands of 

sturdy oaks and a million cow droppings. Oh, and a hundred thousand ground 

squirrels, complete with a hundred thousand holes good for breaking ankles.

	
 Between north and south, about a hundred yards over and down a rise, 

are a couple of cargo containers. Next to the containers is the well and a five 

thousand gallon water tank.

	
 To the right of the cargo container next to the garage is a small shack. 

No amenities except a wood burning stove.

	
 Water is pumped out of the well and up the hill to the water tower, from 

where it is gravity forced down to the cabin.

	
 Behind the cabin, about a hundred yards downhill and to the north, is 

the boneyard. This is a place we store lumber, bricks, used material that might 

have value as extra parts, and all sorts of building material. 

	
 To the west are the hills, and the roads which twine out of them to 

neighbors. All these roads are basically fire trails, and are in various stages of 

repair...or disrepair.

	
 Got the picture?

	
 Good.

	
 I’ll fill in the details later, but for right now, that will provide you with a 

bit of geography so you can follow me around.
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The view from the back porch.
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CHAPTER THREE

STOCKING UP

	
 “You’d better stock up.”

	
 We had just met Kirk, the caretaker for the property down the hill. Four 

miles down the hill and next to the road. He actually had running water and 

electricity and all sorts of things we already missed.

	
 “How come?” I asked.

	
 “Well, that river bed you crossed on the way in. It’s dry now, but if we 

have a winter this year then it’ll be eight feet high. On really rainy nights we can 

hear the boulders rolling down the river bed, bashing everything, crushing 

everything. If it rains like that you’ll be caught in your cabin for up to a couple 

of weeks.

	
 Connie and I looked at each other. That wasn’t what the realtor had told 

us!

	
 He said when it rained the river might get a foot or two, and it would be 

back to normal in a day or two.

	
 “Yeah,” says Kirk, scratching his mountain man beard and holding his 

Jack Russells, “Couple years ago I was trapped for almost three weeks. Had my 

sons and their families here, and it was Christmas, and we had no presents and 

we were running out of food, and on top of that we all had cabin fever. We were 

near at each other’s throats by the time the river stopped flowing. And even then 

I had to tow everybody across the river with chains.”

	
 Then he said something funny. “Always remember those good times.”

THE MONKEYLAND SURVIVAL GUIDE

17



	
 Good times were being flooded in? No Christmas?”

	
 I didn’t understand that values shifted out here in the country; I didn’t 

understand that people didn’t look on tragedy as tragedy, but just an opportunity 

to prove they could get along, that friendship and family was more important 

than...than whatever we normally think of as important.

	
 So we started stocking up.

	
 For the next few weeks, whenever we drove to town, we began buying 

things. And we bought them in bulk.

	
 Smart and Final turned out to be the store of choice for food products 

here. They used to be wholesalers, and then they turned into a grocery store. 

Still, they sell little boxes, six  or eight cans to the box, of hormel chili (with and 

without beans), Staggs chili, pork and beans, vienna sausage, mixed vegetables, 

beans, peas, corn, pears, so on. We got ourselves 3 or four of each of the various 

goods. Of course, man does not live by canned goods alone. So we tried to stock 

up on things like granola bars, raisin bran, and lots of other things.

	
 Seems like for everything you buy there are ten other things you need 

to buy.

	
 Mind you, it wasn’t end of the world shopping, just a slow and steady 

building of supplies to last us in the event that we got rained in.

	


	
 For drinking water we got cases of bottles. Lots of cases. We didn’t 

back off until we had over 20 cases.

	
 Think we were a little paranoid?

	
 Nope. You see, Monkeyland had one other little problem. Are you 

ready for one of the more serious problems one can have in terms of basic 

survival? 
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Charley Valley ~ my front yard
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CHAPTER FOUR

WATER

	
 “Al! There’s no water!”

	
 I walked into the bathroom and stared at...a full toilet.

	
 It stared back at me. Brown and gooey.

	
 I tried the faucet. 

	
 Drip. Drip.

	
 And...drip.

	
 WTF?

	
 This had never happened to me in the city! And, if it had, I simply had 

to call somebody.

	
 But 20 miles out of town and up on top of a mountain, there was 

nobody to call.

	
 I went out to the garage and tried an outer spigot. A little water, but not 

enough pressure to push it up to the house.

	
 So I trudged up the hill to the water tower east of the house. I tried the 

spigot at the base of the tower. Nothing.

	
 We had apparently used up our allotment of water, and all that was left 

was a little bit sloshing back and forth in the pipes between the house and the 

water tower.

	
 I climbed up to the water tower. Larry had fastened the ladder to the 

side of the tower with a couple of bent nails, and I clung to the ladder fiercely, 

hoping it wouldn’t fall down.
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 I risked losing my balance and pounded on the side of the tank.

	
 Boom, boom. Very hollow. Must be empty.

	
 So I went back to the house and called Frank and told him there was no 

water. He said to call Larry.

	
 Larry came out the next day. Until he arrived we would go get pails of 

water from the garage spigot to flush the toilet.

	
 Larry took me down to the well, south and east of the house, and 

showed me how it all worked.

	
 It was simple. You just turn on a Honda generator, and the pump started 

working. You pump for 45 minutes, and the water got pushed up to the top of the 

hill.

	
 The well had a 500 gallon capacity, and 45 minutes put that water into 

the 550 gallon water tower tank up the hill. That lasted about a week, and then 

the well was filled again and you just fired up the old Honda again.

	
 Simple dimple. Nothing could be easier, right?

	
 So I thanked Larry, he went on his merry way, and life returned to 

normal at Monkeyland.

	
 Except that, a week later the water pressure was getting low. So I went 

down the hill and fired up the generator. I let it run for 45 minutes, and returned 

to the cabin, fully expecting increased pressure and water for another week.

	
 But the water pressure didn’t improve. It just sort of drizzled out, and I 

knew we had a problem.

	
 I went down and fired up the Honda again. Felt the pipes, and it didn’t 

feel like any water was running through then; nothing was going up the hill.

	
 Oh, criminey.
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 Connie came down, and we went through the water system one step at 

a time. We examined all the fittings, and I walked up the hill, through torturous 

brush, following the pipe, looking for a wet spot indicating a leak.

	
 We returned to the house and...oh shit! We had flushed the toilet before 

we had gone to check the water, and the flapper had stayed up! The whole time 

we had been checking the water, what little we had left had drained right out of 

the toilet!

	
 And I was sure that the well had gone dry.

	
 It was a drought, after all, and the ponds were all dry, so our well had to 

have gone dry, right?

	
 I called Frank and told him the bad news.

	
 He was still out of town, and he talked me through a couple of things 

on the phone, but...no water!

	
 There we were, moved, out of money, out of water, can’t even flush the 

toilet.

	
 So, Frank’s advice, I called Larry.

	
 A day later Larry came out. We talked about water, he told me all sorts 

of things about wells and how they worked, and then he took me down to the 

well.

	
 “Go ahead,” he said. “Start it up.”

	
 “So I plugged in the generator, turned on the gas, and pulled the cord.

	
 Vroom!

	
 I stood up and looked at Larry. 

	
 He stared at me.

	
 I got this sinking feeling. “What?” I asked.

	
 “Aren’t you going to turn on the throttle?”

	
 “Uh...what?”
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 He pressed a switch on the generator. “Go feel the pipe.”

	
 I did so, and the pipe was cool to the touch, I could feel cold, clear 

water gurgling up the hillside through the pipes.

	
 Now, I have to hand it to Larry. Here I had called everybody more than 

once, told everybody the well had to be dry, and I simply didn’t know how to 

run a generator.

	
 But Larry didn’t get mad, didn’t laugh (except on the inside), merely 

said, “I know you’re going through information overload. It’s tough to 

remember everything.”

	
 Yeah, like remembering that you had to flick a switch to make the 

generator do more than idle.

	
 So, for the second time in two weeks I had to learn about generators, 

and this time I had to really learn, not just stare at the thing like a monkey 

contemplating Shakespeare.
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The water tower out back. When that runs out...we run out!
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CHAPTER FIVE

A SHORT INTERMISSION

	
 We stood on the back porch, staring up at the night skies.

	
 I hadn’t actually seen the stars for near fifty years. Not since my 

childhood in Los Altos, and that had been before the invention of smog.

	
 But here they were again, high and mighty, a bowl of heaven, sharp and 

shiny and forever.

	
 I could make out Orion’s Belt. A waist band of three stars, and a sword 

dangling at an angle, three more stars.

	
 There was the Big Dipper. No question about it.

	
 In the city, with smog and lights, you saw an occasional star. Mostly 

you saw a haze of night, just reflections of a thousand street lights.

	
 In the country there are no streetlights. No building lights. Nothing. 

Just...darkness.

	
 Just a million, zillion winking, blinking eyes of God looking down 

upon you.

	
 A feeling that you could reach up and touch the moon.

	
 When I was a kid my father had a hobby of making telescopes. We 

would go out and look through these homemade telescopes and look right down 

into the crates of the moon.

	
 We had even seen Sputnik when it had sailed across the night skies!

	
 But, that was fifty plus years ago, and since that time...no stars.
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 Now I was on a mountaintop, light years away from smog, staring into 

the craters of the moon with my naked eye. Being 2500 feet up, you see, we 

were closer to the moon.

	
 And we could see moving lights that are the thousands of satellites 

circling the earth.

	
 But, mostly, we could just see infinity. Forever and ever and ever.
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No night time shots, but here’s Mitus, or ‘Mighty Dog,’ 

saying good morning to the sun.

THE MONKEYLAND SURVIVAL GUIDE

27



CHAPTER SIX

BACK TO THE REFRIGERATOR

	
 The propane refrigerator kept smelling, kept burning bugs and exuding 

that terrible, sickening odor of greasy, burnt bugs.

	
 So we turned it off.

	
 We simply couldn’t live with that smell.

	
 We’d wake up in the middle of the night, find that a few bugs had gone 

to bug heaven since we had laid our heads down, and our heads would hurt and 

our bellies would hurt and we’d want to throw up.

	
 So we turned it off.

	
 Now, here is an interesting something for you to think about: what’s life 

like without a refrigerator?

	
 Well, the first thing you do is buy a couple of coolers. You go down to 

Walmart and pick up the biggest, cheapest ones you can find.

	
 Then you go over to Foodco and pick up a couple of blocks of ice.

	
 Then you buy only enough groceries to last as long as it takes ice to 

melt.

	
 Let me make a couple of observations at this point:

	
 When you go to a grocery store, what do you see?

	
 You see long aisles, shiny floors, and all the stuff you simply must have 

to survive.
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 Not.

	
 You see the long, shiny aisles, but there are only one or two aisles with 

food in them.

	
 Go on, visit your local grocery store and check it out.

	
 On one side is the produce section, a dozen bins that might make up 

one aisle if they were actually arranged in an orderly manner.

	
 At the back is a shelf of meat.

	
 And there is about a half a row with canned goods.

	
 Maybe two rows.

	
 And that’s it.

	
 I know what you’re thinking... ‘But Al! There are rows of coffee and 

varieties of jello and scads of toilet paper!

	
 But that’s not real food.

	
 That’s all gimmick food.

	
 That’s tons of crap they sell your kids on Saturday morning.

	
 What is the real nutritional value of Count Chocula? Or Frankenberry?

	
 And where’s the human food on that aisle filled with cosmetics?

	
 Go on, walk up and down each aisle, and only count the things that will 

sustain you.

	
 Not the things that will entertain your taste buds, but will fill your belly 

so you can make it through another day.

	
 At Monkeyland, we had to make it through day after day, and we had 

extremely limited storage space, especially for items needing refrigeration.

	
 So we bought hamburger and chicken, and only enough to last until the 

ice melted.

	
 Then we bought vegetables.

	
 One cooler for meat, another cooler for vegetables.
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 And a cabinet for things like cereal and flour and stuff like that.

	


	
 Now, here’s the thing, when you shop in the city, your refrigerator is a 

mirror for what is in a supermarket. It is filled with junk and crap, preservatives 

and poisons and dyes and long chemical words that you don’t have any idea of 

how to pronounce, let alone what they mean!

	
 When you only have an ice chest to store your groceries in you start to 

learn this stuff. You start to prioritize. You start to analyze how to survive, versus 

how to entertain your mouth with worthless yummies.

	
 And, here’s something to think about.

	
 My wife started making apple pies from scratch, and they are the best 

tasting pies in the world.

	
 Not only that, there is no sugar in them!

	
 At all!

	


	
 So here is your lesson for the day. I’m going to get a little wordy, so 

don’t be put off. Just think about what I am saying and stay with me.

 The quality of life is created

by the amount of awareness

you put into what you are doing.

	
 Think about it. It’s the truth. If you have a piece of art on the wall, it is 

considered good to the degree that the artist was aware of his paints, his canvas, 

of what he was trying to do.

	
 How aware he was of his inspiration.
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 If you go to a five star restaurant, the quality of food reflects how aware 

the chef was of his ingredients, how to mix them, how long to cook them, even 

how to arrange them on the plate!

	
 So here was my wife, no TV to distract, no telephone ringing off the 

wall, no junk food ingredients...just the raw stuff. Apples. Flour. And so on.

	
 And the fact is that without those distractions she began putting her full 

awareness into the making of apple pies, and the result was simply astounding!

	
 She couldn’t stop me from eating a whole pie at one gobble!

	
 The point here is that with no distractions, and not just the distractions 

of grocery stores that sell toxic waste, or cell phones, or anything, you become a 

bigger, better person, and this simply because you start focusing your awareness 

on what you are doing.

	
 And that was the lesson I learned from a broken, piece of shit 

refrigerator.
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The reefer from HELL!
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CHAPTER SEVEN

PURIFYING WATER

	
 Did I mention that our water was stinky.

	
 The land is filled with minerals, very rich, but one of the side effects of 

that is that the water is hold your nose P and U...stinky.

	
 Simply, we couldn’t drink it.

	
 Mostly it smelled like sulphur.

	
 And when you bathed in it you ended up with a coating of...stuff, all 

over your flesh. 

	
 And it beat the shit out of your hair. We would wash our bodies with 

Monkeyland water, but we would wash our hair with drinking water from 

Foodco.

	
 And washing clothes with this water destroyed them.

	
 I had a dozen pairs of socks, had actually had them for a few years. 

They were in perfect shape, elastic worked, my wife is a fastidious housekeeper 

and they were washed after one wearing, and they had survived more than a few 

years.

	
 After a couple of weeks at Monkeyland, which is to say a couple of 

washings, they were utterly destroyed.

	
 The elastic was gone, and they sagged and fell down over my shoes 

like big, old overalls.

	
 They felt rough, almost like they were scratching my flesh.
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 They were toast.

	
 So we had to take clothes to town to wash them.

	
 And, we adapted our bathing habits.

	
 We would heat up a gallon of water on the stove and pour it slowly 

over our heads to bathe.

	
 And, we bought drinking water, as i earlier said, by the case, from 

Foodco.

	
 Now, having said all that, let me impart a little data.

	
 It is very easy to purify water, and we considered all of the following 

methods before just opting out for simply buying bottles.

	
 One, you can toss a pill into a canteen or pot. I think these are iodine? I 

forget, as we never went that far.

	
 Two, you can put a drop or two of bleach into a canteen or pot. Better 

research this one, as I don’t know how many drops, and you certainly don’t want 

to bleach your insides. AND, there is a warning here. You can’t use scented 

bleach for purifying water.

WARNING:

Do not use scented bleach to purify water!

	
 That scent is put there by chemicals that are NOT friendly to the 

normal functioning of your body. I don’t know if you’ll die outright, but you 

certainly won’t feel well.
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 So heed this warning.

	
 But, you can get unscented bleach and purify water with just a drop or 

two. Go on the internet and look around for more and the correct info on this.

	
 Three, you can boil your water. This is the best and time tested, but it 

does take a bit of time to chop the firewood, start the fire, and all that sort of 

thing.

	
 Four, you can build your own purification system.

	
 What you do is get a piece of pipe, large PVC will do it, and alternate 

layers of white sand with charcoal.

	
 I actually saw this done on a show on the Discovery Channel. I think 

they used a water heater, but you don’t need a big system, you can make a small 

system for personal use, or bigger if you have a large family, or even a 

community to care for.

	
 Five, this is my favorite: you can purify water in the sun.

	
 Now, you’re going to have to research this, I’m not going to do all the 

work for you, but you take a plastic bottle (and you have to choose the right kind 

of plastic), fill it with water, and place it in the sun for a few hours.

	
 Zingo bingo...you have purified water!

	
 Isn’t that amazing?

	
 People talk about the need for purification systems, spend thousands of 

dollars to treat water, but all they need to do is use the sun!

THE MONKEYLAND SURVIVAL GUIDE

35



	
 And, people are even dying of dread diseases in strange countries, and 

all because nobody has the sense to let the water stand in the sun for a few 

hours!

	
 Anyway, that sort of explains our situation at Monkeyland, and even 

some of the things we did about it, and some of the things we plan to do in the 

future.
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With no TV my wife paints some of the animals around us on 2 by 4 blocks.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

A SUMMATION OF WATER

	


	
 So, there we are at Monkeyland, living the life of Reilly, high on the 

hog, strictly upper crust, right?

	
 Well, not quite.

	
 It is said that man can live three minutes without air, three days with 

water, and three weeks without food.

	
 Interesting figures.

	
 Assuming that the contrails aren’t going to kill me, let’s talk about 

water.

	
 I have already told you about stinky water, and I’ve told you a bit about 

the well system here at Monkeyland.

	
 But the simple fact is that we simply don’t have enough water at 

Monkeyland.

	
 We have a well, but it only draws some five hundred gallons a week.

	
 That figure is suspect, because I am not filling the five hundred gallon 

tank atop the hill when I pump. So, drought time, we are probably drawing less 

than five hundred gallons.	


	
 Good news, when winter hits the leaves fall, and the trees no longer 

drink so much. When that happens we have more water. I can run the pump for 

an hour and even a few minutes longer.

	
 But, we still don’t have enough water.
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 Now, on the hill immediately next to our cabin water is five hundred 

feet down.

	
 And, below that, water is 1200 feet down.

	
 We are talking about real aquifers now, and probably sweet, drinkable 

water. But...maybe not. Might be just as stinky as what we have now.

	
 So we will have to drill a well, and that will cost thousands of dollars.

	
 But, there are some complications.

	
 It takes energy to drill, and did I mention that we don’t have any?

	
 That’s right, we haven’t even solved water, and we have another 

problem. A massive problem. but, before we get to that, let me offer one little 

ray of hope.

	
 Rain.

	
 A couple of weeks after we reached Monkeyland it rained about a 

quarter inch.

	
 So we shoved a horse trough under the drain spout on the garage, and 

we pushed a plastic tank under the drain spout at the house, and we managed to 

get a few hundred gallons of water from the skies!

	
 Then we went and got a drill pump, this is a pump that works off a 

hand drill, and we pumped a gallon or two, and the drill started smoking.

	
 Yikes!

	
 So we ditched that and went and bought a real pump, and we pumped 

the water from the trough and the pool into a white water tank next to the 

garage.

	
 Now, this is a blessing of unparalleled magnitude.

	
 We can use this water for crops, to feed stock, and, in a pinch, for 

ourselves. Heck, it doesn’t even have to be purified!

THE MONKEYLAND SURVIVAL GUIDE

39



	
 And, we can even lay sheets of plastic on the ground and drain the skies 

right into the big 5,000 gallon green tank at the well!

	
 So all is not doom and gloom.

	
 We have over a half dozen rooftops that can be used to catch water, and 

we can fill the tanks with God’s tears.

	
 Uh, except...did I mention that it is illegal to do that?

	
 I know, you think I’m kidding, but there are cities around the United 

States passing laws making home catchment systems illegal.

	
 That means you can’t even have a rain barrel under your drain spout.

	
 Politicians, you see, apparently believe that the sky belongs to them. 

Along with all the rain in it.

	
 They are the sole and only owners of whatever falls from the sky.

	
 So much for mana from heaven.

	
 Politicians are not just the new world order...they are the new world 

priests!

	
 Okay, you think I’m kidding, right?

	
 Google it.

	
 Catch a headline or two.

	
 I will talk later about corporations and some of the nefarious things the 

elite are doing to control the masses, but warm yourself up with this little tidbit.

	
 Politicians own the rain.

	
 But, don’t worry, if you’re rain poor they will take from the rain rich 

and distribute the wealth.

	
 Who would have ever thought that I would live to see communist rain?
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Free water! Before the government takes it away from us!
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CHAPTER NINE

IN THE BEGINNING

	
 When my wife and I arrived at Monkeyland we walked into the house 

and turned on the lights and...no lights went on.

	
 So we call PG & E and...no PG & E up here.

	
 What we had to do was go out to the garage and turn on the generator.

	
 A Honda, like the one at the well, and let me say nothing but nice 

things for these Honda generators.

	
 Now this one I didn’t have to turn on any switches, and maybe that was 

what lulled me as regards the water generator. You just turn the switch, pull the 

choke, pull the cord, put in the choke, and...zingo bingo, you have instant 

energy!

	
 It only takes a couple of pulls. Of course, on a cold morning, it might 

take a couple more, and I’ve got a shoulder problem, so those few pulls turned 

into agony.

	
 But, agony or not, that’s the way it is.

	
 A month after we arrived the temperature hit 21 degrees. The water in 

the bucket used to water the plants was a half inch thick. Man, pulling the 

generator that day was torture! But it still started up with four or five jerks.

	
 And, just because we have a generator doesn’t mean we have heat.

	
 Oh, I didn’t mention that? Let me explain. In fact, let me go back to the 

beginning...
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 In the beginning, several years before I ever had the gleam of 

Monkeyland in my eye, Larry and Carrie bought this beautiful property. 

	
 There was nothing on the property.

	
 Well, a few plants, oaks, cows, truckloads of gophers, a bear and a 

bobcat, a few deer, lots of leaves, all sorts of dirt and rocks, but...nothing else.

	
 Not a building, not a shed, not even a lousy tent!

	
 So Larry started in building, and it is a testament to the man that he 

accomplished all that he did.

	
 He brought a yurt up and put it on the highest mountain.

	
 A yurt is basically a round, canvas building.

	
 And, surprise, it worked!

	
 And this is amazing when you consider the wind at Monkeyland.

	
 Highway 166 runs across California, and it becomes a large canyon 

nearer the coast.

	
 So the sun comes up, or goes down, or something causes a change in 

temperature, and the air moves down the 166.

	
 Now, heat rises, and all that superheated air coming off the California 

desert rises. And it rises up the hills, gathering speed, and when it hits the top of 

the mountains, when it crests the peaks of Monkeyland, it is traveling at 50 

MPH, with gusts of 100 MPH.

	
 Not every day, but three or four days every couple of weeks.

	
 Man, that old yurt rattled and groaned, but it held.

	
 It was loud with all that wind beating on them, and Larry and Carrie 

would be five feet apart, and have to yell to hear each other over the wind.
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 While they lived in the yurt they went about improving the property. 

That meant little things like putting in barbed wire and cattle guards, digging a 

well, shipping in cargo containers.

	
 They also graded roads, put in culverts so the roads wouldn’t wash out, 

and so on.

	
 Eventually, they sold the yurt to a neighbor (it’s still on a nearby 

mountain and we can see it with binoculars. Hope it isn’t as windy over there!) 

and trucked in the Cavco cabin.

	
 Man, what a proud day, walking along as a little cat bulldozer pulled 

their home up the hill, through the winding, twisting fire trail, and to the top of a 

lesser peak. Not as windy, but still an incredible view.

	
 Then they put in the water tower, put up fences to keep the cows out-

Larry tells a hilarious story about the time an errant cow got his foot stuck in a 

pipe next to the house and pulled ALL of the plumbing out from under the 

house!), built a garage, and all sorts of other little things that go with surviving.

	
 Not living...but surviving!

	


	
 Now, speaking of energy, which is what brought this little historical 

diatribe up, they hooked up the trailer and turned on the heat.

	
 Ah! Heat! No more wood burning stove! Which is all they had.

	
 Except, the generator for the house was (choke) propane.

	
 And that generator sucked propane like it was momma’s milk. Just 

drained it. And the heating bill was astronomical.

	
 Much cheaper to get a Honda generator and run it three hours a night.

	
 That’s all.

	
 And then sleep with warm comforters and open windows.
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 Which brings us to the present.

	
 Connie and I walked into that place, and we’re not as young as Larry 

and Carrie, so when the temperature finally dropped we froze.

	
 The night the temperature hit 21 degrees, we had the cabin locked up 

tight, and we just went to bed and shivered until we fell asleep, and woke up 

cold.

	
 There is a wood burning stove, but it is on the porch, and not adequate 

for what we were going through.

	


	
 The point of all this is that we don’t have sufficient power at 

Monkeyland.

	
 We have to fire up the generator to turn on the lights, run a power drill, 

turn on a radio, or anything else, and that’s the way it is.

	
 So we have to have power.

	


	
 The funny thing is that a hundred yards or so from the house is a power 

pole. The power company apparently ran it up, then stopped short. And they 

wanted $18,000 to put in a couple more poles and put in a transformer.

	
 This is odd, and probably gouging. Maybe not, but...$18K for a couple 

of logs and wires?

	
 The telephone poles probably cost a thousand, and it might cost $500 

for a crew for the morning, and for odd tools and wires, and maybe $500 for a 

transformer.

	
 $2000 sounds about right.

	
 Even $5000. 

	
 But...$18k?

	
 Somebody is very proud of their electricity, I’ll tell you that.
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 Or, maybe they are just paying extra pensions, or living like kings, or 

whatever.

	
 Anyway, we actually need the power to drill a well, and work a pump 

so we can feed livestock and grow plants. So once we get it we will qualify for 

ag rates (agriculture rates). So we can’t complain too much.

	
 Well, maybe we can complain a little, and I’ve got my opinion about 

communism in these here United States, but Frank, having been a farmer, takes 

it in stride, doesn’t complain.

	
 So I’ll shut up, too. After I have made my point about...$18K?! F!

	


	
 Anyway, we can’t run the house off of ag rates anyway, that’s not 

agriculture, so we decided to put in some solar for the house.

The Cavco is the center. Larry added the porches on each side. 

Be it ever so humble...
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CHAPTER TEN

FREE AND CHEAP POWER FOR ALL

	


	
 When I was in high school a teacher made the statement that there was 

no energy shortage. He said that the US had over four hundred years of coal 

reserves.

	
 Then, time went on, and I found out that there is no oil shortage, no 

energy shortage, for another reason.

	
 The universe is built of two things...matter and energy.

	
 There is actually more energy than there is matter.

	
 Much more.

	
 The sun puts out so much energy, and you could put all the planets and 

asteroids and comets and what not a hundred times over into the sun.

	
 So there is no shortage of energy.

	
 And, we are not even talking about wind, or tides, or heat from the 

center of the earth, or all sorts of other things.

	
 Did you know that you can build a solar still, render your grass 

trimmings into alcohol, and use the alcohol in your car?

	
 Believe me, there is NO shortage of energy.

	
 There is, however, a shortage of brains in Washington.

	
 Or, more likely, it is a shortage of ethical behavior.

	
 But there is no shortage of energy.

	
 So why does everybody say there is a shortage?
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 Because to repeat myself, they are either stupid, or they are trying to 

make money.

	
 In the case of politicians, they want to make money to stay in office, so 

they are willing to sell out. They are willing to allow artificial shortages to be 

made just so the guy who contributed to their campaign can make a little (a lot) 

of money.

	
 Just my constitutionally protected (for the time being) opinion.

	
 The point of all this is that Frank and I decided to go for solar energy.

	
 Now, if you have any experience in this area, maybe you have been 

curious, maybe you took a high school class, whatever, then you realize that 

solar energy is REALLY cheap.

	
 It is not expensive.

	
 If somebody says it is, then they are just trying to make money off you.

	
 Not a bad thing, I am not against people striving and turning out good 

products that help people.

	
 But, you can do it yourself.

	
 We did, and it was REALLY easy.

	
 Unfortunately, we had to travel through a lot of stupidity before we 

achieved any success.

	
 There are four parts to a solar energy system. They are:

	
 solar panels

	
 a charge controller

	
 a set of batteries	


	
 an inverter
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 Now, the first thing I did was explore the internet. It quickly got 

confusing. Sometimes because people were so busy telling their experiences, 

and neglecting the facts of their systems.

	
 And, some people were dedicated to speaking in terms of watts and 

ohms and amps and all sorts of electrical terms.

	
 Let me say right now that it is helpful to understand these electrical 

terms. BUT IT IS NOT NECESSARY!

	
 It is smart to understand what is going on, but you don’t have to be a 

rocket scientist.

	
 And, watts and ohms and those things are nothing more than 

measurements of electricity. 

	
 Many is the time I would go onto the net and follow a conversation, 

and when somebody asked advice they would get a long discourse about amps 

versus ohms, and the last thing said would be, ‘It all depends on what kind of 

system you are setting up.’

	
 And, many is the time I walked into stores and asked solar panel 

people, or battery people, about solar, and they would give me long talks about 

ohms and amps, and then end up with, ‘It all depends on what kind of system 

you are setting up.’

	
 Let me say it right now, quick and easy for all you confused people out 

there...these people are assholes. They don’t really understand the simplicity, or 

they want to make money and so deliberately obfuscate, but...IT DOESN’T 

DEPEND ON WHAT KIND OF SYSTEM YOU ARE SETTING UP.

	
 For a basic system you just need the following four things...

	
 solar panels

	
 a charge controller

THE MONKEYLAND SURVIVAL GUIDE

49



	
 a set of batteries	


	
 an inverter

	
 Now, you can go on the net and buy a couple of solar panels.

	
 FIRST STEP! ~ You take those panels home and aim them at the sun. 

Use common sense and don’t destroy the integrity of your roof, and make sure 

you mount them so the wind won’t blow them away, or the cat will pee on them, 

and so on.

	
 SECOND STEP! ~ You go down to a store that has such things and you 

get a charge controller. This is a device that will trickle the energy into the 

batteries slow and easy, so that the batteries will charge up. You do need to make 

sure you get a charge controller that will work with your panels and batteries. So 

you tell the salesman how many panels you have, and how much energy they are 

supposed to produce, and answer any questions he has. 

	
 THIRD STEP! ~ You buy some deep cell batteries. These are not car 

batteries, they are the kind of batteries that they put in golf carts. They are 

designed to be depleted (emptied of energy) and charged up again. They are a 

little more expensive. And, if you go to a good battery store the salesman should 

be able to tell you what the best batteries are. If he says ‘it depends on your 

system, realize that he is a dope, and ask for a different salesman, or even the 

owner of the store, or go to another store.

	
 FOURTH STEP! ~ Go to a store that has such things and get an 

inverter. Again, you tell the salesman what you are doing, tell him how many 

batteries you have, and follow his advice unless he says...’it depends on what 

kind of system you have.’ Again, be willing to walk out if he gets stupid on you.
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 The point here is that you don’t have to listen to people tell you how 

difficult it is. All you have to do is buy these four items.

	
 solar panels

	
 a charge controller

	
 a set of batteries	


	
 an inverter

	
 Then you hook the solar panels to the charge controlled.

	
 Hook the charge controller to the batteries.

	
 Hook the batteries to the inverter.

	
 Plug the inverter to your house.

 EXTREME CAUTION! 

	
 Do not plug your solar panel into your house at the same time any other 

energy source is in operation!

	


WARNING:

	
 If you plug the solar system into a house while another system is in 

operation, be it a generator or city power or whatever...YOU WILL BURN 

YOUR HOUSE DOWN!

CAUTION:

	
 If you don’t follow the advice of the last two paragraphs....YOU WILL 

BURN YOUR HOUSE DOWN!

	
 I hope I have made myself clear on this.
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 Now, here’s the last thing you do, and you do this BEFORE YOU 

TURN ON YOUR SYSTEM!. You call an electrical contractor and buy him for 

an hour.!

	
 That’s right. Don’t rely on what I’ve said here, and don’t assume that 

just because you followed my advice everything is hunky dory. I might have 

made a mistake, and you might be stupid, or you might have run into a stupid 

salesperson, so get a professional to walk through your system, have him look at 

this book so he can see exactly what you are doing.

	
 What will happen is he will tell you the mistakes you have made, and 

how to correct them.

	
 He will offer to fix everything himself, and he will charge you, and 

there is nothing wrong with this...as long as you understand what he is doing, 

and as long as he is not trying to tell you how complex everything is.

	
 Look, this is simple stuff, and a good electrical contractor should be 

able to tell you what’s wrong in a few words. 

	
 “Sure, you can plug the system into any outlet, your house is a circuit 

of electricity. No reason why you can’t...as long as there is no other power 

source at work.”

	
 “The inverter you bought is too weak. Can’t handle the load. You need 

type ABC.”

	
 “The wires are messed up here. You connected a positive with a 

negative, got to be all positives. Let me draw a diagram for you.”

	
 Now, it really is that simple.
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 Honestly, the best thing you can do is go down to some hardware store 

that has mini systems on sale. Something like a 45 watt panel and a battery or 

two and a charge controller all put together for you.

	
 Set up that 45 watt panel. Work your way through the instructions. 

Figure out what you are doing.

	
 Then, once you have realized how easy it is, set yourself up a system 

like I have described here.

	
 Believe me, you can always use the smaller system somewhere, maybe 

a separate system for the garage or something.

	


	
 Now, chances are, the system I have described is going to be too small. 

Especially if you have a big honker house.

	
 We have a cavco cabin, and that included a refrigerator (we threw that 

piece of shit propane frig out and bought a cheap, little box) a computer, and a 

dozen lights.

	
 We had enough energy to run the thing for two hours in the morning, 

and about two hours at night. Then it failed.

	
 But the system failing wasn’t a big deal. It just winked off.

	
 When the generator failed (ran out of gas) it tore up my computer. It 

kept surging as it sputtered out.

	
 But the solar system just winked out, no surge, and my computer came 

right back on with no prob when I turned the power back on.

	


	
 So, not enough energy.

	
 So buy two more panels and another bank of batteries.

	
 Now you’ll probably be close to functioning.

	
 But you might have to buy two more panels and more batteries.
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 AND YOU’LL BE GLAD IF YOU BOUGHT A CHARGE 

CONTROLLER AND AN INVERTER THAT CAN HANDLE INCREASED 

SYSTEMS! (Talk to salespeople, salespeople who know what they are talking 

about, about increasing your system and what you will need in terms of inverters 

and charge controllers.)

	
 Heck, I don’t know how many panels and batteries you’ll have to buy.

	
 But the price will be cheaper than your energy bill in the long run.

	
 And, here’s a couple of things I learned the hard way.

	
 Yes, you can plug your system into any electrical outlet, but you will 

need a cord with two male end pieces. Prongs on both ends of the cord, which 

means you will have to make one yourself. Just buy an extension cord and a 

plug, cut off the female end and put on the male end.

	
 You don’t need to have the panels follow the sun, it’s cheaper to buy 

more panels than it is to set up the equipment to have your panels track the sun.

	
 When you can’t figure out how to connect the batteries into a system, 

just go on the net and define terms like series and parallel. You will find 

diagrams that will answer all your questions. And then make your own diagram 

and go wander into any electrical store and ask about it. 

	
 Now, here is the conclusion. Any doofus can set up an electrical 

system. He doesn’t even need common sense if he just talks to people, is willing 

to educate himself, and gets somebody who knows what he is doing to double 

check him.

AL CASE

54



	
 I repeat, there is no energy shortage, there is only a shortage of brains 

and ‘do it yourself-ness.’

	
 The system I have described is exactly what we did here at 

Monkeyland. Every month we save hundreds of dollars. Every month the planet 

is greener because of us. Every month we are not at the mercy of energy 

companies or corrupt politicians.

	
 AND, poor, dumb, old Al actually learned something! He wiggled and 

waggled his way through the garbage on the net, through the obfuscations of 

people who wanted to do it for him...for great big bucks...and did it himself.

	
 And, if the world really does end, up here at Monkeyland we will be 

reading our stores of books and playing on our computer while everybody else is 

in the dark.

	
 Think about it.
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Free and cheap power...and I did it myself!
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

CORPORATE COMMUNICATIONS!

	


	
 It is probably pretty obvious that besides wanting to build a temple in 

the wilderness (if I build it they will come!), I am a bit of a prepper.

	
 Yeah, one of those nutcases that thinks the world is going to end!

	
 Well, I’m not full blown, just got a mild case of the nutsies, but I 

wanted to say something at this point.

	
 But in this section, while it will seem like just a rant from a disgruntled 

idjit, I guarantee there are a lot of people out there that are entirely and totally 

fed up with living life off a corporate script. It is for those people that this 

chapter is written. 

	
 If you are not one of those people, you don’t have to agree with what I 

say here, just read and understand why people are so fed up with a society that 

doesn’t care, or just skip this chapter.

	
 Okay, it is time to take our first foray into the world of corporate 

communication.

	
 Before I do, let me explain what a corporation is.

	
 To build up to this corporate explanation, let me define what a lawyer 

is.
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 It was Shakespeare who said something to the effect of, ‘First, let’s kill 

the lawyers.’ That was over four hundred years ago.

	
 Lawyers are the butt of jokes. (Did you hear about the lawyer who took 

Viagra? He grew an inch taller.) This is because people have an innate distrust 

for the cads. They aren’t exactly sure why, in many cases, but they know that 

lawyers are somehow scumsuckers.

	
 Lawyers have three rules.

	
 First, support the law, because the law will make sure you get paid.

	
 Second, grab what you can for yourself, so that you will get paid.

	
 Third, if there’s anything left, toss that pittance to the client.

	
 The purpose of lawyers is to take money from somebody who worked 

for it...without working for it.

	
 Now, I know, you think I am being harsh. Well, read the next couple of 

paragraphs, and then see if you are so willing to judge me.

	
 The government of the United States was designed so a sampling of 

people from all walks of life could gather and solve the larger problems of the 

country. So who is being elected to office these days?

	
 Lawyers.

	
 And these lawyers pass laws to benefit...lawyers.

	
 This is a whole new gigantic definition of parasite.
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 Now, Corporations are the home of lawyers. The baddest people on the 

planet hide within the maze like structure of corporations and do their evil upon 

planet earth.

	
 Mind you, they don’t have to, they just want to.

	
 Corporations have been with us for hundreds of years. Perhaps 

thousands. But the first mention I have of them, without even looking, mind you, 

is a couple of hundred years ago.

	
 English merchants would send cargoes across the ocean, and ships 

would be lost at sea.

	
 The merchants, charitable fellows, would then sue the shipping 

company.

	
 So the lawyers went to the queen and asked if they could form 

something called a ‘corporation.’

	
 ‘Corp’ means body.

	
 A corporation would be a fake body. An agreement of men that would 

be treated like a body, even though there was no body.

	
 Sounds weird, eh?

	
 The purpose of this corporation was to own the shipping company. 

Then, when ships were lost at sea, the merchants would have to sue the 

corporation, which was a body that wasn’t there, and couldn’t sue the real 

owners of the shipping company, who now didn’t own the shipping company, 

but rather owned the corporation that owned the shipping company.

	
 This established a ‘shield’ between the merchants and the people who 

had the money.
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 And, just so there is no confusion, the owners of the shipping 

companies were often bankers...and they had lawyers figuring this whole thing 

out.

	
 Now, that’s it in a nutshell. I am sure I have slaughtered this definition, 

made all sorts of mistakes, but that is the gist of it. So let’s look at how this 

concept has evolved with the following sentence.

	


The purpose of a corporation

is to enable somebody to do something

without being held accountable.

	
 There you go.

	
 Now, let’s bring this up to modern times.

	
 Joe Cakemaker has a great idea: he is going to make cakes.

	
 Everybody says what a good cook he is, he likes cooking, and he 

especially likes the smiles on little kid’s faces when they bite into one of his 

confectionary treats.

	
 So Joe goes into business. He takes out loans, works his fingers to the 

bone, and...he succeeds!

	
 Joe’s cakes catch the imagination of the nation! Joe’s cakes go viral 

(sorry). Joe gets fabulously wealthy and rich, and his name becomes 

synonymous with healthy people chowing down on treats during the day.

	
 And, just to let you know, Joe made his cakes with all natural 

ingredients!

	
 Joe dies.
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 Aw, shucks.

	
 But it happens, people die, and heirs fight over the ‘Cakemaker 

Company.’

	
 And, after the legal dust settles, people own the Cakemaker Company. 

Doesn’t matter who...it just matters that they don’t care about cooking, they 

never cooked in their lives, they just know that they have to make a profit. The 

corporation demands it. And, if they make a profit, then they will get 

scandalously rich! Yee haw!

	
 These people are in charge of company not because they love to see the 

smile on kid’s faces when they bite into a healthy confection, they are driven by 

the need for money.

	
 So, they hire a manager to fire people because they aren’t efficient, or 

because their wages are too high, or to get rid of them before they can get a 

pension.

	
 And, one of the companies ‘cooks’ has a science degree, and he tells 

the president of Cakemaker’s that if they put a chemical called 

Alkaphenohydalot into the yeast they won’t need any flour!

	
 OMG! The savings!

	
 And raisins are replaced with frozen beetle droppings, and icing is a 

ayer of dehydrated snot, and...get the idea?

	
 Now, you think this can’t happen, right?

	
 So who owns Disneyland?

	
 I grew up with Disneyland, before it even became Walt Disney 

Presents. Walt Disney was a hero. He had a dream, and he created a place where 

kids could go and play. The tagline was, ‘The Happiest Place on Earth.’
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 You used to be able to get in for a few bucks.

	
 Now the price tag for a day in the Happiest Place on Earth is 

somewhere over a hundred.

	
 That’s a bit of allowance, eh?

	
 Now, I understand that things change, and I understand about 

overcrowding and how you have to make lines go back and forth between posts.

	
 Do you know how much money the fellows in charge of Disneyland 

make?

	
 Top exec makes maybe a hundred million dollars a year.

	
 Hmmm. How much would it cost to enter Disneyland if the corporate 

top knots were making a more reasonable wage?

	
 But these fellows are not playing the game of making The Happiest 

Place on Earth, you see...they are playing the game of making themselves 

money!

	


	
 Mind you, there is nothing wrong with money...except when it is 

manipulated by a corporation.

	
 And, the evil people of the earth, and we are talking about banksters 

and such, hide behind corporations. 

	
 Dismantle the corporations, find out WHO is doing the manipulating, 

and things on planet earth would change.

	
 Okay, while you deal with my irate rantings concerning corporations 

and the evil that men do in the pursuit of money, let me explain about 

communications at Monkeyland. Then, perhaps, you will understand why I rant.
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 I have a business that relies on the internet. I sell Martial Arts training 

videos at a website called Monster Martial Arts. That’s my cakemaker.

	
 When we were first discussing moving up to the top of the mountain 

that is now Monkeyland, I asked Larry about the internet.

	
 “Yeah,” he says. “No problem.”

	
 Then, as I kept edging into the question, I began finding out things.

	
 He was using a satellite dish.

	
 He had excellent internet connection, but because he was on a 

generator, and didn’t run the generator but three hours a day, the internet 

connection had to be re-established every time he turned the generator on.

	
 Okay. No big deal.

	
 Except, that as I proceeded to dig deeper, this subject was vital to me, 

after all, it turned out that the dish people got tired of rebooting the system, and 

they refused to service him.

	
 They kept sending him bills, of course, but they wouldn’t send a man 

20 miles out of town and up a fire trail just to reboot some fool who doesn’t have 

a solid source of electricity.

	
 Okay. Got it.

	
 And now you know why I ranted on about energy so much in this tome.

	
 We had to have a solid source of energy before I could establish a solid 

internet connection.

	
 But, my iPad worked on top of the mountain. And I had a ‘hotspot’ 

built into my iPad. A hotspot is a device or feature that allows you to tap into the 

internet if you have a cell phone connection. I actually paid an extra hundred 

bucks or so for that hotspot.  So I figured if the hotspot worked on top of the 

mountain, I could just hook the computer through it and have no problems.
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 Then we moved into Monkeyland and, guess what, the hotspot didn’t 

work!

	
 Grrr. Curses to Mac for telling me it would.

	
 And, curses to ATT for telling me that I was in an area that had 

reception.

	
 But I didn’t have time to mess around with the advertised capabilities 

of a hotspot and what the mac salesforce, and the ATT salesforce had sold me.

	
 I had to have an internet connection!

	
 My business depended on it!

	
 So I went to other cell phone services looking for a company that 

covered my area.

	
 I went to MetroPCS, and when I tell the sales guy that I need a hotspot, 

he presses a few buttons on the smart phone and hands it back to me. “There you 

go...five bucks a month.”

	
 Five bucks a month! WTF? Electronics stores had tried to sell me a 

hotspot for a couple of hundred! Mac had sold me hotspot capable iPad for more 

than a hundred bucks extra! And Verizon wanted $50 bucks (unless you signed 

up for a two year program) for a hotspot!

	
 And this guy simply hits a couple of buttons and gives it to me for $5 a 

month!

	
 Unfortunately, metroPCS didn’t have reception at Monkeyland, so I 

had to give the phone back.

	
 So I ended up at Verizon. And I bought a hotspot for $50. But...I didn’t 

pay anything because I signed up for a two year program.

	
 Lucky me.

	
 So I went home and fired up the hotspot, and it worked.
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 And everything was fine (grumble mumble under my breath about 

being raped and forced into contracts!).

	
 EXCEPT...I got my first bill.

	
 They overcharged me a couple of hundred bucks.

	
 So I went back to the store, and the fellow explained that those charges 

were nothing but paperwork, and they would come off the next month. Go ahead 

and ignore them.

	
 Trial period ends, I am firmly committed to contract.

	
 The next bill comes.

	
 I now owe Verizon something like $350 dollars, and I was supposed to 

owe them $70!

	
 So, back to the store.

	
 And:

	
 Now, let me tell you a secret of life right here.

NEVER DEAL WITH A SECRETARY!

	
 Especially a corporate secretary.

	
 That is all Verizon is, a corporation with a bunch of secretaries.

	
 And corporations hire people, write rules and regulations so that 

everybody is slotted on through the company without ever having to meet 

somebody with responsibility.

	
 So I’m banging my head against the corporate wall, truly pissed off, 

and I’m standing in line, and this other customer comes up to me.

	
 “Hey,” he  whispers in a very warm and cheerful tone of voice, “I heard 

you describe your problem to the doorman.”
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 I looked at him.

	
 “Ask for the store manager.”

	
 He winked at me and sauntered out.

	
 A good Samaritan. Thank god!

	
 And I knew the truth of what he said. I used to sell things. I had to go 

into companies, and one of the first rules was never talk to the receptionist, ask 

for the store manager, or the owner, or somebody in charge of buying what 

you’re selling.

	
 And I knew it would work in this situation.

	
 So I reach the head of the line, tell the guy my problem, and when he 

starts to blather I say, “Can I talk to the store manager?”

	
 Now, here’s the key. A person selling for a corporation is given a script, 

and it is their duty to herd a person through the script to a sale.

	
 They are not taught how to deal with problems.

	
 Furthermore, they get money for selling.

	
 So it pays them to follow the script, and to never learn how to solve 

problems.

	
 A store manager, on the other hand, is made a store manager because he 

can solve problems.

	
 If any of you people reading this are sales weenies, and you want to 

upgrade yourselves, then pay attention to what I’ve said here.

	
 I explained my problem, and the store manager didn’t try to sell me 

anything, or put me on a script. He simply said things like, ‘Oh, I understand. 

Yes, I can handle that. No, they won’t let me do that.’ And so on. And there was 

no BS!

	
 And, my problems got solved. The charges were ALL taken off.

	
 And I went home, finally de-pissed about the corporate experience.
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 EXCEPT...I am still pissed off that I had to pay $50 (or sign a two year 

contract) for a hotspot.

	
 Here’s something interesting for you to think about. I ran martial arts 

schools for thirty years, and I never had a contract. I kept people there because I 

wanted them to be there, and because I wanted them to want to be there. And if 

they didn’t like it, if they ceased to believe in my services, then I wanted them 

out of there.

	
 And I always had a full school.

	
 It’s called an honest exchange. It’s called caring about your customers.

And if you do that...you don’t need corporate designed contracts.

	
 Verizon, and ATT and all those folks...they need contracts. They have to 

force people to keep paying, so what does that tell you about the quality of their 

services?

	
 And, ONE LAST THING...let’s talk about this thing of dishes and cell 

phones.

	
 I happen to live on a mountain top, and I happen to live between two 

Verizon cell phone towers, so I pay $50 a month for five gigabytes of 

information. Which, I might add, disappear rather quickly when you have an 

internet business.

	
 Eventually I will get solid electricity. We are jacking up the solar 

system day by day, and it will shortly become stable and reliable.

	
 On that day I cancel Verizon, AND PAY AN EXORBITANT FEE TO 

BREAK THE CONTRACT,  and get a satellite dish.

	
 I will be paying $25 for 10 gigabytes of data.

	
 So, here’s the comparison.
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 $50 for five gigabytes of cell phone service when you are in between 

two cell towers.

	
 Or, $25 for ten gigabytes to be sent into space and bounced off a 

satellite.

	
 Next time you think about a cell service, you should think about that, 

and the fact that they are GOUGING you.

	
 And they can do that because they are a corporation, and because they 

have succeeded in hiding the true cost of things, and because the people doing 

the hiding the true cost are doing their hiding from the mazelike labyrinth of a 

corporation.
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Every sunset is like this.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

FRIENDS

	


	
 Now, I have ranted about Verizon and Disneyland, and screamed foul 

about corporations. But let’s consider something.

	
 Disneyland isn’t bad. I just used them as an example.

	
 There are a lot of people that enjoy Disneyland, people from around the 

world come there and get past their differences and stand in the same lines.

	
 And, I’ll admit it, Verizon performs a service.

	
 Yes, they can do better, but isn’t that true of everybody? And where 

would this world be without the instant communications offered by smart 

phones and such, eh?

	
 That all said, let’s talk about the answer to evil, the answer to corporate 

America, and Corporate world, for that matter. Let’s talk about friends.

	
 On the day that you can walk up to anybody, and trust their given word, 

and know that they are concerned with your welfare, and that you are concerned 

with their welfare...on that day we will have peace on earth.

	
 And, let’s be honest, you can have peace on earth ANY TIME you 

decide to have that attitude.

	
 It’s true.
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 All you have to do is be willing to help people. Instead of asking what 

you can get from somebody, ask what you can give to somebody. It is that 

simple.

	
 When I moved into Monkeyland I had one friend. Larry. He answered 

questions, came up the hill, and in spite of my downright stupidity.

	
 He helped.

	
 He didn’t have to do all that he did, he is just a nice person.

	
 One of the first people I met was a fellow named Kirk.

	
 Kirk lives down the hill, next to the highway, and he is the caretaker for 

a thousand acres. He was the caretaker for Fess Parker’s ranch, and has had a 

life filled with all sorts of amazing jobs. And, he is amazingly kind hearted.

	
 When somebody is an asshole, Kirk doesn’t agree. His harsh word, for 

assholes, is ‘character.’

	
 “Oh, yeah,” he will say when we are talking about somebody, even if 

that somebody is a corporation, “he’s a unique character.”

	
 That’s the closest Kirk comes to swearing.

	
 The first night Connie and I were at Monkeyland, totally shell shocked, 

stunned by what we were having to go through, who shows up?

	
 Kirk.

	
 Brought us a bag of firewood. He took me on a drive of the the property 

and told me all sorts of interesting things.

	
 Not only was what he told me useful to my survival, it calmed me 

down.
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 It was a friend taking a personal interest in my survival, even though I 

didn’t really know him from Adam.

	


	
 One night Frank was bringing supplies to Monkeyland. He has a red 

Dodge pick up with rear wheel drive, and he was chugging up the firetrail, and 

suddenly he lost traction.

	
 Wheels spinning, a very heavy trailer behind him, Frank was in trouble. 

So who shows up?

	
 Kirk.

	
 He brings his four wheel drive pick up down the road, hooks his chain 

to the trailer, and hauls it all the way up the hill.

	
 He didn’t have to do that.

	
 And when Frank says, “Let me buy your gas, at least,” and offered 

some bills, Kirk pushes the bills away and says, “I didn’t do it for that.”

	
 He did it to help, pure and simple, and that was all.

	
 Time and again, and especially when we are having trouble, Kirk 

shows up. It’s like he has a sixth sense as to when we need a helping hand. And 

he is just one of the amazing people we have met at Monkeyland.

	
 Then there’s George.

	
 George shows up one night on an ATV. He is grizzled, looks like a 

rough, old mountain man, and always has a gun on his hip.

	
 At the time Frank and I were struggling over a lug nut. I had bought a 

4WD Jeep of ancient vintage to help get us around at Monkeyland, and we were 

trying to change the tires, and we couldn’t get one of the lug nuts off.
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 We oiled, we bashed, we got long pipes to give us leverage with the lug 

wrench. The SOB nut was frozen, and there was nothing we could do.

	
 So how do you get one of those things off without a machine shop and 

you’re in the wilderness, eh?

	
 George.

	
 George was a mechanic for the city of Santa Maria for 20 years, and 

now he lives in a house way back in the wilderness.

	
 George says to us, “Hold on, I’ll be back in 20 minutes.”

	
 Twenty minutes later George pulls into the driveway and he has a 

special tool for taking off frozen lug nuts. Zingo bingo, that nut is off in less 

than 30 seconds.

	
 Another time Connie and I went over to George’s house. He was 

showing us around (and giving me ALL sorts of help with solar power advice), 

and suddenly he says, “You still having trouble with that propane refrigerator? 

Here, I got one in my C-tainer. (C-tainer is short of Cargo Container) 

	
 Then he straps the beast to the back of his little tractor and hauls it over, 

and helps us install it, and THEN...he tells us how to fix our piece of shit 

propane refrigerator.

	
 “Probably got some vapor in the pipes. Lean it at 30 degrees for a few 

hours. Then straighten it up, then lean it again, and keep doing that until it 

works.”

	
 A man with a total heart of gold, and smarter than the Dickens. He 

downplays himself, then comes through with the most sage, practical advice, 

and hands on help, you could imagine.
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 And George doesn’t have to help us. In spite of living up in the 

wilderness, George likes people, and he likes to help them.

	
 There’s Kirk and George, and Larry and Bob and Vic and Joad 

and...and so many others.

	
 For a place that is so far off the beaten track, there are an incredible 

number of people. Real people. People who think with their hearts and are 

concerned with how their neighbors are doing. People who understand that man 

is not an island...he is only going to survive as well as his friends.

	


	
 Believe me...we could not make it at Monkeyland without the kind and 

generous help of our many friends.

A slice of heaven. Well, it is in the clouds, isn’t it?
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

FOOD

	


	
 One of the things we wanted to do, when we went to Monkeyland, was 

grow our own food.

	
 In the 1950s there was a great invention...chemical fertilizer.

	
 Yep, you no longer needed to got to the south end of a north bound 

cow, now you could just get all the fertilizer you need through the courtesy of 

modern science.

	
 Order a bag of chemical fertilizer, and watch them crops grow.

	
 Except, that was the same time in which rumors of two headed cows 

started occurring. 

	
 Two headed cows? Just from eating stuff grown in bags of fake shit?

	
 Hmm.

	
 Makes you think, doesn’t it?

	
 Now, here’s a problem, every scientist working for the fertilizer 

companies swore that their chemical fertilizer was not the problem. Their 

chemical shit didn’t stink! 

	
 But, they worked for a corporation, and they had vested interest.

	
 Okay, okay, so you don’t believe me, you believe the shit making 

scientists.
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 So consider the fact that EVERYTHING you buy in a corporate 

grocery store has been altered with chemicals, or radiation, or something.

	
 It’s called GMO, or Genetically Modified Organism.

	
 Now, don’t believe me, just google the effects of GMO and read what 

comes up. It’ll take you screaming and crying to a health food store, believe me.

	
 So when we went to Monkeyland we wanted to grow things without 

chemical fertilizer, without radiation, without chemicals. We wanted something 

that grew just because the soil liked it, because there was plenty of sunshine, and 

because we loved to water the darling, little veggies and fruits and all.

	
 The first thing you’re going to have to do, when you grow your own 

vegetables, is find what are called Heirloom seeds.

	
 Heirloom seeds are seeds that have not been altered by modern science. 

They are nature’s tried and true formula for passing the wealth of good health 

from the planet to the body.

	
 And, before we proceed, I would like to tell a couple of interesting 

facts.

	
 Monsanto is attempting to patent corn.

	
 That mans that they are saying that they invented it.

	
 That means that anybody who grows corn has to pay Monsanto.

	
 It’s a food tax to a corporation.

	
 Let me clarify this last paragraph.

	
 Originally, a farmer grew corn, and he kept some kernels, and he grew 

more corn.
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 Monsanto came out with corn that wouldn’t reproduce. You could plant 

the kernels, and you would get nothing. Maybe a scrawny, little weed with a few 

specks of seed, but that was all. Nothing worth harvesting.

	
 But it was cheaper! So farmers bought it. They didn’t detect any plot, 

they just saw the savings.

	
 Now Monsanto has cornered the market, and the big farmers have to 

rely on them for seeds because...there are no more seeds!

	
 Food, the latest addiction. You know?

	


	
 There was a farmer recently, and he tried to grow two crops from one 

round of seeds. He harvested his corn, planted some seeds, and he actually got a 

sickly crop. Nature wants to reproduce, even if Monsanto doesn’t.

	
 Monsanto took him to court.

	
 They take everybody to court!

	
 Even if you have a crop you planted yourself, with your own heirloom 

seeds, if Monsanto is next door they will sue and say their corn got blown over 

the fence and you are stealing from them!

	
 This is corporate lawyerism at its best. Uh, worst.

	
 You think that’s bad?

	
 That’s nothing.

	
 The latest gimmick is that Monsanto is trying to patent pigs!

	
 Yep, that bacon, all the bacon in the world, is going to be the property 

of Monsanto, and you have to pay them for the privilege of owning a pig.
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 And just imagine where it all goes: Monsanto owns all the food in the 

world! You can’t grow a crop anywhere unless you have bought a contract from 

the corporation.

	
 I know, you think I am just spouting hot air.

	
 There is a video on the internet of some cops that raided a health food 

store in Southern California. With drawn guns they arrested the...milk.

	
 So city cops are enforcing corporate rules and regulations, which have 

been conveniently passed into law by lawyers working for the government.

	
 Hmmm.

	
 And, my favorite, there was a couple, this was in Montana or Idaho or 

somewhere north, where them durned, fool citizens still think there is a 

constitution, who were growing something in their upstairs room.

	
 So the cops got a call on domestic violence.

	
 The wife answered the door, and was pulled by force from her house.

	
 Her husband asked what was going on, and he was thrown down and 

handcuffed.

	
 Then the police searched the house, and they found the marijuana farm 

growing in an upstairs bedroom.

	
 One officer’s brilliant remark: “I guess we’re going to need a search 

warrant for this.”

	
 Duh. And how many other laws did you break for the corporation in 

your neck of the woods?

	
 And, the kicker to all this? It wasn’t marijuana...the couple were 

growing ORGANIC TOMATOES!

AL CASE

78



	
 Yikes.

	
 So, corporate rant aside, along with my warnings to you, the first thing 

you have to do is find heirloom seeds. Then, when you harvest your crops, you 

can save a few seeds for next year.

	
 This is called avoiding corporate taxes. But, be careful, it will be 

against the law next year.

	
 Okay, okay, I’m done. We’ll leave the politics and stick with the 

gardening.

	
 So you get some heirloom seeds. You need a place to grow them. 

Here’s the sequence.

	
 First, you put a pan down with a paper towel in it. You place some 

seeds on it. You decide how much sunlight it needs, and place it where it will 

receive the correct amount of rays. Within a short time you will have the seeds 

popping open and little sprouts coming out.

	
 Second, you get a pot and fill it with good dirt. (There is such a thing as 

bad dirt, and it won’t grow a thing, so find out what constitutes ‘good dirt’ and 

save yourself some time.

	
 You place the seeds that have sprouted an inch under the dirt, very 

carefully so as not to bruise any of the darling, little leafies.

	
 You figure out how much water and sunlight, and apply judiciously.
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 Third, you build a planter box. And you transplant the seeds from the 

pots to the planter. Be careful of them leafies!

	
 Now, there is a  fourth step, and that would be a green house. And, if 

you know what you are doing, you can play with these steps. Transplant directly 

from the pan to the planter box, do it all in the green house, and so on.

	
 But I have presented these steps for the sake of education, so that you 

can go through the steps and educate yourself easily. Simply, you’ll make 

mistakes, but by isolating the steps, you’ll see what works and what doesn’t 

work.

	
 Heck, you may live somewhere where your soil isn’t appropriate to 

some sort of plant, or time of season, or whatever.

	
 But doing it, watching what happens, scouring the internet for 

information, reading books, you will soon be Johnny Appleseed.

	
 So here’a how I built a garden box, which was the first thing I had to 

do, besides buy a pan and a pot.

	
 You go to the lumber store and order 4 planks that are 8 feet long and 

12 inches wide.

	
 You get 4 planks that are 4 feet long and 12 inches wide.

	
 You get 4 two by fours that are four feet long.

	
 You get some nails and nail the sucker together.

	
 Look, you just nail the ends of the planks to the two by fours until you 

have a two foot high box that is eight feet by four feet.

	
 You buy a rectangle of gopher wire that is 4 feet by 8 and place it in the 

bottom of the box.
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 You fill it with dirt.

	
 Transplant.

	
 Now, it is that simple. You are protected by gophers, you are open to 

the sun, and it is pretty cheap.

	
 A 15 year old girl can make this if she can be trusted with a hammer.

	
 Now, here at Monkeyland, we have wind. And we have cold weather. 

So I made miniature green houses out of my boxes.

	
 I cut a couple of pieces of plywood and fit them to the ends of the 

garden boxes.

	
 I nailed a pole across the ridge of the ‘roof’ (the peaks of the plywood) 

of the box.

	
 I wrapped some clear plastic (found it in the paint section of Home 

Depot for ten bucks) around some poles and draped it over the whole thing.

	
 See the picture.

	
 Now my wife can easily lift the ‘roof’ and tend to the little darlings. 

The moisture stays in, the sunlight gets in, and everything is hunky dory.

	
 And, to make sure that the soil is good, and stays good, we have 

introduced a miniature ecosystem to our garden box.

	
 Bugs, baby, bugs. And worms and whatever is needed to keep that soil 

working!

	
 We simply made a compost can and put it in the box.

	
 This thing, this compost box is VERY interesting.

	
 We made it by putting all our scraps of food in a can with a few holes 

drilled in the sides.
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 Peelings, end cuts of bread or potatoes, stuff that went bad, everything 

that is organic and not synthetic.

	
 Life seeks this stuff out, starts feeding, and, zingo bingo, we have a 

complete, life giving eco system that creates the RICHEST soil in the world.

	
 If you move it ALL sorts of things fly out of it.

	
 We place it in a corner of the garden box, and the funny thing is, on a 

cold day you can feel heat emanating from it!

	
 This ecosystem is creating heat! It is COOKING!

	
 Very exciting. And very exciting to ‘reclaim’ our abilities to feed 

ourselves, and to reclaim nature, and to contribute something to the planet 

instead of just taking it, or relying on corporations which destroy it.

	
 Now, here’s the kicker, we made our boxes out of scrap material that 

was just laying around.

	
 I ransacked the ‘boneyard’ (the area where we leave scrap lumber, wire, 

building materials, etc.) here at Monkeyland.

	
 My actual costs were $5 for a box of nails, and $10 for a sheet of 

plastic.

	
 Now, here’s the funny thing, I used to see these boxes in Los Angeles. I 

would be out taking the dog for a walk, and I would see garden boxes placed 

between the sidewalk and the curb. They would be filled with giant plants, and 

people would stop and stare.

	
 Do you know how much area there is in a city between the sidewalk 

and the street? 

	
 Let alone the regular backyard/frontyard of a house?

	
 So why is there a ‘food shortage!?’
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 Why is the price of food going up?

	
 Because corporate lawyers (politicians) are either stupid or corrupt.

	
 Guaranteed, there will come a time, should everybody start building 

garden boxes, that the city will charge a fee, or a tax, for garden boxes. They 

will claim that, like the rain from the sky, they own the dirt between the 

sidewalk and the curb. They will claim you need to do environmental impact 

studies, that provisions must be made for toxic water run off from your planter 

box.

	
 They will do what politicians have been doing for the history of 

mankind...charging you for your labor so they don’t have to labor.

	
 Politicians don’t protect the people, they prey on them.

	
 Now, that all said, the solution is for you to follow the advices of this 

chapter, make a planter box, or a greenhouse, ‘grandfather’ it in BEFORE the 

city can lay their taxes on you.

	
 And document it, and get together with your neighbors (your friends!) 

[and get willing to take names and kick asses.

	
 It is the only way you are going to survive the coming storm.
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Mitus (Mighty Dog) catching some rays.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

FUTURE FOOD

	


	
 We have plans here at Monkeyland.

	
 We arrived here with the idea of seeds to pots to boxes, and when we 

figured out what we were doing we were going to go to a green house, and to 

other things.

	
 Building a green house up here is going to be easy, and hard.

	
 Easy because you just nail some sticks together and cover the whole 

thing with plastic.

	
 Hard because the wind blows up here. All that plastic, if we’re not 

careful if just going to be the world’s biggest kite.

	
 But, we will succeed.

	
 We are exploring green house effects with our little, covered planter 

boxes.

	
 Once we have succeeded, we will build the green house.

	
 Probably on a side of the hill out of the wind, maybe dug down a 

couple of feet and roof slanted.

	
 After we have succeeded there will will be going hydroponics. 

Hydroponics is the process of growing plants without soil.

	
 And, after that, we will be looking into aquaponics.

	
 Aquaponics is fascinating stuff, and you can do it in your garage.
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 You build a small structure and grow plants on a table. When you water 

them, the run off trickles into a pond filled with fish. The fishy water is recycled 

through the plants. And there it goes, a cycle of vegetable to fish to vegetable, 

growing faster and bigger, a never ending cycle of life, a complete ecosystem 

that can cure the world of hunger.

	
 It is a wonder that everybody doesn’t have one of these in their garages.

	
 But, we are taking our time, learning as we go, learning how to create, 

how to grow, and everything we learn will be turned back into the land.

	
 We will be planting trees, doing terracing, changing a hilltop that is sort 

of an oaken desert and make it a Garden of Eden.

	
 And, quite honestly, the government should be doing this. 

	
 They should be eliminating shortages by encouraging water catchment.

	
 They should be encouraging the individual to go solar.

	
 They should be encouraging people to make aquaponics in their garage.

	
 They should be doing lots of things.

	
 But, instead, they are supporting corporations that poison us. 

	
 The answer is not in grants to corporate companies and expecting a 

solution.

	
 The fact is that the solutions are already here, they are easy to 

implement, all it takes is a few people to stand up to the corporations, for a judge 

to throw their stupid pig patents out of court as frivolous.
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 But....but then I’ve already ranted, haven’t I.

Energy, the old fashioned way!
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

ANIMALS

	


	
 One day, shortly after we arrived, I was driving down the road and my 

eye was caught by a quick motion. A bobcat jumped out of a ditch and ran up the 

hillside.

	
 A bobcat!

	
 Maybe forty or fifty pounds, the size of a medium dog, but there was no 

mistaking the tawny coat, the stick up ears, the cat like way of running.

	
 Bobcats don’t run so much as bound. 

	
 And there were other cats up there. At the mouth of the valley I saw 

a...well, I’m not sure. It was a cat, and I didn’t see the tail, but this one was BIG! 

It was over a hundred pounds. Had I seen a mountain lion?

	
 I don’t know.

	
 And, one day Kirk’s wife drove down to the gate and surprised a 500 

pound bear.

	


	
 Now, I knew we had wildlife on top of the mountain; we saw deer in 

small groups of four or five; hiking onto the BLM lands I almost stepped on the 

largest jackrabbit I have ever seen; cottontails come down to our yard for the 

water, we listen to the coyotes sing in the night.

	
 There is no end to the richness of the land.
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 And, I should make a point right here: man is the conservator of 

animal.

	
 Yes, we can breed for purposes and take what we like, but it is our 

responsibility that the animals have free graze.

	
 And, before I get into animals proper, let’s talk about hunters.

	
 I actually have nothing against hunters. It doesn’t bother me to kill an 

animal. I just don’t see the value in it.

	
 I know, ‘We eat everything we kill!’ That’s the big rationale behind 

hunting.

	
 But, here’s the reality.

	
 First, to dispel all the talk of redneck cowboys killing everything that 

crawls, hops, or flies. The cowboys I have met, almost without exception, don’t 

hunt.

	
 Yes, there are a few, but these guys live way out there, they are careful 

of the land, they respect the wildlife, and they only take what they need, and 

they usually really do need.

	
 Most of the hunters come from town. And, come hunting season, it is 

dangerous to go out of the house.

	
 Man, they shoot everything!

	
 They shoot signs, trees, dogs, cats, people, cars...yes, people.

	
 I had to laugh, there was a fellow up here the other day checking out 

the plant growth around telephone poles. Just drove around through the 

wilderness and made sure plants weren’t knocking down telephone poles.

	
 Anyway, he said he was driving around and somebody started shooting 

at him. Bullets were whizzing over his head.
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 Now, I knew what happened. He had a logo on the side of his truck of a 

tree, and there was resemblance to a forest service logo, so some salty asshole 

was having fun. Didn’t want the guv’mint on his land, and he was firing warning 

shots and laughing all the while.

	
 “Man! They were firing right over my head, getting closer! I got scared 

and got the hell out of there!”

	
 So I grinned and told the fellow how to get them to stop shooting. “Yell 

‘Free Beer!’” I said.

	
 Of course, that was one of the neighbors, if that had been one of the 

townies there might have been blood. The townfolk are notoriously bad shots. 

They might have actually hit the fellow.

	
 Now, these fellows from town, I should describe them. 

	
 They drive 4 by 4 pick ups all year long, over paved street and cement 

driveway. They need the traction, you know.

	
 They have gun racks.

	
 They wear thick down jackets with murals of wildlife on them.

	
 They carry big guns.

	
 They tote their ATVs out to the wilderness, roar around the countryside 

at high speed, drink lots of beer, and unlimber the big rifle and SHOOT, 

SHOOT, SHOOT!

	
 Okay, I know I have misrepresented hunters, but here’s the problem. 

For all the serious and polite and respectful hunters you get, there are always a 

couple of loudmouths that spoil it for everybody.

	
 Here in Santa Maria there is a heavy farming community, and people 

need their four by fours. And so what if they like gun racks and ATVs. 
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 BUT, there’s got to be some way to wean out the pups who are too 

stupid or vicious to understand what they are doing.

	


	
 One of the best shirts I have ever seen, as an aside, had a picture of a 

deer on the front. The deer had front set eyes, had camo fur, and carried a bigger 

gun. Sweet!

	
 Anyway, let me tell you about animals.

	
 When we were negotiating for Monkeyland Larry told us some 

interesting stories. This because he had a large dog who wasn’t entirely friendly 

towards humans.

	
 He wasn’t really mean, he was just protective of the property, and until 

he knew you, he might be, shall we say, a bit snappish?

	
 Frank, the old farm hand, says, “Good dog.”

	
 “Larry replies with, “Yeah, he protects the cats.”

	
 Now, there was something here I didn’t understand.

	
 “I thought dogs chased cats?”

	
 Larry shook his head. “Can’t have a dog that chases cats. The cats catch 

mice, and a good dog will chase off the coyotes so the cats can do their work. 

They also protect chickens and other farm type animals.”

	
 How interesting! Totally different from city dogs, who chase cats for 

fun.

	
 Up here, you get rid of a dog that doesn’t protect his feline brothers.

	
 Then Larry told us about mice and wires and the real importance of 

cats.
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 “Yep. The mice look around for someplace warm to nest. They like the 

tops of engines, and they like to nibble on the wires. Nothing is worse than 

going out to start your car, hearing nothing, and lifting the hood to find all your 

wires have been nibbled away.”

	
 Then he told us a story which I thought was bogus, but he swears it is 

true, and the old timers up here all nod their heads in agreement when I ask them 

about it.

	
 “I was driving down the road one day, suddenly I heard a clunk, and 

my engine started doing all sorts of weird things, it was like the timing for half 

the cylinders had been reversed. I got out and looked, and found that a mouse 

had made a nest in my air filter. He had been using all the fibers, and finally dug 

his way so deep that he got sucked into the engine.”

	
 I blinked. “No.”

	
 “Yep. And when I went to rebuild the car, I had it up on blocks for a 

couple of months during winter, and when summer came and I took the tarp off 

it, another family of mice were living in the cylinders. Had to rebuild the whole 

thing again.

	
 So, that story in mind, we arrive at Monkeyland, and we have a city 

smart dog. Which, unfortunately, means he is country stupid.

	
 First thing he does is take off after the cat!

	
 “Mitus!” I yell.

	
 “Leave him alone,” says my wife.

	
 Uh oh. I not only have a country stupid dog, I have a, uh, city smart 

wife. She wants the dog to be a loving house pet, doing nothing but eating and 

sleeping, and then eating.
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 “But he has to patrol the place! He has to chase the coyotes away so the 

cats will catch the mice that will eat our car wires!”

	
 “Don’t talk to my precious doggie woggie that way!”

	
 Okay, she didn’t sound that stupid, but we did have a point of 

contention. 

	
 So I go to Frank and explain the situation. Frank, the sage old rancher, 

says, “Hey, don’t look at me! I’m married!”

	
 Sigh.

	
 But, after he stopped laughing, Frank says, “I’ll bring you up a dog that 

will patrol the property, chase the coyotes, and protect everything.

	
 If I had only known.

	
 So, one day, a couple of months later, Frank brings Bel up.

	
 Bel, who we have come to refer to as ‘The Hell Bitch.’

	
 Bel is a Malanois, which is like a German Shepherd lite. She weighs 

less, and law enforcement like them because they are smarter, and they have 

smaller jaws, which means they will do some tearing, but the police won’t get 

sued when a bigger dog would rip an arm off.

	
 And, along with being smarter, she is...pregnant.

	
 Now, I don’t now about you, dear reader, but pregnant women are 

absolutely insane.

	
 I know, all the women have just thrown up their hands.

	
 But, in my direct experience, pregnant women, in addition to having 

the B chromosome, are extra vicious. All of which is necessary to the species. 

They have to protect their darling, little babies, after all.

	
 So Bel arrives, has jacked up protective DNA, has been trained to go 

after drug dealers in Los Angeles, and is...pregnant.
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 The first thing she does, when she flops her fat belly and big teats out of 

the truck is attack Mitus.

	
 “It’s okay,” says Frank. Malenois are matriarchal, and she’s just laying 

down the rules.

	
 Laying down the rules? But...she’s kicking my dog’s ass! She’s chasing 

him around, snapping at him, and...and I realize that she’s not drawing blood.

	
 It’s true. She is just getting the pecking order straight.

	
 Funny thing, Mitus is over a hundred pounds (city fed), and he has 

been changing that city fat for country muscle, and he could roll her over and 

knock her down and laugh while doing it.

	
 But he doesn’t. Male dogs, you see, will not fight with female dogs.

	
 The unfortunate truth is that Bel is smart enough to know it, and uses 

that, and she just nips that poor puppy all over the place.

	
 So Mitus ends up hiding in the house; he just doesn’t want to fight, and 

can’t. His DNA won’t let him.

	
 And Bel, deprived of somebody to bully, goes after the cats!

	
 Oh...FUCK!

	
 Frank just shakes his head. “I guess they aren’t feral enough. I’ll bring 

you some more cats. Some mean ones.”

	
 Great! Here I am, building a place of peace and quiet, and Frank is 

populating the place with holy terrors and vicious belligerents!

	
 I mean, those WERE feral cats that Bel chased away!

	
 The point is that, call it pregnancy, call it DNA, Bel is just too vicious.

	
 So, the next few weeks are bad. Bel is ruling the roost; she has a 

personality that makes everybody jump and look around. She is nervous and 

twitchy, and we figure it’s just the pups, everything will calm down.
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 But then she has her eight puppies, and continues cowing everything in 

the world!

	
 Did I mention...FUCK!

	
 But, I am about to have my revenge.

	
 I am about to see Bel handled, and handled in away I never foresaw.

	
 One day Frank brings up three feral cats. Mean cats, vicious cats, cats 

that prefer not to live with humans, but rather on the edge, getting fat on mice 

and rats and anything else they can rend.

	
 He sets one loose at the lower C-tainers. “Feed him every two days, but 

not much. Just enough to keep him around.

	
 I’ve only seen the cat once, and that scared me.

	
 He sets another cat loose at the garage, and that cat promptly disappears 

into the brush. Never saw him again. We don’t have mice, so I’m assuming he is 

alive and hunting. Or, at least his ghost is.

	
 Then Frank sets loose the third cat, and it is the ultimate warrior. I have 

never seen a cat like this, it was absolutely amazing what that cat did to Bel!

	
 Before I continue with the sordid details of how Bel was...trounced, let 

me explain what an ultimate warrior really is.

	
 I am a martial artist, I’ve been doing Martial Arts since 1967. Fell in 

love, and they are the monkey on my back.

	
 And, I read all the zen, all the stories from all the countries, all the 

philosophy.

	
 One story tells of two samurai that decided to have a duel. Proper 

invitations were exchanged, and one morning, at the crack of dawn, the two 

samurai came together in a clearing.
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 They edged towards one another, swords held high, steel gleaming in 

the sun.

	
 They reached fighting distance, and they were motionless, each 

studying the other, each waiting for...a weakness.

	
 A falter, a hesitation in the mind, a moment of doubt.

	
 For hours they face each other; all day long they stood, and waited.

	
 And, finally, near sundown, they backed away from each other,bowed, 

and left the clearing.

	
 They knew, you see, who had won. One of them had made a mistake, 

had a moment in which he lost concentration, and they both knew who it it was.

	
 So they knew who won, and the duel was over.

	
 Mind you, they would never speak of it, but they both knew.

	
 So, do you get the idea of the ultimate warrior?

	
 It is the one who makes no mistakes.

	
 Let me tell you another story about this ultimate warrior thing.

	
 There is the story, Chinese, of the two Tai Chi masters who decided to 

have a fight. Invitations were exchanged, and they came together in a clearing. 

They assumed fighting posture, and they waited.

	
 Hour after hour they waited, and, finally, one  backed off and bowed. 

He had made the ultimate mistake of doing something, of having a thought, and 

they both knew that he had therefore lost.

	
 Do you understand what an ultimate warrior is now?

	
 It is the one who can cut with his mind and spirit, and doesn’t even 

need a sword.
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 Frank released the third cat.

	
 “Mew.”

	
 Skinny, looking a little frayed, the cat looked around, saw Connie and I, 

and walked across the yard.

	
 Bel saw her, spun, and...and stood there...and...and a look crossed her 

face.

	
 The cat came closer.

	
 Bel, confusion on her doggie face, crouched, got ready to pounce, to 

tear, to rip the cat a new one!

	
 The cat walked under her nose.

	
 Bel snapped, snarled, and the cat kept walking.

	
 Didn’t even look at The Hell Bitch!

	
 Bel followed, snarling and barking and near foaming with rage.

	
 The cat rubbed against Connie’s leg, then sauntered into the house.

	
 Connie and I stared at each other in amazement.

	
 Bel frothed insane. All her DNA in a fever pitch, all her puppy induced 

madness at a peak.

	
 The cat walked into the house, jumped up on a chair, and went to sleep!

	
 Bel followed, stood an inch away, near howling with the desire to tear 

into that cat, to rip her apart, to bite and rend and tear and...and the cat made no 

mistake. Had no doubt. Felt no hesitation.

	
 The ultimate warrior had arrived.

	
 Now, here is the interesting thing. A week later, Bel got sick, and if it 

wasn’t for the fact that Connie and I followed directions over the phone, and that 

Frank drove 150 miles at breakneck speeds, she would have died.
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 At that, Frank barely made it. He hooked her up on an IV, shot her full 

of medicine, then drove 150 miles back to Los Angeles, at more breakneck 

speeds, to get her into one of his hospitals.

	
 Now, there will be some who might disagree with me, who say that Bel 

was merely drained of her juices by her greedy, milk sucking puppies, but I 

know the truth. 

	
 Bel had run into the ultimate warrior, and it invalidated all of her DNA, 

all of her training, even all the survival of her species puppy birth. And she was 

defeated. And it was so fast and vicious that she tried to die, but the humans 

wouldn’t let her.

	
 And, a final word on the cat, we named her ‘Sweetie Pie.’

	
 She has some sort of pneumonia, or something. She wheezes terribly. 

Many is the time I’ll be working, and I’ll hear a sound like a mule braying.

	
 “What the...” I turn around, we have no mules on the property, 

and...there is Sweetie Pie.

	
 And, she doesn’t know how to drink water.

	
 Literally.

	
 She stares at a pan of water for hours, doesn’t know what to do, then 

jumps up on the counter and stares at the faucet.

	
 Whoever had her before she went ‘feral’ (Ha! This is no feral cat, it is a 

house cat, let her drink from a dripping faucet.

	
 So she stares at the faucet until we let it drip for her, and she wheezes 

like a mule, and she wanders around Monkeyland, the true owner, the center of 

the universe, the ultimate warrior.

	
 Well, I had decided to build this place for warriors to train, I just didn’t 

know who was going to show up!
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The Ultimate Warrior contemplates a world without enemies...
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN

BUILDING THINGS

	


	
 Let me start out by saying that my hands are covered with scabs. I have 

splinters in all my fingers. My hands are so sore that I have trouble snapping 

them into fists.

	
 The reason is that I have been building.

	
 And the odd thing is that I don’t know how to build things.

	
 Let me start from the beginning.

	
 My father was one of the cleverest people in the history of planet earth.

	
 When he was eleven he carried a rifle, and he was responsible for 

putting meat on the family table. He was quite responsible, and a good shot.

	
 He joined the Coast Guard, and during World War 2 he commanded a 

ship that sent the landing boats to the Normandy Beach. He faced the terrors of 

war, and he was a hero.

	
 He was the ‘prototype engineer for a company called Ampex, and he 

invented things that made life easier for all.

	
 He was a ‘prototype engineer’ for a company called Memorex.

	
 He made contributions to the space program, one of his clever, little 

gadgets went round the planet a few times.
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 He made ball bearings that were near perfect for the Department of 

Measurements in Washington. This was before computers, and was considered 

quite a feat.

	
 And he had three children.

	
 And, this incredibly smart, talented, wonderful person then made a 

terrible error. When his children wanted to get jobs, he said, “No, my children 

will live a better life than I...they will go to school and get an education.”

	
 Now, my brother and sister managed to get past this error. They were 

(are) unduly smart and talented and clever, and they live industrious lives, 

contributing greatly to society.

	
 Then there’s me.

	
 I am a total doofus when it comes to tools. I was discouraged from 

working, and from learning how to use tools, and I can’t use them.

	
 One of the funnier episodes of my life was when I landed a job with a 

door company.

	
 Man, I was a disaster. They had to redo my doors constantly. They 

would have fired me as inept, except that I had a fantastic attitude. I was always 

cheerful and always willing. Even though I couldn’t do anything, I was willing.

	
 So they put me in charge of the warehouse, where I became a terror 

with a forklift, revamped their whole system, and actually functioned.

	
 But, the point is...I can’t build things. I can’t swing a hammer, and if I 

try to saw you will see some of the wickedest unstraight lines in the history of 

the universe.

	
 And here I am, at Monkeyland, want to build a temple, a dojo, a place 

where people can walk the floors without getting splinters in their feet.
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 I get up to Monkeyland, and I have to build things. I absolutely have to, 

or we are going to starve, die of thirst, sleep in the cold.

	
 It’s called survival.

	
 So, one of the first things I do is build a planter box. The first one was 

possibly the ugliest structure known to man. Absolutely a Frankenstein of 

ugliness. The lines aren’t straight, the boards are of differing length, the nails 

don’t go in straight.

	
 It’s ugly.

	
 But, necessity being the mother of something or other, I start on a 

second planter box.

	
 Mind you, I am using up scraps out of the boneyard, things taken from 

abandoned buildings, torn down fences, and other discarded things.

	
 And, for the first time in my life, I am getting intent on this tool thing.

	
 I finish the second planter box, and it is uglier than a popped pimple on 

a weight challenged person’s ass.

	
 But, it works.

	
 I have put the wire in the bottom so the gophers won’t make a 

smorgasboard of our crops, and I have a plastic cover so it is a miniature 

greenhouse, and...it works!

	
 It’s still ugly, but crops are growing in there, and I am learning things, 

so I build another planter box.

	
 And, you know, this one, even though it is made out of scrap, actually 

looks pretty good!

	
 Of course, my hands are filled with splinters and scabs, but I am 

learning.

	
 I HAVE to learn!
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 And, you may wonder why I was obsessing on planter boxes. Because 

they are like little houses.

	
 Or, little training halls for the martial arts.

	
 Look, the three basic shapes of the universe are the triangle, the circle, 

and the square.

	
 So I am learning how to make squares, and here is the thing: the 

structures of man are based on the square, for the most part, and they hinge on 

two things: accurage measurements and straight lines.

	
 So I started working on measurements and cutting a straight line, and I 

discovered something.

	
 If you slant the saw down, maybe fifteen degrees, and focus your gaze 

on the line, it turns out straight.

	
 I just put up some eaves, and the lines are straighter than if they had 

been done with a table saw. And I did it simply by focusing my attention, by 

paying attention to what I was doing, and not sawing off my thumb.

	
 Simple.

	
 Sort of.

	
 Of course my hands are  mess of scabs and splinters.

	
 One day Frank tosses me a big pair of funny looking pliers and he says, 

“Go walk the fence.”

	
 “What?”

	
 He blinked, surprised that I would even ask.

	
 “You take these clips, and wherever the fence is sagging, put a clip on 

it.”

	
 “How do I....” Too late, he had turned away. Apparently he thought 

pliers were so simple that I didn’t need any instructions.
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 He didn’t know me.

	
 So I started walking the fence.

	
 Hey, this is pretty easy, you just find a wire that isn’t attached to a pole 

and you attach it with a clip.

	
 Except that you have to crawl up hill, through brush, into creekbeds, up 

cliffs...everywhere a self respecting cow can go.

	
 Believe me, I have new found respect for bossy and her friends.

	
 And, halfway through, I figured it out.

	
 The reason the clips were coming loose and had to be  replaced was 

because somebody had put them on wrong.

	
 They just hooked them over, bent one side, and walked on.

	
 But you have to bend both sides.

	
 So I started again.

	
 And, halfway through, I realized something, the fenceposts that were 

wood were often sagging.

	
 So, back I go, get some nails, and I start pounding nails into fence posts 

and bending them over wire.

	
 Now, when Frank had given me the task he had said, ‘Just go out every 

once in a while, find the missing clips, and fix. Take a month or two. No hurry.

	
 But I tend to obsess on things, especially if I am messing them up.

	
 So it took me too long, but I made sure that every clip was not just 

hung on the wire, but that it was wound around the wire. And every wire on 

every wooden fence post is nailed solid.

	
 Now, I am not going to have to do this again for a while, and when I 

do, it will be because of actual problems, not because a working man got lazy.

	
 I am at Monkeyland, you see, and survival is at stake. I can’t afford to 

have to do things two and three times, and I can’t afford sloppy work.
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 So my hands are scabby and splintered, and sore from pounding and 

sawing and digging and whatever, but...there is a martial arts training hall 

waiting to be built, and there is nobody else to build it but me.

My first planter box. Pretty ugly, eh?
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My second planter box. Gettin’ better.

My third planter box. Yowza!
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

EVERYTHING THAT CAN GO WRONG

	


	
 One of the things Larry told me, way back at the beginning when he 

was turning the property over to me, was, ‘Check everything. Even if you don’t 

use something, check it once a week. Make sure everything works. Get spares 

for everything. Remember, everything breaks.’

	
 Funny, not everything breaks if you don’t use it, but simply everything 

breaks.

	
 I didn’t think he was kidding me, I actually believed him, and I’m glad 

I did. I go start all the generators once a week. I check on cattle guards, go into 

every container, look at the wiring/plumbing/whatever.

	
 And, you know, everything breaks.

	
 It is Murphy’s Law restated.

	
 Everything that can go wrong will go wrong.

	
 Except it is a little worse than that.

	
 Restated, it is...‘Everything breaks.’

	
 Once you realize this simple truth it is sort of enlightening.

	
 You don’t try to keep things running. You just fix things, and if you fix 

them before they break, good. And, if you fix them after they break, good.

	
 No mystery to life, you know?

	
 Anyway, having said that, let me tell you just a couple of things.
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 We were running out of propane. We need propane to run things like 

stoves and fridges and water heaters. Valuable stuff, propane.

	
 But refilling the propane tank isn’t that easy. We don’t have a little five 

gallon thingie we take down to the grocery store, we have a 200 gallon ‘trap 

wagon.’ This trap wagon is old, and it has a weird way of attaching to a car. 

Something like this should have a thing that cups over a ‘ball,’ and then locks. 

Simple dimple.

	
 This thing has a vertical U with two holes. You have to line it up and 

drop a bolt through the thing. It isn’t a very good fit, and the thing bounces up 

and down on the bolt making a terrific rattle.

	
 So we hook up the U with a large bolt and start down the hill.

	
 Four miles of ruts and cliffs and rocks and tons of cow crap.

	
 We have to meet the propane supplier at the gate, so we are barreling 

down the hill, and the bolt pops out.

	
 A thousand pounds of trap wagon is suddenly trying to catch up to 

Frank on his tractor.

	
 Now, to tell you the truth, I expected this to happen. I knew that 

everything breaks.

	
 So I am actually laughing.

	
 And the trap wagon bounces over ruts, making a huge noise, and slams 

into the back of the tractor.

	
 Dangerous? Yes.

	
 But so what?

	
 That’s just life at Monkeyland.

	
 Things break, you see.
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 I get in the car, travel four miles down a steep, rutted fire trail. I drive 

30 miles to Santa Maria. There is something I actually HAVE to get. I don’t 

want to go to town. But I have to.

	
 I get out of the car, reach for my wallet, and...uh oh.

	
 Forgot my wallet.

	
 Back in the car, 45 minutes back, up the fire trail. Get my wallet, 45 

minutes back to town. Complete my business.

	
 One of the rules here is that we make a list during the days before we 

go to town. We learned to do this the hard way.

	
 Not only do things break, they get forgotten.

	
 When we were negotiating for the property, I asked the realtor if we 

needed mud tires.

	
 The realtor cheerfully responded, “Nope.”

	
 No hesitation. 

	
 Then we get up here, and we meet Kirk, and he says, “Oh, great, 

you’ve got an Xterra. Good four wheel drive on those puppies.”

	
 Connie and I look at each other. I tell Kirk. “We don’t have four wheel 

drive. This is a rear wheel drive Xterra.”

	
 Kirk blinks. “But didn’t...nobody told you? If it rains you’re going to 

be locked in. You need four wheel drive, and you have to have mud tires.”

	
 Now, it is an interesting situation. The realtor out and out lied. He took 

the buyer beware to new levels, and it wasn’t fair.

	
 But, that said, he has to live with himself, and I have to live with...four 

wheel drive and mud tires.

	
 If I don’t have them, and it rains, what if there is an emergency? What 

if there is a life threatening situation?
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 What if it is raining and some guy breaks his leg. How am I going to 

get him to the hospital?

	
 I call Frank and discuss the situation, and he says, “No biggie. Just go 

buy some old used Jeep.”

	
 I’ve never been much for buying cars. I get cheated every time I walk 

into a car dealership. Heck, I buy a car once every five to eight years. They sell a 

hundred cars a day. I am a sitting duck for those suckers.

	
 And, anyway, I am not even going to a dealership, I am just supposed 

to find a used vehicle.

	
 So Connie looks through the craigslist, and we find a 4WD truck, and it 

is sold when we call up.

	
 Criminey.

	
 So we try another one. A 1993 Jeep 4WD.

	
 Sure, come on over and look at it.

	
 It is a Mexican family in Santa Maria. The old guy has to go back to 

Mexico. He can’t get proper medical care in the United States, so he is going 

home.

	
 Think about that. We used to be the ‘go to guys,’ when it came to 

medicine. Now, since Obamacare came in, the level of medicine has fallen so far 

that immigrants are going home rather than get our medicine.

	
 Anyway, he’s going home, and he’s willing to sell his Jeep for $1600.

	
 We buy. And I drive the thing back to the top of the mountain.

	
 And, we do pretty good! I’m surprised! The durn thing is tight and 

powerful and I drive it all over the ranch to test it.

	
 Perfect!
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 So though things are tough up here, remember, all emergencies can be 

handled. And if the main rule is that ‘everything breaks,’ the corollary is: 

‘Everything can be fixed.’

	
 And, while the folks down below, the poor citizens of the government, 

have to apply for permits and read the rules and have inspectors tell them what 

to do...we here at Monkeyland just fix things.

	
 Doesn’t matter how it broke.

	
 Doesn’t matter how hopeless the situation is.

	
 Nothing matters at all, because we have been freed from the 

government, and we can fix anything.

	
 It’s almost like being back in 1776.

Work, baby! And try not to remember that you married me for my looks!
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

BLINDING STEEL

	


	
 When one goes into the wilderness one must be able to protect oneself.

	
 There are bear and lions.

	
 And there are men.

	
 Mostly, I am worried about the men.

	
 Man, it seems, is the worst scourge on this planet.

	
 Now Carrie, when she lived up her, had a good method for handling 

that evil beast known as man. When she would confront hunters or such for 

trespassing, and they would prove a bit mouthy, she would simply turn her hip 

towards them, the hip with the gun on it, and she would say, “Are we about to 

have problems here?”

	
 Funny how fast problems will go away when someone is willing to 

fight.

	
 And, though she would likely not get in a shooting contest, she found 

that the pistol on her hip did give her the confidence to handle a mountain lion 

one day when she encountered it one the trail.

	
 And, one should not forget people like George, who go armed daily. 

	
 Nor all the neighbors I see trundling by with gun cases tied to their 

ATVs.

	
 One should have the following guns.
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 A Glock. 

	
 As Christian Slater said in ‘Kuffs,’ ‘I want a big gun that shoots lots of 

bullets.

George Kuffs: I'm looking for a really big gun which holds a lot of bullets.
Gun Salesman: God bless you, young man.
George Kuffs: [to the camera] I always wanted a gun...
Gun Salesman: Is this what you had in mind? It's a 9mm Beretta. 15 in the clip, 
1 in the pipe.
George Kuffs: Got one that holds more?
Gun Salesman: No.
George Kuffs: I'll take two.
	


	
 And, one should have a small plinker, a rifle good for shooting them 

bastuhd ground squirrels. 

	
 These squirrels destroy the trees, cause erosion, and carry bubonic 

plague.

	
 And, one should have a crowd buster. There is absolutely nothing so 

intimidating to a crowd as the ‘ching ching’ of a shotgun being chambered.The 

sound, alone, is enough to disperse any bully boys.

	
 And, one should have a fully automatic weapon.  A fully automatic 

shotgun would be best. 

	
 And, you need a sniper rifle, for the ones that got away.
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 It goes without saying that you absolutely must have night vision 

devices and truckloads of ammo.

	
 And, you should practice.

	
 And, of course, you need to register ALL your weapons.

	


	
 AWRIGHT! KNOCK OFF THAT LAUGHTER IN THE LAST ROW!

	
 Seriously, I can’t tell you not to register your weapons, this book would 

be confiscated, and I would be arrested. 

	
 But I can tell you that the Constitution of the United States has nothing 

about registering guns in it, and I do believe in the constitution. Let the courts 

argue it out, eh?

	
 Hopefully you will not need to dig an unmarked graveyard out in the 

BLM lands.

	
 Or end up in one.

	
 Now, that all said, I have to admit, in spite of what I have just said, I am 

not much of a gun nut. The reason for this is because I am a martial arts nut.

	
 Yes, shooting happens, but your chances come face to face, person to 

person, and that’s when hand to hand combat comes in most handy.

	
 I recommend ‘Blinding Steel’ as the best and most efficient martial arts 

course in the world.
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 You start with weapons, such as long blades, and you compress the 

distance, disarm, slap the crap out of any bully boy, and break their limbs.

	
 IT IS NOT INTERNET GIMMICKRY! Such as ’15 Fight Enders,’ or 

other such drivel that impress readers, but are impossible for the novice to make 

work on the battlefield.

	
 Listen, for you to learn something that is useful on the battlefield, hand 

to hand style, it has to be simple. Easy to learn and it will be easy to remember, 

and it will be easy to make work.

	
 So, check it out at MonsterMartialArts.com. It’s called Blinding Steel, 

and it is a complete system, not a bunch of crap thrown together to make money, 

and it will teach you how to face, and use, ANY weapon in the world at hand to 

hand distance.

	


	
 And, you should explore the world of knives.

	
 Knives are incredibly valuable up here at Monkeyland, use them for 

everything, from picking out splinters to shaving to trimming problems 

to...knives are fantastic.

	
 So look around on amazon, pick up a few, figure out how to use them 

(through the Blinding Steel course), and have fun.

	
 Past that, I would say you should explore other kinds of weapons.

	
 The fact of the matter is that we actually don’t allow guns up here at 

Monkeyland. But we do have sling shots, blow guns, throwing stars, and so on 

and so on.
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 And, in fact, I should mention some weapons that people should be 

using, but don’t even know they exist!

	
 Did you know you can walk down the street with a hammer in your 

belt? Or even an ax? Heck, it’s a farm implement.

	
 Or, how about a rake, and if you have rigged the end to fall off and 

leave a sharp, shiny, jagged tip, like a spear, well, I guess that’s just a broken 

rake, right?

	
 And what about screwdrivers? You don’t even have to sharpen it to 

make it nasty. 

	
 Or a handful of nails?

	
 Eh?

	
 The world is full of weapons, it’s just a shame that people would rather 

rely on the police, who are compelled to show up after the crime, and you can’t 

blame them because, darn it, criminals aren’t going to commit crimes when the 

police are watching, right?

	
 So, go through your tool chest, make a practice of carrying harmless 

work tools, and figure out how to use them as weapons. That’s exactly what the 

Okinawans did when they lost their second amendment rights. Tonfas, 

nunchucks, sickles...all those sorts of weapons are nothing but farm tools from 

the last century.
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From scratch! No GMO! MMMMMMMM! 
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EPILOGUE

	


	
 So, what does the future bring, eh?

	
 Well, if you are an individual, you can certainly use the material in this 

book to go stealth. Figure out how to hide your water catchment, or your garden, 

or your weapons, from the prying eyes of a government that knows no better.

	


	
 If you are a martial artist, then use the material of this book to become 

more self sufficient, start to understand the roots from which the martial arts 

were grown: a government which seeks to disarm citizens.

	
 If you are an enterprising soul, then think about starting your own 

temple in the wilderness. In a society gone mad, in a future where Fukushima 

heats the ocean, where government uses tragedy to confiscate the rights of man, 

where your ability to even conduct yourself like a human being becomes a crime 

against the state, you need the material of this book.

	
 You need to learn how to resist fascism without being obvious.

	
 You need to learn how to educate right thinking individuals as to their 

ability to be self governing.

	
 You need to educate yourself.
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 And, someday, we won’t need this book. Some day the world will be 

Monkeyland, and I am reminded of the tagline on the cover of the original novel 

which inspired the name of Monkeyland.

	
 The tagline was...

Another Word for Freedom!
	


Check out the cover on the next page.
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MONKEYLAND

THE ULTIMATE TERRORIST
	
 She calls herself Betty Boop, and she is 
threatening 600 children with nerve gas. What she 
doesn’t know is that she is providing the motivation for 
an entire people to come together.

INDIVIDUAL COURAGE
	
 His name is Tom Erickson, and he must rescue 
600 children. To do so he must come face to face with 
Betty Boop; he must look her in the eyes and find out 
what has driven her to commit her heinous crimes.

THE FATHER OF HIS COUNTRY
	
 His name is Elwin Jones, and yesterday he was a 
car mechanic. Today he must hold off the United States 
government long enough to rescue 600 children...and 
in the process put together a new country.

A REAL WORLD
	
 Self serving politicians, heroic police contained by 
an incompetent bureaucracy, a news media that must 
choose between fact and fiction.

AND IT COULD HAPPEN!
	
 The author lived in Los Angeles during the 
‘Rodney King’ riots. He smelled the smoke and heard 
the gunshots. 

You can order Monkeyland off the net!
	
 Monkeyland is the first of five volumes dealing with slavery on this 

planet, and who really owns us. Available on Amazon.
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 RECOMMENDED READING AND VIEWING

The Zombie Survival Guide ~ Max Brooks

Boy Scout Handbook ~ BSA

US Army Survival Manual ~ US Army

The Colony ~ The Discovery Channel

Outside of these basics, simply google ‘survival guides’ and see what comes up. 
Start with basics, move into specialty manuals. 
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