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It’s useful sometimes, but mostly I’ve always believed that compartmentalisation is the 

enemy of  true understanding. Everything is connected – as different religions will tell 

you, as natural ecosystems show, as anyone trying to get to the real bottom of  the story 

discovers. 

So over the years I’ve written about a lot of  topics. This is because I’ve thought about 

a lot of  topics - trying to understand the world, what I think about it, how it could be 

better. On my blog you can find political analysis mixed with stories of  frontline ac-

tivism, music, art, religion, history, plenty of  other topics. I’ve always resisted putting 

any kind of  categories on the posts. All the topics are linked anyway, plus I’m a fan of  

random discoveries (and not really a fan of  internet algorithms). 

Back in 2011, when I had just started writing that blog, I put together four random 

articles I liked into a zine called Broadcasting Static. Together they represented something 

resembling my worldview. Nearly ten years later I thought I would do the same again, 

pulling out a few articles I like that are now buried in the archive of  that blog.  

I have an appreciation for static. Its harsh audio and visual tones are sometimes wel-

come as a disruption for the mundanity of  commercial entertainment that fills our 

airwaves. But as the ever present transmission of  the universe, it also represents all the 

information out there that we’re not listening to – the space between stations, the 

stories not being told, the news that doesn’t fit the narrative. Welcome to Broadcasting 

Static (volume 2). 



Art. 
October 2015 

Not long ago I had the pleasant experience of  becoming for the first time an exhibited 

artist. This was because some of  my self-published zines were included in an exhibition 

at the Childers art gallery along with a bunch of  other zine and comic makers from 

around Australia. 

I was a little bit self-conscious about my zines (which I don’t think are especially 

beautiful, and which often by the time I’ve finished writing I can’t be bothered putting 

effort into the layout) becoming artworks in a gallery, but mostly it was nice firstly to 

think that somebody likes what I make enough to include it in an exhibition; and 

secondly because it was kinda like ticking something off  the bucket list. You know, win 

a sporting grand final, get arrested, do an art exhibition. 

I remember quite clearly a moment that must have been at least 7 years ago. I was 

living in Miranda (suburban Sydney), working, studying, and going through one of  

those periods, as you do, when I was feeling a bit unhappy and a bit unsatisfied with 

my life. 

One of  the things I sometimes do in those times is sit down and write stream of  

consciousness as a kind of  self-administered therapy. And I remember sitting on the 

train and writing that even though I didn’t see myself  as an artist, I wanted to hang out 

with artists. 

I haven’t kept that scrap of  paper, but I still think about it sometimes. I think about 

what it was that I wanted to hang out with artists for. Was it because my life was lacking 

in paintings and poetry? Possibly, but I don’t think it was just that. I think what I was 

yearning for was what I still see as the real role of  art – to look beyond pure surface 

value and to see the things we don’t immediately see. 

In art this works a couple of  ways. One is to look at a blank page and raw materials 

like paint or pen and be able to see possibilities of  what can be created. The other is 

to look at things in our world or everyday life and to see what is not immediately 

obvious – to show things in a new way. For me at that time, living in the same suburb 

as one of  Australia’s biggest shopping malls, with foxtel on the tv at home and friends 

(wonderful people though they were) whose dreams in life mostly included a job, a 

mortgage and a family; I think what I was yearning for was people who found beauty 

and value beyond just the values of  our consumer society. People who believed that 

something else was possible. Who could see the unseen. 
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Years have passed since that day on the train, and I’m blessed to say that I have been 

friends with some extraordinarily talented artists, be they visual artists, writers or 

musicians. I am constantly inspired by things my friends create. But I’ve also in a way 

changed the way that I think about art. I’ve even come to agree with art movements, 

as pretentious as they were, like Dada and Fluxus; who called for the abolition of  art.

Both were inspired by 

Marcel Duchamp, the 

French artist from the 

early 20th century who 

famously once submitted 

a plain urinal (which he 

played no part in 

manufacturing) as an 

artwork for exhibition. 

Years later, Duchamp said 

“The idea of  the artist as 

a sort of  superman is 

comparatively recent. 

This I was going against. 

In fact, since I’ve stopped my artistic activity, I feel that I’m against this attitude of  

reverence the world has. Art, etymologically speaking, means to ‘make.’ Everybody is 

making, not only artists, and maybe in coming centuries there will be a making without 

the noticing.” 

In a world where the school careers advisor gives us a list of  jobs and tells us to choose 

our future, where we are told that voting for whichever politician makes us feel the 

least sick in the stomach is our part in shaping society, where advertising implores us 

to express our individuality by which mass produced items we buy; true creativity – 

seeing the unseen – is completely missing from most of  our lives. 

Of  course within this there is space, as a hobby or if  you can manage to make it 

commercially viable, to carve out a niche as an “artist”; whose role it is to create things 

that look nice or entertain or make people think. The problem with this kind of  artist 

though is that the “creative industry” is an industry like any other – churning out 

products that will make a profit for the boss or the shareholders. 

Or even for the majority of  artists, who never make any money from art, we fail 

because by defining specific people as “artists” and specific activities as “art”, we 



reduce everybody else’s role to the non-creative consumer. Rather than the artist’s 

creativity being a spark to light more creativity in the kindling of  our world, it is a 

single flare of  imagination that reminds you of  the darkness everywhere else. The role 

of  the artist is currently to create things so that the rest of  us can be entertained. So 

that the rest of  us don’t have to create. 

What I love about art is still that same characteristic – it sees and shows the unseen. It 

opens us up to new possibilities we hadn’t contemplated before. But like I’ve already 

said and as I’m sure you’ll agree, not all art does this. And at the same time, our 

dominant conception of  art also rarely asks the question of  what if  there are better 

ways of  seeing the unseen than just pictures, poetry and songs? 

Surely the ability to see things unseen and to stimulate imaginations is not limited to 

those of  us who have the gift of  being able to paint or string a few words together. 

Yet that is who our stages, microphones and galleries are usually reserved for. 

The kind of  art I’m calling for is not the abolition of  what we call art (I quite like 

pictures and songs after all), nor is it incorporating “non-art” everyday things (like 

Duchamp’s urinal or Fluxus artist Joseph Beuys smacking a piano with a shoe) into 

established “art” mediums. What I want for us is to take the things we love in art 

(beauty, humour, creativity, insight), and try to see and show them across all facets of  

life. 

Make everywhere we go into an installation, every building into a gallery. Turn our 

lives into moving, breathing artworks that carry everywhere the beauty of  a 

watercolour, the daring of  an avant-garde performance piece, the imagination of  an 

expressionist painting, and which fulfill the highest calling of  art – to see the unseen, 

and to inspire others to do the same. 

In the end, the creative output I want to leave the world is not a few photocopied 

booklets which sit in a gallery in Childers, even though I am quite proud of  those zines 

and that someone wants to display them in that way. 

The artwork I want to be known by is whether I lived my life in a way that fully did 

justice to all the creativity I’ve been given. Whether I lived in a way that dug beneath 

the surface layers to find deeper truths. And whether the way I lived showed others 

new possibilities for their own lives. If  songs or pamphlets I write, or pictures I draw, 

contribute to that; then all the better. 

 



Anarchy means DIY 
October 2017 

Upon discovering that I call myself  an anarchist, people give me different reactions. 

Many are curious about what that means. To which I say it means I’m against any 

person having control over another; whether that is physically, economically or socially. 

It means I want to work towards a world where people have more control over their 

own lives and less over others’. 

Maybe unsurprisingly, the conversation then often turns to what an anarchist society 

would look like. How would decisions be made? What would you do about crime? 

Would there be any borders or private property? 

This is all fair enough. I mean, you want to interrogate ideas by asking questions, plus 

visions of  an alternative society help stimulate our imaginations as to what is possible 

and what we want to work towards. 

But in a way these questions are a bit annoying because I think they miss the point on 

why anarchism is relevant as an ideology. Because anarchy (“without rulers”) doesn’t 

begin on some distant day when we somehow manage to convince everyone who 

currently holds power over others to give it up. Anarchy is a philosophy relevant and 

revolutionary to our lives right now. 

“I learned a new phrase,” an elderly activist friend said to me recently. “‘Prefigurative 

politics’. But I think it’s just a new term for the old idea of  being the change you want 

to see. Right?” 

Prefigurativism (or whatever name you want to give it) is a helpful idea in a world of  

wars for peace and control to protect freedom. It’s also useful to how we inspire 

imaginations and conversations about the kind of  world we want. It’s a good concept; 

and yet with its eyes still firmly planted on a prospective future society, it also doesn’t 

quite grasp what is for me the value of  anarchism. 

Because to me anarchism is neither locked up in a future dimension, nor is it 

prefigurative. Never mind what the dictionary says; to me anarchy is a verb in the 

present tense. 

The idea of  anarchy at its most basic – “without rulers” – leads us intuitively to the 

conclusion that no one can give it to us or do it for us. No one is in a better position 

than us to put it into practice. So this means to start living it out we don’t need to wait 

for anyone’s directions or consent. 
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But more than that, it means why would we 

want to? The minute we cede the terms of  

anarchy to anyone else we might as well give up 

on it. 

Now you might point out here that it’s not as 

easy as just announcing a personal state of  

anarchy while there are vast structures of  

power held in place by the forces of  the state. 

You might also say that as a white male in one 

of  the world’s richest countries I have to be 

conscious that even the freedoms available to 

me are not necessarily there for everyone. And in saying that you would be correct. To 

really struggle for a world of  more level power structures means working to dissemble 

the inequalities that currently exist – especially the ones that consciously or not give 

me power over others. To do this is undoubtedly hard work and means real reflection 

on what our world is really like and how we can change it. 

But still, when I first met anarchists and decided I was one too, it was not at all a theory 

that inspired me. It was the praxis (what a wonderful word that is) of  anarchism – 

radical social centres, food not bombs, squatting, DIY culture. I already knew there 

was something wrong with our society and believed a better one was possible; these 

guys helped me believe it was possible right now. 

These things of  course are not everyone’s vision of  an ideal society, and in fact the 

sentiments I’ve just described are often derided as “lifestyle anarchism” or self-centred 

pap. But the truth is, I don’t know whether I really believe in an anarchist society. The 

urge for power is very elusive and amorphous – it’s very difficult to eliminate. If  the 

rest of  the world wasn’t evidence enough of  that then consider those organisations 

that openly identify as anarchists – they constantly have to deal with struggles for and 

abuses of  power. I’m not convinced that bringing an end to capitalism would tame 

these impulses either. 

I definitely believe a better society is possible, and an anarchist revolution may be a 

way of  bringing that about. But to me anarchism is not a static situation one day to be 

realised – it is a constant motion that moves towards the levelling of  power imbalances. 

After the revolution the need for that motion would be just as much as now. 

All this may sound self-defeating from someone who has for so many years now 

(metaphorically) flown the black flag. But the anarchism I believe in is powerful and 



active. I see in it the ability to inspire, provoke, liberate and transform lives, 

communities and societies. This simple idea can radically change the way we relate to 

people around us and society as a whole; the way we assess our values and priorities; 

the way we structure our communities. 

And by its very nature, I see these changes taking place right now, by ordinary people 

willing to take up anarchism’s challenge of  not deferring responsibility to anyone else 

- but doing it ourselves. 

_________________________________________________________________ 

 

Rivers (of  life) 
May 2016 

It’s an obscure track by a broken-up punk band, but nonetheless Sydney City Trash’s 

Just The Country Coming Out In Me is a song that I deeply love. And among its verses of  

country pride is a line that has always stayed with me – “I prefer rivers to the sea.” 

Now don’t get me wrong, I love the ocean too, with its heaving breaths of  tides and 

its endless horizons. But everyone loves the ocean. Like Sydney City Trash, the bodies 

of  water that truly stir my heart are rivers. 

I grew up a long way from the ocean in central-west New South Wales. Rivers to me 

bring memories of  hot days relieved by oases of  cold water, shaded by lines of  

eucalypt and casuarina trees, often fitted out with a rope swing for entering the water 

in style. But over the years rivers have come to mean more to me than just childhood 

nostalgia or a cool place to swim. 

I take a real delight in seeing rivers wherever they are. When I travel I note the rivers 

on the journey; look out over the water as I cross. Sometimes when hitching I get the 

extra joy of  being dropped on one side of  a river and walking across the bridge in 

search of  the next hitching spot. Not all these bridges are built with the intention of  

pedestrian use; but even as I have to hug the railing and take off  my hat to stop it 

being blown off  into the abyss by passing trucks, I get a thrill from crossing beautiful 

and iconic rivers like the Hunter, the Lachlan or the Clarence. 
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As I’ve come to see 

national borders as 

illegitimate and 

arbitrary impositions 

on free movement, 

rivers retain a power 

as a natural border – 

markers that have 

been slowly formed 

by the movement of  

water over 

thousands of  years. 

Crossing a river signals moving into a different place. The Wiradjuri nation, traditional 

owners of  the land where I grew up, see themselves as the people of  three rivers – the 

land dissected by what we now know as the Macquarie, Lachlan and Murrumbidgee 

rivers. The southern boundary of  their land is marked by the vast Murray River – a 

tradition which is emulated in the border between NSW and Victoria. 

Most of  our major cities in Australia are bisected by rivers running through them, 

from the Swan to the Yarra and the Parramatta. Even Alice Springs is split by the Todd, 

despite the fact it never has any water in it. The twisting and turning Brisbane River is 

less clear a demarcation than any of  these, yet the city is resolutely divided into north 

and south sides, even when the categorisation seemingly defies logic (for instance, 

Bulimba is north of  the CBD but on the “south side”, while Toowong is south of  the 

city but on the “north side”). Bull sharks and pollution make swimming in the Brisbane 

River unwise, and the 2011 floods were a reminder of  how destructive it can be. Yet 

that waterway is integral to any idea of  Brisbane geographically or socially. Parks line 

the banks wherever it goes, ferries transport people along its snaking bends. 

Rivers are forces of  nature that (partly at least) defy human domination – we are forced 

to build around them, build bridges to cross them. This is surely one of  the reasons 

we are drawn to them as things of  beauty. But they are also bringers of  life – 

transporting the water all species require for life from the mountains where the rain 

falls (or snow melts, depending on where you are) to the ocean where it evaporates; 

along the way giving life to every area they touch. Even in Australia’s dry and dusty 

centre, rivers flow deep underground – allowing life to survive where rain never falls. 

A combination of  these two factors could explain why rivers have often held so much 

spiritual significance to all kinds of  cultures. I’ve already mentioned aboriginal culture, 



who have often based creation myths on rivers (which, given the role of  the river as 

bringer of  life, makes perfect sense). In Hinduism, the Ganga (aka Ganges) is 

completely sacred – personified as a goddess, used to symbolise the cleansing of  sins, 

a symbol of  the afterlife (leading to the somewhat confronting sight of  dead bodies 

often floating down the river). 

The Jewish story of  Naaman the Aramean leper being healed in the Jordan river by 

the prophet Elisha became a ritual of  rebirth led by John The Baptist, the camel-skin 

clad prophet wandering the banks of  the same river centuries later. From him it was 

adopted by Christians, and for two thousand years the ritual of  baptism has 

represented death to one way of  life and rebirth to another. 

The nature of  rivers easily lend them spiritual significance. They bring life and fertility 

(and sometimes death and disaster), they cleanse us, and their perpetual motion and 

key role in the water cycle symbolise the cyclic nature of  life and death. 

For slave cultures in North America, the river took on another kind of  spiritual 

resonance. Black gospel tradition is rich with river metaphors (songs like Down By The 

Riverside, Down To The River To Pray, Wade In The Water; Martin Luther King’s famous 

biblical allusion to “justice flowing like a river”). You can read all the reasons I’ve 

already listed into this, but another very practical reason is that rivers provided a rare 

opportunity of  escape from the slave-driven economies of  the southern states to the 

abolitionist north. As stowaways, on rafts or running across the ice in winter; rivers 

offered a route to the promised land, and those songs gave a subversive wink to other 

slaves and a symbol of  resistance to their owners. 

In Australian politics too, the river is an almost mythologised symbol of  resistance. 

The Franklin river, which winds its way through one of  the world’s wildest frontiers 

in south-western Tasmania; was the setting for a dramatic, much publicised and now 

legendary blockade in the early ’80s. 1,500 people braved the elements to be arrested 

trying to stop the Franklin being dammed for hydro-electricity. The river was saved 

when a Labor party with its arm twisted into a policy of  conservation won the federal 

election. But the blockade was pivotal in establishing the Greens party, as well as the 

culture of  “forest ferals” and environmental blockades that have been rolling almost 

continually since then somewhere around the country. Hardly anyone actually goes to 

the Franklin River, but direct action advocates in campaigns against deforestation, coal 

and gas, uranium, even refugee detention will often look back to that river story as an 

inspiration and heritage. 



That story though brings up an important point to be made about rivers. Forces of  

nature they may be, but these literal and symbolic bringers of  life are constantly under 

threat from human greed and its exploitation of  nature. Rivers are dammed, polluted, 

over-fished; their banks eroded by land clearing and over-grazing; their waters 

commodified for private usage. Chemical run-off  from farms has killed all life in vast 

swathes of  America’s iconic Mississippi, while Australian mining company BHP 

destroyed over 1000km of  the Ok Tedi and Fly rivers in the highlands of  Papua New 

Guinea by routinely discharging mine tailings. 

Where am I going with all this? This article is a bit like a river really, twisting and 

turning through different ideas, hopefully spreading  bit of  new life to all of  them 

before it empties out into a bigger body of  water. One more lesson that we can all 

learn from rivers is that they usually end with neither a dramatic conclusion nor pithy 

wrap-up. They run their course and then mix into the wash of  vast oceans of  water, 

ready to one day be re-evaporated and do it all again. 

The point of  this article I guess is to celebrate rivers and all their significance. Rivers 

are under threat from our greed and exploitation, and at the same time the practice of  

seeking out meaning and significance from the things around us is endangered by a 

world of  pre-ordained answers, information overload and technotopia. I can’t help 

feeling that the two things are linked, and that maybe the best hope for both humans 

and waterways is in a recognition of  the value of  all things and our symbiotic 

interconnectedness. 

 

 



One person’s trash… (diving into dumpsters) 

May 2018 

About eight years ago, I went dumpster diving for the first time. For those of  you 

unfamiliar with the term, this means raiding the bins of  supermarkets or other shops 

and taking out the edible food or other useful waste they throw out. I had read about 

it before, and more recently had met people who did it. So one night I got on my bike 

and went to check out the bin of  the local supermarket. Fortunately I had some 

reserves of  persistence, because it wasn’t until the third supermarket I checked that I 

found any good food. But when I opened the lid to that bin full of  vegies and bread, 

I can honestly say it changed my life in many ways. 

One of  the more minor ways is that fairly regularly I am contacted by people wanting 

to interview someone about dumpster diving. Sometimes these are people in the media, 

sometimes university students. The most recent was an ABC journalist this week. 

Mostly though (the most recent being no exception), I feel like these people come with 

the story they want to write and try to shoehorn me (a real life dumpster diver) into it. 

So I figured if  I wanted an article that accurately represented my thoughts on dumpster 

diving, I’d have to write it myself. 

So back to that first night. Something clicked in my mind when I saw that bin full of  

good food. Never one for half  measures, I decided that night that I wasn’t going to be 

buying groceries any more, and I pretty much haven’t since then. But it opened up new 

possibilities beyond that – I got involved in a weekly community meal that fed anyone 

who came along (carting dumpstered food to share on the train from Sydney’s 

southern suburbs to the inner west). Most significantly, I coupled dumpstering with 

the knowledge there were loads of  buildings sitting unused and figured that by utilising 

this excess I could be free of  this whole money business. Within a year I was living 

with no income, travelling around Australia and having all kinds of  amazing adventures. 

But that’s another story. 

In the ensuing years, I’ve eaten out of  bins in cities and towns all around the 

country (plus a few in other countries). If  I’m going past a bin I often check just out 

of  curiousity even if  I don’t especially need food. I’ve blessed/cursed (it’s all a matter 

of  perspective) various houses where I’ve been a guest with piles of  food. I’ve 

consistently cooked for free public meals on a weekly basis (currently at Food Not 

Bombs in Brisbane’s West End every Friday). I’ve fed whatever household I’ve lived 

in (which for most of  that time has been at least half  a dozen people, often many 

https://andypaine.wordpress.com/2018/05/08/one-persons-trash-diving-into-dumpsters/


more); catered for meetings, parties and events; given mountains of  food away to 

others who are more reticent to jump into bins. 

I can claim to be one of  the few people 

who has actually been arrested for 

dumpster diving, and have a few other 

interesting interactions with cops and 

workers, though to be honest these are 

pretty rare occurrences in what is usually 

an uneventful pastime. I’ve found 

working electronics, new clothes, 

bouquets of  flowers and so much besides. 

Plus all the food and the recyclable 

packaging I have saved from landfill. I’ve 

taken countless people dumpstering for 

their first time (the look of  absolute 

shock on the face of  a Chinese friend 

being one memorable example), and 

walked arm in arm to the bin on romantic 

outings. 

Dumpstering introduces you to foods 

you would never otherwise try. I remember chatting with my mum on the phone after 

the first time I ever found a daikon and trying to see if  she knew what it was from my 

description. It also gives the gift of  creativity in the kitchen when you learn to make 

tasty meals out of  whatever random ingredients you get. I find supermarket shelves 

boring and overwhelming compared with the bins which always offer the element of  

surprise when you open the lid. 

After all this time I’m pretty jaded, and nothing found in a bin can really surprise me. 

I still get a little rush of  excitement when I find a block of  chocolate or a bottle of  

chilli sauce; but on the other hand I have to be the bearer of  bad news for all those 

people who put effort into keeping their soft plastic packaging and putting it in the 

supermarket recycle bins – I know from experience that most of  the time those bins 

are emptied into the dumpster and sent to landfill. When people exclaim things like 

“but why do they throw this out? There’s nothing wrong with it!”, I just shrug. 

I shrug because I’ve become very familiar with what gets thrown out, but also because 

I don’t see supermarkets throwing out edible food as a shock. These are institutions 

that exist to make a profit; so they throw out anything that, for whatever reason, is not 



useful to that end. But I also don’t see food waste as an anomaly in an otherwise 

perfectly rational society. Look around us. We are the experts of  waste. 

We knowingly destroy our natural environment; drive whole species to extinction. 

Churn through natural resources as fast as we can. We design products with inbuilt 

obsolescence; manufacture trends to keep everyone buying and throwing out more. 

Governments spend vast amounts of  money making and buying deadly weapons but 

are too stingy to pay foreign aid that will keep people alive. 

We waste people too – letting millions die of  disease, hunger and war or languish in 

poverty and displacement. Who knows what those people could contribute to the 

world if  allowed to live up to their potential. We treat the elderly and disabled as 

burdens rather than assets. We waste people’s talents by forcing them to spend their 

time doing what will make a profit rather than what their skills or the world’s true 

needs dictate. We take people who could be useful members of  society and turn them 

into insurance salesmen, advertising executives, or journalists writing about royal births. 

Living in this reality, why would anybody be surprised when a bit of  food ends up in 

the trash? Yet media reports on dumpster diving often treat it as a novelty. Which leads 

me to the other thing I want to emphasise: that the act of  dumpster diving is not 

merely an ingenious way to save a bit of  money on groceries removed from the rest 

of  our lives and our broader society. 

Dumpster diving, for some of  us at least, is looking the society I’ve described above 

square in the eyes and rejecting it as the only way of  doing things. And it’s seeing the 

seedling of  a different way in the cracks of  the present one. By exploiting the 

wastefulness of  our world, we can start to develop new possibilities. 

Living off  the waste we find takes us out of  the cycle of  consumerism. We are no 

longer manipulated by the false seduction of  advertising; no longer feel the need to 

define our identity by the products we buy. Once you find yourself  regularly fishing 

through the rubbish, the status games of  our society start to seem obsolete – time to 

give up pretending we are more rich and successful than our neighbours. We can take 

the burden of  this expectation off  our shoulders. My own life is proof  that 

dumpstering can be part of  a lifestyle that rejects the money-driven imperatives of  

paid work. That in turn frees up time to experiment with what ways to spend our time 

we really find useful and meaningful. 

It changes how we think about food too. Once you realise you can get virtually 

unlimited food for free it becomes a resource to share rather than to hoard. When you 

run into someone else at the bin, food is always shared out freely. You can give away 



food, throw extravagant dinner parties. Facebook pages are set up where people offer 

up to strangers excess food they have found. Every week me and my friends plonk a 

table of  food down on the street and sit down to eat with whoever comes along. My 

hope is that impacts everyone we meet there and they take a little bit of  that spirit 

away with them. 

Dumpstering breeds a resourcefulness and creativity that we take into other parts of  

our life. It teaches us that just because something has been deemed worthless by our 

system does not mean it is. Constantly being confronted with our excess reminds us 

that “food insecurity” is a myth – there is enough for everybody if  we share resources 

around equally. 

Wise people have told us for centuries that we live in an interconnected ecosystem 

where the waste of  one species is vital to the survival of  another; that the decomposing 

remnants of  one meal are the nutrients that enable the growth of  the next. The 

dumpsters of  the 21st century hold their own lessons about the possibilities of  new 

life if  we are willing to dive in and seek them out. 
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