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DISCLAIMER:
This zine is not like Stupsd Journey Number Orne

- The first one covered four months - this one covers eleven davs

- The first one was fucking huge - this one is even bigger'

- The first one was heavy on the layout - this one is wornds and
more words

- The first one had a clsene upc-:mmdmn‘w_.

- The first one happened in Canada - this one happens mostly in the
US of A

- The first ome was written in two days - this one ook two weeks
- The first one was episodic - this one i {marginally) more
coherent

- The first one was ‘personal’ first and foremost - this one leans
toward the “political *

- The first one 1 was alone - this one 1 was part of a huge group

. The first one was writlen six months after the faci - this one wad
written five months after the fact

. The first one was a big hit - this one is the exploitative sequel
 The first one had the benefit of a huge diary that ensured factual
ROCUTACY, mmwmmumwmmm « {his one is
written largely from memory. and I will get in trouble for fudging
some of the details that countless joumalists and activists have
alseady carved in stone

- The first one documented events that were still a1 the front of my
consciousness - this one comes after a summer of related and
steadily intensifying events, whach | have documented on video (qv
-3% Short Films about the OAS™ and “VideoActive #2™), and fecls
like a very long time ago

. The first one | knew exactly why 1 was writing This one I'm
struggling with

- This one 1s cheapet

| hope it"s all nght

Jonathan




Lhe :lﬁtelllng of ;' ;
affordable houting | -

TORONTO



Saturday April 8, 2000
1pm
Anarchist Free Space, Toronto

Adler weeks of preparation, | Gnally get 1o co-facslstate a Vided Activism
workshop with two of my frends from the Toronto Video Activis
Collective. With an unexpectedly large and enthusiastic turmout - over 20
people - we discuss the benefits and patfalls of video for social justice
movemenis: outreach and empowerment, versus the drain of energy and
rescurces, and the lack of effective, direct distribution. We break down the
surprisingly various subsets of video activism: witness video, documentary,
campaign video, news footage, “ant.” We discuss several project concepts -
real and theoretical - and the need for a clear sense of goals, audience,
struciure and deadlines. We watch several examples.

Ome of the points | emphasize is that video work is not quite the same as
front line activism, Documenting civil disobedience is less of an immediate
physacal risk, requares bess absolute commuitment - basically an act of the
beain rather than the bady, If you dos’t step out from behind the camera
occasionally, 1 say, and take on more actrve and challenging roles, vou nisk
becoming alienated from your movement.

I have been a video activist for two years.



Sunday April 2
11 pm
Crawlord Strect

“e and Siue are just heading for bed, when the phone aings. It's late - who
the hell isae?

Well, it"s our pal Pat - and when Siue answers, he realizes that be has called
the wrong number. When we're done laughing about this, he somehow lets
shp that be’s nding down 1o Washangton, DC on Tuesday, and that there
may be an emply seat in his friend’s car.

Hmmm

Weeks ago, | made up my mind that | would not be goang 1o Washington for
the World BankTMF protests on Apnl 16 Ax first 1 had planned to drive
down, and weni 50 far a3 to solcn fnends to come along. But | just moved
back 1o Toromo in Sepiernber, and 1 atill didn’t feel settled. Traveling bke
that now would be weird. | had thought about i1, and decaded not to go

Besides, there's a lof of important “activist’ stufl going on right here in
Toromo - such as homeless people dving in record numbers. And gas is
expensive And | am newly unemployed, and broke

And | definitely don't ke the idea of taking a union bus down and putting
around for a single day of hey-hey ho-ho. Having failed 1o secure a nide to
Seattle, | had waiched from home as that enormous labor demonsiration was
dwarfed by ihe tenacity and orgamzation of the Direct Action Metwodk -
and, yes, the Black Bloc ansrchuists, who teaded broken windows For the
protesters’ broken bodies, which | considered entirely just

il wua;um:ﬁumrnﬂhw.-thina;_ | had 1o do it mght. And having no
of making it happen, | wrote it off But here, on my telephone, entirely
I8 an open imvitation - my passport (o protest

ve that seat for me. The gears are tuming

Maonday April 10
10 am
Crawflord Street

For all my refuctance to travel, the logistics are actually pretty easy - not
masch going on. A planned video release screening - a political documentary
on my old alternative school, Maple Grove - has just faflen apan, so has my
job, an casy but deadly boning gig at an internet company with senous
organizational sickness. [ have also been completely frustrated in my ¢fforts
1o start a new band, 50 that's no obstacle exther. In the mearwhile, a job is

ing dangled in front of me for May: curating a screening gallery for a local
video co-op. IF] win that one-year contract, there will be no travel for a long
time That's the clincher - | have 1o go NOW!

The one Herculean obsiacle to my journey i my commitment o recaord a
video soundirack by the end of this week. 1t is for an anti-chip mall picce by
my friend in Tennessee - featuring their inspiring and creative organizing
work against such environmentzlly crummy corporatons as Willammette. 1
have to lay down five short but complex pieces on my four track. This takes
e & frensad thiee-hour morming (o record and mix.

My last 1ask is 1o get & sub for my radio show, so 1 call the station manager
Having not heard from him one single time $ince | staned at the station half &
vear ago, | am somewhat surprised when he tells me that he doesa’t ke my
show and he is going 10 pull it s00n, giving no substantive crticism,
constructive or otherwise. But since the station in question is being
transformed by the campus Tones from genial open formatl community radio
to Molson-dnven, tightly streamed, onegroove com-pimping corporate
wannabe, 1'm hardly scandalized

It is oo tiEmse Lo pack.

e —



rh:ﬂw April 10 Maonday April 10
C'I_"mmrd g 10:30 pm
L. Vineland, Ontario
I return home from an ermand. Siue tells me that Pat has ' : ' i f
. phoned hack - my 1 arrive at my mom's place - stopping for the night on my way 1o the border
promised ride has fallen through < Mom feeds me tomato soup and grilled cheese while [ formulate my
_ . strategy
1 Mﬁ spent the day 'I'Iumﬂ.'llg_.- prepanng 10 go to DC, now 1'm all resdy 1o
£0. but I have no way of getting there What do [ do? For years | have read, planned, and discussed freight hopping, and in "93 1
The ; tried to do it, several times, 1o no avail (see SJ #1) Mow is my chance to do
| maomentum of nervous energy is carmying me out the door like a tidal it, and do it right.
wave. [ have to go | have to. Commercial bus? That would be admitting
after .Em:;ﬁ "‘“;’" m broke. Bicycle” | would have to clear 150 km a day You don’t train hop with cxpensive equipment, unless you want to die 5ol
podp ﬁ“" h:'““ sloth. Hitch-hiking? For some reason I'm feeling have left my video camera at home. This is fine with me - no third-person
ot Koot journalist-observer schiick this time. | am going as an ACTIVIST Total

Thar | - : commitment Something 1've never done before
at leaves only one option 1 will travel 1o Washsngton DC on a freight

iy | spend hours poring over my information Tesources - a four-year-old "hobo

bibde” given to me by my train-hopping friend in St John's, a sketchy train

* map photocopied from the Toronto Reference Library, and a road atlas [ am
playing a game of probability - does this track still run? Are the schedules
cven close? A lot can change in four years. 1 rule out hopping from Buffale
when 1 find it in a list of the seven toughest yards in America - a bad place
foor an Amateur

Then 1 find a crew change in Salamanca - a mysterious (own about 1060 rsibes
south of Buffalo. After poking around on the internet a while, 1 have my
plan T will take the bus to Salamanca, and catch a crew-change, hopefully all
the way 1o Baltimore

| explain all this to my mom, who listens with quiel infered? as 1 describe the
vagaries of hobo sirategy as they exist in my ill-infiormed brain. Eventually -
I thirk | was describing how not to get your legs cut off by the train - she
sighs and says “1 think the less | know about this ke better ” We both go 1o
bed

g e
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Tuesday April 11
£:4%5 am
i Catharines bus terminal

My mom, exhorting me 1o “be careful.” drops me off to catch my bus to
Buffalo 1i"s cold - April is surprisingly cold, 1 never get used to 1. And |
have no tent - only & small 1arp, a slécping bag and my Thermarnest. My
newly-acquired $2.00 canvas iravel pack - frameless, a3 rranhopping
requires - weighs a Fucking 1on even 30, At the top of the deep, broad bag is
my book for the journey - Steven Bach's “Final Cut,” the story of "Heaven's
Gate” and the ruin of United Artists Waiting fior my bus, | erack it open and
start readang

But my concentration is repeatedly disrupted as my mind races abead to the
border. What will [ tell them? Purpase of journey: 1o bop a freight train to
D in order to disrupt the World Bank. Obvicusly this wall mot do. | could
leave out the train-hopping part, but that seems an unnecessary risk. Finally |
settle on my story: | am going to visit my friend in Buffalo. I will be there for
& week. Will they notice the train maps? What about the tarp? But what can
Ido. [ repeat and refine my story for the entire bus nde there, my hean
rACIng



Tuesday April 11
1k am
Canada-U'S border: Miagara Falls

Crossing the border by bus, you are first gnilled on the purpose of your visi,
ther led 10 a separate room for the search. Thas is kind of a relief - no need
to square my fabrcated story with the contents of my bag But, suddenly, |
can't fimd my walle

1 run back 1o the bus - not there. It's not in my pocker. The line moves me
closer to the inspection. 1 feel sick. | close my eyes, concentrate really hard,
and finally remember that ["ve stashed it in my day pack. [ don’t know why.
I snatch it out and bring it to the first border guard, who buys my story

I am dressed conservatively and am trying very hard to speak calmly and
smile. but &t the inspection | remember an offensve item | had overlooked
mvy day pack itself

This was given to me as a gl when a filen of mine played at the Insde Out
festival A compact black vinyl bag, it read

UNITED COLORS OF BENETTON - TREVISOITALY

| hate Benettor. as | hate corporations generally | was cerainly not going 10
be a walking billboard for these guys So, immediately upon receipt, 1
blacked out the letters so that i read

UMITE (IR R 10T

| am quite sure that this gag will expose me as an anarchist subversve, and
that 1 will be strip-searched, arrested, and tortuned

He doesn’t even look at it

By the time 1 get back on the bus, | feel ke | have been raped. Lying is a
drag

Tuesday April 11
11 am
BuiTala

I armive in Buffalo. Here | am obliged 10 kill four hours.

I can hardly believe that the instinstion which exchanges my cumency is a
bank. It's this vast cavernous thing with fifty-foot ceilings and huge expanses
of useless space; it foels like Union S1ation, with all the cold stone and
echoing footsteps. It seems to be designed to encourage feelings of
insdequacy, and with the enormous canvas slab on my back | know | am The
Enemy. | get out as soon as | can get directions to the library. Here | spend a
long time on the intemel, seeking and copying sireet and train maps of
Salamanca The vibe here is totally different - everyone seems fendly,
helpful, communicative. They don’t even make me pay for my copies

I tum up my nose &t & lengthy procession of restaurents. | don’s feel like
eating, but | know what ['m abowl to get in1o, Eat now, starve later!
Eventually 1 go for the worst lunch of all, a cheap cheese pizza in a
clamonous fisod courn, above a fathion store hilanously named “Hit or Miss ™
Here 1 reflect on what, in my rush, [ have left in Toromo: flashlight,
compass, cup. Pretty bad. [ miss Siue already. What the hell am | doing. 1'm
& wreck

And 1t's spowing



luesday April 11
1:30 pm
souihbound an Hwy, 219

At the terminal, 1 had been looking for the proper bus. At whas | thought
was my platform, | saw a bus marked “Dubois ™ You know, French, ke
Claude dew-BWAH, rnght? §looked it up on my map, which | coatinued 1o
clutch manically. | asked the driver if he went to Salamanca. He said yes
“And you end up i Dubois™

He gave me a funmy look
“Doo-BOYE ™
At that moment | knew 1 had entered another dimension

As the bus glides down the highway, | note that it would be a fine one for
hitching 1 had felt this consciousness ever since my first big tnps - now
every highway was evaluated for sightlines and wuhhll:ﬂup!mw
Lately, this impulse had detoured into an obsessive perusal of every passing
freight traan for ridesble cars Mow all 1 have 1o do is choose one and get on
A very differemt thing

Outside my window, the snow is turning into freezing ran Through the
torrent [ can see that the scencry is beautiful - and mountsinous too, which |
had not expected, but which rationalizes the big green blob 10 the south of
Salamarca's dot on the map

As | read my book, annoyances are piling up - buddy in the back ;_Iwuling at
his portable TV, lady up front smacking her bips, sleepy Lt!'.! blocking my
path to the scary open-pit toilel. As we near my destination, 1‘rb¢_ sleepy-legs
guy asks me the time and where we are He doesn’t m:l.t English very well,
Bt we talk & bit about the mountains’ names, which neither of us know. 1

am getting jumgy

Tuesdsy April 11
4 pm
East Salamamca

| am deposited at the side of the road - gray and npe-smelling from the
SPring rain - in this weird place that, by my pathetic map, looks like the
Eastern edge of town. Several 24.hour convenience/gas bars, a darkened
redwood shack with beer signs in the window, a *drug-free zone’ wrapping
an impregnable-looking high school. All the houses are dilapidated wood
things, they are interspersed with tiny, overgrown woodlots. A Small Town

On the left | discern some grassy, dead-as-a-doorknob train tracks, ald
grainers rusting away on them. | hope this isn't all that's left. By my nodes,
the crew change happens at 9 tonight. Right now, | need groceries

When I see the cop car for the second time, | decide to get off the main drag
and ditch my backpack. This is not a tourist town - [ must look suspicious
Heading toward town, | walk under a bridge wath badly-eroded pillars -
wouldn't it be funny, going trainhopping and being killed by a collapsing
bridge? Ha ha ha A nearby insurance billboard featuring two grimacing
Buffalo dweebs is the newest, shiniest thing in the whole town

Not long after a truck absolutely plastered with multicolored Jesus-is-doom
stickers, | duck into a library to avoid the increasingly torrential rain Here |1
read more of “Final Cut® - this chapier is an account of the founding of
Unsted Artists. Chaplin, Griffith, Pickford and Fairbanks aiming to create an
apparatus where artisis, not businessipeople, controlled ihe production of an
Sounds like what 1"ve been working on for years, only on a much larger

scale. Theirs didn"t work 100 good either I'll have to do an analysis of this
some day



Tuesday April 11
I pm
Fast Salamancs

HTOCCTICS, PauL I :l:l'"":: RO Y :H.|.': III'I;.! |'I:'.1.!.‘:-.":-r
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Wednesday April 12
4am
Coully

For a while the tarp kept me dry. | think I slept a bit, carly on. [ could hear
the rain coming down, then stopping. Then resuming, but different now,
lighter but also heavier if you can believe that s pit, not a pat. [t was dark,
and [ had no flashlight, but | knew what that sound meant: snow

The awareness of being snowed on, plus the cold, equalied not much sleep
from then on Then, after a couple hours of self-pity, with dawn still to
come, | hear air brakes and a horn. Another engine comang in, Southbound -
this has to the one. | reach up for my jeans, and they were frozen, two solid
erunchy tubes I put them on over my green pants, I put on every shirt I've
got, plus an extra pair of socks Then, peering up the ridge, 1 sce that the
unit is in fact Northbound . 1 retreat info my sleeping bag

Then the train stops, right above me. Then it reverses. Now it stans
lumbering back and forth, coupling and uncoupling again, this goes on a long
time_ | bove this sound - | grew up next to the train tracks, and the chugging
clatter lulled me 10 sleep every night. Through the freezing eyehole of my
bag, | watch the movement of the lights and listen to the stainless steel
lullabry, drifting in and out of lucidity. Eventually, [ can tell the sun is up - not
from any rise in the temperature, but because of the syncopated bird chonus
that erupts. Almost too horrified to look, 1 hift the bag from my head

There is a good inch of snow. It has covered the foot of my sleeping bag. it
sits sagging above me in the tarp. I's caked my backpack. It's everywhere
Let's pack up and forget this situation as fast as possible



Wednesday April 12
T am
The tracks

| clamber up to the tracks, and follow the train North, avary from the yard,
to see if the engine was on that end - nope. This train is Southbound. |
mancuver down the street 1o the other end of the yard, where the engine is
runming | scope things out. Lots of auto cars, which are no good for riding,
the only bospitable cars are toward the front some grainers, boxcars mostly
closed, and farther back, a small section of gondolas, heaped with snow,
There should be something rideable here, but to cateh out, | have to run
across the tracks, well south of the engine

Emmediately after this, | see that the forklift at the other end of the yard has
turned and 15 headed in my direction, fast. Did they see me? What is it
doing” I don't know, but parancia has taken over. So I run like hell, heading
south for the highway, where I continue walking briskly, panting, trying to
look innocent. The forklift drives right past me, gives me a dirty look, but
doesn't stop. | keep walking for quite a while before deeming it safe to tum
arcund and re-enter the vard

There 15 a truck parked across the tracks - is this security? | hide in a
strange, long indentation in the ground, and wait for the train to move. It's a
long run out 1o the Southbound track, and my pack is pretty heavy with that
pallon of water - can | make it out before the rideable cars are pasi? Can |
keep pace with the train | grit my teeth as | see the train moving forward |
crouch down and prepare 1o sprint as it comes closer, picking up speed. It
takes forever for the engine 1o pass. As soon as it does | bolt out and head
for the train The grainers are long gone - my only hope are the gondolas,
and the long. rickety ladders up the side 1o the top. | don't think secunty has
seen me Now there’s only one gondola in reach, 20 it's now or never
Running furiously alongside the train, | grab on to the ladder with my hand,
pull up, and step on to the bottom rung | clamber up quickly, and hurl
miysell into the basin of the car

I'm in_1I'm going

Wednesday April 12
G am
Southbound

Immediately after | was ensconced on board, the train stopped and reversad
Had they seen me? Was | in trouble? | heard some chatter, laid low, and read
my book Scon enough, we were off again - this time for real

Mine i the only gondola whose load isn't steaming 1t's some kind of
metallic slag, small shavings of something or other, hopefully not
radioactive. It is piled close to the top of the car, but there's about a three
fioot trench a1 the from, so | wedge myself in, laying the tasp down 10 keep
dry. The sun’s coming out, and it warms me a bit, although the air is still
cool

It"s fun riding past erossings and gazing over at stopped cars. | wonder if
any of them see me, but don’t care much From the tracks, you see the
backside of every town - the real scuzz, the kind of dirt and decay that thrilly
me 1o no end. | don't quite understand this attraction of mine 1o industrial
decomnpogition | tend to talk about it in ideclogical terms - evidence of the
impermanent nature of corporate nule. But [ think it has more (o do with the
“take-apan center” we had in kindergarten, where we gutted old radios and
TVs to look at the insides. It's primal, playful There are no rules back here,
for better or worse



Wednesday April 12
10 am .
Middle of mowhere

Abcut fifteen minutes later, the train wheezes to a halt, AGAIN. | lay low,
hear some clicking and clanking, and peered ahead to see the train drving
ahead - without me. It has uncoupled from the whole line of cars, leaving it
where it stands. next 1o another silent chain of boxcars on the next track
Panicking. | get off, whereupon the strap of my backpack breaks Then | sce
that it is reversing 10 couple with the other train, n advances again, and
rejoins with my line of cars, pow far in the rear,

By now | have learned my besson if a train does weird shit, it is probably
recoupling It also means that this train is probably a service run and is not
geing too far. But [ want 1o know for sure, so, acting as innocent as
posssble, 1 backirack alongsde the train and approach the train worker, who
15 checking the couplings. We look each other over, and | speak:

“Where you headed ™
“lohnsonsburg.”

“Where's that™

“Oh, it's about Gfty miles up the line, in Penngylvania We're ditching these
cars there ™

“Oh yeah Yup, I'm headed for Washington DC ™

“DC? You're heading the wrong way " (1 had spproached him from the
South )

“Oh._uh, well, where's the highway™

“Ower there Shouldn®t be 100 hard to hitch a ride ™

“Thank you ™

My massion to gain an invitation mio the engine - 1 hear it works sometimes,
really! - has failed So | walk away from the train and into the adjoining
fiedd . and, as soon as he heads back for the engine, 1 bust ass back 10 my
gondola - now totally remote from the front of the train, not to mention
sanionary, hopping on was more casual No way 1'm going to give up a
guaranteed ride for another 30 miles

the journcy is gorgeous - a slow dnve through the mountains, mosthy
road, along rickety old tracks, through sprawling gray forests, past dead

it makes me understand why | have been so driven to do this, sitting on
of this enormous load, eating chick peas and sugar cookies This is the
| frontier. 1'm flving high

ished train yards, over iron bridges. In fact it was more like 100 miles,



Wednesday April 12
1 pm
Johnsonsburg, PA

The train stans to dow down We have reached our destination Shoady
emerging from the unbroken greenery, | look ahead and see a bizarre,
enormous edifice - an impossibly high, tent-shaped structure of tubes,
running an incredible length, dwarfing me and the 1rain, like nothing ['ve
ever seen before. The train grinds to a hale, | husl my pack overboard,
clamber down and scurry up the hill and imo the trees

It &5 atop thas hall, having changed out of my slag-stained outer Eayer into
something relatively civilian-looking, that 1 see what this thing across the
tracks is It 15 a chip mall The horizontal pipe at the top of the vast supports
leads to a series of funnels, which spew out wood chips ino impossible piles
perhaps & hundred feet high, maybe more. As I clamber forward along the
hillside, | stare a1 this nasty picce of work in slack-jawed amazemens. Two
days carlier | was composing a soundirack to the story of these things - now
here | am face to face with one. | get totally emotional

Chip malls, FY1, take mature growth forests and reduce them to tiny chips
for the pulp-paper industry - the absolutely worst, most wasteful, poantiess
way to destroy a forest. You don’t need a hundred-year-old tree to create a
fragment of fibre. Why not hemp, or something? They create very little
employment, 100, 2nd it"s not long before they use up all of a region's
resources and ged the hell out. They're evil, straight up - I'm standing in the
shacow of The Enemy

They do not, however, have any visible security, and once I figure out that
all available trains are bound for Pittsburgh, | amble down the hillside, across
the tracks, and through the gates without any questions from anybody. Our
front, | take note of the owners of this monstrosity - Willammette

| could definitely go for 2 sub night now, but | end up walking away from the
center of town, and out for the highway My hobo bible points to an active
train yard down in the West Virginia panhandie | will hitch-hike that far, and
from there | will hop out for Baltimore

Wednesday April 12
3 pm
Highway outside of Johnwonsburg, PA

My lunch was three peanut butter sandwiches a1 a sorry little picnic-table
area on the ouiskins of town. 1 had to walk a long way to find a decent
hitching spot, but here it is: At the 1op of a long, straight hill, with a few
metres of paved shoulder lefl ahead of me and enough sunshine to keep me
relatively comfortable. 1t"s cood, so I've had to put my smutty train clothes
back on, which will not endear me to the motorists; | try 1o compensate with
a big ridiculous grin

Obwviously 1 haven't hitched for a while, half an hour of thumb-wagging has
me comvinced that [ will never get picked up. But as usual | am rescued,
today by Brian. He has just started working in Johnsonsburg as an auto
mechanic, which he considers a step up from the shop in his home town, one
hour away. He is a Vicarious Thrills ide, saya he's aever been out of staie,
but has always wanted to hitch-hike He's a good guy

|I*I



Wednesday April 12
4:30 pm
Brockway, PA

Brian lets me out at the T-11 in this town, whach i3 timer than Johmonsburg
He savs if I'm still on the highway when be's through visiting his girlfriend,
he'll pick me up as he continues South. | am pretty sure that this will happen

Once I'm past the decrepit ex-movie theatre - the highlight of every small
town - and & stunaingly enormous and incongnious mystery mansion,
Brockway gives way to a long climbing hill. | know | will never be able 1o
hitch on this hill - there is no shoulder, and one lane both ways harely leaves
reom for me to walk. So [ lose myselllin my book, tramping slowly upward
a3 1 bury my nose in the author's first encounter with Woody Allen

This is the longest hill | have ever seen, my ascent continues for at least 45
minutes. Habitually, | scan the sides of the road for sleeping areas, but the
hillssde 15 almast sheer, There 15 a narow ledge below the road, however,
and there | see at least four bleached deer skeletons This makes me wonder
did they wander down here after the car hit them, or did the street SWeEper
deposit them there? Either way, grimacing skulls do not spell hospitality, so |
keep slogging

he bg hill ends but the road keeps going slowly up, widening out to three
tanes but st3ll no shoulder | pass a private school, hydro-company lawns,
and a small cluster of retirement cottages. 1 stan to worry that Brian has
passed me already, where the hell's the shoulder? The answer comes half a
mele ahead, in front of a “drive-in" restaurant with full seating and a ten-year-
old grving me thumbs-up through the window,

It's getting on dinner time by now, so | am tempted 1o go in for food But |
know | have to wast out bere, or Brizn will miss me. Come to think of it, |
can t remember what Brian's truck looks ke And my stupid grin is losing
comvacieon as the vehicles whizz by, | star to wonder if 171l be stuck here for
x while. Will I get to DC in time? How much will | miss” That's what 1 get
for nod planning better

Twenty manutes pass, and as | continue craning my neck behind me to watch
cars that aren’s pulling over, | see a guy jogging down the sireet, from a Fair
distance. | ignore him and keep on thumbing, but as he gets closer | hear him
call ot

“Hey, don't you know hitch-hiking is illegal”
Oh, fuck, worst case scenario. Now 1'l] have to expladn myself [ tum around

10 address the Yankee jogger - and there, staggering to a halt, is my friend
Dave

I have (in 8) #1) documented numerous freakish coincidences in my travels -
running into the same friends twice in two middle-of-nowheres a thousand
‘miles apart; mecting friends-of-friends on BC back roads But this is
different. 1'm in the middle of the United States: 1'm well off the main
highway, I'm not even supposed to be hitching! And yet, standing in front of
mie i5 my activist buddy from Toronto. This is the 2§ grealess coincidence of
el time!

We embrace before | can think, but that doesn’t last long. | need answers -
what the hell is he DOTMG bere? Leased a van for DC, as it furns out, with a
bunch of friends and some help from OPIRG-York, driving past, he just
happened to see me on the shoulder

Dave offers me a nde to Washmgion




Wednesday April 12
6:.30 pm
Dark highway

Fhe van is so jam-packed that | have 1o sit in between seats on the floor, but
1 don’t care 1've got a ride to DC, and I'm with friends! In Fact, | only
recogneee two passengers. Dave, and Jessie, a former resident at one of
Tarento’s premier bobemaan party pads Soon encugh | recognize Chis foo

- he had been presem at one of the few internet collective meetings | had
bothered 1o atlend

The others are all strangers from York: Anthony, Kole, Maria and Meredith,
whose dark curly hair and narrow, intense features remind me of my sunt -
excepl my aund can drive

Drespate the advancing hours, everyone is still excited and energetic. We are
quietly speculating about what lies ahead Wil it be crazy like Searttle? Will
we shut down the IMF/World Bank meetings? What role would we play -
direct action, labour march, medical? Amvihing goes

We finally s2op at a *family restaurant (that means something different in the
States) called Aunt Lu's, which does have a kalad bar and vegetasian soup,
50 the vegetarian half of our group is pacified. We come up with a great
slogan for them: “You can't lose at Aunt Lu's!™

Huddled among the cheesy old bascball and black-and-white movie star

pectures, | lean into 2 pay phone and call Siue, to tell her my situation She
can't bebieve 11 ether

Thursday April 13
230 am
Washington DL

We are driving in circles around the confusing one-way streets of
Washington. Somewhere in here is Kole's mother, who will put us up for the
night. | normally hate city driving, but tonight | barely notice, because the
city is Washington DC and [ am HERE The long streteh of forested
highway on the way in only intensifies my sense of dishelief - makes this feel
like a hidden fortress, a remote outpost

The apartment, once we find it, is a tiny one-bedroom in 2 high rise - and it
must slecp nine of us. Kole had mentioned in the car that his mom actually
worked for the IMF in some capacity, so | had fears of Dumb Parent
Syndrome, but she is impossibly hospitable, practically doting over us, and
toright ideology is not an fssue Sleep is what we need, and with my still
sopgy sleeping bag on the hard floor I grab a few paliry winks



THURSDAY




Sleep was fitful and short. Now we're out trying to find the ‘convergence
center,” but the subway maps yield no clues. Whatever the virtues of this
group, the collective directional lobe 15 wanting, plus | am noticing the first
creaks of antagonism between certain parties, which bodes ill. Besides, their
phnmkﬂmmm:m&mw]ut I can make of the ciy’s layout; so |
idecrde to strike out on my own. | bid them farewell and wander away,
followed by Chris

Iﬂunﬂ%ﬂhﬂtm‘ﬂ]lﬂkm what else - activism. We compare
snings of consciousness - his among the West Coast First Nations, mine
o the elite theorizing of Z Media Institute. And we talk shout the
on gap and familial incomprehension - where his family seems
l'ﬂmthmur].' in the blue-collar tradition, my frustrations have mase (o do with
pentee] liberalism, & reformist spiritualism that [ find wanting in practical
derstanding of how oppression works

in some ways this is even harder 1o deal with, because it's not just idaocy,
'3 a convoluted variation on my own sense of justice, and putting it down
feels counterproductive sometimes. But the reverse is true oo - when
monviolent protesters turned against the trashers in Seattle, they were the
ones undermining solidarity, | insist. This nonviolence thing is torment for
me - not that | would engage in violence, but if' | condone it, then how will |
fit in with the culture of these demos? | wonder.

{ly train of thought is intermupted when we run smack o an enormous
procesuon of protesters beasing down on The Gap to expose thexr

| sweatshop-generated forunes. Wow, that was fast - the demo came to us!
We turmned right around and followed the masses back down the streer |
fooked a1 all the camcorder nerds scurmying around the periphery - ha ha'

| None of that for me, not this time. Freedom However, | made a note 1o
‘drop by the Independent Media Centre later on, for research purposes

' Soon - after bumping into still more Toronto friends and chatting up the
‘crowd - we decide 1o splat. Time is marching on



Thursday April 13
12:30 pm
Convergence center

| had heard for years about DC dualism - shiny monuments on ane end of
town, ruf-down ghetto on the other - and by now we are definitely among
the latter, thank Giod The neighbarhood, while not big on exciting
numl‘n;_w:l._ 1 fascinating and hospitable, and with some help from the locals,
we navigate the twisty rosds 1o reach CONVENZEnce

The place is located down a wide alley and around a bend, inside an old
warchouse People are playing basketball, painting props, practicing SONES,
stting around  There are mavbe a few hundred there, not the thousands tha
were expected, but it was sull early in the week [t has a good feel, everyone
seems focused but relaxed | check my pack in the lockup, grab all the
Bterature | can find, study the schedule of events an the wall, register af the

sign-up table They ask what role | would be taking in the protests: | sl
have no wlea

Sure enough, Dave and the gang are there too. There is a general excitemen:
about the legal training, and while [ have no idea what this entailed. | decide
to follow a3 they head in nts direction

Thursday April 13
1 pm
The first in a series of churches

The Legal workshop turns out 1o be an indispensable pan of the organizers”

iinerary - basically & role-playing exercise in direct action. We are greeted at
the door by people with cardboard cameras asking stupid questions, just like
real media - “So how do you feel about all this violence™ etc. Then, having

been led into an enormous main room, the Midnight Special Law Collective

presents us with the vital action guidelines:

I, We will use no violence, physical or verbal, towards any person
2. We will carry no weapons

3. We will not bring or use any alcobol or illegal drugs

4. We will not destroy property.

(i 4 featured an amendment about how breaking down barncades
was OK, but this had been crossed out)

As these points are reviewed, my coniranan instingts start nsng, 1) and 3)
are understandable - though [ recall that my friends in the Ontano Coalition
Against Poverty have always done fine without them. No viclence against
people - [ can even get into that, violence is depressing, right, and how
effective was it likely 10 be. But the classification of verbiage as “violence’
seems puritanscal and silly, and the property-destruction thing calls up the
spectres of division from Seattle

The thing has hardly begun, and 1'm really getting pissed off. After all, |
struggled my way down here to fight for justice, not 1o “demonstrate’ but to
pursue real goals and suthority be damned. Of course the fight had to be
tactical. But as | sit seething, 2) and 3) seem more like passive capitulations
1o the rule of law. Acknowledging the ethic of the cops while disowning that
of your partners in struggle - what kind of solidanty was that?

Complicating all this, of course, was my awareness of the other fide of the
debate that had raged around Seattle - most persuasively put by Mike Albert
from good old Z Mag - that these things have to have paramseters that are
geared both to outcomes and the nesds of the participams. Philosophy aside,
nomiolence s A tactic, dengned 1o emphasize principle and commitment and



make the bnates on the other side look bad to the home sudience. IF an
action is explicitly organized around such principles, the argument goes, then
it i tamtamount 10 sabotage 1o use violent action withan that setting

Oh, what 1o do. Now [ find myself locking arms in a deep tangle of bodies
before the dais. Wisely, they use their own voluneers in the cop roles « they
do a grea: job, are energetically menacing as they try to drag individuals out
of the group. The tactics are laid out: point and “om’" at trouble spots - pull
bodies back 1o un-arrest, but never touch the cops, 'puppy-pile’ bodics on
bodies 1o inhabin dispersal. And when (or if, [ guess) they finally drag you
away, go limp - but not your head, or else you'll hurnt yourself

Mext is an enaciment of *jail solidanty,” which is fascinating to me. The key
principle s absolute solidanty under all circumstances - everyone gets the
same charges, the same court date, no separation of prisoners, no [D
information. Internationals are to be included - bresking the law in s foreign
country being a big no-no - and we stan reminding ourselves 1o stop giving
away ouf Canadianness We are taught the jail-solidanity manira

| am going 10 remain silent
Lh-buhk vh-huh
I would hike b0 fee 3 lawyer

Oh veah oh yeah

And we act out vivid and confusimg playlets on what 1o do in event of injury,
with many forms of duplicity visited upon us by the mock-cops

As the theatre goes on, | realize that the intermal dymarmics of this kind of
disobedience were in fact pretty brilliant - | am impressed In fact things are
so carefully worked out that they seem to demand absolure compliance on
the part of the protesters - this being the reason, of course, for all this
vigorous training. OF course, if it works, the emphasis on uniformity would
B somewhatl |u1.lifbrd_ and I!|'u;|1..|3h it Boes a.B;.:ina.l! my wstincts 1'm 1.‘|'.¢.|1i:15
1 appreciate the tactical reasoning here

And then the workshop leader - a very articulate woman, on crutches to

support a broken leg, stationary st the podium throughout the workshop -
makes the followang, unsolicited remark regarding resistance tactics. “There

are people who believe that the police are just bad, and 50 they won't co-
operate with police or the government, and 50 they don't use tactics And
thats fine

Coming just a3 | am managing 10 align mysell, this sends me into 3 quiet, but
blinding, fury. The implication is, of course, that anyone who doesn’t submit
to this protest regimen is completely beyond any tactical reasoning - that
those who advocate force are fresponding 1o some primal instinét or
hormonal imbalance. This is just wrong - the tsctical use of foree hat been
theorized 1o death, in fact - and it seems petty and sectanan Resides, wha
says the cops AREN'T just bad?  bui 1"l save that for another tirne

I call out a consadered reply, but the conversation dnfts forward, and | am
once zgain alienated and unsure What am [ doing herse



Tharsday April 13
& pm
Independent Media Centre

Following the group once again {well, part of t), | trot an hour across town,

toward the boxy building that houses the Independent Media Centre - and
outside the door, working security, is Pat! He plumbs me for travel tales as
he takes me intide to get a press pass - I'm still reticent to play media oy,
but | necd the pass 10 get info the place, and anyway I'm leaving all options
open in my state of post-Legal depression. | do, however, decline to put my
name on the pass = 1'm still covern, after all

The IMC is in fact an occupied art gallery. It consists of several work areas,
with computers of vasious capacity creating text, stills, audio and video for
the IMC-DC web site. Considering what a splash the IMC movement has

made - | got almost all my Seattle news from its chaotic, info-packed pages -

I am a litthe bat surpnised at the obvious otherness of this crowd. What [ see
here are mostly thirtyish guys in expensive shins, toodling around their
expensive machinery Several of them | have trouble pictiring seated on the
pavement, cops or no cops. They look hike like  media pros. (1 went 1o
schaol with a bunch of them, so | know whence | speak )

Hmmm. s0 there are class divisions here | wonder how this colors the
reportage, and how such division at this early siage bodes for the future
And all of this inferred from a few flashes of fashion sense

Having failed 1o locate my friend Jay, whom | met a1 ZMI and who is &
certified indymedia bigwig. | crawl into a car with a stranger and head back
up to convergence to pick up dinner

Thuarsday April 13
G0 pim
Convergence cenler

Chitside of the warchouse, a cube van full of food i3 parked, in front of i1,
multiple workers are toiling over dinner, a soupy stew full of tofu l-nd
greens. They tell me they've fed 1,000 pmpte lmr,m.mﬁpm:m
2,000 tomorrow. So the numbers are growing The food is good, 100

After helping secure IMC portions, | elect to stay here, eat and help wath the
dishes - taking on the shit work like a troe communard. Then I'm off to a
mearby community centre for a talk on Third World debt
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Thursday April 13
E pm 3
Community cenire

The lecture is inspening in that it is represented by delegates from countries
from Africa to Central America to the Canbbean They tell stories of their
respective socaal and economme struggles, and what these mectings mean 1o
them. The South African guy leads the room in an attempt at a Zulu war
dance

Although the cavernous acoustics, squealing PA, and somnolent translators
render the details somewhat hary, this is a good opportunity for us to reflect
on why all thas is going on in the first place. corporate globalism. Of course,
the focus in DC is on the World Bank and the International Monetary Fund,
but the really important thing about these protests as they grow and diversify
15 that they are not about one institution, but about attacking the supporting
pillars of a larger evil. The target of all these protests, folks, is capitalism
iself - in spite of all the reformist wishy-wash in our midst, the cumulative
effect of direct action is 10 destabilize the unquestioned monopoly of big
business aver workers, of moneyed countries against the underdeveloped
world - and presumably, eventually, creaie an opening for real change

50 wie question the IMF's “structural adjustment” policies - tying loans 1o
restrictions on social spending and organization, in the process diventing
control over basic and vital resources 10 intermational big business, But we
don’t sl question the policy, in isolstion - we queation the whole
organazation of imdustry, the control of the wealthy over decision making,
the squandering of resources, the inherently anti-democratic nature of
capital, the whole chain of fundamental implications that spring from the first
symbol. And we follow these leads into questions sbout genetic modification
of plants and animals, about the nature of police repression, about the
dubtous validity of our states and governments themselves. Well, anyway, /
do, and | can tell you that in DC 1 don’t feel lonely

The question 15, first, if the movement will be committed enough 1o
remember these implications when, as will eventually happen, the big guys
throw us a bone, and, second, whether the political power that we have
marshalled can be cultivated and expanded into a comprehensive and

ongoing answer 0 these social diseases - namely, the facilnation of 3 good,
sustainable life that is not subservient (o money

Who the hell knows? In the meantime, 1 dedicate a Zulu war dance 1o the
collapse of this particular summit, and continue 10 scheme toward the goal
beyond



Thursday April 13
1030 pm
Convergence center

The 1alk is over, and my friends have all dispersed to their domiciles, but |
am drawn back to convergence - saill giddy, saill leoking for something to
do. Emerging from a couple rooms full of inaccessible and intense debate, [
come to the Singing Room, where a single acoustic guiar is making the
rounds from folkie to folkie

Let me honk my hom here and say that | am displaying enormous tolerance
and cultural empathy by hanging around this room for more than an hour,
because | HATE FOLK MUSIC. And 1 ESPECIALLY hate fucking acifviz
folk music - somehow the form tends to bring out the pristine self-
righteousness in whoever it touches, and the result is a kind ol hermetic 2elf.
congratulaton that has more 1o do with wanking than art or, God knows,
eniertanment. And 1o make matters worse, the justification for the sesthetic
eems 1o be couched in some notion of carth-mother feminism, 5o as a Big
bad male | have to feel all guiliy abour my contempt! Fuck!

I don't think the songs themselves are the problem: the singalong keader,
whe seems to be beld in bedazzled reverence by a good portion of the room,
turns Woody Guiheie's “Deportees” into some Jessye Norman fantasy
lullaby at around 15 bpm What the song meeds is a fake Okie accen,
dummy' That's the problem with all this *spirituality’ stuff - no matter how
well-intentioned it always seems to wind up as an escape from the degraded
tappengs of mornal snners such 35 vou and |

Nonectheless, | bear with it, singing along where | can, applauding wath
everyone else as folks displayed their misguided attempts at songwriting, |
even Lap my fool 1o Singing Goddess's fortieth Sweet Honey in the Rock
song of the night - it goes “our souls in a state of emergency,” but in true
lolk-soul fashion, it comes out sounding uncanmily like “assholes in a state of
emergency” - [ stifle my giggles as best | can

Finally. my heart racing, | stretch my hand toward the guitar - it"s time for
me 1o SING. | have barely sung in public for two vears, and | relish the
opportunity to show these guys what a REAL song sounds like As | sirap

“er on, | have to come clean and admit it: fuck tolerance and cubtural
empathy, | just want people 10 lsten to ME. OFf course, it's only appropriate
to play them the song I wrote (more or leis) about Seattle, even though it's
not quite firished. [t goes like this

YOU ARE JUST A LOUSER

Can you tell me where to go

Where the hot air doesn’t blow

CGeet in get out give back nothing at all
Three piece thugs are on parade

Cows on drugs to buy or trade

Line up lock down no one enters the hall

Hey Mayor MeCheese

Hi there Sergeant Sleaze

It's a long way to come

Ta be greeted by this rubber gun

CHORUS

They go me oh me oh my

Bambs are falling from the sky

(Mo sir no sir everywhere you go 4ir)
Me oh me oh my

Everybaody®s gonna die

(Mo sir no sir you are just a louser)

Can you tell me what to do

Stop this steamroll screaming through
Uptown downtown they're just having & ball
If some pests get in their way

They'll prescribe a stronger spray

Payback head crack line us up on the wall

Turtles erawl like hell

ACME cracks that shell

li's a law and arder void

They wake the neighbors up and they're so annoved



CHORUS

Fick us oiT the grownd

Buss us out of town

Girind our glasses down
Rick aur ass around

But we won't make a tound
Mo no po

Can vou tell me wlere it ends

Maybe you should ask your friends

Massed up gassed up next step forcing the fall
Everyone gets out the zone

But we take that battle home

Round up wound up wait to answer the call

CHORLS

1 it the last ninging chord of the song, and silence descends on the room -
except for some quiet chatting among the Song Goddess's buddies. Out of
the dozens of songs performed in this room toright, mine is the only one that
nobody applauds. If | were a real punk, | would 1ake this as a compliment

Thursday April 13
midnight
The squat

Earlier on, | had been musing to Pat about accommodations, since Kole's
place was only good for the first night. | had 10 search on, and thecrash
registry al the info desk had not much. Pat told me about his crash spot of
the night before - a squat house only a couple of blocks from convergence
And it's there that | now find myself, heading for the basement door as
instructed, mancuvering through a packed and smoky room of teenaged
stoners, up a nckety flight of stairs, and through several darkened rooms,
always looking for an adequate patch of floor, alwavs in vain

I the top hallway, [ run into someone who was awake, and ask him if any of
the permanent tenants are avaslable The response is inevitable ~Are vou a
cop™ This is the price | pay for my thaved head and sdvancing vears Fuck,
1 jusz want a place to sleep. We backtrack downstairs, and he contritely
offers me a comer of what would be the dining room - | would be about the
tenth person to inhabit this approximately 10 x 12' thoroughfare, and |
wouldn't be the last either. | blow up my bourgeois mattress, lay out my
sleeping bag, and sleep



FRIDAY



Friday April 14
T am
The squat

1 wake up 1o half a dozen black dogs scurrying acroas my begs as the sun hits
the window. Once again, I didn’t sleep 100 good - how long can this go on
Looking around, | can’t believe the tangle of bodies that have crammed into
the room. The room itself is pretty wild - only in the daylight did I realize the
extent 1o which this is a squad. There are no walls, only exposed slats,
there’s no ceiling either, or fixtures, or plumbing There are water marks
where the radn comes 1n. Thas is truly roughing it in the urban bush, and |
have an intense admaration for the folks who are making this place work

| let & good chunk of the room stir and rise before | follow sut, clinging to
my exhaustion Some people get up, pack their stuff, and go. Others have no
stulfl and, having slept in thedr day clothes, just get up and walk out. | find
this pretty impressive too. Finally, | drag myself up and follow them, out the
back door and onto the street, where | hear distant sirens and helicopter
blades



E——

Friday April 14
10 30 gm
Cm\rl.-rg:rrtr cenfer

After checking my bag and picking at the dog-eared bagels and orange slices
outsade, | haul my ass upstairs to the “community organiring”™ meeting |
hope that this will give me some insights into effectively sustaining our
movements, broadening them and making them more responsive to
community necds

[ do get some good, minor points of procedure from the workshop: the idea
of appointing a “vibes-watcher’ and timer in addition to the usual secretary
and chair. the organizer's “rule of halves’ (if you want 100 people out, get
commitments from 200, and canvas a1 least 400), and the canny idea of
avoiding phrases like “So what do we want to do sbout this” in favor of “If
there are no objections, let's do this™

However, as this last notion reveals, the organizers hold a somewhat
perfunctory and utilitarian view of what community organizing is supposed
to do. For instance, a discussion on *diversity” is framed almost exclusively
in propagandistic terms - it makes indtiatives more credible to have a varied
membership, it helps to get your message out to new communities. | bring
up what 1 think is-an elementary point - that il “minonty” groups are
represented i your membership then they will, out of self-interest, alert vou
and steer you away from oppressive measures, thus helping to form ihe
group’s positions - but it doesn’t even get written down on the big piece of
paper

Likewise, the belated discussion on "WHY do commanity organizing?
centers around iis general usefulness in getting a message out to people. But
what's so radical about that? Shouldn't the goal be to listen 1o THEIR
messages - (o reverse the Bow of power, as they say? [ find this whole thing
wvery disappointing, and | think it stems from stale notions within the
environmental movement (both facilnators were enviros) that popular
opinion needs (o be manipulated, rather than empowered This is not the road
to whopea, peopbe - work on it

Friday April 14
LN
Canvergence cenler

Outside for lunch, Maria directs me 10 a remote end of the alley, beyond the
puppets, where our affinity group, “1919,” is having a meeting - including
many new amivals from Toronto

For those of you who have been living in Dubuque these past months, maybe
now is the ime 1o explain the organizing peinciples of the Direct Action
Network The whole thing centers around three levels of orgamzation -
clusters, afffinity groups, and spokes councils [

= A cluster is a group of people who are fieends, basscally, and their job s 1o
itay together throughout the action, and watch out for each other. S0 our
carload of Torontonians comprised an impromptu cluster

= An affinity group is a collection of clusters, once again with some
common social or ideological base - 1919 being basically Canadians - and a
shared role in the action

- Spokes council meetings were held nightly, and were used 1o determine
objectives and tactics. Each affinity group sent a representative to spokes
council, and their job was to represent the opindons and ideas of their group
faithfully, and to make proposals and resolve differences among the groups
{This method is also used, during direct action, 1o make quick decisions
within an affinity group, using spokespeople from each cluster )

OFf cowrse, within the action these were pmple in pmiu'nm of relative PO,
whao acted as general facilitators or sparitual leaders, like Starhawk, and
decisions had 1o be made within the parameters of non-violence that | ranted
about earlier. But still, this form is basscally the most impressive democratic
decision-making tool | can remember stumbling into. It allows for consensus
deciuon-making among thousands of people, and it really is effective and
efficient. And yes, it “reverses the flow of power " Really

The mecting itsell’is confusing and inconclusive, but it gives some insight
inta the weekend's plans. A map shows the area where the IMF/WE would
be meeting, beyond that is a long line indicating the barricades Affirity
groups are planning to each claim an intersection, block it off bodily, and
prevent any delegates from entering. 1919 15 proposing to block intersection
‘B’ - which sits directly South of the meeting halls, a1 18th and F Sireet



Having been so disillusioned thus far, 1 am loathe to commit to this plan of
action, | want my freedom of movement, and | don't feel committed to
joining a blockade. So | shut up and listen, as the meeting drifts away in a
wait-and see haze We will meet again at four pm tomorrow.,

Friday April 14
12:30 pm
The streei

There are all kinds of meetings and plans happening this afternoon; but | am
tired and grumpy. | decide that if | am going to be any usge to anyone, [ nead
some time off. 5o 1 start walking toward the IMC, to give it another shot

Around the comner from convergence, 1 find myself stnking up chance
conversations with two locals One, & woman sitting cutside a boarded-up
business, lures me into the clawic diatribe on big business and exploited
sweatshop workers, and she is responsive and supportive of my “education’
effort. Another guy walks up alongside me, and he also figures out I'm a
protesier. He voices his support, and adds, “Government's gotta get out of
the way of business!™ To which I reply, “Business gotta get out of the way
of government!™ To which he replics, “That too!™ See, achieving consensus
is asy! i



Friday April 14
I pm
Independent Media Centre

This time. on entering the room, 1 see that my buddy Jay is bere. Once he
recognizes me, which takes a minute, we have a lovely little bonding session
He takes me to the back room for a tour of the computers - and to my
shock, | run smack into another one, my friend Lori from St John's, a
cohort from my any-farty Symptom Hall davs, who got down here on a
grant from some local commurity org. We chat it up and shake our heads in
dishelief

By now I'm thinking that maybe a media role would be OK after all - at least
I'm sure of my ground 1 figure maybe I'll volunteer to edit some stuff
maybe audio, for the web site on the shared computers. So [ approach one of
the tech people and volunteer myself Well, in between editing clips of vet
anather folkie, he tells me that this is not a shared computer, it's his own, but
ofce he finishes his project he'd be happy 10 let me use his. In the meantime,
maybe | should check with the guys in the audio room. | dutifully head over
there, but the two guys in there say it's their computer, and anvway they're
packing it up and leaving in an hour. | go back to the other guy, and he does
give me a quick crash course in Final Cut Pro, while continuing to finesse his
folkie with snail-like artistry

Hmm - 50 where the bell are the shared computers? Don't tell me there are
none. Don't tell me that the IMC is just a repository for solitary and
mysterious individualists who've got theirs and to hell with the rest. Don't
tell me that this place isn’t revolutionary either, Jesus!

Meanwhile something else is afoot - all the equipment from the large
common space is being packed up and rerouted for the side rooms
Apparently the owner of the ant gallery planned an opening for wonaght, and
the IMC is obliged 10 accommesdate him by tearing the whole thing down

S0 now | figure it's time to go gawk at the goddamned White House

Friday April 14
4 pm
Lincaln Monument

50 | leave the IMC, and direcaly south there stands 3 statue of Samuel
Gompers, a big-ass lefty from a hundred years ago A century later, maybe
they build you a statue, and ship it to the boonies - festooning it with one of
your less confrontational quotations, no less

And yes, | see the White House, for the first time since the hellish Christmas
Vacation of 1984, I1's not as big as | thought is would be, but it is very nice,
and there’s some guy in the comer of the lawn giving a press conference,
and across the street some cops looked bored while a solitary religious
fanatic hangs out and waves his placard. Am | one of them? Say it ain't so

Then I walk block after block of towering old buildings, some of themn not
even that gnpping architecturally, let alone ideologically The effect of
touring these enormous, remote slabs of power all by myself is not
particularly empowering But this is nothing compared to the main event the
Lincoln Monument

The swarms of people climbing the ridiculous flight of stairs heighten this
thing's aura of Yankee Mecca, people seem 1o be rubbing themselves on the
marble slabs for good huck. And, up at the top, sits this big - but not
impassitly big - Lincoln thing, a goofily suited guard at his knee, his torso
bound by reconstructive scaffolding that creates an aura not of decrepitude
but of care and reverence. He is flanked by big honking pillars, beyond which
are two of his more familiar speeches, one of which has something vaguely
to do with slavery maybe, but both seemingly of no intrinsic ideological
worth_except, of course, as transmitters of patriotism, as an available
excuse for long lines of foot-high slone letters

None of which is to trivialize the power of the thing. not even the little
souvenir booth in the comer could sccomplish that, In fact, | realize that I
too, am rubbing myself against the walls - feeling the stharp edges of the
sandblasted text, Irying to get inside this thing. to comprehend it. Because at
this moment | know that this, right here, is the embodiment of all we are up
against. This is the temple of all power in America, a stone Rorschach, an



empty vessel that could inpire peaphe 1o ¢ like betmami : i
only becayse if it 20 HUGE harge mings over the ohiff,

It 25 a long, long walk down the stairs, stanng across this Algonquin-size
park at the big war phallus on the other side, looking at the transients
consummating therr pilgrimage at one of several impossibly chintzy weenie
huts. Five minutes’ descent lager, as | tinally touch back down on solid

The players are all high school students the condusctor an old i
: h
Eru.!d They are all white ﬂwﬂlmrfﬂﬂhﬂmm:ﬁim
007 on themn. They play their instruments with surgrcal, vacani precision.

The song they play is “Ain"t Misbehavin' ™

Friday April 14
T:30 pm
Convergence centre

Finally, aftér some mose knocking around, [ armive back at convergence for
another yummy, stewy concoction. There are only a few people left here
now, they sit around and talk among themselves. On the wall inside is an
announcement of an anarchists’ meeting tomorrow afternoon. It's good 10
see that the xnarchists are active and organizing alternative tactics to the
mamn action; | think about going But even now 1 doubt thae 'l make i, for
the simple reason that [ don™ know anyone else who's going that route; in
the main action 1 may have ideological concerns, but [ also have social ties,
and here and now that's somechow more important to me Still, [ keep the

infio handy, just in case

As | sit by the wall outside and eat, & guy emerges from our building
Addressing himself to the remaining protesters, he asks that if people don't
have business here will they please leave or come inside, that the neighbours
have complained. He suggests that we should go up the street to the spokes
council meeting at another nearby church

Thas whole thing sounds very bad. | know what ‘the neighbours have
complained’ might lead 10, 5o 1 duck inside and withdraw my backpack from
the lockup, and then | head for the pokes



Friday April 14
E: 30 pm
This ather church

| armive at the church. I'm getting paranoid. wal kirig up by myself, | was
hyperconscious of my bulging backpack, and afraid of being picked off by
the cops The escalation was beginning

As | armive, the spokes meeting is concluding with a boisterous circle dance
I mun downstairs to take a leak, and when | retum new meetings have begun
- some 1919 members are discussing strategy on the lawn, and & Flying
Squad meeting is going on inside | float arcund between these two
meetings, more a spectator than a panicipant. but [ leasn interesting thimgs
about the Flying Squads, in which mobile protesters lend reinforcement 1o
hot intersections. 1919, meanwhile, has planmed & big meeting For the next
afternoon

Eventually the meetings end for the night, and the menglng begins. But 1 still
have questions - | feel like 1've missed something during the day. | want
someons 10 update me on the current battle plan; so | approach a woman
who 1 had seen co-facilitating the flying squad meeting. She can't help, but
she suggests | talk to thay woman over there - Starhawk

When | wunhd,Imnmarmyﬂnu';ﬁiﬂﬂhwhnwnmqicing
witch, in the nouveau-spiritual sense - albeit with a few gothic trappings. |
was fascinated, and [ asked ber if Wicca had any sort of a text, a Bible. She
handed me a book by Starhawk and said this was the closest thing she had
And that was all | knew about Starhawk until this past December, when my
email, already bulging with Scattle posts, received a missive from ber,
prasung the protesters and documenting the repression

50 3he’s a bit legendary to me. 1'm not & starstruck guy, and [ have no time
for any kind of mysticism or New Age religiosity, but | know she is
Important, a figurehead for some section of this particular direct action
myvement, and an imporiant organizer. And now she's standing over there,
she’s kind of short and heavy but with the carnage of & goddess-in-training.
and | am obliged to ask her some hanal questions

But first, | see as | cross the floor, [ have 10 get in the queue behind an
carnest older fellow who has led off by praising her works and speaking his
admiration, words I'm sure she's heard many times and can do without
Then, 1o my surprise, he continues: 1 just had to speak 1o vou, because |
heard what you were saying about violence in the protests, and [ think it's a
mistake to create divisions in the movement like this *

50 here it is, and 1 am walking right inzo it Starhawk gives her reply. she
had mssured all her aty and everyone she spoke to that the protests
would be nomviclent. If another group of protesters want 1o use violent
tactics, somewhere else, another time, that's fine with her. But if she were 10
condone violence here . 1 would feel dishonest ™

Buddy resterates his concem about this, and 1 just have to speak up. " agree
How can you classify swearing and property damage alongside phiyiacal
violente?” Starhawk follows her line of argument, which actually makes
some sense o me, that she has reached many people who might never have
been awake to these issues, and they were coming and participating, but that
violence would alienate them, and drive them from the movemen:

I guess this is starting to look like a tussle, because the conversation is
suddenly impinged upon by a cohort of Starhawk’s. [ had seen them
consorting earlier, s fiftysomething blonde woman with pursed lips and the
longest frownsest eyebrows | have ever seen, and | don't think they're fake
She forcefully offers ker own take on the issue: she is "two generations from
starvation and dint shacks,™ and she feels that “1 have 1o use my privilege for
all that [ can.” This line of argument is not convinging to me “People are
starving right now,” | tell her in reply, but | know - in spite of the life
experience implicit in the tactic of going limp at the sight of a cop - it's not
Just a class issue. It's a command issue, and that is the real barrier 1o class
solidarity. 1 don't quite get it out that articulately, but trust me that's what |
meant. Nonetheless, the parable is lost on Frowny, who seems intent on
ending the conversation as quickly as possible

Starhawk is tired, and I didn't want to have this conversation in the first
place, and the other guy just will not shut up. So 1 let Frowny break up the
party and accompany Starhawk to the door. Being a spiritual leader is tiring,
as | can imagine, seriously. And | didn't even find anything out about the

‘weekend's plans. Sigh



Friday April 14
10:30 pm
Cratside convergence center

There's a cop car on the street. Some guys are standing around it, talking to
the police, telling them to stop imimidating the protesters Against my
judgment, | get drawn into the conversation once again. The cops, who are
actually not acting like jerks, tell the guys that they shouldn't think they are
mmhhgspcﬁﬂ,uhtlhmwpmm:hncmm.dmhyum':
singling us out for special attention And they complain sbout the overtime,
about not being able to spend time with their families One of the guys insists
that the isases we are fighting for are worth the bother. One of the COPS Vs
he agrees. He's got family in Puerto Rico, he knows sbout poverty, he's
#een what the IMF has done there. But he's got a job to do, ele. ete. Still,
i's a bit of a breakthrough

I don't know how much can be achieved by talking 1o cops They're on one
ssde, we're on the other, whether we change their particular minds of not is
nod an immediate consideration, because their minds aren’t part of their job
But | feel like | have to add something So | tell them, do what you do, bui
don’t go apeshit with the tear gas and rubber bullets please, we don't
deserve it. They all shake their heads in horror and insist that no such thing
will happen

This conversation actually goes on for the better part of half an hour. Let the
record show that [ did shake their hands at the end - the ones that would
take it, that is

Friday April 14
11:30 pm
Independent Media Centre

The IMC has recovered somewhat from its total dislocation earlier in the
day. Monitors are back up, people are working. the room ix still lively
Unfortunately, the art exhibit they had worked so hasd 1o sccommodate
consists of large, full-color photographs of dead birds, mice and squirrels,
la:d out in brilliant settings and captured in full ‘ironic” disgust. This shit is
punishingly awful, and it does not help the vibe

Meanwhile, Mr. Editor is STILL hammering away a1 his folkie video
Clearlly, this machine would not be available for a while, and any notion 1
have of pitching in is dying a sad death. Nothing to do but sit and 1alk to Jay,
which I do at satisfying length

With the bours ticking away, and having received clearance to sleep in the
rear, | lay out my rig, curl up with a couple chapters of “Final Cut™ (the
authos attends a script reading for “Heaven's Gate™), and sleep, wonderful
sleep



SATURDAY



Saturday April 15
Independent Medin Center

9 am

1"'m lying awake, but [ still feel dreamy and blissed out - best sleep [ had all
week And outside the door 15 the soothing bustle and chatter of the IMC,
back in full swing for another day. 1t°s pot until [ get up and emerge ino the
main room, though, that [ am jerked to attention by the subject of the
chatter: the Convergence Center has been shut down

At the centre of the room is a pile of eight televizion sets, most of which are
displaying coverage of the shutdown. The story: police showed up with a
search warrant, and found a fire-haxard propane stove and the makings of
molotov cockiails. In the face of this cutrage, they evicted the protesters
And confiscated all their puppets, naturally. Although it later turns out that
the propane stove was only used outside and was merely in storage, and that
the *molotoy cocktail® was in fact a dish rag and a bottle of vinegar,
somehow the sleuths at the local news desk swallow the police story whole

Forgive me, but I'm going to poke some more holes in nonviolent civil
disobedience, because this reminds me of another tactical problem. The ides
that acts of ‘passive resistance’ (1o borrow a phrase that Gandhi rejected)
would inspire the outrage of populations rests in part on the premise that
these acts will be heard about, accurately and fully, by said populations. The
basic vehicle for this communication has got to be the mass media. But if the
media are in fact massively devoted to rote parroting of the authoritanan
ling, the strategy breaks down Not to imply absolute uniformity, but any
newspaper worth its incorporation papers has a vested interest in portraying
the enemies of capital as the enemies of logic and history - and capital is now
the social justice movernent's bottom line. And while Independen Medua
Centres are a partial response to this crisis of information, they haven't yet
moved beyond preaching to the choir. Of course, communication is a
problem for other forms of resistance as well, but since they are not as
obsessively symbolic as CD tends to be, the damage is less fundamental

1 decide 1o call Kole's mom and give the gang the poop on convergence,
plus let them know that I'm still alive. The former point they had already
seen on TV, we decide to converge ourselves, and prepare for the next
move. | give the IMC my regards and lug my backpack out the door



Saturday April 15
10: 30 sm
The apartment

Walking into Kole's mom’s place, | am warmly greeted and practically
force-fied a nice big breakfas: before mom runs off on an errand. At the door,
she says that | am welcome to stay here for the duration of the protests. This

kS @real - nd more vagrancy!

Kole, Amhony, Maria and | spend some time shaking our heads a1 the cops’
audacity - this morning is when people are really scheduled 10 start pouring
o town. A makeshift meeting spot has been set up a1 another hall not far
from convergence - we decide to get a cab and head down together. As we
step oul into the hall and the door closes, [ realize that 1'm still stupidly
wearing my enormous backpack, with all my ID and many kilograms of
other stuff The next door down is the laundry room - Kole instructs me to
slide my pack under the sank and grab it when we get back. [ do so and we
leave

Satarday April 15
11:30 am
Convergence center i 2

When the chatty and indulgent cabbie drops us off a1 the hall

:mwlinlg with pmpl-l!'l. hundreds :rfpmtml::: milling around i-r:]t:emm‘ i,
increasingly heavy rain, spilling out into the street and blocking the
Eersection hwmuq with a megaphone stands on the stairs and asks
people to exther come in or disperse, lest this convergence get shut down
100, we are :!Jrﬁdym our way in the doors. Inside, a steadily growing
crowd is sitting on the floor, waiting for an update. What follows is mare of
an onentation for newcomers, a list of workshops with directions, plus a
general statemnent of resilience in the face of oppression, they also warn that
ﬂuhﬂwﬂmhuwrdwmrﬂlﬁ:mm

We tzke stock Maria wants 1o attend the legal workshop down the street.
later on, I want to check out the nonviolence workshop fo naal that issue
+'lill:nlh"nll_'llrlu:.::_n:'wdI!i:u'lﬂl We wander back out into the rain



Saturday April 15
12:30 pm
Yet anolher church - exterior

Earlier, a1 the OTHER church whukpl:raiﬂngmgﬂmm:mm
was in mmﬂmﬂmmlawmmﬂumm the
procession 1o get oul the door and into the cars. Everyone was avil, bat 1
wonder what the wedding party thought when they wandered into the madst
of all these sopgy, hairy freaks

Legal wasn't what Marla was hoping for - it was exactly the same as
Thursday's - 50 we headed down to this church early, hanging out and
waiting for the workshop to stant The rain is lesting up now, and across the
street three women with big red flags ase performing excerpis from Karl
Marx and prancing around Ts this some kind of satire? It"s preity
entertaining, either way

We are working on our pseudonyms - 1I'm Oc¢ (that was my nickname in
Grimaby). Marnia 15 Braveheart, Anthony iv Antone, Kole is still Kole becaude
that's a mickname amyway - when Maria realizes ihe has all our names,
sddresses, and telephone numbers written on & piece of paper in her pocket
Not good So we tear it up into a few pieces, place it in the middle of the
sidewalk in front of the church, and burm it. The flame goes out Iefone the
job it done, and as we are trying 1o re-ignite it, | look up and see Srarhawk
once again - charging toward us and asking wha we're doing. 1 explain that
we're just destroying the evidence, and Srarhawk says (o please be on owr
best hehaviour, because the progressives in this church had 1o fight hard 1o
secure it A5 & MECLIng, space

1 wonder what exactly she thinks we're doing - making a bomb? 1 guess you
have 10 keep an eagle eve on such men a3 | - hormonally imbalanced
sdvoacates of swearing at polce

Saturday April 15

1 pm
YWel anolher church - interiar

The nonviclence workshop is split into three large groups, we are routed 1o
the basement, | go in hoping for wise and persuasive argument for the
-Fﬂ’-u:yﬁfmmwlmu as a tactic. But the arguments tend toward the usual
:lﬂ.lﬂw{y and don't-replicate-the-enemy, which aren’t enough for me, and a
printed quote from MLEK that again speaks of symbolism rather than
hikelihood of effective impact, and doesn't sway me from my skepticism.

Aﬂ_Fm more innocuous discussion, we get into some rolesplaving
Pairing off, we first simulate & blockader and a person wishing to pass, then
:.j-nunnhu and an activist. The goal, of course, is to project oursetves into
:n:llnﬁ'm'utmuj situstions and work out appropriste responses. This exercise
ny;-l be useful in theory, but the leaders” directions are weak, and their
wm %0 impoasible to hear over the din that the thing

3 into laughably hopeless chaos. Another problem 15 that activists
are pot actors, and my pastners have a hard time projecting themselves into
the mand set of a journalist and/or scab

The deficiencies really flare up in the next section, where some of us play a
buman chain, and some of us play cops. What good is it going to do any of
us to act like cops? Furthermore, we are obliged to use extensive force 1o
take apart the chain - not being trained in this stuff. | was senously
concerned about hurting them as | wrenched their arms and dragged them
away. This is really stupid, especially compared to the compact and effective
role-playing of the legal workshop, and by the end of this | am equating
mﬁuﬂ;ﬂﬂ theorists with organizational morons This is not the convincer |



Saturday April 15
4 pum
Convergence center 8 2

small fenced-in alcove outside the hall, | stand among hundreds of
Ipm-phn‘ - mostly Canadians, nwﬁuiﬁuﬁﬂmefuﬂuﬂm_ B
meeting begins. The plan is put forward: we are to armive al our position
m:mmwmmarmwmp
mlnmhlmmﬁmwhﬂhﬁmmmmm
the meetings. In order 1o assess this plan, we need to figure out how many
'mmﬁu‘mm-mﬁemnwﬂmmm”nhw
that will obstruct the vehicles. Within their clusters, evervbody marks their
members 45 “yes' of ‘0o

firy 247 : I
L‘hwﬂunﬂwmuduimrntmemdmd:*mnrm?_l’wdlﬁ.
mmmﬂﬂm#mmmwﬂw:
been answered But now here | am, in the maddle of a lively and friendly i
meeting. peppered with famaliar faces, with a clear commitment 10 the action
plan and a strong sense of momentum

So there i is: this is what is happening, it 15 the way it is; | must choose
either 10 join in of to stand aside. And no matter what reservations | have, |
did not come all this way and go through all this shit to tum myselfinto a
spectator. Yes, | am an arrestable.

»

Saturday April 15

:_; Mhe streets

5

‘When the meeting let out, [ walked out to the sidewalk, and under a tree |
saw a blue marble bowling ball, as a momento of this occasion and this
of commitment, | picked it up and took it with me

Kﬂﬁ.lﬂdmmqrﬂmndmﬂ:hglwudhmmmmwlhmﬂn;bm
ly s00n we realized that we were totally lost. Now, on an obscure,

ing residential street, we run into a small group of folks idling on the

mer. | don't know how, but somebow each group sutomatically intuits

at the other group are protesters. Maybe it's the same instinet that I've
lesbians talk about in spotting their own: we know that they are with
_ --F_iﬂ'lqhnwmmwithlhun

none of us can figure out what direction we are going. 50 we 2and
there and chat a while As we do, 1 can hear the belicopters flitting overhesd
ﬂlhﬁinguﬁuwhﬂdﬁgtmﬂwyﬂtnmﬂtﬂwhﬂ Then,
o enough, a cop car buzzes by 1t iddles briefly up the sireet, clearly sining
US up, then moves on [f they mean 1o intimidate us, it works: we disperse

“As we hail a cab, | am forced 10 face a hidden issuc in all this deliberating
out breaking the law: | am ultra-terrified of cops. [ don't know where this
«comes from, other than general childhood trauma, and/or my sheltered
ddle-class existence. The former leaves me trembling in impotence in the
> of illegitimate authority, the latter facilitates a sense that the police are
ndly and far out of sight: bost in the works of our protective machine,
erging occasionally to impress us with their theatrical feats of cunning
ey are a distant dividing wall separating us good people from those bad

Mayhe like Frowny sad, my privilege should be a source of power, but if 50
it not the kind of power she means What I'm looking for is the power 10
that big blue wall, to cross over to the other side, 1o deny the

macy of that division - and in the process, to disarm these rapists that
hold us down and have their way. Privilege is only converted to

wer when you give it up, and maybe [ am beginning to undersiand how
_mnﬁghvlﬂiﬂnﬁﬂn*hﬂINWHﬁdﬂﬂﬂﬂglhﬂ

- upward path



Saturday April 15
T pm
The apartment

My backpack is gone
Someone took my backpack




";-illllrllﬂ:- Aprl 15
[Il|u|1
Ihe apartment

L. D the tebe, along

Filk - L i .7,
L UIe profetlers puppets, is

Lave has ihown up with a Bunch of fol

wath the police cheel™s heart i
HHEC Very SCATY news - & preliminary mareh this cvenang hat been busted
inately arrested. In Cen TSI,
ung “destabdization” - clearly the idea is to reduce our
1 the law as their weapon But there's still

witrage we feel about this random repression only pumps 1 up

and S00-0dd people have been in flige

DL O s

WTOW = wWialh Haris 10 fax hours




 four of s in the bedroom - (wo of us o the rock-hard bos spring. two

maitress - stir to Dave's murmured reveille In the dark. almost

mily, burnt out but all wide awake and alert, we dress, wash, and proceed

g out the doos toward the van, which is 1o take us to the park

M et iy



Sunday April 16
T am
18th & F

This is a wide open, bright intersection - with tali ildi 1

narth cormer, a parkette south-west, and a mﬂﬂﬁmﬂ i

the south-east mﬂlmﬂmhﬂmhhliﬂnﬂ,uﬁmmnh

between u:.mdlq long line of helmeted riot police. And beyond them, if

mlmkmgﬂ:fﬂ.}ﬂummlhwwﬂmhﬁﬂimﬁﬁ qu;ltk}m
n:huntnmtmndﬁ:rm-uu:hnuﬂ s

There are enough peopie here to fill the intersection f
sechon fairly thoroy
enough arrestables 1o fﬂt!'lu. solsd, thick line along just ::lu: nmuzi-i.:lji lTn:i!

the Iwo arrestables The sun is getting high, and it already so warm
uhfudrmyﬂmﬂmmﬂw:ieitmm:nﬁn. ny Sy

mumbers to cover it, actually the Subject pever &o
_ . . Ml up among the groy
In the distance, we see COp cars airculating, watching, sizing us up i

We wail

unday April 16

F

Ve are hypersensitive 1o movement - every time a police or civilian vehicle
gnives by on the nea block, the crowd tums and braces themselves unul in
g3es out of sight. At one point a cop car approaches our line from the

puth, and we all scramble over and make our show of force, but it stops and
ma around before it got halfway up the block Another reconnaissance

=

ying squads are circulating around our area of the blockade, this is good,
paLise Wi wiere bocoming even more self-conscious about our rumbers as
reality of confrontation comes clearer. There are also messengers,
velling betwoen intersections to fill us in on the broader scene - which, so
I8 holding steady.

he flying squad has passed and is heading for A. We are milling, and the
Eattered drummers in our group are passively doing their thing Then from
west crosswalk comes the call

jope turns. On the next block, Ranked by cop cars and officers on foor,
er bus is slowly tuming the comer to face our direction. It is going to

i el fike evervone around me is on fast-forward with me on dlow motion, as
e crowd rushes to the west and a thick line of bodies forms. | am

fimulating cardiac arrest as | scan the hine, there are a 1ot of peaple here. and
behind me the flying squad is wwrning arownd 1o join us Maybe they don't
peed mec in the froni line . but mo, this is why I'm here, | have 10 do 1, and in
o seconds | am locking arms and sifting crosslegged on the pavement

e
...|
s

he bus seems to hesitate before it lurches inexorably toward us, looking
ke a motherfucking Star Destroyer as it leads nis convoy of enforgers

toward us. 11 is pow that | realize that | am seated on almost the

ost edge of the line - not only am [ locked into my first act of civil
ience, | am in the absolute bulls-cye



| see them coming. 11 takes them forever But when they are upon us, it is as

i they had descended from space, as if the actors have walked off the screen.

Thun:hrlimmmﬂmdumuth:ludmp.minghmuu
crowd, grabs the guy to my left and sants dragging him away. “Help me,
people!™ the guy vells as he is lifted off the ground “I'm being arrested - pile
on! Pile en!” Snapping to atiention, everyone tumns and puppy-piles, and
soon enough he is liberated from the cop's grip.

Suddenly, | Emwhﬂinlmﬂmﬁmmﬂiﬁm
hmﬁuwﬁngdﬂpmnlymhnmthﬂdtﬁunlmmlhm.
Everyone it screaming, and the cops are multiphying as the bus looms a
couple of feet m from of us.

suﬂﬂymmﬁmnmuimyﬂdmmm
mawmuww_lmmmmmmmu
mw.wuﬂhmnlhhﬁmimw:ﬁyﬂhﬁimmﬂhn.ﬁml
MtuhmmﬂmuwWImg}mhwlldﬂtﬁl
madter - mow 1'm e

The bus inches forward, and | seurtle 1o my nght, stting myself directly in
front of the gnll. The bus mimmmmmmjmmmu
i, looking up a2 the bus driver looking distraught | spend fifteen seconds
here that feel like an howr, and then I turn to look at the melee which is
continuing to my left. To my left - | realize that I'm sitting here alone, sway
from any protective arms, completely vulnerable In one frantic motion 1
extend my arms, muhukmdﬁl!unmﬂummpihmhpﬁngﬁm
behind me

| spend a long time clinging to this heap of bodies, immersed in the
lukewarm sweat and din, one eve on the inen front wheel of this hamstrung
bus Then, to my shock and amazement, | see the wheel tum
counterclockwise, and the bus move back The chaotic shouts of the crowd
ILT ENAO AR MEnDE, urified shriek as the police silently step back and the
bus executes a full retreat Rising from the ground, jumping around, hugging
and slapping in unrestrained euphosia We won

Out of danger and composed again, | can see that the bus is completely
empty | wonder why they tried to drive it through Was it a mindless excuse
for confrontation, a simple exercise 10 test our resiliance? It didn’t maiter. |

L
i

fl gives us the fist and the crowd cheers | stagger off the streer,
in the garden, and sob

itone and give him a shaky, deep embrace Maria comes over with
* §8¢ seems completely transformed, at ease and secure again Our
seem 1o have doubled over the course of this maneuver The flving

at



Sunday April 16
9:15 am
I8th & F

The anarchist Black Blo< s on the move - a unified mass of black pullovers
and bandannas and banners - and when they come through our intersection,
fists raised in sobidanity, they get an immense round of applause Everyone
seemd glad 10 soe them, and | for one am reassured by the strength that they
represent Folis may bitch about them endlesaly, they may make up rules
that specifically exclude them, but they sure are glad to see them coming
How ironic

Then, just as everyone has caught their breath from the last confrontation,
we are approached from the other side - a cop car moves Lo cross the
barmcades and breach our line from behind. This happens so fast that we
@on’t have ume to form a ine. A few people manage to get in frons of it, b
this i3 & very different scenasio from the last - the car jerks ahead
threateningly. blares its siren for good measure, and the barricade cops do
nit waste any finesse as they rush out, whip out the pepper spray and, after a
few seconds of struggle. fumigate a path for their buddies. Once the car is
RONE, ONE COP Sprays a guy with a camera, just for laughs.

Spokes! What the hell was that? We need to nail this down: are we blocking
people in as well as out? People are confused. The verdict: no one is going
to cross our line - from ANY direction - without a fight

And it looks like a fight is coming, when the barnicades are suddenly rushed
by a huge convoy of cops in full ot gear. Everyone takes a deep breath as
these freaks move into formation, m:.lmglmauuudup but all they end
up doing is just stand there, waiting like us, staning us down

wee confronatations, the mood tumns festive. The drums stan pounding
DU, people start dancing and chanting, with a £obd line of dancers
fing the blockade The imersection comes alive under the dour glare of

en from all the action - and feeling the bruises from my
adlling around the armpits - | take a few steps away from the crowd,
m in the middle of the street, grinning as the sun warms me up
#ng the joyous noise of the crowd. | lie here for a while, dimly
photographers scurying and crouching. when a woman walks
d belbowrs, “Excuse me, but do yvou wanna look like a

one eye and glare at this person, awaiting an cxplanation. Soon | due
8he is referring to the photographers, who as it tums out are taking
jof ME, the layabout malcontent running down this great country Hf
or Greenpeace,” she puffs up, “So | know how the media work ™ |
bother telling her about my degree in Radio and TV, or that I'm not
) project appropriate imagery, or that [ generally don’t give a shit. In
Mndﬂa&uhnmwmwngmqmm;tmnun

e !

up and Emp meekly into the crowd



Sunday April 16
10 am
18th & F

Every now and then, a car turns
north on 181h 3

::"m we "].r have to wave and shout “Go!™ 1o :h:ndbeﬁ;ﬂ:ghm“ﬁmu o
heel until he gets the point and beats it M!ﬂ;mmm::h

blockade, and we applaud them appropriately for 1

The messenger comes back
'I the mectings from p-rmmd‘u-gw;gmwm 'ﬂ',”n: ﬂ“l f, 50 far, we have stopped

ANBCIpEton, one of the front-line prot _
| e el S S
a great job today, and we're ™ couraged. We've

8l The issue of the moment is. do we ket ambulances through the line?
ve been informed that we will be in big rouble if we iry 1o block them,
bere is of course the ethical question. But there are concerns about

e sneaking through by ambulance. Ultimately, the group decides not

A report this to my cluster, they are a little bit bemused. What kind of
8 thai? Kole is pissed, and brings up a new issue: disinformation Was
b0 trying to plant stupid ideas in our head 1o undermine us? Why,

¥, would they be smuggling people through in ambulances rather than,
driving them in via the deserted street one block over?

akes this opportunity to intreduce me 1o our first mole of the day
pudgy balding 30-year-old guy, hanging out in the middle of the
i, talking 1o the authorities on his cel phone. He isn't even trying to
ke a profester, undess the jeans are attempted camouflage. We all go
} g around as conspicuously close to him as possible, Bstening in

hink he cares, but it's fun



Sunday April 16
EO: 40 am
17th & F

Thangs ase relatively calm, and | need a change of scenery, 50 | jog down the
road 1o check out Section A The vibe here is quite a bit different - the group
is large enough that it seems less unified, expecially since everyone is split up
nto cluster meetings Other than this, not much is godng on.

W llldl:lenl:.r,Imhwmﬁngmrmmrhmualhu:';mwyh:
puld have got through section A so he must have been parked on the

set, maybe working a night shift. This takes everybody by surprise. he
right through the diffuse crowd on that end, and noses right into the
of the intersection. 1'm standing on the west crosswalk now, as he is
Then, turning south, | see the first “march’ of the dxy - a procession of
labour and justice groups emerging from the enormous permitted
demonstration happening in the Ellipse park. At the head of this procession
are the “illegal’ puppets - celebrating their photo-op lberation in the by now
sweltering sunshine | admire the banners for a couple minutes, then hurry
back

L maneuver 1o my beft and stand in front of his bumper « all by myself as
RS out, a lovely Tiananmen Square moment This gives me a fine

Btage point on his expression of dull contempt, and to my amazement he
ially makes overtures 10 running me over, nudging me sharply with his

Bt fender. It doesn’t take long for people to rally around to heap scom on
.lﬂdmnlhtmpl.-hhn-muwillrmﬂhmb:cnku-pinganq,t
a8 from behind the barricades - decide to come out and play macho

b OF us tries 1o talk to the driver through the window, and gets nowhere,
nwhile, another kneels 1o take the air out of his tire At this, a cop
ades 10 bounce his nightstick off the guy’s head with a horrifiing preg!

€ guy staggers in shock, and now the cop is the focus of attention We
gw the driver's friend - who has run cut of & nearby building to his rescue
D negotiate his release, citing his union credentials, as if that validated his
ng our picket line and acting ke such a prick But we've got bigier
1o fry. There is a push to the barticades as the cop retreats, and there is
£h yelling The guy just stands there and looks smug

can’t do shit like that!” | demand of the jerk “He was totally unarmed,
you come up behind him and crack his head" There was no reason 1o do

eah™ the cop retorts. “Well, | was stopping him in the act of
Jaulting that man'™ At which point he enorts, = What do you have to say to
i, smart guy?™




'F-'h?: | SHOULD have said is thas ifit’s a chosce between a tire and this
Euy's head, IdWMIkmwuﬁmﬁkl'mm. But I was dumbstruck m
the guy’s sudacity, not to mention that be lowered himself to engage with

mnﬂ'blﬂyu:il-tvmlmanicmhmg:riheum Soon encugh thi
gmina.nuiiﬁ'u:dtipp:dlﬂj'.m el

where be wasa't indelibly tagged as asshole number ome
F-nrthtﬁmtimtlgﬂlnﬂbdluakulhu s behind the line - | 1
returned 1o their onginal, nos.riot i, To jor s
i.rcitﬂuphhumhllﬂmﬁﬂdrliﬂﬁdtﬂﬂnwm:EMcha'
!H.l.nd.ilﬂ-ul:inuinibtmyhﬂnﬂlﬂf!}mpuhyhmﬁrﬁmulw.

"}mmyuuanhuhmuunui}n.“luymﬂwmmrﬁngﬂﬁm;'?wuﬂ
ham what you think about what he did You know that what he did was

wWrong =
| hesitaze

“I hope ™

V& F

ot ;Mmmmwauww:mmnlhm':m
8, who runs into the crowd and loudly announces that the other
sections are dispersing, 0 we might consuder letting OUrs go too and
the main rally. Spokes! No one buys it, and we are staying

ord is also circulating that the conflict is escalating in other GUATTETS - Over
apparently, the cops started busting things up, and in the process

ped a guy to the ground bead first, causing his head to split right open

deed all over the place. I'm sure this was an accident on the part of the

= the pictures would have been awfisl public relations if anyone had

oed 1o publish themn. In other news, the puppets have apparently been

assed. Cops seem 1o really hate puppets, don't they, I figure this is a

pve oo - the last thing they want is for an anticapitalist insurrection to

while, the protesters are talking to the cops, in an apparent effor 10
tensions befose they stant “We just want to thank vou for doing such
today, and for keeping your cool ™ Everyone applauds Aw, no,
o this, don't go there. “We know you've got a job to do. We know
don't want 10 be here * “We're fighting for you, 100.” “We love you. ™
0. Kole and | exchange glances

pext part is kind of interesting. though. “Does anyone have any water

e police™ someone suggests “11"s hot out here, and they ve been

king a long time ~ Quickly, half a dozen small water bottles emerge from
owd and are collected The bearer of water walks up to the barmicade,
£ a1 the nearest cop as though to say, please don't cave my head in for

g brere; he carcfully places the water just on our side of the barricade.
iallz over and rolls onto the cops’ side. “We aren't here to fight vou,

re fighting the World Bank,” someone offers, and the gushing attempts at
Bwill continus 25 the cops continue 1o stare at us stoscally, Then one cop
d - a big guy with a big forehead, a Bob Hope nose and a fishy
i mouth, looking uncannily ke Toromo's own race-baiting queer.
y-crashing asshole chief of police Fanting. As the accolades from the




crowd continue, he abraptly raises his foot and somps the water bottle,
causing it 1o splash all over the street hmcmdbamnsbcnummuﬂ
and goes back to his position

Tht.lmmminniwlmthghu whispering in his car, and soon
he is gone 100, shipped away just ke the baton geek. This is not much
nmimd,hnlmﬂmlﬁe:mu:mﬁmtmhhwnr
our atternpl at conciliation Mydmimhnltlunit'umpcr
humanity from the other side, which is some kind of victory, I guess

 las Empuﬂc.hhinspumﬂllh:wayumnd1I'-:hlriil:-|d¢di:¢timu
nding the bend and coming to us. They cheer us, wie cheer them - it is
Biutely cuphoric. Along with a fine assorimens of banners, we are treated
Beautiful picce of non-tear-gassed puppetry, with a ravenous machine
o *structural adjustment pulverizer” CAUNG VADoUS resources and
riﬁﬂ.mh-mhehnmdbylghut'ﬁbumm'mﬂmmm
= mhmm-:utmdmh-pﬁmwgmp
bme sort of Renaissance ballad called “Dump the Bosses OfF Y our
" whi couches its propoganda in (1 assume) intentionally halarious

£% like “Wild plants of nature are left for 1o burn

the parade passes, our cluster discusses our impulse to follow it and

b out the rest of the event. Yes, there is still a position to hold. Bus with
ngs already underway, with the rhetoric getting uncomforiably

us feeling the first flush of encroaching sunsroke, we consense
ving on is a good thing So we latch on to the parade and head for
rally.



Sunday April 16

1:30 pm
The Ellipse

To my astonishment and delight, our arrival in this jammed-solid
comcides with the very beginning of the only .mm interested in :u'tg
rh'll_t.hiﬂ Moore has taken the mic to issue an introduction for Green Pamny
presidential candidate Ralph Nader 1 have been following Mader with
interest, in the hopes that he could point the way to some kind of real
iransformation of American electoral politics - or at least destabilization of
the two-party fiefdom that could open 3 window to some of the debates that
actually matter. S0 [ am on the edge of my seat when Moore’s stumpage
wraps up and Nader takes the podium

And, of course, | am disappointed After a thunderous greeting from the
crowd, the guy manages 1o say precisely nothing that gets them 5o worked
up agan; when they do stan to whoop and holler it is as though they are
ﬂm o a percoived obligation, an invisible cue card. He is simply not
a chansmatic speaker - these things matter, it's politics - and his ideology,
which was &0 dead-on in the interviews 1 had read to that poing, went vague
10 persan. with his ulimate vision a depressingly slippery *yes 1o kindness '
And his strategic use of ten dollar words like ‘morbidity” and *oligarchs’
made me suspicious

We beat it posthaste after this, crossing the park 10 stumble over free chili
from some local activists, and expensive ice cream from the local park
consignment. We found a tree to lie under and were there for half an hour,
veetering on the brink of tleep. We might not have ever made it back 10 our
comrades in section B, had it not provided such 3 convenien: mecans of
missing the Indigo Girls | hate folk music

N we return, all antention is focused toward the barricades - where a line
Bzen protesters is lving on the ground in 3 human chain - the head of
mestied between the legs of the next They have announced their reflisal
bve until the cops agree to do the same

R is beating down, and they are all sweating and dehydrated, so there
eady stream of hands passing spray bottles full of water, and holding
pard for shade. They are leading a singalong of resistance songs amone
pwd, which is at least as large as it was before we left

ger over the shoulders in front of me at this scene. 3 burly guy on a
e sidles up behind me
, can | spray the chicks down™
Fother. | will waste no tact on this guy. “Fuck off ~
mains belliperent. “Aww, that's nol very mice™
well neither was that ©
 said the first mean word *
MBAR next to me turns, oo, “Get lost "
1 " the best strategy it to pretend the guy doesa’t exist, so [ turn away
B this, he tries 1o get my attention with a disbolical “Heh-heh-heh™ .
by like that, | swear, a mad scientist Laugh
hen e docs it again. “Heh-heh-heh-heh ™ | refuse to indulge him
i, e pumps his bike away, with a final parting shot
e way, I'm & faggot too”

ng seen all we need to see of our friends lying on the ground, we walk
‘from the center of the action, and lounge in the garden for a while As
| sce that a couple of older people have moved to the front to address
owd. Curious, | move in Tums out it's Maude Barlow and Tony

B, two of Canada’s upper-echelon leflies, singing their praises of our
mined protests. This kicks off 3 bizarre and lengthy teach-in, featuring
frate religious nut, a dodgy tumesmith with a banjo, a couple of adorable
 and a Califorman gay guy in a grass skirt who proposes that the world

d be a better place if evervone took up sailing



Throughout this, the “Thank you, Mr. Police Officer™ fOURInG remains a
persisient sub-theme At one point, one Buy says, “That's bullshit - the cops
are assholes'™ and is roundly shushed by the crowd. Hate 10 admit i, but a1
thus point | see what they mean - after a day of working ouwt this detente,

BOW 15 Nod the time 1o escalate. Needless 1o say, though, | see what Ae
MEAns, 160

April 16

30w, ur intersection is Packed to overflowing with people - curious
: dmmulh:nnw-d:funum:h-in,mwtﬂ:rmﬁnmmcmm
Mps that have packed their own blockades in In facz, 3 messenger arrives

Horm us that we are the last Blockade of the diy to be holding their
oS - very cool!

(the day is dragging on, and the messenger suggests that we should pack
, fieel good about the job we have done, and mave some energy for mae

uster gathers. mvimbmmﬂnmﬁdeﬂlday,mdmdemnﬂk

check out what's going on to the north | take one last long look
r bartleficld, and we're off



Sunday April 16
G M pm
205t & Pennsylvania

Wie make our way around the barricades, through ihe still-milling crowds of
demanstrators - and also through some frat-boy leoking contrarians, staging
a fake sil-in with bogus slogans, Some folks afe trying 1o engage them - not
us. The cute kids from the teach-in - a black girl of shout eight and her
toddler brother - are hanging out on the curb with signs that say "Fuck
MeDonalds™ and “Who wants ta be a millionaire - not me, I jusl doan't wan
to be BROKE ™

Around the comer, at 215t & Penn, the protester presence it just as
scattered, but the barmicades across the wide street feature a much more
intense police presence. Meredith is here, working furiously with the med
unit, supernally stressed out, Not far away, select protesters are attempling
to engage the police in debate To my surprise, they aciually seem 1o be
responding. though not m any kind of favourable way. After an entire
aftermoon of stonewalling silence, we can’t resist joining in

The most talkative of the officers is a black woman - & sefgeant actually -
who is wearing ber helmet on an angle. She is openly snoering al us. “You
don't know what you're talking about,” she says through her nose “You're
Just a bunch of rich kids who don’t know anything about life. Tomorrow
yeu'll go home, and nothing will change ™

“That's not true,” says one guy. “We're all committed to doing this, because
we beheve i ™

“Well, what are you even fighting sbout?” she shoots back. “You don't even
know what the issues are *

This makes me angry. “Well, do you want to hear il, Or are you just gonna
make fun of us™

“We're fighting against mubinational corporations,” the guy continues
“We're fighting against these huge powerful institutions that are helping
businesses to override the government ™

BB guy adds, “We're fighting against sweatshops. The World Bank are
COrpoTations set up sweatshops in third world countries, they're
g ballions of dollars and the workers get nothing, ™

e steps in “Yeah, and have you heard of structural adjustment? The IMF
L the World Bank are telling African countries that if they want the money
evelop, they have to cut their social spending and allow American

es 10 come in and do whatever they want

an angry little smile on her face. “What do you know sbout Africa™
Says. “You've never been to Africa All you people are just giving me the
ine. You don’t know what you're talking about *

e 10 give it a ry “Okay, well listen | Brew up on a farm, all right?

it these guys are doing is, they're going in where peaple have been

Mg a certain way all their life, for generations, and they're patenting the
that they use. And they're saying, you can’t use these seeds unless you
hem from us. So now these people’s whole way of life is totally
fed up "

€, you see, that | understand.” she says. “That's the kind of thing that
68 sense to me You guys need 1o talk about stufl fike that ™

:" the same thing.” Kole respondss. “1t°s all about money and

I say, “All these things come down 10 the same thing These

iics 2o into these places, and all they do is take their money and their
s, and people don't get anything from them ™

20 thinks for a second “You mean like Nike?"

bl Nike is a perfiect example

L1 agree with that 1 don't buy Nike stuff Cause they take all tha

B from our community, and they ain’t giving nothing 1o us ~ She looks
ugh she is thinking



“That's what we're against. And [ know we're privileged, a lot of this is
stuff that 1've never had to deal with in miy life. But I'm here to say, [ don™t
care if I've got these priviliges because of where | was bom or whatever, I'm
going to fight for the rights of these other people. And that's important too.”

“Yeah, but why do you gotta do all this? They're telling us you got molotov
cockrails. What are we supposed to think if vou're throwing molotov
cockiails at us™ And we gotta work, ['ve been out here sixteen hours a day
all week ™ Her tone has changed - she's less distant now, she seems 1o have
lost a bal of control

| tell her this is definntely a nonviolent protest, thu everyone has been going
crazy over noavielence all week. Then Kole starts telling her about how IMF
policies affect Croatia, but she has retreated - she's stopped herself from
engagang with the issues and focused on the ‘violence' stuff But, still, there
was & gleam there - | think we got through 1o her, and | think it was worth
doing And I learmed something about police propoganda - it's not just for
us, i°s for them, a resssuning excuse for their own bullshat, She was a victim
of this, and | was grateful for her engagement - it was almost like she was
teaching us, telling us how to make sense of these isues for the outsiders

* Meanwhile, Antone has been hanging out at the south barricade There, he
tells us, a few white male officers were openly making fun of the woman we
were talking to - mocking her accent, sneering a1 the way she wears her hat
He actually confronted them about it - “How can you talk like that shout
someone you work with™ To which they responded, “Because it"s true!™

And this womnan was their superior [ think long and hard about how this
woman got here, about why she decided to become a cop, about the barriers
she had to surmount, the good intentions she mast have had and the
determination she would have needed And | am saddened that, as these
racist losers only helped to emphasize, she was wrong every step of the way

l 16
th church - basement

B0 a spectacularly impressive scene - an enormous concrete

1, with a raised narrow section overlooking a wider main

to overflowing with hundreds and hundreds of excited,

vists The walls are sweating like crazy, everyone is bstening
o a5 she works her way toward the mammoth task of
Dnsensus about the next day's action

Bniots soon realize that they are too exhausted to bear with the

D they head home, leaving me 10 take notes and report back |
Bgh the erowd on the platform, scale a railing, and lower myself

.

that the numbers for the next day will be somewhat diminished, as

% becoming exhausted, and the labour march cantingent is gone

M he restless crowd's fleeting attention with the effective device of
| me, clap once. if you can bear me now, clap twice ™, the

NS a long scssion of call-and-response, in order to determine

F of arrestables remaining in each affinity group. Afler all the

ne, there are still 2000 people planning 1o participate, and 800

B¢ i the naturc of the action to be taken We know that we
enough people to hold comprehensive Blockades as we did todsy.
imore clear when it is announced that the police have now
he barricades to enclose an additional two dozen blocks We
. hotels the delegates are staying at’ the possihility is raised of
g on blocking them from leaving, but there is concern that this
asy Constnecd as "kidnapping " Another tactic discutsed is

the highway, creating a comprehensive traffic snarl that will
ielegates. There is no consensus, though

¥
astically hard. Everyone has been at this for fourteen hours. they
& day of direct action and confrontation with police, running
ithe hot sun. People are parancid - a1 one point someone stans a
M the cops are coming down the stairs It is incredible that the




mecting is held together at all, and | have 10 admire the facilitator for her
heroic efforts in keeping things moving. To break the stalemate, we decide
to break into groups, narrow down the range of possibilities, and choose the
best. The group [ laich on to is low on ideas. The most compelling notion
comes from a guy who suggests we simply jump the barricades and run He
sayd he learned this technique at the Comra-training School OF the Americas,
and [ don't know if he means he was & protester or a student

The discussion that follows is long and chaotic, and tempers are thort. There
15 consaderable momentum down several dead ends, and soon the vETY
concept of direct action is being questioned, with the foeling that we are just
playing “war games." (This doesn’t stop one fellow from yelling out his
suggestion - “Throw shit at the cops! Just kidding ™) The plan that is finally
articulated goes like this: meet at 7 am in the park south of Constitution, and
create a huge art installation expressing resistance 1o the IMF/WE: break at
neon for lunch, then, at | pm. head to the prison en masse for jail soledarity

But even once this is decided, a significant group is opposed 1o such a
nonconfrontational approach The facilitator can only suggest that they go
into a separate room and formulate a separate action: at this point many
people leave to do this. This seems to me a good time to leave, since there is
at least a plan, however lame, that | can submit 1o my coterie; so | start
making my way to the door as well

When | am almost 1o the door, someone finally snaps: a bearded. burly
process nerd stands up and stans sereaming about how his ideas are being
gnoved and he's being oppressed Then something amazing happens - in a
matter of seconds, everyone elie in this huge room of stressed-out peophe
are peinting at him and going “ommmmmm * He mellows out and sits down,
ard the discussion continues from where it left off What & great tactic

Outade. people are milling about, and some folks from this poor
reighborhood are sitting on their steps, watching them. “They don't Erve 8
damn about us.” one of them says. “Tomomow they'll go home, and
everything will be the same.™ And while this is harsh, | know what he means
and alfow hum his point: they have more immediate concerns

And as ancther police helicopter whirrs overhead, it occurs to me for the
first time that it may be them, not us, that the cops are really watching

-:_':' room the update - there's this stuff going on, but it seems shaky,
As a group, we decide not 1o try 1o get out firs thing. but sleep
K out and just see what's happening

WS i5 0n. A reporter on the scene describes it as “like something out
g world country.intimidating, 10 say the least.” He alsa notes the
808 “A group who call themselves *The Anarchists ™ dressed in

that intimidating garb.” However, “The delegates on the inside of the
ank are oblivious to all the protests. ™

ither channel, we see an expert commentator slammang the protesters

isly, and because we know better we can afford 1o find his pigheaded

e halarious: “They were completely disorganized  all they did was

bound in a circle and talk to cach other!” Kole's mom finds all this as
as we do

ticns the moles that we had run into during our day, and Jessie tells
Bt his encounter. He was sitting in a restaurant with one of the Rjack
Bo was complaining that “The protests were a falure. . they didn't go
Bgh.™ At this, a guy sitting at the next table bounded over and started
h, fisck that! The only way to protest is two or three people making
ecasions themselves!™ He was about thirty-five years old, WeAring a
ncanna and a tic-dyed T-shirt Incredible how, with all their billions
M and counteninsurgency strategics, the cops still can not figure ol
protester dresses, acts, or thinks

m, meanwhile, is trying to call the superintendant, to see if he has
k. | had practically forgotten all about it during the day, but | am
I about the loss. When | thought sbout it my guts would chur,
id reconcile myself 10 it and see past the loss Bt | was not looking
#10 crossing the border with no ID, 5o if it were to tum up after all,
88 fine with me. We wouldn't know until the super got back into the
10 ooy afterncon
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d emerge [0 sec the rest of the group watchang televinon again
o has been savagely busted en route 1o an early moming action,
them have been arrested. We aren’t out of the woods vet

m has made us a great breakfast of bacon and eggs and cheese and
4 s we cat we discuss our plans. Since we are all have differens
rionities, we decide to spht up, and rendezvous back here at 4 pm
Bicey plan, since in the current vacuum amything could happen, but
St wie've got

i today is down 10 Kole, Antone and myself We take the elevator
e street. and step out 2o the prssing rain



Monday April 17
930 pm
Mew Hampshire & M

Having no ides what s really happening or where, we just decide 1o walk.
By now the barricades are damn near &2 our front door, so we just followed
the edge of it north. It takes us about three minutes to find the action

Cowncdentally, we run kesdlong into the bodsterous march-in
_ ~IN-peogress at the
very comer for which they were destined. Here there are not ondy & huge
E;:Jm;:ipnlﬁ but also some big armoured tanks, with beefy MNati
ard lackeys dripping off the sides. The protest pours into this odd-angl
interiection, and continues 10 chant and vell 3

We are, coincidentally, at the wery same corner where the Gap demo took
place on Thursday - someone has hung a agn in the store window which
reads, “Clothes made by children, for children ™ This is fisiny

What follows is a classic *demonstration’ - an extended session of
autonomous chaos There are al least a thousand of us, and arbitrary pockets
of energy and inspiration are everywhere Someone hands mie 3 sgn,
mmmr-e_-elg hands me a puppet. The rain continues to come down. There
are worries that the police will circle around and enclose us. like they did to
the Ssturday march, but this pever happens

Alter a while, a drum carcle breaks out towards the back, and having no
ather tocus. we join the large crowd dancing in its midst. Whibe we

Kole whispers 10 me, “That guy is aefimiely not & protester,” and 1 look
Cver to see this huge soccer-player-looking guy with caulifiower cars,
dressed in neon orange shorts, doing the frug to the bongo beat. All three of
us have a hard time not openly laughing at him

s o, anxd there is sl no clear sense of direction. With people
from yesterday, the rain is promising rampant hypothermia
jpokes! ensue, in an effort to determine a strategy. Around this time,
iin a bandanna collars me: “Jonathan!™ He pulls off his mask, and |
#'s John Johnsorn - one of my chip-mill fighting friends from

e, and one of the stars of the video that | was scoring at the stan of

time, & new wrinkle is sdded and repeatedly utilized in the
. punication process: the use of massive “repeat after me's™ 1o
pfo without a megaphone. Through this process, the protest finds a
we will not be allowed to approach the World Bank buildings
hen protesters will cross the barricades en matse and give
e up for arest

8 i5 50 instantly popular that there is a nush for the barmcades,

g in major beating down and pepper spraying that [ watch from

tback in the crowd. This slows things down: hundreds of us sit down
gund in front of the barricades, and begin to chant and sing. waiting

rested. Among this crowd is Antone, who hands me his backpack
(be'll find his own way home, that he wanis o go to jal

§ &t the front attempd to negotiate, a woman with a bicycle and a
jone starts blaring the Darth Vader theme into the crowd, whach
ds more hilanious than me.

1zke 0 long - well over an hour - that Antone has ime 10
thing pointless and change his mind. Finally, the negotiators
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The protesters sre instructed to line up, lock arms, and proceed toward the
barricades ten at a time. This is made somewhat difficult by the swarm of
media that gather around, snapping and shooting all over them After
extended chaos, | help to organize 2 human barrier, locking arms in two long
lines on aither side of the hundreds of people who have chosen 1o cross. One
photographer tries to muscle past me. | tell her that we have been atked to
not let her through, and she acts all indignant and busts through the next
avalable set of arms. Oh well, | tried

The rain continues to come down as the first group crosses the line
Whatever misgivings | maght have about this tactic - | never even consider
crossing myself - [ am carried away with the emotion of the moment, as
wave after endless wave of people cross through the line and are led away to
jail 1t takes at least two hours for everyone to pass through. A journo asks
me how many people are crossing, and whale | have no idea, someone nearby
suggests that the number is over five hundred

Throughout it all, a guy wheo [ think is the chief of police is at the barricades,
cracking jokes and motioning people forward like he's directing traffic. He is
definitely playing 1o the cameras, vet again and | have lintle daubt wha will
get the sympathetic edge in the coverage - my only question iz whether this
act would get any mainstream coverage at all

I sec John crossing the line, yelling dogans and howling triumphamtly as he
goes. And not far behind him is my IMC buddy Lo - my first encounter
with her in days. Just as her line 13 moving forward, she rushes over (o me
and gives me her mother’s phone number | am 10 tell her that she is in
prison, but she is safe and happy. | hug her goodbye and she, 100, lumbles
into the police wate’s maw

Finally, the last of the arrestees have gone | find Antone and Kole. and as
it's now past 3, we decide to head back and prepare to go

#mother and give her the message. She seems concerned, byt

B

ke she has been through this before

x Kole's mom struggles through the front door  and she has

my God! She says some tenant thoughe it was a
imade him take it down to his office. | am in heaven

€3t of our party amives, | fish out my souvenis bowling ball and
10 sign it. One of the Montreal guys comes up with the perfect
ped inscription - “STRIKE!™

hole's mom goodbye, wander down 1o the street, and we're off -
¥ afternoon, toward long hours on the highway, atrocious small-
 easy border crossing, and some of the most harrowingly bad

.f__;  ever withessed So long. DC






e fime as | was leaving DC, my friend Lori wes en route fo jail
Reeks later, while she was visiting me in Toronte, | asked her 1o
 her experience. )

inng down rain, people were dancing and singing in the

. ='. there were a large number of people who, deciding thar they
B8 the police line, had sa1 down, linked arm in arm And | looked
( suddenly felt totally inspired to join thermn

i the from were going first, and over time, line by lme we
i, crossed the line and were peacefully arrested, and were

d taken 10 the buses. A few people were dragged, they went
oe oS part we went along peacefilly. As we went onto the bus
ur photograph, and many of us distorted our faces when we were
[ pecture taken 10 that they would have a difficult time recognizing

B0t 0n 10 the bus, | remembered that | had a picce of paper from
darity course in my bag. and | was trying 1o remember the various

b we were supposed to make, and the tactics for achievirg them

8 8 bad movie I reached over and with my teeth unlatched my bag

| taking things out of my bag to find this piece of paper. And of

Fything in my bag was soaking wet, as was everything that | was

0 this piece of paper was folded in four and just sort of

d together. So [ grabbed it with my teeth and shook my head to

pen, and placed it by my side and started memarizang the demands

ifaken to the gymnasium of a police academy, where we were
swe were lined up into 3 long rows. We were sat down with our
d behind cur backs. And we were trying to conduct some
S meeling, We were trving to determine first if we should
lawyers right then and there or wait until we got to jail. But
Rng a technique that | found very fascinating. .. a1 the actual
o, where in order to communicate to huge numbers of peaple,
am out “Repeat after me!™ and then large groups of people



would repeat whatever information that person was trying to convey, and
that would nipple down toward the back of the demo. So they were doing
that in the gymnasium

As this wik going on, there was suddenly a commotion from the back of the
gymnasium, and someone started screaming, “they're taking her away!
hey're taking someone away! Don't let them take her!™ - 30 that being one
of the most impartant demands, that no one be separated from the ETOUR, We
began screamang “Bring her back! Bring her back'™ And a few of us actually
2ot up and staned jumping up and down a3 we were screaming. So one of
the guards came up behind me and grabbed me by the arms and kicked iy
feet out from beneath me and slammed me down to the ground, started to
walk away, and [ jumped up again and started jumping up and down, he
came back again, knocked me down onto the ground, and a thisd time |
Jumped up, and this time three people came up and grabbed me and picked
me night up ofl the ground and whisked me sway into a separate adjoining
room, whereupon they threw me down and left me there alone T felt ke |
was in detention in school or something. they had a guard outside the

deor. . I turned out aftesward that that woman was only being brought to
the bathroom and someone really overreacted So that was really
unnecessary, but it was kind of finny

| was in there for a long time, I didn"t know how long, must have been at
least an hour, an hour and & half  they then brought me out and into the
room where they were taking our belongings, taking down our information
and fingerpainting us in the jail solidarity course they had taught us one
technique for blotting out your fingerprins, and one of those techrigques was
1o actually put vaseline in your belly button or on the side of your neck, so if
a1 one poant you are able 1o coat your fingers in vaseline, then it will blot the
fingerpaints without them roticing it. 50 when we were in the Eymnasium, |
asked to be brought to the bathroom, they had part-a-potties outside, | went
out there, and | had placed vaseline in my belly button, but it was raining so
hard when we were outside that there was none left. As we were being
brought into the room for processing, | reached into my pockets and found
some crackers. and so | started eating crackers and then picking the crackers
aut of my teeth, and as | was doing that trying to put a lot of saliva on my
fingers! But then when he took my hand 1o 1ake my fingerprinis he was
going, “Carl, what's all over your fingers'™ Oops - busted' He wiped my
fingers clean and got some good fingerprints

women behand me, | noticed she was pretty upset, the was

ihasked her what was wrong. One of the cops had made some

Mbout the "naggers” he had 1o work with, which was just preity
. and really upset her

fRtessed and brought into the gymnasium again, and our wrists
810 our ankles One wrist, one ankle, and set on these mats. But
é ck into the gymnasium, | looked around, and our numbers
{lesa than they were before. And that really Freaked me out
e jail solidarity course we had taken, the jail solsdanty was
 Bssumption that we were all in the same room And seddenly |
B were gonna have to adapt this 1o & situation where we may
Lirom each other in different cells. And 1 started 1o really gel
84 bit freaked out by that, Cause | really didn't know how we
#e 10 do jail solidarity if we weren’t able to talk 1o cach other
pwed however (o make one phone call. | called the woman |
ath in Washington to get her to call my parents and let them
Vis okay.

I8 being taken out of the gym and 1aken onto buses, so we were
8 bot of the same guys that we had been on the bus with earlier
it was dark, and the guards were being kind of intimidating, at

emember one of the guards saying, “okay girls, there's no video
10 videotape us beating the crap out of you ™ That's a bit scany

bk 0 onc jail, apparently it was full | the impression | BOt was

il of protesters. So they took us to another location, and the
| Were being very intimidating, they were warming us about the
i being brought to: “Okay, you're going 1o the DC lockup

ek, that's no picnic,” you know that son of thing We were a
i We jusa started singing, in the bus we were singing some
BUght us in the jail solidarity course, and some others like
rever. . and “If Mahatma Gandhi can go 1o jail | can go to jal
jow, and then cach time we would repeat the LN, EVeryone
dsomeone else’s name, MLK, and Emma Goldman That was
et like being in a Girl Guide camp for activists, on the bus,
way 1o God knows where



They didn’t even bring us in through the main doors, they brought us in
through the parking garage, so the first thing we saw was this big open pit
teadang down o the el And you could just sense among the group, this
sait of sinking feeling as we were being brought down single-file into ihe
pats of kel And but then someone in the lineup started singing again, and we
started singing softly hoping that the guards woulda't tell us to shut up, But
the whole way we were just singing these songs, and it was a really good
tactec that we used throughout the time that we were in jail, to lighten the
mood. to make us feel 1ogether as a group. . and the acoustics in the
basement were really fantastic, we sounded really great

50 then they started bringing us in small groups of 3 to process us, and you
know they frisked us again up against the wall, they took down our
information, and they then ook us inio the cell area, and before they did that
there was sort of a fridge at the end of the hall, and they offered us a baloney
sandwich and some orange flavored drink which contained 0% real

juice . And 50 they brought us in in drbs and drabs and brought us in bwo ai
& nme, tw people per cell

The cells had two bunk beds, metal bunk beds with no mattress, no blankets,
no pillows. There was also of course the toiler, the open toiler there in the
cell, and it was really really dingy, it looked hke it had been buili in the
tharties and hadn't boen painted since There were splatters of dark
something against the ceiling. and you know it really makes your imagination
g0 wild about what that could be

And we were still soaking wet from the protests. And some of us were able
1o get these white paper kind of coveralls 1o put on, but even when we were
able o put these on it was kind of cold. But they didn't have enough of thess
10 go around, 5o some of us had 10 spend the right in our wet clothes

More and more women were being brought in, there were (wo women who
were there before us who had been brought in carlier in the day, and one of
them told us of & hommble expenence that she had had where thewe mals
guards were saying thangs hke, “Oh you don’t leok hke 3 real woman, ane
you a real woman? We'll show you what a real woman is like, we're gonna
sinp search you in fromt of 20 male police officers.™ And thangs ke that. 5o
I thank that really scared her, and that didn’t make us feel too secure enther

Leell area was full of women, we decided 1o conduet 8 consensus

; ale we were in jail we were all using code names, aliases - many
':- Feven seen cach other’s faces, all we could do was heas their

8 called our names out into the hallway

® is Mad Dog

llr_hﬂ'i means chopstick, she was my cell mate

A lacilnator and we conducted a consensus meeting until six in the
A that was one thang that | was really smared to see while | was

8 how people would use the consensus decision making

. stage of the process, from spokes council meetings to

g strategy for the demonstrations, to actually in the

i30ns af the vanous clusters at the intersections there were
EIngs going on, 10 when we were in jail

j 10 determine whether we shoubd kick up a fuss 1o get the

e we were still there in the lockup. We were still pretty scared

'L seen @ lawyer, that was one thing that really put us on edge
i to chant all together, very lowdly, and we picked up our

we were banging them on the footwear yelling “We need our

il We need our lawyers now!™ And we kept that up for an hous

IR least, screaming at the top of our lungs and banging on the

ﬁﬂ I'IHH}' funky

.Mm mow - OH YEAH!

Jar lawyers now - UH HUH!

pur lawyers now - BRING EM TO ME!
i lawvers now - SOCK IT TO ME!

int we stopped, but the men were in the cefl Block downstairs,
id hear them banging on the walls, in the same rhythm

¥ good, unfortunately, they dadn't bring us our lawyer But
Uhin the moming. one of the women who had been brought to the




lockup before us, her lawyer came in to see ber scparately, because she had
different charges from the rest of us. And $o she informed us that WE W
going 1o be brought o the courthouse fos arraignment at & in the morming,
and that was about all she was able 10 tell us. So after she lefl we decided,
okay, well most of us Rkely were going to see our la wyer in ¥ hour anyway,
50 we'll stick it out and try to see themn then

I juss amazing what they feed people in Jull For breakfast they gave us
these really old and sugar-coated donuts and then more of this orange
flavored drink which contains (% juice _And then they started to take us
away 1o the counthouse. But in doing so they were leaving 3 women behind,
and many of us were very conterned about that. $o some of us, 3 or 4 of us
went limp in the hallway, and | was the first one to be dragged out. Someone
was mopping the floor in the hallway, and 5o my clothes had just gotten dry,
and this women dragged me right through the middle of this huge puddie of
water and just threw me down into the middle of it She then picked up the
mop and went after the other women, splashing them with the mop and
saving, “get up off the floor! Get up off the Aoor!” and then they started
dragging them down the hallway. When we got to the stairs, | managed to
turn myself around so that | kind of shid down the stairs on my butt, but the
other two women were still clung, wrapped around each other as they were
being dragged down the stairs, | was sticking my hands under their backs o
they wouldn't hunt each other. We got to the bottom on the floxer, ome
winman was really upset, she was erying. and she was really concerned aboun
her friends. But at that point we were just outside of the hallway where the
mien were being detained, and they told us that they would make sure that
the women were being brought out before them or with them So we fielt
hittle better about that - and also the women upstairs, if something really bad
was happening, they could scream out and the men would hear them

The paddy wagon was preity scary, it wasn't like | expected, with a big
sheet of polished metal down the middle, so that we were a3 on beaches on
either side but staring straight into this sheet metal, we couldn’t even see the
women on the other side of the wagon. And of course there were bars on
either aide, and i1 was really dark in there

And we were brought into the courthouse - again, through the basement -
and we were brought in through the elevator. It was just a series of cages,
there was a cage in the elevator, when we got out of it there was another bag

Wwas irying 1o suss out whether there were amy minors among us,
iy convinced that half of us were minors, but there were no

Ong us

brought into another room in smaller groups And this woman
eanng plastic gloves - she came into the room, very grufily

ang us again, and then ordered us 1o line up against the wall, pull
ants, squat and cough, and we looked at each other in terror - of
nking we were 3bout 10 be cavity searched. And she again

Jut her orders, so we just complied, and pulled down our pants,

3 d. Nothing happened, so we just pulled up our pants and
hal was it, and we just started laughing, it was so ndiculous

B0 taken to another detention arca, and this time we were all put

B cell, 50 we were able 10 conduct a consensus meeting a little

there were other cells around us where we could see other

8 well, 50 we were trying to include them into the meeting 50

b issue of the meeting was how 1o proceed without having seen

i We had a long meeting, we were being held down there for a

Nd tension was s1arting to rise, but we kept defissing tha by

B mecting at various points and singing 3 song or omming briefly

at 0n with the meeting

ti-- women who were left behind were browght in and put into

e us, and then glove woman appeared out of nowhere again

e to pull down their pants, squat and cough, and we could

¥ on their faces the poor things. and so 1 screamed out, “we'll do
R solidarity! it"s not what you think!™ So we all pull our pants

i and cough and pull them up again And so they felt a little more

Ewas funay

g lime we were brought into another holding area, another

b small rooms with barred doors, and we could see some of the
ther rooms, we could sec them raising their fists and shouting

ers!™ o that felt really good 10 see them and 10 see thar they
Jut when they were putting us into our room, the men in the cell
Iere screamiing out, “They're going 1o try to scare us! They're
jlly really freak you out! Don't listen to them! Don't listen to




them!” And vou could hesr the panic in their voices, and that of course really
scared us. We were terrified!

We were kept there for a while Some people were citing themselves out,
thas was a guilt free solidarity we were doing, so anyone that needed to leave
for any reason were encouraged 1o do that without any feelings of guilt or
remorse. The woman, for example, who had been intimadated by the guards
carber went, and we sufely understood that, and other people for other
reasons had to leave But we were also informed that other people were
being no-papered, for some reason the paperwork for their bus had been
damaged of lost or something and so they were being released. So those of
us that were left were starting to get concerned about the numbers of us that
were still in solidarity, we had no idea how many people were still in
solidanty

Al this point we were dealing with the US marshals, and they were real
pricks, they were waming us that we were being brought into the DC central
jail, "which s nothing like the DC lockup, people don't call vou honey and
sweetie like they do with the DC lockup, it"s dinty and it"s old, and vou're
goang 1o be muxed in with the general population ™ They also said that
because we had decided not 10 givie our names, they had no idea when we
would be released, that we would be beld in jasl until our court date, which
could be months away

Someone then appeared from the lawyers” guild, who we were told were in
parinership with the Madnight Special Law Collective. Well, we coasld never
be 100% sure if the people who were coming in were actually

lawyers. | sometimes they missepresent themselves and give vou advice, bus
they're really undercover cops. But she came in and made an announcement
through the hallway, saying that we were being brought to the DC central
jail, and that we were being mixed in with the general population, and that it
could be dangenous

We didn't know what to believe, and | for one was really starting 10 becom:
ternfied, and was in my mind starting to tell myself, my god, this is not some
game, what the hell are you doing, this is crazy. But there was a woman with
me who had done this several times before, and she really calmed me down,
she todd me that we were being brought to a jail, which was not like a prison,
that the offenders there would not be as hardcore as they would be in a

hat we would most likely be all together in a large cell And she
o worry, and it really really helped me get through the next
urs, and to go ahead with it

ed that we were being given a court-appointed lawyer,
freakied me out & il we were also old that someone who had
e us had screamed out into the coustroom, “is there someone

e Midnight Special Law Collective™ and that no one responded
b felt really alone a1 that point and really scared, and not sure

RE 10 remain slent, that we weren't going to give our
brought into the courtroom, and we could see a few
bdudience giving us the fist up in the air, or the thumbs up or
15 o that sont of thing, and thas really made us feel good and
here were people outside who were there for us

ihat, we were then brought 1o the jail, and there was one woman
Kith two other women who were going 10 cite out, 50 we were

it her at that time. But she informed us that she was okay, that
Ie. 30 off we went. And in retrospect 1 really, really wish that we
th ber, because later on when she came, she was really upiet
been put on a bus with a bunch of male inmates who really
the whole way, making really lewd sexual remarks to her, and
her up. That was really unfortunate. | wish we had stuck

e brought 10 the jail in a minivan, and we went 1o the main
liwas still fecling pretty scared, it just looked like this really old,
@ But then we went innde, and there was a little hallway with
BWith bars on the doors, but the doors were actually open, and
o mingle with the other rooms And they had beds and cots
actually able 1o e down and sleep i we wanted rest, bui we

ik to cach other and that was good, to not be separated



There were other people there, who were being processed in or out of the
jail who weren't a part of our group, but l.!'l-r;.r were really cool, there was
one woman there who was saying, girls it's really cool what yvou're doing, |
was & real radical back in college. she was an environmentahist, and she was
really encouraging, it was nice to talk to her. And insade one of the cells,
someone had gone through there before us and writien on the wall, “Yay
sisters! We're all in here together, over 600 1n solidarity! Be strong!™

And also the woman who was procesiing us was very nice 10 us. Al ong
point | looked down the hallway - thers was & televagion , and there was &
news item about a protest at a Coca-Cola plant against racism. And three of
us, rasell and my friend, and the woman who was processing us, a black
winan, &l theee of us were saying nght on, thet's great, Which then led 1o s
wonderful corversation, the woman wad telling us about this program she
had seen a couple of mights earlier about sweatshops and how hosrified the
wits that this type of thing was allowed to go on, and we were able to talk a
hetle bit about sweatshops, and that that was a large eeason why a lot of us
were there a1 thal prodest

They gave us some clean clothes, the traditional prison garb, and the
miechanics’ coveralls in fashionable blue and orange, and they gave us soms
food And one of the women who was there to give us our clothes and stuff,
she was really moe as well. She was ielling us that the meat that they were
HIAE ul wad H!ulﬂ'_-' nod really meat bt 0, L0 i z.mbhled 1 up whiether 1!
wias of not. Mashed potatoes, and these meal patties and creamed corm of
whatever, but you know we hadn't eaten moa long teme 20 it tasted really
good 1o me. A lot of people wouldn't eat ot though

We were brought through another area, we had cur photos taken. We were
given an interview with the psychiainst, who asked us if we had any
thoughts of depression or suicide, [ guess they don’ wam people hanging
thermselves while they're in their jasl. But while we were in the medical area,
we wiere sittung in the hallvay, and some of the workers (here were
informing us that there was a huge crowd of people outside the jal who
were protesting. who were in solidarity with us. S0 again thay felt really
wonderful (o know that there were people outsnde fior us

it into the cell block, and we were put into jail cells with

. .-:ld we were given a pillow and a blanket and a sheet. and we
| m: resscs and clean clothes, we were fed, and 1 felt like [ was

M, because | think 1 had maybe 2 bours sleep in the previous

4.t felt wonderful to be able to crash firally

ding five days in jail There were sbout 80100 of us in the
8, and a kot of our time was actually spent in the cells. but
towed out of the cells we were allowed to have meetings

: i$ sort of central mecting area where they had picme tables

ted meetings to determine the priority of our demands

: ';I mecting those demands

L]

nlpnmn: demands was that everyone receive the same

L everyone receive the very same charge. There aze three

8, there's infractions, there's misdemeanors and then there's
'- { s had been charged wath either incommoding, which is

DUt & permit, or crossng & police line, and both of those are

- |llt].r re not termbly serious charges. Bud for intemationals.

i can be very serious: two misdemeanors can equal a felony and
f not be allowed back into the United States. So we needed 1o
oee Wik treated the same, that iternationals ot be

of our demands was that we maintain anonymity, and
‘nad to come back fior gnother court date, that there were no
ution, and no probation

g with two levels of authority, some of us were arrested on
Yy while others of us were arrested on federal property. So there
_.l:- us who had to deal with the federal amhorities, and they

er about cur demands, they didn’t want to concede on the
6. and they didn't want to reduce the charges 1o infractions
__,'ﬂur lawyers assured us that they fel: that their charges

ilendable in coun because most of them were bogus
gton gomg mp of resrsting arrest can be construed as
nmm. but there were a lot of videotapes of what had
$0 they thought they could defend those people




Whale we were in jail, we were umually woken up 81 4am with a woman ﬂ;;'r:]umr of the guards came to et us again, and tobd us that
screaming. “Chow time, ladies! Chow time!” 50 we'd go down and get our gy B 10 he medic, becuuse some of us were lactose
trays and breakfas:, some sloppy oatmeal or cream of wheat and a piece of W m;:u ::ql g 7, 30, Limm tom theall s s
frusit. and more of this (%% real juice. A lot of the women weren't caling a1 7 ?rm:-.l...:;:ﬁ:ﬂ': ::,:dh::ﬂ;:?c:l;ﬁ:b“:!:‘;::riﬂ
T::I.i :;tﬁ-.::rc inthere 1 did, I"m a vegetarian but | ate meat the whole time : wﬁu was happening. and they called up that they were being
) feoun. So | screamed down the hallway, “They're being taken 1o
i I-ul"ﬂu women hadn't been taken yet. . and this one woman in
sose code name is Defender, the was sanding there in the
they were preparing to take her. So she just stood there,
DUt i For a minute, and then said, “ay - STRIP'™ - they can't
of the jail when you're naked! So she stripped off her coveralls,
Mithe ground apd grabbed onto the leg of the table And this
¥ guards entirely, they didn't know how to deal with this ar all
810 get her out and forcibly dress her. Two other women
Way had also taken off their clothes, b omce they got to
d what the lawyers had said, they fired their cournt-appainted
ought them back 1o the jail later on and we were will in

T

| guess it was our 2™ or 3™ day while we were in there, some of us were
called down 1o meet our liwyers, which confused us. because we kad becn
meeting our lawyers while we were in jail So we were informed that it was
cur count-appointed lawyers that we would be secing - which again confused
us because we hadn't seen them since the arraignment process. We couldn’t
understand why we had 1o do anything with the court-appointed lawryers,
since we were working with the Midnight $pecial Law Collective. So we
went along, down past this room like you see on TV with the people talking
1o their mothers on the telephone on the other side of this thick glass And
then we were brought into this other office area where we met our court-
appointed liwver. He 1odd us thai the judge had ordered him to proceed with
2 bond review on the next day So he needed 10 get our information that

ni A bond review 15 & process where they reconsider the bond, an , :
unﬂm that a person is mpinud to pay to :zﬂ.lr't that you come back later . ﬂ';:f longer than we expected On the Friday night it was
el winplmeieg e the women in there with us were Jewash and they

e & seder ceremony. And we had this wonderful seder

il with someone from the Jewish community and the text of

f had been really adapted 1o include themes of social justice and
it was so wonderful and so snsgaring, I'll mever forget that, it

*
1

S0, first of all we informed him that we weren't coming back, ever, for any
coun date, and then that we weren't going to give him any information, that
we weren't going to give him our names of addresses or any of that
information. Which confused him and baffled bim, he didn't know how to
proceed then, be was sort of “Oh, okay, hmm ™ But then | raised the issue
that e was continuing to represent us on any level 1 asked him, have vou
communicated with cur other lawvers, and why are there s1ill these two legal
processes going on independent of each other?

L1
P

o3 were going really really well but they weren't conceding on
i thing. On the Thursday we weren't allowed 10 see our

s of the previous day's snp-down, and that combined with
SREIE Were protedts outude the jail freaked the guards out. and
The next mornng one of our spokespeople had been talking 1o the lawyer, e Wiho J:::t"'-m being densed privileges, they locked down the
and they informed us that yes, they were trying to put us through a bond fhat they did then '-;-a.; to $ort of intimsdate us they brought two
review heaning, and that we should resist going to the hearing and just (o . H_WIMhtl‘ cel up 10 serve us our breakfast one d'.!"".. And
pracisce noncomphance technegues in the court hearing itself, ie remaining " aNgry al us for having caused them to lose their privileges
sthent, and also velling the court-appointed lawyer that he did not represen: S Was & Lactic (o calm us d_l.'mn, you k.r.u,m But we were able
us, and that if he cominued 1o represend ud then we would sue ham for b wioamen and engage in a discussion with them
MUSTEPresentation
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Thursday was my birthday, | spent my 33" birthday in jail. But of course we
were all anomymous, 30 some of the women who 1°d been arrested with
Encw i1 was my binhday, so they made this announcement when we were
out in the meeting area that it was Jane Doe’s birthday. The whole group
sang Happy Birthday 10 Jane Doe

On Friday we met with our lawyers again, they came in and finally told us
that we were going 10 be released that night, They weren't conceding on the
ancmyrmaty thing, but they didn't require us 1o give our identification when
we were being released, 3o many of us gave fake names But most of our
other demands had been adhered to. We had all been charged with an
infraction, which is of the same severity as a parking ticket, it wasa
jrywalking charge with a $5 fine, but the lawyers had agreed 1o pay that
charge for ug

It was grear, we gol our clothes, got our belongings back, although Four of
us didn’t get our money back that they had taken away from us. . we were
wisting 4 long long time in the hallway downstairs while we were being
redeased, and they weren't adhenng to the order of release $o that scared us
because many of the vulnerable people weren't being releassd until the very
end. But in the end we did 21l get out, except for one person - my cellmate
when we were in the lockup. Apparently they had loi her paperwork
somehow. S0 one of us had to stay back for that night, but the Lawyers
managed (o moet with us and informed us that she was fecling safe and that
It wasn € a severe thang, 5o she was relcasad the next day.

When we came out of jail, there was a huge encampment outside the jail, and
people were there with guitars and video cameras, and they had welcome
signs chalked out on the ground and things like that. And they had hot food
really good food, and blankets, and they had forms for us 1o Gll out, in case
of any police brutality. It was just a really warm feeling to come out and
meet up with those people. 50 we spent most of the night there, we were
there until well after dawn, and then many of us then met up with our friends
and went on horme
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(8 huge overflow growd tonight, here for a debriefing on the DC

b issues, the actions and the cutcomes In the mruddie of this
friend David James Fernandes arrives with a videotape from the
didn’t cven realize he was there The lights go out, and we watch
ence of confrontation from the Sunday protests - a blockade is
0 3 bus, and the protesters defy the police and masntain their

tEl it turns around

| the tape is almost over that | figure out thar what | am walching
oM my intersection, and that [ am in the middle of the
K 08 Lhe screen - this is the bus that 1 helped 1o block, miy big

br Washington, | was determimed that | would EMEALe A5 &

not an observer. Now, after years of documenting other

M, the camera was pointed a1 me, and whatever MY mikgnangs,
8 action did or did not achieve, the action was mine
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