
TRANSMETROPOLITAN
THE

REVIEW

- an anarchist newspaper -

featuring

-what is anarchism?-
-saving snoqualumnie falls-

-liberal white supremacy in seattle-
-tales from the frontline of gentrification-

#1

“...in spite of all the efforts made to understand and explain
the universe, we have so far achieved neither certainty 

nor the probability of certainty, and I wonder if 
human intelligence will ever get there...”

-Errico Malatesta
November 1, 1924 free



what is anarchism?
We will tell it to you in plain words, through the voices of anarchists 

written or spoken throughout time. Anarchism is not a new idea. 
It is very old. By definition, an anarchist is a person who does not wish 
to be oppressed nor wish to be an oppresor, a person who wishes the 
greatest well-being, freedom, and knowledge for all human beings.
 A person who is satisfied to live among slaves and draw profit 
from the labor of slaves is not and cannot be an anarchist. To be an an-
archist it is not enough to recognise that anarchism is a beautiful idea--
in theory even capitalists and police might agree with it--but one must 
want to struggle to achieve anarchism, or at least to approximate it, by 
reducing the power of capital-
ism over our lives and the lives 
of all others. Until all are free, 
none are free.
 The aspiration to-
wards total freedom, if not tem-
pered by a love for life and by 
the desire that all should enjoy 
equal freedom, may well create 
rebels who soon become ex-
ploiters and tyrants, but never 
anarchists. One can be a willing 
slave for a variety of reasons, 
just as one can be a tyrant if not 
met with adequate resistance.
 Goverment is the ne-
gation of freedom and it is not 
possible to be free without being rid of it. The freedom to oppress, to 
tax, to exploit, to evict, and to kill is the denial of freedom and hence no 
freedom at all. The fact that our enemies make hypocritical use of the 
word freedom is not enough to make us deny the principle of freedom 
in our own lives. 
 The slave is always in a position of legitimate self defense. 
Their violence against the oppresor, the capitalist, or the tyrant is always 
justifiable. This conflict may be open or latent, but it always exists. 
 When the people meekly submit to the law, or their protests are 
feeble and confined to words, the government ignores the people. When 
the protests are lively, insistent, threatening, the government gives way 
or resorts to repression. But one always come back to insurrection. For 
if the government does not give way and resorts to repression, the people 
will rebel again and again. If the government does give way, then the 
people gain confidence in themselves and make greater and greater de-
mands until the incompatibility between freedom and authority become 
clear. In either case, insurrection is the result. Whether we win or not 
depends on how great the desire for freedom is. If it shared by enough 
people, millions or billions, we can win.
 But what does it mean to win? To create an anarchist world? 
We must say there can be no “anarchist world.” There can only be anar-
chy. It is the natural state of most humans and for all the natural world. 
Most humans tend to get along, share when able, and respect each oth-
ers differences. Bu there is a minority of humans who have not only 
enslaved most other humans, they have destroyed massive amounts of 
life and are threatening to destroy the planet. To create anarchy is to de-
stroy the power of this small minority and let tens of thousands of small 

words blossom in its place. We have suffered under one God, one King, 
and one Capitalism for far too long. It is time for the many to rule the 
world once again, as they should. And when that world arives we will 
still be anarchists among the many, trying our best to live anarchism.
 To destroy a persons ability to live off the land is to take nearly 
all of their freedom away. They can exercise their freedom to steal, and 
they will be justified in doing so, but without land the only other option 
is to submit to the reign of capitalism and exchange ones life for a dollar. 
They have poisoned the land, forced us to work for them, and deserve 
to be overthrown immediately. We must all live on this planet, this same 

earth we all were born on. To 
destroy another persons land is 
to destroy them. To destroy the 
planet is to destroy everything 
it has ever created. We must all 
organize to stop this destruc-
tion now.
 We will have more plain 
words in the future. For now, 
just know that the stakes are 
life or death. Without victory, 
we face only extinction. Histo-
ry vindicates anarchism thrice 
over. The time of our revolution 
is yesterday, today, and tomor-
row. LONG LIVE ANARCHY!    

or: plain words of the past and future

like Murray to pull of. Within a month of announcing the hookah 
bar shutdown, Murray backtracked on his grand project and stated 
that no hookah bars would be shut down. However, the city will be 
checking in on each establishment every so often to look for ways 
to further harass them. It is not certain that these hookah bars have 
escaped total destruction, and it is necessary for all concerned par-
ties to be vigilant. Otherwise, we might return to the good old days 
before the uprising, to the time when the mayor could get away with 
something like this without any opposition. 

you can get it if you really want
 As we have tried to illustrate, it is now far easier to call out 
the traditional white-supremacy of liberal Seattle. Certain things just 
won’t fly anymore. But the uprising didn’t fix all our problems. Just 
because white people can’t hide from their ingrained racism any-
more doesn’t mean they wont fall back on it in a moment of reac-
tion. Their everyday-racism has been allowed to exist for so long that 
unless someone challenges them, nothing will happen. Beyond this, 
their racism has been backed up by force of arms for decades. In past 
years, the Seattle Police Department and the King County Sheriff 
have enforced the ignorant and bigoted orders of the politicians, re-
gardless of the violent and deadly consequences. But this is no longer 
a viable strategy for those who claim to govern us. The more that the 
police enforce racist laws, the more these laws will crumble before 
their eyes. The lesson in all this: don’t stop smashing the state. Hit it 
until it breaks. Then sweep it away.
 Just this last month, the SPD have been putting dozens 
of cops at the intersection of Rainier and MLK for the purposes 
of intimidating the Franklin High School students. In addition to 
this, they have routinely been flooding the Rainier Beach area for 
identical reasons. It is no coincidence that these police buildups are 
only occurring in black areas. Oddly enough, while the police were 
flexing their muscles to the teenagers, the City Council was pass-
ing a resolution to no longer support youth incarceration. While its 
all well and good that the council finally realized how shitty it is to 
lock teenagers in cages, they are doing nothing to stop the constant 
harassment of young people by the SPD. It doesn’t feel very good to 
pass through a gauntlet of suspicious white cops, especially if you are 
a black high school student walking to the bus stop. But apparently 
this normal, nothing to get upset about. While the activist groups 
applaud the City Council for approving a few inconsequential para-
graphs against youth incarceration, the SPD are allowed to have free 
reign over South Seattle.
 We encourage you to take matters into your own hands. 
Print copies of this newspaper and hand it on the street corner. Film 
yourself talking shit to the SPD and post it on social media networks 
that the high school kids will see. Encourage young people to chase 
the cops away, or better yet, set an example and chase them away 
yourself. Take whatever action you feel is necessary against capital-
ism and the systemic racism it creates.  We have nothing to lose but 
our chains.

seattle general strike, 1919

EVENTS TO ATTEND, PLACES TO FREQUENT
OCTOBER 22, 5 PM, WESTLAKE PARK: Come with 
your affinity group, banners, and any propaganda that you wish. 
Find the others in the crowd who share your wants and stay tight 
and watch each others backs!

THIS PAPER IS ALWAYS AVAILABLE AT:

LIES A STRANGER TOLD ME
On July 18, 2012, a local newspaper called The Stranger printed a 
voting guide for the August elections. In regards to Proposition 1 
and the Juvenille Hall, the Stranger Election Control Board wrote the 
following:

“Critics say we should be more progressive by abolishing jails al-
together. But (a) THAT’S FUCKING LUDICROUS, and (b) our 
juvenile justice system is a nationwide model that diverts youth 
offenders into treatment programs, so this jail will have dozens 
fewer beds than the old jail. Approve this motherfucker already.”

Three years later, on September 23, 2015, a Stranger journalist named 
Sydney Brownstone, wrote an article encourage readers to join activ-
ists causes, one of them being the movement to destroy the Juvenille 
Hall:

“If you care about structural racism and the school-to-prison 
pipeline, odds are you’ll end up marching behind activists in-
volved with the movement to abolish youth detention in Seattle—
groups like Ending the Prison Industrial Complex (EPIC Seattle), 
Youth Undoing Institutional Racism (YUIR Seattle), the Seattle 
King County NAACP, and European Dissent. For months, they 
protested replacing the dilapidated King County Juvenile Deten-
tion Center with a new $210 million building that includes a youth 
jail. They didn’t succeed in stopping the new juvie—which local 
political leaders call a necessary improvement to a dangerously 
decayed structure—but on September 16, their efforts culminated 
in a city council resolution that aims to eventually eliminate “use 
of detention for youth” from the city entirely.”

*For the record, Prop 1 passed in 2012 by 55.42%. without the en-
dorsement by the stranger, it would not have passed. The lone dis-
senting voice at the Stranger was Charles Mudede, also the only 
black man on the staff at the time. 

conflict is about the two tribes fighting over money, land, and casinos, when 
in fact it is about him trying to force this development into existence. This 
story is about a mayor who will not stop recklessly cutting into the land 
and the developers following behind him. They are the ones who have to be 
stopped.
 The hit television show Twin Peaks has certainly contributed to 
the booming tourism at Snoqualamie Falls. Oddly enough, in this televi-
sion show the owner of the Salish Lodge, or the “Great Northern,” is a man 
named Ben Horn. He is depicted as being a corrupt capitalist engaged in 
all manner of fraud and deceit. In public Ben Horn is known as being an 
honest citizen and a vital member of the community. He is a business own-
er, a job creator, a heavy mover and shaker. But in reality he is a depraved 
capitalist who finances murder in the pursuit of profit. While Ben Horn is 
busy trying to build a golf course surrounded by luxury homes (much like 
the Snoqualamie Ridge) his lawyer is raping his own daughter, a girl named 
Laura Palmer. At the beginning of the series Laura is killed by her father 
for threatening to reveal the dark secret of the television show: that “Twin 
Peaks” is built on indigenous land. It is built on lies, rape, murder, and greed. 
 Those who wish to live in Twin Peaks must pass through a test. If 
they fail that test it will completely annihilate their soul. While he sits inside 
the Snoqualamie City Coucil chambers, surrounded by paintings that hap-
pily depict the destruction of the old growth forests, Matt Larson is about 
to be torn to pieces. His arrogance and deceit will only hasten his demise, 
and the place he has entered will certainly destroy him. Let the arrow from 
the past bring an end to this monstrosity of colonization. Let the land be 
returned to all indigenous peoples. We offer our support to the Snoqualamie 
Tribe in their fight. We hope you will support them too.  
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links to our friends:
bloom0101.org        contrainfo.espiv.net
325.nostate.net          itsgoingdown.org
submedia.tv  pugetsoundanarchists.org

warriorpublications.wordpress.com



SEATTLE WHITE SUPREMACY, INC.
-- the bitter truth about an obvious problem --

blowing the uber man
 Over one year ago, the illustrious Seattle City Council 
passed a law that allowed Uber to operate freely on the streets of 
Seattle. In case you didn’t know, Uber is a monolithic tech company 
that employs tens of thousands of people to pick up passengers from 
bars, hotels, private residences, and anywhere else in the metropolis. 
Unlike the taxi-cab industry, Uber allows its employees to use their 
personal vehicles instead of licensed taxis, forbids them employ-
ees from receiving tips, requires them to be online and monitored 
through their smart phone microphone, and pays them around 
$12.50 an hour. Once the City Council legalized this new “ride-shar-
ing” service, the traditional taxi services of Seattle was drastically 
disrupted and certain taxi drivers began to lose their jobs. As you 
can imagine, most of these taxi drivers were black.
 Aside from the token resistance of Mike O’Brien, the en-
tire City Council voted to give Uber the proverbial keys to the city 
and let them run wild with it. Some of the local media outlets docu-
mented the negative impacts Uber was having on mostly black and 
brown taxi drivers, but despite these news segments Uber contin-
ued to steamroll over the cab 
drivers. Many black and brown 
taxi drivers eventually became 
Uber drivers, and once enough 
of them were employed by Uber, 
they began to form a workers or-
ganization and began conversa-
tions with the Teamster’s Union. 
All the while, Mayor Ed Murray 
and the City Council kept par-
tying like it was 1999, smug and 
content with all the new money 
flooding the bank accounts of 
the bourgeois ruling class. Uber 
drivers staged a few protests in 
2014 and kept organizing, but 
it would not be until Septem-
ber 2015 that the City Council was suddenly forced to deal with the 
greedy Uber monster they willingly let into the city.
 It is well documented that Uber rips off its drivers and ex-
ploits them to the best of its ability. It is also well documented that 
many of these Uber drivers are not white. In response to these sim-
ple facts, City Councilman Mike O’Brien has introduced a bill that 
would allow Uber drivers to unionize and collectively bargain with 
their employer. As it is, Uber drivers are not classified as employ-
ees but contractors, a designation that prevents them from legally 
unionizing. While this pro-union bill is easy enough to understand 
and easy to empathize with, it is doubtful that it will pass in City 
Council. Some critics are already howling that the bill is illegal and 
that Uber drivers should be grateful for their precarious wage slav-
ery. It remains to be seen how the City Council will vote or how they 
will try to exempt themselves from responsibility for allowing all this 
to happen.

white supremacy, the seattle way
  The vote to allow Uber into Seattle was finalized 
in July, 2014. Since then, it has been a non-stop orgy for Uber & 
Co.. But if that same Uber vote had occurred in January, 2015, the 
results would have been quite different. As many of you undoubt-
edly know, an uprising took place in the United States in response 
to the killing of Mike Brown in Ferguson, Missouri. By the time it 
was over, it became exceptionally difficult for white liberals to hide 
their subtle and everyday racism from the public. After the uprising, 
all white privilege came under intense scrutiny and it was no longer 
possible to live an oblivious white existence. The happy-fun-time of 
liberal white Seattle had its mellow harshed by images of totalitarian 
police violence and an endless stream of dead black people. Even lo-
cal white celebrity Mackelmore was forced to march on the freeway 
against the police. Had he not, Mister Mack would have confirmed 
his role in the white-supremacist power structure of Seattle.
 And just as this white hip-hop artist was forced to take a 
stand and halt interstate traffic, the City Council was forced to change 

its own ways. At the beginning 
of August, 2015, the mayor an-
nounced that he would shut down 
all hookah bars within Seattle city 
limits. Supposedly this was in re-
action to gun violence, and sup-
posedly all gun violence emanates 
out of hookah bars. If this had 
been any other time in the history 
of Seattle, the mayor would have 
had his way, the police and city 
bureaucrats would have shuttered 
every hookah bar, and the black 
owners and employees of these es-
tablishments would have lost their 
livelihoods. But something was 
different this time around. Instead 

of letting the city steamroll them into the ground, these people began 
to organize. They called the proposed shut down what it was: racism. 
There was no way for the city to deny these charges, especially be-
cause they had no justification for shutting down all hookah bars. In 
every sense of the word, it is racist to shut down a dozen black owned 
businesses simply because a single person was shot in front of one of 
them. 
 It is always a tragedy when someone dies, but this trick has 
been pulled too many times in the past. During the 1990s and early 
2000s, the same logic was used to evict dozens of black families from 
the Central District. Whenever someone was shot on a street corners 
it inevitably led to the police raiding and evicting the nearest black 
households, regardless of whether the occupants were connected to 
the crime. Now that the national uprising has passed, now that insti-
tutional racism has been widely exposed (as if it was ever hidden), 
this type of scapegoating is far more difficult for white politicians 

uber drivers organize against misery

 At the beginning of time there were 
two sisters. Both of them desired to sleep with 
the brightest stars in the  sky. One night while 
they were in bed, the two women were tak-
en up into the county of the sky. They did not 
know where they were. It looked like the earth 
they had just left, filled with forests and ferns 
and rivers, but it was not. As they wandered 
through this unfamiliar place, the two sisters 
came upon two men. One was old, the other 
was young. These were the stars, the brightest 
stars in the sky.
 There is no time in the country of 
the sky and the sisters began to live with their 
new lovers, bedding with them every night 
and waking with them every morning. While 
the men went off to hunt each day, the wom-
en gathered the roots of swordferns. Because 
there is no time in the country of the sky, the 
sisters did not know how long they lived like 
this, and one day the elder sister discovered 
she was pregnant. In this fog of time, the el-
dest sister gave birth to a son.  Things kept on 
much the same, the men hunting, the sisters 
rooting. But one day, while they dug through 
the damp soil for the crisp roots of the sword-
fern, the sisters discovered a hole in the earth. 
When they made the hole bigger, all they 
could see was the green earth and the silver 
clouds. This was when they realized they were 
in the ountry of the sky.
 Suddenly remembering their past 
lives, the sisters built a ladder out of cedar 
branches and descended with the infant boy 
back to the land of their birth. Once they were 
on the earth, the sisters took down the ladder 
and watched the hole in the sky close up. And 
then they ran back home. When their family 
saw them they grow frantic with excitement, 
having thought their daughters were lost for-
ever. But while the people were celebrating 
the return of their daughters, a salmon stole 
the boy and took him down the river. This boy 
was the Moon,.
 Moon created all the people of this 
land. He told the salmon which way to travel 
up the river. He told the bears and the ducks 
and the deer how to live, how to survive, how 
the be in this world. In the place where he 
was taken by the salmon, Moon created the 
most important place, the most sacred place. 
He created Snoqualamie Falls, a wonder that 
would provide the people with food forever. 
And then Moon returned to the country of 
the sky, where we can still see him today.

MOON THE
TRANSFORMER

 In July, 2015, the City of Snoqualamie 
began construction on a traffic roundabout at the 
intersections of State Road 202, Tokul Road, and 
Mill Pond Road. This future roundabout is lo-
cated less than a quarter-mile from Snoqualamie 
Falls, the center of life and creation for the Sno-
qualamie Tribe. First the trees along the hillside 
were cut down, then the soil was churned up 
and flattened. In the midst of this destruction, 
the work crew discovered an ancient arrowhead, 
something that quite displeased Matt Larson, 
the mayor of the City of Snoqualamie. This ar-
row from the past has punctured a tiny hole 
through his plans to desecrate the most sacred 
place in this land. 
 State Road 202 is the main route for 
tourists hoping to see Snoqualamie Falls. They 
get off the freeway in Preston, take the Fall City 
road to SR 202, and trav-
el down a small, rural road 
that was originally built for 
loggers, farmers, and locals. 
Hundreds of thousands of 
people come to see the falls 
every season, all of them driv-
ing cars, all of them needing 
parking space. Traffic around 
the parking lots for the Sno-
qualamie Falls is often con-
gested, with motorists coming 
to a dead stop in the middle of 
the road in search of parking.
 The Salish Lodge & Spa also draws 
tourists in to see the falls, although it can only 
accommodate 200 of them at a time. The lodge 
has its own parking lot and is built directly 
above the falls. This structure is widely known 
as “The Great Northern” in the hit television se-
ries Twin Peaks. It is owned by the Muckleshoot 
Tribe but its management has been contracted 
out to the Columbia Hospitality Group. We will 
not comment on the Muckleshoot Tribe, but we 
can say with certainty that the Columbia Hos-
pitality Group is owned by a verifiable piece of 
shit. John Oppenheimer, the CEO of the group, 
is involved with managing a wide variety of lux-
ury hotels, golf courses, Port of Seattle facilities, 
luxury spas, cruise ships, and other ruling class 
establishments. He is also white, incidentally. 
 The Salish Lodge and the tourism 
surrounding Snoqualamie Falls is the primary 
reason why a grove of trees has been destroyed 
to create a traffic roundabout. There would be 
no road expansion were it not for tourism. But 
under the guise of a seemingly innocent road ex-
pansion, Matt Larson is now pushing for more. 
If he has his way, there will be 150 luxury homes 
instead of a forest above the falls. They will be 
priced in the millions with their spectacular 
views of the falls, and developers will stand to 
make a shit-ton of money. But these plans have 
been pierced by an arrowhead, and the greed of 
the colonizer will always be their undoing. 

 The Snoqualamie Indian Tribe, a fed-
erally-recognized entity that encompasses all 
surviving descendants of the original people, 
has dedicated itself to stopping this desecration. 
In the words of the tribe: “This is not simply the 
construction of a new road—an entire hillside 
was clearcut. We need to protect our clear water 
sources, forestlands, and open space. The Sno-
qualamie Indian Tribe has always worked to be 
good stewards of our land and water. The City of 
Snoqualamie has a development agreement with 
the Salish Lodge and the new roundabout paves 
the way for the developers to build another ho-
tel, conventions center, and subdivision on this 
land and beyond, just north of the Salish Lodge. 
This unchecked development near our sacred 
site is disrespectful.”
 In the last ten years, the land south 

of the falls has been heavily 
developed. Where there were 
once wooded hills covered 
in mature second growth 
and small creeks draining 
down into the valley, there 
are now nearly 4,000 luxury 
and middle-class townhous-
es. Snoqualamie was once a 
small town along the river, 
but its population has jumped 
from 1,500 in 1990 to almost 
10,000 today. This new devel-
opment all centers around the 

TBA Snoqualamie Ridge golf course and host 
an annual championship sponsored by Boeing. 
Every morning, afternoon, and evening, green 
Microsoft Connector shuttles deliver corporate 
employees from Redmond to their new town-
houses. All of this new development provides 
views of Mount Si and the great Snoqualamie 
Valley, something the developers can charge a 
heavy price. Had it not been for the efforts of 
the Snoqualamie Tribe, this development would 
have reached all the way down to Snoqualamie 
Falls. 
 But now Matt Larson and the 
earth-killers are attacking from the other direc-
tion. In his efforts to win this war against nature, 
Mayor Matt Larson is trying to pit the Sno-
qualamie against the Muckleshoot, a classic trick 
of the colonizer. But the Snoqualamie are not 
falling for it. At the most recent Snoqualamie 
City Council meeting, Melynda Davis of the 
Snoqualamie Tribe spoke clearly against the be-
havior of Matt Larson. “Your words hurt, Mister 
Mayor, and the citizens of Snoqualamie and the 
region deserve better than ignorance...we are 
asking all of you not to allow any more construc-
tion on Tokul Hill...don’t rubber-stamp plans to 
build homes over sacred lands.” Davis went on 
to clearly state that the Muckleshoot were their 
brother and sisters, and that they would not be 
pitted against another tribe. Mayor Matt Larson 
has been spreading stories to the media that this 

SAVING SNOQUALAMIE FALLS:
corruption, greed, colonialisn, capitalism, and Twin Peaks

adapted from the telling of “snuqualmie charlie”
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I am sitting on my porch, trying not be dis-
tracted from my marvelous view of the cas-

cades mountains. They sit in the distance and 
meet the sky directly in my line of sight, framed 
by two large pine trees across the street. My 
families house on the corner is elevated with 
a flight of stairs that leads to the porch, a little 
over 20 feet above the sidewalk. Being near the 
top of the hill, I can see beyond my neighbors 
rooftop from this porch. I can see the mostly 
green canopy of the Madison valley, much the 
same as it was twenty years ago from this same 
perspective. It triggers an image of a forest on 
hills sprinkled with houses seemingly built 
right out of the forest. I know this is an illusion 
of this metropolis. If I took that walk down the 
hill, into the area that raised me, and searched 
for that forest I know I would never find it. I 
am very familiar with this trick of the Emerald 
City.... 
 Just beyond the canopy of Madi-
son valley, from this vantage, you can catch a 
glimpse of the lake in between and above the 
trees. I am intimately familiar with this lake. 
When I was a kid, this lake was a source of peace 
for me. In the summer I would walk/run my 
dog to a secret beach between two mansions. I 
would sit there and fantasize about being raised 
in one these lake front mansions, while my dog 
ran and played fetch in the water. Other times 
me and my cousin and other neighborhood kids 
would climb up the hill and out of Madison val-
ley towards Madison Park and its public beach. 
We would spend the day there. This was what 
we did for summer break. By the time I entered 
high school  signs began appearing on different 
beaches telling us the water was too polluted to 
swim in. The secret beach became hidden be-
hind a fence mounted with surveillance camer-
as. But from where I am at now all I can make 
out is the sparkling reflection of the sun on the 
surface. No fences, No polluted water, No sur-
veillance cameras or rent-a-cops. Only from this 
distance does the illusion manifest and make 
the lake seem untainted. It’s Picture Perfect.
 Beyond this lake, on the Eastside, 
hills rise up. Luckily for me, the patches of the 
Eastside I can see from this distance are covered 
with a pine canopy. I am lucky because I know 
the other land on the Eastside of the lake has 
been ravaged by development. The land that I 
cannot see from my porch has been scalped and 
implanted with pop up towns, corporate cam-
puses and urban infrastructure. The parcel of 
the Eastside that I can make out has been pre-
served for the dwellings of the super rich, those 
of the elite global capitalist class.  The land these 
uber capitalist place their dwellings upon are 
closed behind fences, cameras and have their 
own police forces to control who comes and 
goes. You would never know you were looking 
at one of the most wealthiest neighborhoods in 

the world.
 Further east and from out of these 
preserved hills, seemingly covered in forest,  are 
the Cascade Mountains. They seem so beautiful, 
so grounding, so pure. From this distance and 
perspective I am unable to perceive the stripped 
flesh of the earth, and the bare open veins left 
from the search of ore and colonization. I can-
not make out the destroyed habitats of a multi-
tude of life for the sake of a dead ski resort that 
only operates seasonally. I can however, make 
out the snowcapped peaks as they pierce the 
clouds. In the morning I could sit here and get 
lost in awesomeness of the mountains silhouette 
against the rising sun. 
 I guess I needed that distraction. As a 
kid I was lost in these illusions. It created a loyal-
ty in me, a belief in the metropolis.  I felt safe in 
the Emerald City, the capital of the Land of Oz. 
It’s was a place I could call home. I belonged to a 
tribe, a family, a culture, a story. 
 I am no longer a kid. I am no longer 
lost for I can see beyond the illusions now.  I 
am no longer a kid and these illusions are only 
contradictions. But they still make good distrac-
tions. And that’s what I needed. It helped me 
place what just happened to me.
  I am on the porch of my family’s 
house that is over 100 years old. This house is in 
a neighborhood orginally settled by free blacks. 
It was a niche in northwest that they were able to 
carve out from themselves.
 Every single house surrounding us 
has been built in my lifetime, most within the 
last 5 years. On our block, two doors down, they 
have put up 8 DINK (double income no kids) 
residential units. These eight newly built res-
idential units sit upon two lots that previously 
each held 1 houses with good sized front and 
back yards and with at least three fruit trees be-
tween the two of them. These new residential 
units look like a hybrid between town-homes 
and apodments. Watching them go up was mind 
blowing. They were put together more so than 
constructed. Things just kinda snapped togeth-
er. It was like watching someone put together an 
Ikea entertainment center.
 I was appalled that they were being 
built. Then they put up the sign that showed 
they were on the market. I chuckled every time 
I passed it. Some times I would go outta my way 
to walk by them for a good laugh...then they 
sold...in a month. I almost cried that day.
 A few moments ago I was on my way 
home and passed by these sorry excuses of 
homes. I realized there was a pathway that went 
down the middle of these properties and led to 
the alleyway behind them. While observing this 
newfound geography my eyes stumbled upon a 
sign that told me “Upon use of this pathway I 
agree to hold the homeowner harmless”.... 
 While stunned by this absurd sign, a 
gentrifier snuck up on me. I admit it. That yup-
pie caught me slippin. And he sucked me into a 
polite conversation.
 “Hey,” he said. 

 “Yo, how’s it going?”
  “Great, its supposed to get up 91 de-
grees today. Summer is here.” 
  “Yeah...I heard. But I kinda miss the 
rain, ya know?” 
. “Ah you must be a native? Summer is 
here. You could just tell by how the air smells. 
Trust me.” 
 I looked at him a moment after he said 
this. He was wearing this weird condescending 
smirk on his face.
 “Yeah, born and raised, right down 
the hill actually,” I said, maybe even puffing out 
my chest.  
 “So you must like the area then?”
 I couldn’t 
miss a weird sense 
of pride in his voice. 
He was still wear-
ing that annoying 
smirk. I was get-
ting annoyed at this 
point and it started 
to show.
 “Well, I 
used to like it,” I said. 
“But its changed 
hella. Its not really 
even the same place 
anymore.” While 
saying this I decided 
to match his conde-
scending smirk and 
nodded towards 
those weird Ikea 
homes.
  “ T h a t ’ s 
what I been told. I 
just came here from 
Denver. I’m one the 
owners of these fine 
homes. Isn’t it great 
example of quali-
ty craftmanship?” 
He did some weird 
gesture imitating 
vanna white, while 
wearing the same 
ear to ear grin. He 
was so proud of his 
Ikea homes, I started to kinda feel sad for him. 
In utter confusion, I could only respond with
 “Uh...”
 He was so wrapped up in himself he 
just continued on.
 “Unlike that house down on the cor-
ner.  Its old and wild looking. It needs paint and 
the yard is untamed. Housing is a hot commid-
ity in this city.  And you know what? I heard it’s 
a gang house and I think they sell drugs there. 
When ever I see cops patrolling I point the 
house out to them. You know, now that I think 
about it, they could tear down that house and 
build at least half a dozen homes like mine on 
that lot.”
 At this point I was seething with an-

ger. All I could do, without choking this yuppie, 
was nod my head towards the sign and growl,  
 “Whats that about?”
  “What, the sign?”
 I am not sure if it was my demeanor or 
just a symptom of his colonial mindset, but his 
pride vanished and he seemed nervous for the 
first time. He also might of just realized I was 
black.  So I decided the polite conversation had 
ended and it was time to fuck with this cracker.
 “Yeah, is that some weird trespass 
bullshit? Or what? Cuz as it reads now, it’s hella 
vague and I could interpet that in a lot of ways. 
For example I could read it as ‘I could harm the 
owners if I wanted to’ or ‘the owners could harm 

me if they wanted to.’   
 At this point so-
cial conflict was obvious. 
I could no longer hold to 
civil pretense, but  I had 
to be subtle. I knew this 
yuppie was just a symbol 
of gentrification but with 
an array of appratuses of 
counterinsurgency be-
hind him and against 
me.
 A little confused 
and seemingly bothered 
by the questions, the 
Yuppie responded 
 “Umm...well, our 
lawyers told us it would 
be a good idea. Why do 
you ask?”
 He was showing 
his cards and I could tell 
I was losing my cool. My 
self control was slipping 
so I made my exit.
 “Well I am gonna 
assume the sign means 
that we can harm the 
owners as long as it hap-
pens on the pathway. 
Thanks for clearing that 
up. I gotta jet.” I turned 
and walked away before 
he could respond.
 And here I am on 

the porch of the wild looking house surround-
ed by an untamed yard. I can even see wild life 
on it. There’s a cat I’m watching stroll out of 
the yard of dandelions. It saunters down the 
stairs as a little kid beckons it. This kid is with a 
group of yuppies. I can hear them complaining 
about parking and how there used to be plenty 
of parking here, but in the last few years things 
have changed and yada yada. As these yuppies 
yap and yap the kid and the cat hit off.  While I 
watch the kid playing with the cat I hear the yup-
pies move their conversation to a more positive 
conversation about all the new housing going up 
and how the its making the neighborhood a bet-
ter place. The kid is still playing with the cat. The 
kid is gleefully waving a piece of grass as the cat 

bats at it with its paw. Then yuppies start piling 
into their car and the kid waves and smiles at me 
and asks if the cat is mine. I say 
 “Nah, it belongs to the land.”  
 The kid grins from ear to ear and yells 
a long drawn out “Cool!” The kid looks at the cat  
and hugs it.
 “Your a free cat with no owners,” the 
kid tells the cat while petting it one last time. 
“That’s cool” 
 This whole exchange is lost on the 
yuppies. As they put the kid in the car they cover 
his hands in hand sanitizer, seemingly as pun-
ishment for touching the wild life.  
 I look at the cat and the cat looks at 
me. We shake our heads in unison.
 I am now back on the porch. The yup-
pie from earlier just walked up and we made eye 
contact.  This time the element of surprise was 
on my side. The porch is partially hidden from 
the view of sidewalk by trees and wild bushes. 
The yuppie was walking from behind the bush-
es, so he could make a quick getaway back home 
if he needed to. The social conflict is real be-
tween the two of us. Allowing him access to the 
sidewalk in front of my house would feel like a 
loss, but physical confrontation would only land 
me in the custody of the state sanctioned fascist 
police force, the SPD.  I had to use the surprise 
to my advantage.
 I could see in his facial expression (or 
series of them) that he could not comprehend 
that I was there. I stared down at him from the 
porch of the wild house twenty feet above the 
untamed yard. I could see the knowledge of so-
cial conflict between in his eyes.  I decided it was 
time to reveal my own awareness of the social 
conflict. I interrupted his thoughts before he 
could gather his own. 
 “I know where you live.” 
 I said this very calmly and with smile 
on my face. This got under his skin. He could tell 
I held the psychological upper hand. Also, the 
look on his face was hysterical, distorted with 
fear anger and confusion. 
 “Hey! Whats that supposed to mean?”
 The blood rushed to his face. His 
hands were clenching and unclenching. He was 
losing his shit. I gave a little chuckle.
  “Just letting you know we’re thinking 
the same thing, cracker.” 
 When I said cracker this yuppie 
stomped his foot like a toddler. I was afraid for 
a second and thought he was gonna flip and do 
some wiley shit, instead he goes 
 “Is that a threat? I will call the cops!”
 At this point I stood up from my chair, 
walked  to the edge of the porch, and paused. I 
hesitated and then decided to descend the stairs 
while calmly explaining 
 “Of course you will. Thats your func-
tion. Just be sure to tell em which house is yours. 
Ya know, so they can protect you better.”  
 Now I am three steps from the side-
walk and I stop to pet the cat. Being closer made 
it so the Yuppie had to crane his neck even fur-

ther to look me in the face. I look down at him 
and finish with “Now fuck off!”  
 We were so close now I could see him 
sweating.  
 “I will not be terrorized out of my 
neighborhood.”
 That caught me off guard.
 “Are you fucking serious?”  I slowly 
descended the stairs in complete control of my 
rage. I square up to him. “You must have lost 
your goddamn mind. Your neighborhood? You 
dumb motha fucker musta lost your goddamn 
mind. I was born and raised in this neighbor-
hood, muthafucka.”
 At this point this yuppie had lost his 
shit. His eyes showed fear. He was shaking. He 
stammered repetitively, while making a signifi-
cant effort to get away
  “This isnt your neighborhood any-
more. Things change. Now leave me alone or I 
will call the cops.”
 He pulled out his phone to emphasis 
his point.
  “Well, I’m not keeping you from any-
thing... But remember I know where you live.” 
 I began ascending the stairs back to 
the porch and I hear, 
 “Fuck you, asshole!”
 I turned, smiled at the yuppie and re-
sponded. 
  “Sorry. Yuppie crackers aren’t my 
type.” 
 By this time he was out  of sight back 
the way he came. I could just make out him re-
peating  “fucking asshole” to himself which told 
me he heard me. 
 I am now on the porch with my uncle, 
having a tea in celebration of this small victory 
against the yuppies. I just told my uncle the sto-
ry of the Yuppie. The tea was his idea.
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