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“The rulers of the earth are sowing a fearful wind, to reap a 
most terrible whirlwind. When I look at this poor, bleeding, 
wounded World, this world that has suffered so long, struggled so 
much, been scourged so fiercely, thorn-pierced so deeply, crucified 
so cruelly, I can only shake my head.”

                                                 -Voltairine de Cleyre, 1888
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Organization which is, after all, only the practice of 
cooperation and solidarity, is a natural and neces-
sary condition of social life. It is an inescapable fact 

which forces itself on everybody, as much on human society 
in general as on any group of people who are working towards 
a common objective. The age long oppression of the masses by 
a small priveliged group has always been the result of the in-
ability of most workers to agree among themselves to organize 
with others for production, for enjoyment, and for the pos-
sible needs of defence against whoever might wish to exploit 
and oppress them. Anarchism exists to remedy this state of of 
affairs, to trigger this organization.
 When a community has needs and its members do 
not know how to organize spontaneously to provide them, 
someone comes forward, an authority who satisfies those 
needs by utilising the services of all and directing them to 
his liking. If the city streets are unsafe and the people do not 
know what measures to take, a police force emerges that ex-
pects to be supported and paid by 
the community, as well as impos-
ing itself on them and throwing 
its weight around. If some item is 
needed, and the community does 
not know how to arrange with 
the distant producers to supply it 
in exchange for their locally pro-
duced goods, the merchant will 
appear who will profit by wedg-
ing himself between the producer 
and consumer. This is what has 
happened in our midst; the less 
organized we have become, the more prone we are to imposed 
on by a few individuals. And this is understandable...
 So much so that organization, far from creating au-
thority, is the only cure for it and the only means whereby each 
one of us will get used to taking an active and conscious part 
in collective work, and cease being passive instruments in the 
hands of rulers. 
 An anarchist organization must, in my opinion, al-
low for complete autonomy, independence, and therefor full 
responsibility, to individuals and groups. Free agreement be-
tween those who think it useful to come together for cooper-
ative actions. A moral duty to fulfill ones pledges and to take 
no action which is contrary to any agreements. On such bases 
one then introduces practical forms and the suitable instru-
ments to give real life to the organization. Thus the groups, the 
federation of groups, the federations of federations, meetings, 
assemblies, farms, coops, etc. But this all must be done freely, 

in such a way as to not restrict the thought and initiative of in-
dividual members, but only to give greater scope to the efforts 
which, in isolation, would be impossible or innefective.
 We would certainly be happy is we could all get along 
well together and unite all the forces of anarchism in a strong 
movement; but we do not believe in the solidity of organiza-
tion which are built up on concessions and assumptions and 
in which there is no real agreement and sympathy between 
members. Better disunited than badly united. But we would 
wish that each individual joined their friends and that there 
should be no isolated forces, or lost forces.
 The fundamental error of the reformists is that of 
dreaming of solidarity, a sincere collaboration, between mas-
ters and servants, between proprietors anf workers. Those who 
envisage a society of well stuffed pigs which waddle content-
edly under the thumb of a small number of swineherd; who do 
not take into account the need for freedom and human digni-
ty; who believe in a God or a Market that orders the poor to 

be submissive and the rich to be 
good and charitable--are gravely 
mistaken. A social peace based 
on abundance for all will remain 
a dream so long as society is di-
vided into antagonistic classes, 
that is the employers and the em-
ployees. 
 The antagonism is spiritual 
rather than material. There will 
never be a sincere understanding 
between bosses and workers be-
cause the bosses above all want to 

remain bosses and secure always more power at the expense of 
the workers and the land, as well as by competition with other 
bosses, whereas the workers have had their fill of bosses and 
don’t want more!
 We are reformers today in so far as we seek to create 
the most favourable conditions and as large a body of enlight-
ened militants so that a insurrection by the people would be 
brought to a satisfactory conclusion. But we will never recog-
nize the institutions. We will take or win all possible reforms 
with the same spirit that one tears occupied territory from the 
enemy’s grasp in order to go on advancing, and we will always 
remain enemies of every government, whether it be that of the 
Democrats today, or the Republican or Socialist governments 
of tomorrow.
 Since no one can do everything in this world, one 
must choose one’s own line of conduct. The rest follows.

filed away by the fascist to come here to actually be as they are designated sup-
porters and spectators. And one group of people that stinks of the trappings of 
this court is designated a jury, among them wear sunglasses while in our midst 
– another has children who has Black friends whose homes they visit, but who 
never visits them at home and who has Black friends himself who never drop 
by. Another who thinks we are so ugly she turns and looks at the wall while 
we ride by in police cars. None of these people are racist or have any prejudice, 
and we know this because the court asked them, and they said they didn’t, all 
of them. None of the potential jurors were racist or infected by racial prejudice, 
and showed this to the satisfaction of a racist court.”
 We pass Powell Barnett Park, one of the many parks named after 
black men in the C.D. I can’t help but to pass the big rock of a monument 
that tells us StarBucks built this park. But in realities the descendents of 
Powell Barnett are the ones who organized and rebuilt the park by hustling 
StarBucks and other local corporations for the funds. But you wouldn’t 
know this from any of the philanthropic propaganda put out by the city 
and the corporations. 
 As I look back at the passing park I noticed the faded residue 
othe crosswalk being painted in RBG colors. I turn back to the book.
 “Had i not taken the position that no court in the imperialist U.S. 
empire had the right to try me as a criminal, i would have demanded that this 
case be tried in Rockland County. One cannot hold both positions. However, i 
believe that the people of Rockland County and elsewhere deserve an explana-
tion of the event, the expropriation and related actions that took place on Oc-
tober 20, 1981. ...An explanation....by someone who might have given them 
directions on the subway in New York City, or sweated through a basketball 
game with them or shared a dance floor should make things clear factually as 
well as let people in Rockland... and everyday people throughout the confines of 
the U.S. know for sure that it is not the people but the United States Govern-
ment and its oppressive apparatus that we are at war against.  The media said 
that on two separate occasions, members of the Black Liberation Army jumped 
out of vehicles shooting randomly in incidents where one guard and two police-
men were killed. On the face of it, it doesn’t appear random at all according to 
that line... It’s clear the guerrillas intended to shoot police and that’s who they 
shot. They shot the enemy. 
 “Expropriation raids are a method used in every revolution by those 
who have got to get resources from the haves to carry on armed struggle. When 
George Washington and company crossed the Delaware it was to raid the Brit-
ish, to take money, supplies and arms, even though he was financed by the 
French and owned slaves. Joseph Stalin robbed banks when he was fifteen to 
support revolutionary struggle. The Sabate Brothers in Spain were obliged to 
empty the tills of banks to resist Franco during the Spanish Civil War. When 
Carlos Marighella in Brazil or the Tupamaros in Uruguay expropriated from 
banks to finance their struggles, it was clear to the press that they were revolu-
tionaries; this government sent counterinsurgency specialists to help the juntas 
and dictators they resisted and expropriated from, just as they’ve done in regards 
to Argentina. But here in the U.S., the government doesn’t acknowledge the 
collection of revolutionary compulsory tax as the work of revolutionaries, just as 
the British do not acknowledge the I.R.A., just as Israel doesn’t acknowledge the 
P.L.O. and just as the Southern Africans do not acknowledge the A.N.C. It’s 
too close. The British called Washington a criminal and issued a reward for him 
dead or alive just as the Americans put a price on the head of Twyman Myers. 
The state must deny revolution and call revolutionary acts and revolutionaries 
something else, anything else — bandits, terrorists. The state must suppress rev-
olution and say they are doing something else. Rather than argue that there’s no 
need for revolution and be confronted with Harlem, the South Bronx, Bedford 
Stuyvesant, Newark’s Central Ward, North Philadelphia etc. They say there is 
simply not a revolution, as if there is no reason for sweeping the oppressors from 
power. Revolution is always illegal and revolutionaries are always slandered”
 We cross Jackson and  then we cross Dearborn and I feel some 
kinda way...I find a good place to stop and put away the book. Pull the 
string. I get off at Judkins...

ANARCHIST ANTIFASCISTS, ROME, 1940s

EDITORS NOTES:
 Things have sure changed. The traffic is worse, more people 
are moving to the suburbs, clogging the freeways on their morning and 
evening commutes. The rich and the lucky get to have luxury apart-
ments near Amazon or Google or whatever. Everyone else is in the 
sprawl somewhere, driving three or four hours every day just to serve 
coffee or push a broom or maybe even give a massage. Wow. Mean-
while thousads of people are sleeping in a tent or under ten blankets on 
a matress under a bridge. The City of Seattle just spent all this money 
on a new street car that will mostly help all the young millenials mov-
ing into the new luxury apartments. No one can eat the train, nor can 
they sleep in it, and it cost millions of dollars. Wow. 
 Actually, nothing has changed. This is the same rotten system 
we lived under four years ago, only it’s even more pointless, absurd, 
and deadly. Living outside is horrible, having no money is horrible, 
having no purpose is horrible. In fact, if any of this is surprising to 
you, I almost envy your ignorance. Because everything is falling apart, 
and even cynical old me can see this blackness behind people’s eyes, 
strangers, random people I pass by on the street. They know everything 
is fucked, that white ass, rich ass Paul Allen tore down Yessler Terrace 
and displaced hundreds of brown and black and asian people into the 
void. We know Paul Allen destroyed a corral reef with his “I-got-a-
smalldick-and-know-it” mega yacht. We know Paul Allen is thinking of 
buying the property on 23rd and Jackson just as all the small business 
along 23rd are being crushed by the months long street repairs. We 
know all these things. And yet we have not set out to collectively burn 
all of Paul Allen’s holdings to the ground, then punish him for deves-
tating the earth and the city with his greed and his insatiable appetite 
for wealth. What else should we do with Paul Allen? And in the end, 
who else should we punish? There are a lot of capitalist swine in this 
city, and what they have done to the earth and our neighborhoods is 
unforgiveable. 
 Do you see now? We know what the problem is. We do noth-
ing about it. And that is the problem. There are very simple things 
to do. Transition out of the petroleum economy. Destroy all non-vi-
tal industry. Expropriate the means for the survival of all human and 
non-human life. Eliminate the police. Liquidate the high capitalists (all 
1000 of them). Abolish capital. But here we are. Wow. So I’ll just end 
it with this. The world is exactly what you make it.

continued from pg. 6
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On November 13th, 2015, while most 
of the western world was watching 
images of the ISIS attack in Paris, a 

portion of Cougar Mountain began to move. 
It had been stripped of trees and surround-
ed by townhouses, its soil denuded of root 
systems and flooded with water. From this 
shifting slope, a person can see not only Ti-
ger Mountain and Squak Mountain, but the 
majestic Cascade Mountains and Mount Si 
rising behind them. This view alone increases 
the real estate price of any homes built on this 
slope, so naturally there are plans to build 90 
new homes. But on Friday the 13th the earth 
began to move. Water burst through and out 
the porous and rootless soil. The paved road-
way buckled, with one half rising a foot high-
er than the other. To everyone already living 
in the townhouses below, it looked as if Cou-
gar Mountain was going to erase their homes. 
 The City of Issaquah was initially a 
small town nestled between Squak Mountain 
and Tiger Mountain, its economy dependent 
first on coal mining and then on logging. The 
town grew at the confluence of several creeks 
and rivers that flowed into Lake Sammamish. 
Between the mountains and the lake stretched 
a large marshland that teemed with life and 
was replete with fertile soil along its edges. 
As western civilization developed in the area, 
the Sunset Highway was opened between 
Spokane and Seattle. This two lane highway 
became US Highway 10 in the 1920s until it 
eventually became the Interstate 90 that we all 
know today. Once this eight lane mega-high-
way was built through the Issaquah valley in 
the 1990s, a new phase of development began 
that was not dependent on coal or lumber.
 In 1990, the population of the City 
of Issaquah was somewhere around 8,000 
people. Today that population has quadru-
pled to 35,000. In the last twenty five years, 
nearly all of the marshland between the 
mountains and Lake Sammamish have been 
turned into an immense feeding trough for all 
of this new development. Target, QFC, Trader 
Joes, McDonald’s, Taco Time, and the familiar 
host of corporate food distributors have set up 
shop in the valley to feed the 27,000 new res-
idents of Issaquah. The marshland valley was 
sacrificed to industrial warehouses, corporate 
offices, hotels, and commercial outlets. The 
slopes on either side of the marshland valley 
were heavily developed by two major projects 
that clearcut the hills and leveled the slopes. 
To the east is the Issaquah Highlands, a de-
velopment that staggers the imagination in 
its immensity. To the west is the Talus devel-
opment on the slopes of Cougar Mountain. 

Residents in the Highlands can look across 
the valley at Talus, just as residents at Talus 
can see the Highlands. Between them is the 
cemented-over marshland valley, Interstate 
90, and the majestic trees that remain atop the 
mountains. 
 Views of the surrounding area go 
for a premium price in these developments. 
If your townhouse is tucked away behind the 
mammoth Regal Cinema with no view to 
speak of, it may cost less than $500,000. But 
if your house has a view of Lake Sammamish 
and the surrounding forests, that house will 
start getting close to $1,000,000. There is a 
mixture of housing prices in these develop-
ments, to be sure, and they have attracted a 
solid mixture of working class and middle 

class families. But the primo views always go 
to the upper class millionaires who can afford 
to build on the highest slopes.
 At the edge of the remaining marsh-
land valley near Lake Sammamish, Microsoft 
has its Issaquah campus and many of its 2,500 
local employees have purchased homes in the 
Issaquah Highlands and Talus. At one point 
Microsoft planned to build another campus 
in the Highlands, but those plans fell through 
in 2013. Since then, Microsoft has been lay-
ing off thousands of employees as its market 
share continues to collapse. It has even closed 
one of its three buildings in the marshlands 
amid the downsizing. Nevertheless, hundreds 
of Microsoft employees have chosen the Is-
saquah Valley as their permanent home and 
helped fill the vacancies in the new develop-
ments.
 But it seems one of these new de-
velopments has run into a problem. As men-
tioned above, the earth has begun to move 
underneath the Talus development. Hun-
dreds of housing units have already been built 
on this slope of Cougar Mountain, and now 
several dozen townhouses are threatened 
with an imminent landslide during the next 

major storm. The developers at Triad were not 
content to leave the hillside be. They had to 
extract the maximum profit from every parcel 
of land. Their proposed 90 homes will gen-
erate tens of millions of dollars for everyone 
involved, but before building them they had 
to first remove all of the trees. With the root 
structures destroyed by the clearcut, the hill-
side no longer wants to stay still. It is moving 
towards equilibrium and the residents of the 
townhouses below are in its path. 
 Earlier in 2014, a group of home-
owners in the Talus development began to 
protest at City Council meetings against the 
proposed development on the slope. Triad 
proposed to build gigantic 45 foot retaining 
walls to hold back the hillside from collapse. 
Despite much negative attention being cast on 
the Issaquah City Council and the developers, 
the plans were approved and the hillside was 
cleared. Over one year later, this eastern slope 
of Cougar Mountain is threatening to collapse 
and work has been halted on the new devel-
opment.  
 On Friday, November 20th, a group 
of people began to disrupt construction on 
the hillside and forced the work crew to shut 
down early for the day. On the weekend of 
November 21-22, anonymous individuals 
sabotaged the construction equipment left 
unguarded at the development. The devel-
opers did not disclose the amount of damage 
caused when it was discovered on Monday. 
The City of Issaquah was forced to issue a 
statement to discourage residents from taking 
matters into their own hands. “Please allow 
workers to do their jobs and do not create an 
unsafe work environment,” they said through 
their spokesperson. The desperation in the 
voice of the City is plainly visible in this state-
ment.
 We encourage all people to take 
matters into their own hands and stop all de-
structive development in the region. As long 
as the places we live in are created by the mar-
ket and not ourselves, we will be at the mercy 
of whatever disasters they create for us. Cap-
italism is wholly insufficient for creating a 
sustainable environment and brings only ruin 
and desolation in its path. The pursuit of prof-
it is behind this impending disaster, just as it 
has been behind so many others. We applaud 
those who took direct action against Triad 
and the City Council. Defy the bureaucrats 
and the capitalists, the master builders and 
the city assessors! Build a new world today!

ed. note: as this goes to print on February 3, 
2016, Cougar Mountain is still moving.

THE EARTH MOVES: suburban sprawl in issaquah

HIGHLANDS

TALUS

On Monday, January 18, a group 
of around 300 people broke 
away from the main MLK Day 

march and traveled through the Central 
District. Chanting “gentrification stops 
here,” the group surrounded Uncle Ike’s 
on the corner of 23rd and Union (the 
pot shop pictured on the cover). The 
store was open when the group took 
over the parking lot and the employ-
ees quickly closed the metal shutters, as 
they should have. The only proper thing 
for the group to have done would be to 
have ransacked, looted, and physically 
destroyed the store. But in any case, the 
store was effectively shut down 
as the group proceeded to hold 
a speak out out front while 
anonymous individuals bike-
locked the door shut. It later 
took 30 minutes for the owners 
to cut the clock. 
 The Black Book Club 
issued a statement and a series 
of demands to Ian Eisenberg, 
the owner of Uncle Ike’s. They 
said that “a developer, like Ian 
Eisenberg, buys up vast amounts 
of land and builds major apart-
ments or condos too expensive for 
an oppressed community to af-
ford.” As a consequence of this behavior, 
the Book Club demanded the following 
from Eisenberg:

1. Hand over 54% of his real estate 
holdings to the community for the 
purpose of community controlled low 
income housing.

2. Provide funds to be used for the 
legal defense of people of color with 
drug cases in Seattle and the cities that 
people have been gentrified to, and 
provide funds to the Black Commu-
nity to lobby for retroactive marijuana 
laws.

3. Provide funds for community-se-
lected organizers to fight economic in-

stability in or impacting communities 
of color.

4. Build or provide funding for a com-
munity controlled center that will 
have programs, which include but are 
not limited to, addressing economic 
disparities, food justice, and the ed-
ucation gap experienced by people of 
color.

5. Provide funds to assist people who 
have already been, or who will be, dis-
placed by gentrification.
 

 At the end of their statement, 
the group stated, “we are willing to take 
all necessary measures to satisfy the de-
mands we’ve listed here.” During the 
speak-out, Eisenberg came outside and 
stood in front of the store with his em-
ployees. He immediately took a defensive 
tone with the journalists who flocked to 
question him. He told the Capitol Hill 
Seattle blog that “a pot shop is a weird 
thing to bring up on the gentrification ar-
gument. It’s better to bring up on the social 
injustice argument that black kids go to jail 
— or went to jail — for selling pot. Now 
people can legally sell pot. And I agree.” 
  Ian Eisenberg has not only fa-
cilitated the arrests of dozens of black 
people for selling pot over the past de-
cade, he has directly insulted, slandered, 

UNCLE IKE’S IS GOING DOWN
and struggled to undermine the Umoja 
Peace Center, a black community center 
around the corner. Eisenberg and the 
capitalists who can obtain a weed sellers 
license are the only who ones who can 
profit from the new legalization of mar-
ijuana. The black market, and the black 
people who depend on it, can no longer 
compete with the state sanctioned recre-
ational stores. Uncle Ike’s offers $7 grams 
of factory grown weed, while sellers on 
the street have to ask higher prices for 
less potent product. Ian Eisenberg has 
not only called the SPD on black people 
selling weed in the Post Office parking 

lot across the street, he has re-
peatedly ripped down any signs 
that the Umoja Peace Center 
has put up on the corner, and 
he has engaged in open yell-
ing matches with Omari Ta-
hir-Garret, neighborhood elder 
and creator of the Umoja Peace 
Center. This conflict is well 
known on the street but not in 
the media. Ian Eisenberg is a 
long-time enemy of black peo-
ple in the Central District.
 Uncle Ike’s thrives off 
undercutting every other pot 
shop and having everything a 

gentrifier might want: a white bar, a taco 
truck, a weed store, and once the con-
struction is finished, a new luxury apart-
ment building that only the rich can af-
ford. We encourage everyone to sabotage 
all of Ian Eisenberg’s holdings starting 
today. Discourage everyone from pa-
tronizing any of his businesses. Buy weed 
from anyone selling it across the street. 
Spread word of what he is doing and join 
any actions called against Uncle Ike’s. 

ENOUGH IS ENOUGH! 

DOWN WITH THIS GREEN-
WASHED GENTRIFICATION. 

DEATH TO CAPITALISM!



“Existing systems in our so-called democracy value hierarchy as the means for 
the efficient management of society and reward those who exploit power and 
privilege for personal gain. The very structure of hierarchy perpetuates the cli-
mate crisis as a tiny minority of individuals — corporate executives and politi-
cians — make decisions on behalf of billions of people, rendering communities 
powerless over those issues that most impact their lives. This is at the heart of the 
deep cynicism in politics. People correctly understand that existing institutions 
are not built to serve them, nor run by individuals that care to do so.”

At the same time anarchists seek to tear down hierarchy and ex-
ploitation, we work to build a free and equal world from the 
ground up. Of course, these goals complement each other. When 

we push back against the wealthy and their enforcers, we gain space to 
revive and experiment with different ways of living; and as we grow our 
capacity to survive independent of capitalism, we have more time and re-
sources to fight back. 
 The tension between our exploita-
tion by capitalism and our independence 
from capitalism exists in every part of our 
lives: our food, housing, work, learning, 
transportation, even our social lives. Cap-
italism hawks many solutions to this ten-
sion. Someone who works hard enough and 
is born to the right circumstances can eat 
healthy food, drive a Tesla, live in a green 
luxury home in an “urban village,” put so-
lar panels on their roof, and send their kids 
to a Montessori school. The rest of us get 
food deserts, public schools, long bus com-
mutes, and high rents, or no home at all. 
The capitalists don’t really offer freedom or 
solutions, only indulgences for those who 
can afford them. 
 The state is in the pocket of cap-
italists, and does not want us develop our 
independence. Housing assistance, rather 
than helping people establish their own 
housing, is a multi-billion dollar subsidy to 
landlords. Food stamps, rather than help-
ing people build the capacity to feed them-
selves, is a multi-billion dollar subsidy to 
grocery chains, JP Morgan Chase, and Big 
Agriculture. Welfare programs are not meant to help poor people become 
self-sufficient, but to transfer vast amounts of public wealth to capitalists 
and keep people dependent on the state.
 We need cooperation among ourselves, and resistance to the rul-
ers. Around the world, people get together to plant community gardens 
and orchards on unused land, and share the fruits of their labor. People 
pool their resources to open cooperative houses, or simply crack open va-
cant houses, and open these homes to their communities as social centers. 
Bicycle cooperatives help many people cheaply build and maintain their 
own means of transportation. Workers occupy shuttered factories and run 
them on their own terms. Projects across a city, region, or even around the 
world can form federations or networks to coordinate their work. 
 I want to discuss one aspect of our needs, energy. Imagine we get 
rid of capitalism and the state. Okay, how do we stay warm in the winter? 
You may have had the pleasure of living with a wood-burning stove. Liv-
ing with candlelight and firewood is pleasant to some, and that is a good 
option in areas where people can sustainably collect the materials for it. 

But rejecting capitalism and the state doesn’t necessitate an Amish lifestyle. 
We should ask ourselves, in the places we live, what energy sources can we 
sustainably use? And what technologies do we want in our lives? Ursula Le 
Guin suggests, “Happiness is based on a just discrimination of what is nec-
essary, what is neither necessary nor destructive, and what is destructive. In 
the middle category, however — that of the unnecessary but undestructive, 
that of comfort, luxury, exuberance, etc. — they could perfectly well have 
central heating, subway trains, washing machines, and all kinds of mar-
velous devices not yet invented here, floating light-sources, fuelless power, 
a cure for the common cold. Or they could have none of that: it doesn’t 
matter. As you like it.”
 In a capitalist society, the wealthy make decisions about the en-
ergy sources we use, and any profitable technology is fair game, conse-
quences be damned. But to many people, the precautionary principle is 
simply common sense: if an action possibly risks causing harm, and there 

is disagreement about whether an 
action is harmful, those who wish to 
take the action must show proof that 
the action will not be harmful. In an 
anarchist society, each community 
would make their own choices, as 
long as the choices don’t infringe on 
other communities. In turn, energy 
systems could be coordinated across 
regions. 
 And yes, an anarchist society can 
maintain a regional electric system. In 
1936, fascists in the Spanish military 
attempted to overthrow the Spanish 
Republic, starting a three year civil 
war. For a year, anarchist collectives 
self-organized life in the city of Bar-
celona and the surrounding region of 
Catalonia. Infrastructure, farms, and 
factories were self-managed by work-
ers, with no need for bosses or execu-
tives or stockholders. Workers elected 
administrate committees, and work-
places coordinated among themselves 
across industries, Barcelona, and Cat-
alonia. Electricity in Catalonia came 
from hydroelectric dams, which were 

taken over by their workers. This system functioned throughout the Civil 
War. Sam Dolgoff summarizes in The Anarchist Collectives, “The prin-
ciples of workers’ self-management and federalism were tested successfully in 
undertaking the task of the immediate and efficient restoration of the everyday 
necessities of life — food, clothing, shelter and public services.”
 It is nice to imagine, though unlikely, that capitalism and the 
state will be swept away tomorrow. How do we get from here to there? 
Socialists propose that we nationalize or municipalize the energy industry, 
making it government-owned. For example, Seattle City Light operates as 
a department of the city government. But Seattle City Light was not cre-
ated by a top-down decree, as socialist politicians advocate. Before 1905, 
Puget Sound Traction, Power & Light (PSTP&L) — which later became 
Puget Sound Energy (PSE) — had a private monopoly on electricity and 
streetcars in Seattle (in spite of the local name, it was owned be a national 
conglomerate). Fed up with these monopolies, Seattleites voted to build 
a municipal hydroelectric plant at Cedar Falls, at first to power the city’s 
street lights. 

TAKE THE POWER BACK
While the specter of anarchism may be slumbering in Seattle, it 

is thriving all over the planet. Over the entire month of De-
cember, 2015, a series of informally coordinated attacks took 

place from Uruguay to Greece to Australia and many countries in between. 
Banks were burned, politicians cars were set ablaze, and other capitalist 
targets were incinerated or vandalized in what was called Black December.
 The proposal for this coordinated series of actions came partly 
from Nikos Romanos, currently housed inside a Greek prison for partic-
ipating in a bank robbery. In 2008, Nikos was standing beside his friend 
Alexis when the police murdered him. This state execution of Alexis trig-
gered a month long insurrection across Greece that lasted from December 
6th to just before before Christmas. Nikos was 16 during the insurrection, 
and as he got older the conditions in Greece continued to deteriorate. No 
one had any money, the rich controlled everything, and the police were 
open fascists. There was nothing to do but attack them all directly. In 
2013, Nikos and his comrades decided to rob two banks to fund further 
activities, but in the process they were captured and later tortured by the 
police. Nikos now remains in prison. In the call for Black December, the 
authors write:
 “A month of coordinated actions in 
order to know each other, take to the streets and 
smash the displays of department stores, occupy 
schools, universities and city halls, distribute texts 
that will spread the message of rebellion, place 
incendiary devices against fascists and bosses, 
hang banners on air-bridges and main avenues, 
flood the cities with posters and flyers, blow up 
houses of politicians, throw Molotov cocktails at 
the cops, tag the walls with slogans, sabotage the 
smooth flow of merchandise amid Christmas, 
loot the displays of abundance, carry out public 
activities, and exchange experiences and ratio-
nales around various topics of struggle.
 “To meet each other in narrow urban 
streets, and paint on the ugly buildings of banks, 
police stations, multinationals, military camps, 
television studios, courts, churches, charitable 
corporate groups with ashes.
 “To deregulate the deadly social regu-
larity of psychotropic drugs, economic suffocation, misery, impoverishment and 
depression in a thousand ways, regulating our existence to the rhythms of anar-
chist insurrection, where life takes on meaning; into the ceaseless battle against 
domination and its representatives. To set fire to the fragile social cohesion and 
go out into the streets, being the first to strangle the monster of economy before 
it exterminates us through its bureaucratic mechanisms and its killers in suits 
who staff the command centres of the economic warfare.”
 One of the first groups to respond to this call was the Movi-
mento Insurgente Anarquista (MIA) in Brazil. The MIA appears to have 
formed out of the Brazilian insurrection of 2012 and has conducted several 
attacks against capitalist targets. In the middle of November, 2015, the 
group burnt down four banks in Sao Paulo and issued a statement en-
couraging all anarchist groups to participate in Black December. In their 
communique for the attack, the MIA writes:
 “Republic, presidentialism, monarchy, or even social democracy. 
There is no alternative to capitalism that is more “humanised” because the 
problem is capitalism itself. We will be oppressed and exploited as long as there 
are capitalism, social classes and exploitation of human by human.
 “Do not believe in magical solutions proposed by demagogues and 
opportunists. There is no alternative to the capitalist crisis that looms large on 

the horizon. Impeachment, coup, elections or any other palliative do not solve 
the structural problems that the Brazilian State presents. Only the autonomous, 
free and revolutionary organisation of male workers, female workers and youth 
can guarantee the construction of a new society towards complete freedom.”
 “We will continue to violently attack the superstructure of capitalist 
domination. We will make gunpowder and fire our only voice in the face of 
injustices, for the construction and propagation of anarchist urban guerrillas 
that today begin to emerge in São Paulo, Rio de Janeiro and Rio Grande do 
Sul, in parallel with the struggle of the masses that also emerges with new rev-
olutionary subjects.
 “Our solidarity also goes out to the feminist struggle of women who 
marched in São Paulo and Rio de Janeiro against the scumbag Eduardo Cunha 
and the entire reactionary mob that nowadays infest the political and economic 
scene with their rotten conservative and theocratic agendas. Continue to fight 
the good fight; the people are with you as well!”
 During the month of December, a wide variety of capitalist tar-
gets were attacked. In Athens a politician for the formerly ruling PASOK 
party had their car burnt and the entrance to their house set ablaze. In Ber-

lin many cars were set ablaze on the anniversa-
ry of Alexis’ execution. The MIA struck again, 
burning down another bank in the outskirts of 
Sao Paulo. In the Rhodope region of Greece, 
an anarchist group burnt the car of a local 
leader of the fascist Golden Dawn party. Two 
days later the Turkish embassy was attacked in 
Thessaloniki. A Porsche dealership in Monte-
video, Uruguay was completely burnt down. 
On December 31st, a lignite mine was set on 
fire by anarchists in the Hambach forest of 
Germany. On that same day in Leipzig, Ger-
many, four cars belonging to the Ministry of 
Finance were incinerated. And those are just 
some of the actions that took place. There 
have been dozens of other attacks throughout 
the course of January and the anarchist offen-
sive continues outside of December. 
 Anarchism is natural, joyful, and serious. 
For every one of these attacks, there is a strong 
base of support, lovers, friends, families, proj-

ects, kitchens, social spaces, parks, neighborhoods, villages. The sum of 
anarchism is not an explosive device, but there is nothing to condemn in 
these actions, nor do these actions claim to be the answer. They are simply 
good. No one cries over a burnt bank or a smoldering luxury car. In fact, 
both of these things should no longer exist. Some people have an easier 
time handling this shitty reality than others. Some cannot stand the hy-
pocrisy and need to attack it. While we might be able to go to our bullshit 
job, maybe our friend just wants to burn down the bank they’re in debt to. 
And we should let them, we should even encourage and help them do that, 
because no one was harmed in any of the actions listed above, and rather 
than see our friends suffer in a miserable job in a pointless world that is 
about to collapse, we should all figure out a way to stop this nightmare. 
Take courage from Black December and don’t forget that the secret is to 
really begin. You don’t need to find the local anarchists. You just need to 
find your friends and start from there. In fact it is best that you DO NOT 
seek out the local anarchists, as this horrid country is so infiltrated by fed-
eral informants and corporate infiltrators that you would only put yourself 
in danger.  Find the people you trust, remember that your smartphone and 
your computer is a surveillance device, and make your plans. Good luck.

BLACK DECEMBER FOREVER

-4- -9-continued on pg. 5



 A letter from the municipal archive describes how workers 
pushed the private monopoly out of Seattle: “In the early days employees 
took a personal interest in developing City Light, much as if it were their own 
business…[PSTP&L] was unfair to organized labor for 15 years and the line-
men’s union helped City Light greatly. A group of linemen would go to a saloon 
and drink, and talk the owner into taking City Light. Then they would call 
up [Ormand] Watson in the middle of the night to come over to the saloon and 
write a contract. The Linemen’s Union sent representatives around to all union 
shops to get them to switch over to City Light...This spirit was very real in the 
original group of employees, many of who were never rewarded by any high 
position — and no one in City Light ever got much salary that I know of.”
 In 1928, Washington State Grange farmers and unions put Ini-
tiative 1 on the ballot to create Public Utility Districts (PUDs), to achieve 
rural electrification and sweep out private monopolies. Today, in most 
counties in the state, voters elect PUD commissioners and have much 
more say in the utility’s operations. PSE, now owned by international in-
vestors, still has a monopoly on gas heating in Seattle and on electricity 
in much of the Puget Sound area. Most of this electricity is generated 
by burning methane gas and coal. State politicians, the Sierra Club, and 
PSE are negotiating for PSE to close its Montana coal plant, but any deal 
would put taxpayers and ratepayers on the hook for closure and cleanup 
costs. PSE is also trying to build new high-tension powerlines across King 
County, which would seize many homes through eminent domain and 
cost ratepayers $300 million. The project, 
“Energize Eastside,” isn’t necessary for local 
energy needs; it would expand an electric 
transmission corridor between Canada and 
California, so PSE can sell electricity out-of-
state. 
 In the 1930s, New Deal Demo-
crats made public electricity a key platform 
issue. FDR created the Bonneville Power 
Administration (BPA), and the government 
spearheaded dam construction across the re-
gion. The dams produced far more electricity 
than anyone needed and wrecked local eco-
systems, pushing Northwest salmon to the 
edge of extinction and devastating Native 
communities. The state government created 
Energy Northwest to build even more dams 
and nuclear power plants, a project that was 
environmentally and financially disastrous. The BPA is now building an-
other destructive swath of high-tension powerlines through southwest 
Washington, again not to meet local energy needs, but to expand their 
electric transmission corridor to sell hydropower to California.
 In Washington State, people successfully fought the electric mo-
nopolies and started to build a decentralized, community-owned electric 
system. But the movement was derailed when social democrats in the state 
and federal governments intervened, pushing centralized infrastructure 
and creating another destructive, entrenched bureaucracy. 
 People are taking the power back, by several means. The Yaka-
ma Confederation created a municipal utility in 2005, Yakama Power, 
to build renewable power projects and train Confederation members as 
utility workers, and are now generating hydropower from existing irriga-
tion channels. In 2008, Jefferson County voters kicked out PSE and are 
now getting cheaper, cleaner energy from the county PUD. A small group 
of people mobilized neighborhood associations in Portland, Oregon, to 
form Solarize Portland, which has weatherized and installed solar power 
on about 1000 houses. Solarize Northwest has organized neighborhood 
associations to install solar panels on over 800 houses in the Seattle area, as
well as on community centers and at Jackson Place Cohousing.
 Renewable energy cooperatives are groups of neighbors who 
identify the best places in their area to install renewable energy systems, 

pool resources to buy parts cheaply, coordinate installation, and share the 
energy generated. This way, renewable energy isn’t restricted to wealthy 
homeowners. The group can have a barn-raising event to install systems, 
or hire a worker cooperative. Every neighborhood could have a solar coop-
erative. Denmark and Germany get a large portion of their electricity from 
solar — while getting less sun than the Northwest! 
 Solar cooperatives and existing neighborhood groups can be the 
beginning of a local energy system. These groups could form neighbor-
hood energy unions, associations of all the electricity users in the area. 
These unions can carry out direct action campaigns — in both the sense 
of building independent, local infrastructure, and the sense of confronting 
capitalist control of energy. They could build community solar systems, 
district heating networks (like the one used by the University of Washing-
ton and in many parts of Denmark and Sweden), geothermal and wind 
facilities where there is potential for it, cooperative housing, and remodel 
buildings for energy efficiency. 
 These projects would reduce the neighborhood’s reliance on the 
utilities, while building relationships between electricity users and utility 
workers, so they can support each other’s campaigns against the capitalists. 
Like tenants unions organizing rent strikes, neighborhood energy unions 
can organize utility bill strikes, and defend each other against shutoffs. 
People can use this leverage to demand utilities facilitate and even fund 
community energy projects. In the 1970s, the PCC grocery chain fund-

ed Seattle’s network of community gardens. 
Neighborhoods could tap credit unions and 
other cooperatives to fund energy projects. 
The Black Panther Party picketed corporate 
grocery chains and liquor stores to demand 
funding for their Survival Pending Revolu-
tion programs. People could similarly de-
mand community project funding from the 
likes of Amazon, Whole Foods, or Uncle 
Ike’s.
 In areas monopolized by PSE, people can 
create PUDs or tribal government utilities 
(if on a reservation). Neighborhood energy 
unions can demand municipal utilities with-
draw from contracts with the BPA and Ener-
gy Northwest, and campaign to democratize 
municipal utilities, so they are directed by 
recallable delegates elected by utility workers 

and electricity users. Or, neighborhood energy unions and utility workers 
can create a regional network to supersede the utilities.
 There is much to do to end exploitation, oppression, and ensure 
our long-term survival. We can start almost anywhere. Decolonization 
must be a priority — supporting Native communities in regaining inde-
pendence. The dams must go.
 The capitalist template of single-family homes and single-occu-
pancy vehicles is unsustainable and unrealistic. We need walkable neigh-
borhoods for everyone, not just for wealthy urbanites. Squatting, tenants 
unions, community land trusts and cooperative housing can help keep 
affordable housing in the city — which, combined with remodeling for 
energy efficiency, have an immense potential to reduce energy usage. We 
can make bicycles available to everyone, build good bicycle infrastructure, 
and demand free, comprehensive public transit; this is another huge piece 
of reducing energy usage. 
 Perhaps you disagree with parts of this vision — then you can 
get together with people and make your own plan! Or start somewhere 
and figure it out as you go along. Whatever you may imagine, we need 
to get the state and capitalists out of our lives. Otherwise, they will go on 
exploiting us and destroying the planet.

Were you to walk into the City of Snoqualmie Coun-
cil Chambers, you would immediately see a series of 
large oil paintings behind the City Council members 

seats. Each of these paintings depicts the colonization and de-
forestation of the surrounding area. Images of trains, saws, and 
clearcuts are all bathed in a godly light, as if the good lord and 
all the angels had ordained that this scared land of the moon 
would be ravaged, raped, and pillaged for the good of the white 
colonizer. To see such depictions of colonization in the Pacific 
Northwest is not uncommon. Nearly every small town has some 
such mural or artwork officially commissioned by the city. The 
truth of the matter is that these small towns don’t have any his-
tory besides the brutal history of 
colonization. So at least the City 
of Snoqualmie is being honest by 
placing these colonial paintings 
above the seat of power. This 
devastated vision of the earth is 
precisely what they are defend-
ing.   
 Nearly 150 years ago, 
the first Anglo-Saxon colonizers 
began their invasion of the val-
ley of the moon and quickly ex-
propriated all of the Snoqualmie 
land. The tribe was lumped to-
gether with all the other con-
quered tribes and given a spot 
in Tuallip Reservation up north. 
But after colonization many 
Snoqualmie stayed in the valley 
of the moon and remain their 
too this day. Now the tribe has 
regained a strong foothold in its homeland, but it still faces a 
ruthless, racist opponent in City Hall. After being granted tribal 
status by the federal government and given a small piece of land 
on the eastern slope of the valley, the Snoqualmie built a large 
casino to generate money. Like many other tribes within the bor-
ders of the United States, the Snoqualmie have exercised their 
federally granted right to open a casino on their lands and use 
the money to fund community programs like addiction recovery, 
as well as provide jobs for hundreds of tribal members. Without 
these capital-generating casinos, most tribes are left to the whims 
of the capitalist economy and its structural racism. 
 We have nothing to say about Snoqualmie Casino. It is 
objectively vital to the health and well-being of the Snoqualmie 
Tribe at the present moment. But we are anarchists, we detest 
capitalism, and we hate what it forces people to do in order to 
survive. The tribe should have its land back, there should be no 
more capitalism, and thus no more need to have money. But 

here we are, stuck in this situation. And now there has been a new 
development in the fight between the tribe and City of Snoqualmie.
 For the past months, the tribe and the City of Snoqualmie 
have been exchanging political salvos over the luxury housing devel-
opment planned to be built above Snoqualmie Falls. These falls are 
the center of creation for the Snoqualmie people, a place created by 
the moon that would provide them with food and life forever. May-
or Matt Larson does not care at all about the beliefs of the tribe, 
nor does he respect them as people, and so is pushing ahead with 
the development plan. Despite his efforts to control all the informa-
tion about this skeezy development, Matt Larson has been forced to 
publicly address the protests of the Snoqualmie Tribe. Apparently 

all the bad press went to his head 
because in the middle of De-
cember the City of Snoqualmie 
sent the tribe a letter, stating they 
would stop water and sewage ser-
vice to the Snoqualmie Casino in 
November, 2016. On December 
17, 2015, the Snoqualmie Tribe 
filed a federal lawsuit against the 
City of Snoqualmie for racial dis-
crimination. 
 Since then, there have been no 
public developments. Construc-
tion of a new, wider road con-
tinues a few hundred feet from 
Snoqualmie Falls. Mayor Matt 
Larson has decided the valley of 
the moon is not big enough for 
him, and is now running for the 
State Senate as a representative of 
Carnation, Issaquah, Snoqualm-

ie, North Bend, Renton, Maple Valley and Black Diamond. If he is 
elected, he has even more power to control the land and influence 
decision on development. Matt Larson is essentially a zombie, liv-
ing in his nuclear family inside a McMansion, completely discon-
nected from the land, unable to picture life as anything other than a 
strip mall, a subdivision, and a road. This man is a pig and he needs 
to be stopped. Please spread word of whats happening out here in 
the valley and come to any actions called by Snoqualmie Tribe. The 
deforestation and pillaging of Snoqualmie must end. Feel free to 
act directly against these forces of colonization and if you can take 
a risk in defense of the earth and the first people, please do so.

ALL AMERICAN RACISM IN SNOQUALMIE
the city of snoqualmie vs. the snoqualmie tribe

for more information, see:

Save Snoqualmie Falls on Facebook
savesnoqualmiefalls.org
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I am running late. But so is Uncle Joe.  Un-
cle Joe metro number 8 will be giving me 
a ride out of the Lower Queen Anne into 

and through Vulcan’s South Lake Union vil-
lage populated with Amazonian tech bro’s, 
googlites, Mircosoft importees, and the service 
class catering to their needs. Uncle Joe num-
ber 8 will continue through Paul Allen’s wet 
dream in to the post-hip Capital Hell former-
ly known as “the hill” or its state name Capi-
tol Hill. The 8 will crest the hill and descend 
east down Madison into the valley. It will then 
travel along MLK thru the C.D. and into the 
southend all the way to Rainier Beach. I will 
get off on the I-90 cap and wait for my friend 
coming from the eastside. But first I gotta catch 
the Uncle Joe. 
 As I get to the stop I see an 8 pulling 
away a couple blocks down. Uncle Joe wasn’t 
late, the app on my phone was off. Sooo... Now 
I have some time to kill. I turn around and there 
is the uptown cafe. So I follow my roots and go 
in and order a cup of coffee. Me and the barista 
lacklusterly attempt a conversation. I left a 85% 
tip on a two dollar drink and went outside and 
pulled out a smoking blend of herbs the homie 
harvested from the woods, and put the smallest 
amount of green in, rolled it and lit up. I reach 
for my book and begin reading. Before I got 
two sentences in I was interrupted...
 “Whatcha readin?”
 Kuwasi Balagoon had just stood and 
began his closing statements with:
 “For the record, i’ll say right now, that 
this place is an armed camp. It has the trappings 
and props of a court. A state-issued clone in a 
black robe, an ambitious state-issued clone of the 
state table, a fenced off area, and a section for 
spectators with a smaller section for members of 
the press, who can listen to an opening statement 
and between them, not one mentions anything i 
said about America being an Imperialist empire 
that among other things holds New Afrikan people 
in subjection or that the U.S. government while 
hypocritically speaking of human rights in places 
like Poland never mentions the political prisoners 
it holds and calls grand jury resisters. The state-is-
sued prosecutor objects, the state-issued court sus-
tains and the media that pats itself on the back 
and hypocritically calls itself free, erase whatever 
notes they might have taken automatically and 
take their places beside the state-issued court and 
prosecutor.”
 I really don’t like it when people in-
terrupt my reading. And being in the uptown 
hood I expected a yuppie. I look up and see an 
elder black man with a duffle bag sitting down 
at the next seat over.  I dog ear the book, close 
it and hold it up for him to read the cover. 
 He takes the book out of my hand 

and flips it open to the last page I was reading 
and begins reading aloud
 “There’s no record of the B.L.A. leav-
ing comrades in hostile areas on purpose. When 
comrades are wounded attempts are made to carry 
them. The state contends that Marilyn Buck was 
wounded and taken to Mt. Vernon with the unit 
in question.”
 This elder looks me in the eye and 
starts rolling with laughter. He asks me where I 
am from and I tell him. 
 “You involved in the Black Lives 
Matter stuff?” he asks...
 I shrug and nod in the same motion.  
He nods, looks me up and down and starts roll-
ing with laughter again. He goes to hand me 
back the book. When I grab it from him he 
doesn’t let go. He looks me in the eye, still wear-
ing an ear to ear grin and says, “Keep studying 
your history. Keep studying the warriors.”
 “Fo sho” I reply and take the book. 
 Uncle Joe finally arrives. 
 “Young One! Remember, don’t forget 
the Maroons... and stay sharp...”
 I turn, climb the steps onto the bus 
and flash the bus driver a two year old transfer 
and sit down. I look out the window and the 
elder waves goodbye with a fist over his heart 
and a nod. I salute him with the same gesture 
as the bus drives off.  
 As my ascent starts from lower queen 
anne through capital hell and into the “histor-
ic” Central District, Uncle Joe only has a few 
passengers. An older lady with two bags and a 
basket on wheels filled with more bags, a yup-
pie who has not removed his eyes from a screen 
he holds in his hands, and me.  
 The older lady with the bags and bas-
ket of bags is friendly with the bus driver up 

to Denny and Stewart, where she departs the 
bus. Before this stop, the bus has filled up with 
yuppies of all shades and colors and not a single 
one ever seemed to look away from their hand 
held screens. 
 At the Denny and Stewart stop the 
older bag lady was struggles to get out through 
the front while some youth slips in the back 
door. They would’ve gone unnoticed, if they 
weren’t so loud, instead their youthful energy 
penetrated the spell of the digital devices and 
forced the attention of the yuppies. Some yup-
pies responded with a quick glance, other yup-
pies reacted with looks of disgust and anger for 
breaking the spell. Some even seemed to harbor 
malicious intent behind the looks they gave. 
The youth didn’t even notice the shade being 
thrown at them, they were two wrapped up in 
the recent gossip just learned at the orion cen-
ter. 
 As Uncle Joe begins the accent up 
denny over the freeway, I couldn’t help but re-
flect on I-5 and the terraforming necessary for 
this interstate road of commerce. To build I-5 
they blew out the side of at least 3 major hills. 
I realized at this point that so far Uncle Joe has 
only taken us over land that has been complete-
ly terraformed to fit the will of the metropolis 
and capital. Colonialism uses the tool of terra-
forming for the benefit of Empire and Capital. 
Metropoli around the world are plagued by this 
symptom of colonialism. 
 The distance I have just covered is 
called the denny re-
grade. It was an ambi-
tious project that only 
the colonizer could 
think up. They used 
water to destory one 
of Seattle’s seven hills 
of rome. The land 
from the hill was car-
ried by coveyor belts 
to the waterfront and 
used to fill the wster 
for docks, piers, and 
warehouses.   
 Uncle Joe 
turns onto olive way 
and curves upward 
toward broadway. We 
pass an almost entire 
block of empty store 
fronts. In the middle 
of this row of prime 
graffiti’ed retail fronts 
is holy smoke, a landmark headshop for locals. 
I’m pretty sure I brought my first swisher there 
when I was like 13 or something. Less then a 
block further along the olive curve we pass the 
iconic StarBucks. 
 This StarBucks location has been used 
by Kshama Sawant and the social demoncrats 

Socialist Alternative. It seems a rather bour-
geoisie place for someone claiming “to be for 
the people” to host community meetings. The 
unofficial line from their camp for this is that 
it encourages barista organizing or promotes 
unionization within Star Bucks. In reality all 
we have seen from Kshama Sawant and 
her squad is gross attempts at co-optation, 
photo opps, support of uncle toms and the 
entrenched left.
 We continue up the hill. At 
the stop before Broadway, the bus begins 
to empty out. On my left, to the north, 
there is a dry cleaners with a swap meet 
or yard sale in front of it. In the middle 
of the block on a wall at the entrance of 
an alley is a throw up. On the other side 
of the alley is the drugstore on the corner. 
This block is probably one of the longest 
stretches of land untouched by the hyper 
gentrification. On my right, to the south, 
is a big condo building. I forget what used 
to be there at this point. The gentrification 
has overwritten my memory. At the bottom of 
these condos is a hipster tavern called the Grot-
to and a sun tan palor. Then there is an alley 
that takes you to Dick’s Drive-In, where you 
would be surrounded by towers of condos. Past 
the alley along the bottom of another condo 
building is a tax spot and then a bank. 
 Uncle Joe pulls off, goes thru Broad-
way and passes Queen Sheba, the mystery 
soda machine infront of the locksmith on one 

side and the almost 
finished construc-
tion site for the new 
lightrail stop on ther 
other side.  
 We continue our 
ascent by passing hun-
dred year old houses 
sprinkled amongst 
newly constructed 
apodments, condos, 
and cookie cutter box 
town-homes. There 
are swaths of blocks 
that have been pre-
served but most of it 
has recently been de-
stroyed and rebuilt. 
At the peak of our as-
cent we pass a Safeway 
and the Group Health 
Cooperative complex.
 GHC is a strange 

thing. I grew up going there. My Aunt who 
raised me, had medical insurance thru the 
telecommunication industry. NorthwestBell, 
AT&T, USWest, Qwest. She worked most her 
life in the tower on Bell Plaza.  GHC was de-
signed and built to help heal the workers of the 
major industries local to the region. It is and al-

ways has been a coop organized capitalist enter-
prise. It also serves as model for future “coops” 
to play the capitalist game and win. Similar 
to Madison Market and PCC. It’s one of the 
oldest examples of the co-optation or failure of 
the coop model. At least that is what I think as 

Uncle Joe passes it by. 
 As we begin the slight decent, after 
cresting the hill, we pass thru a mostly residen-
tial area, along a corridor of apartments sprin-
kled with new construction. We soon come to 
Miller Community center and Meany Middle 
School. Meany Middle School historically 
was one of two middle schools that educated 
a mostly black population of the C.D. During 
the height of the gentrification of the C.D. 
Meany middle school was closed because of 
under-enrollment and supposed budget diffi-
culties. 
 Before I can even begin to recollect 
the stories surrounding this school, and the al-
ternative highschool that took it over tempor-
ararily, our Uncle Joe passes it by and stops on 
23rd ave. At this stop the last of the screen zom-
bies departs and the bus is almost exclusively 
non white. 
 We take an awkard left on to madi-
son and pass a gentrified restaurant in the store 
front that used to hold Philadelphia Fever (a 
philly spot). We get stuck behind a Microsoft 
shuttle. As we follow the shuttle down madi-
son into madison valley I am again reminded of 
the nature of the metropolis. This major thor-
oughfare is the only seattle street that runs un-
interrupted from Lake Washington to Puget’s 
Sound. 26 years after the incorpration of the 
city, just prior to the goldrush, a cable car was 
built the length of Madison. After forty years 
the cable car was replaced with buses. I am re-
minded of the need of these throroughfares, for 
they function as the arteries of the metropolis. 
 Uncle Joe reaches the lowest point of 
madison street and stops at the light, waiting 
to turn right onto M.L.K.  At this intersection 
of arteries rests the Baily Boushay House. I re-
member waiting at the bus stop directly outside 
this buidling as a kid and getting into great con-

versations with patients and workers from the 
BBH. Never do I remember seeing the Virginia 
Mason logo nor its name on the building. This 
also reminds me when the Group Health E.R. 
was replaced by an urgent care and all the E.R. 
patients had to go to Virginia Mason’s E.R. As 

we turn on to M.L.K way and head south 
I pull out my book and start reading.
 “That New Afrikan people are sub-
jected to living in reservations administered 
by an occupation force, calling itself police 
and being systematically beaten out of wages, 
liberties and our very lives is not news and 
that the media is just so many state-issued 
clones is not news either. Their job all along 
has been to present the state in a false light 
and instil fear in the population so that peo-
ple will find fascism acceptable. And call it 
democracy. Under no stretch of the imagi-
nation, twist or turn summations or evalu-
ations can a racist, imperialist country call 
itself a democracy, without its victims, its en-

emies calling it anything more than a hypocracy.” 
 We travel thru Madison Valley, home 
of what was once Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. 
Elementary School, a neighborhood originally 
settled by black folks. As we climb MLK Way 
out of the valley we pass union st. and the Gro-
cery Outlet store and the two food trucks that 
sit in the parking lot. We continue down MLK 
till we get caught at the light on Cherry. 
 “Taking up a couple of other rows in 
the court are the pistol-packing armor plated plain 
clothes cops paid to keep an eye on things. On the 
roofs and in the surrounding areas there’s more 
and a herd of hastily deputized armed clones in 
gas station attendant uniforms, as well as Ger-
man shepherds and of course the usual guards. 
There’s a lot of iron in here, state-issued iron. And 
in the hallway leading to this theatre there’s more 
state-issued clones with state-issued iron and metal 
detectors to make sure that all the iron that en-
ters these state domains, this imperialist theatre, 
is state-issued. They wish to have us believe or act 
as if we believe that war is peace – as the press 
apparently believes that ignorance is strength.”
 I look up from my book, and stare 
at this new Chicken and Waffle spot opened 
by the same hipster who owns burger joints 
in seattles hippest neighborhoods and owns a 
“urban cultural” clothing store. I cant help but 
think of Nate’s chicken and waffle spot tucked 
away off of 12th near S.U. on the western edge 
of the C.D. Nate is a local black athletic hero of 
my generation. He owns one other chicken and 
waffle spot in Rainer Beach the neighborhood 
he’s from. The hip/alternative media ignore Na-
te’s in favor of a white owner who shares the 
hip cultural affinity with the same white owned 
hip/alternative media. I turn back to my book 
and the bus passes through the light.
 “Other than that are the people who 
braved searches, having their pictures taken and 
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