Bard

Bard Digital Commons

Bard Free Press - All Issues (2000-2018) Bard Free Press, 2000-2018

4-2017

Bard Free Press, New Regime Issue (April 2017)

Bard College

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/bardfreepress

Recommended Citation

Bard College, "Bard Free Press, New Regime Issue (April 2017)" (2017). Bard Free Press - All Issues
(2000-2018). 125.

https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/bardfreepress/125

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by
the Bard Free Press, 2000-2018 at Bard Digital Commons.
It has been accepted for inclusion in Bard Free Press - All
Issues (2000-2018) by an authorized administrator of

Bard Digital Commons. For more information, please B
contact digitalcommons@bard.edu. ar


http://www.bard.edu/
http://www.bard.edu/
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/bardfreepress
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/bard_free_press
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/bardfreepress?utm_source=digitalcommons.bard.edu%2Fbardfreepress%2F125&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/bardfreepress/125?utm_source=digitalcommons.bard.edu%2Fbardfreepress%2F125&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:digitalcommons@bard.edu
http://www.bard.edu/
http://www.bard.edu/

























Report from Disrupt J20

By Jack Lustig

On the morning of January 20th 2017, my hometown of
Washington DC felt like the morning before a funeral. It was
40 degrees and foggy; the ground was damp. It felt like the city
itself had lost itself in the doldrums.

A group of friends and I walked down 16th strect towards
McPherson Square, two miles from the site of the exchange of
executive power. We reviewed our plan: find a buddy to stick
to, make an impromptu mask from a black t-shirt, and steer
clear of the (armed and armored) Boys In Blue. All standard
fare for an organized, anti-fascist group action.

When we arrived at Mcpherson Square, we found a protester’s
base camp of sorts—free vegan food, coffee, anarchist literature,
and know-your-rights pamphlets. This would be the departure
point for many of the day’s protests.

At 10:00 am, the most widely reported-on protest started. It
began as a relatively calm march, but once the group’s num-
bers passed the couple hundred mark, the property destruc-
tion snowballed. Infamously, a few demonstrators smashed the
windows of a Starbucks. I saw the police shoot many black-
clad demonstrators with what what amounts to a super-soak-
er filled with pepper spray. This seemed to be the riot cops’
weapon of choice. They also threw tear gas grenades, but they
weren't afraid of bashing skulls with their batons.

At the corner of 12th and L Street, the police trapped over 200
black-bloc protesters in front of a building, and they arrest-
ed people one-by-one. Many were slapped with felony rioting
charges, which carry a maximum sentence of ten years in pris-
on and a fine of $25,000.

After departing from the site of this morose exercise in state
power, my group found ourselves among another march, al-
beit one of a different character. This one had a permit, and
instead of clashing with the police, it was escorted by them.
There were hundreds of signs, all vying for internet celebrity.
The clever ones made me chuckle, but I couldn’t stop shaking
my head in disappointment at signs like “I'm Still With Her.”
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The most notable trend in the signs though, was the pleth-
ora of Trump/Russia signs. Ranging from Neo-McCarthyian
red-baiting to outright homophobia, these signs were repre-
sentative of the wave of Clintonite liberal hysteria that hung
over the protests, and to a larger extent, the Women'’s March
the following day. Any act of resistance is admirable when op-
posing the white-nationalist theocratic hell-state we live under,
but it is imperative that this resistance embody a search for
substantive change in the current political order, not short-
sighted nostalgia for the liberal status quo emblemized by the
Clinton campaign.

I was most disheartened by the hordes of hooting, hollering
MAGA hat-clad knuckledraggers, infesting the city, walk-
ing around with their chins up in the air. On multiple occa-
sions, | witnessed these pricks harass and heckle cis women,
trans-women, and trans-men. Feeling emboldened by the elec-
toral victory of the Triimpenfuhrer, his horde of bootlicking
morons crossed the line from being a public nuisance to pro-
voking violence.

While walking towards the metro at around 5:00 or 6:00 pm,
a friend and I ran into a pack of four or five Trump-bros. One
of them filmed, while another got up in my friend’s face, say-
ing “fuck Muslims” and “get out of our country!” In reaction,
my friend spat in his face. Two of the chuds retaliated with
fists, and I ended up in the scuffle.

After this incident, both of us were incredibly upset. Both life-
long residents of the DC area, we couldn’t help but feel help-
less while these morons paraded around downtown.

January 20th was a bad day. However, it afforded a learning
opportunity—if we are to make it through this administration
and make a meaningful change in the world, we must engage
in direct action and confront bigotry, ignorance, and hate at
every opportunity. Coordinating a mass movement is para-
mount to freeing the world of capitalist greed and exploitation.

Report from Disrupt J20

Submitted Anonymously

Washington D.C, January 20th 2017, 1200hr. They had shields,
batons, mace, and flashbangs. I had an inhaler and a black ski-

mask.

Over one hundred protesters, lawyers, and journalists were sur-
rounded by riot police at the corner of 12th and L. They had
been cordoned against a wall, known as a “kettle,” after a black
bloc march charged a police barricade. Black blocs are a tactic
favored by anarchists in which the participants of a direct action
don all black attire and masks in order to remain anonymous.

Hundreds of protesters surrounded the rigid membrane of
shields and gas-masked cops, demanding that the detained be
set free. Chants of “youre protecting fascists,” “this is what
America looks like,” and “we love you black bloc” echoed
off the faceless concrete and brick buildings. The detainees
formed human cubicles so people could piss and shit with
a modicum of privacy. A masked riot ofhicer videotaped the
crowd to use as evidence and facial recognition data. Occa-
sionally, the police would arbitrarily choose someone from the
kettled mass and arrest them. The standoff lasted two hours.

Another march of protesters joined the crowd via K street. It
popped off. The police attacked anyone in range: blacked out
anarchists and white liberals, trying to reason with both sides,
alike. A disabled man and an elderly woman were repeatedly
pepper sprayed and bashed with a riot shield until two activists
stepped in to protect them with their bodies. A toddler was
maced and incapacitated. The police threw flashbang grenades,
170 decibel blasts that blind and disorient with a possibility
of maiming anyone in range. A cop tossed a flashbang into
the tightly packed cordon they had already detained. A plain-
clothed man was shot in the face with a rubber bullet and vol-
unteer medics rushed him to a safer location. The crowd scat-
tered, and a handful of anarchists retaliated by throwing rocks.

The atomized bodies congealed on K street by Franklin Park. The
police formed a phalanx and blocked any eastward movement by
the demonstrators. Everyone dug in. Medics and lawyers set up
operating bases in the park, and a few protesters burned piles of
detritus in the streets. A limo was smashed and later incinerated.

The demonstrators controlled a three block radius on
K street for at least four hours. The stench of sulfur and
melted plastic clung to the air. Two helicopters hovered
overhead while punk rock blared from the park’s PA sys-
tem. Protesters declined to comment. People ate pizza.

The stretch from 2:30 to 6:00 pm was relatively calm, bar-
ring a few skirmishes. Occasionally one of the protestors
would stand too close to the police line, prompting a round
of pepper spray, flashbangs, and retaliatory rocks. The police

were the first to use violence in every tit-for-tat I witnessed.

At roughly 6:00 pm, I linked arms with some protesters stand-
ing three feet in front of the police force. We were a line of only
20 people. The dense mass that previously held back the cops
was now two blocks behind us, huddled around a dumpster fire.

A police officer announced that they planned to push us back
to extinguish the fire, which had been raging for hours. The
woman next to me responded that we were going to comply
and move back with them. The police flicked open their batons
and smacked their shields in rhythm, chanting “get back, get
back, get back.” After three steps, a cop bashed the face of the
young woman to my left, knocking her on her back. Soon after,
a concentrated stream of mace struck me directly in the eye.

My body snapped into fight-or-flight mode, and I bolt-
ed away screaming for a medic. My pepper-choked lungs
could only produce frantic yelps, and my eyes had sealed
shut. In the red darkness, a medic grabbed my hand and
led me to the park where she flushed my eyes. A riot cop
pushed us and ordered us to disperse while raising his ba-
ton. We ran west and hunkered down behind a hotdog cart.

After a few minutes of rinsing and gagging, the medic left to treat
someone’s head wound. I went home to take an agonizing shower.

I've been asked repeatedly what the efficacy of black bloc tactics
are, and I'm unsure. But that’s not what this report is about.
The widespread idea that “this will stop Trump” didn’t hearten
me. Instead, I found solace in knowing that everyday people
can perform heroic and courageous acts to help one another.
The medics who dodged rubber bullets to save the injured, the
reporters who withstood flashbangs to get the shot, and all of
the bodies on the ground showed me hope.
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