
“WALL STREET. TIMES SQUARE.
NINETY-NINE IS EVERYWHERE!”

they roared. Spectators observe from the sidelines with a sort
of bewildered expression that says ‘I don’t seem to understand
what’s happening.’ We’re ex-spectators. Can an observer be a
participant? YES. “JOIN US...” Marching next to random
strangers in a passionate scene like this frees you up from a lot
of timidity you might be accustomed to in your every day life.
The guys with the big voices find each other and exchange
nods in agreement for the next call and response chant to
keep spirits flying high.

The celebration in Times Square was the most jubilant
moment of my life to date: standing with tens of thou-

sands to assert our right to work out new solutions for our-
selves. There was some frustration that the police kept
people penned and wouldn't let them join together in one
body, as in Madrid and many other places. But the feeling
of union undoubtedly happened in our hearts.

I’m not sure she and I ever let go of each
other’s hands through all this chaos as

we plugged through the bodies so eager
to get closer to the front lines. We were
approached by a suspicious character
who insisted that I help him push the line
forward: he was really trying to get me
charged up. Acting like we were old
friends meeting for the first time, his
breath stank of alcohol and seemed a lit-
tle too excited for mutual feelings. I
pegged him for some kind of agent of
chaos and nodded to her that we should
get away from him while we still could.

The stand off became stagnant. After cops arrested around
40 people, and shoved the barricades into the crowd, our

drive to move forward became compromised when police
would only open the pathway for protesters to walk into the
square and be locked in behind a gate. We weren’t having
it. We don’t make deals with cops. We don’t meet halfway,
that’s not why we’re here. So we split back downtown, feet
aching, throats sore, and nearly all energy rung out like a
sweaty wet sock hung out to dry (which mine were). There
was an “after party” gathering and a GA happening back at
Washington Square Park. Upon arriving we were stunned
to see how far NYPD’s resources go...they had already mo-
bilized a new set of paddy wagons, horses, and dozens
more cops ready to detain and arrest protesters who would
remain in the public park after midnight. We thought we
had seen it all...

Iarrived at the intersection of 7th and
46th shortly after horses charged the

crowd after police arrived in force to
clear intersections in Times Square. This
intersection was the flash point of the
day after protesters had been harried and
corralled all along the march route from
Liberty Plaza and Washington Square
Park. About 5 minutes after I arrived, try-
ing to find out what had happened, Amy
Goodman walked by, also scooping out
the story.

Shortly thereafter, an undercover cop
amongst the protesters was outed by
some using the human mic, who had
witnessed his behavior. I played my part
by pointing at him over and over so peo-
ple could get a look at him, at which
point, he threatened to punch me in the
face. I responded by using the human
microphone to tell the crowd about the
threat. He then retreated.
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We got off the R train at W. 34th Street and
Broadway at Herald Square. I squeezed

her hand tight and made sure to keep up with
the street medics I spotted on the train. They
were trying to catch up with the march that had
left fromWashington Square Park already en
route to the main event. It looked like every-
one was headed uptown. Of course, a Satur-
day afternoon in downtown Manhattan already
looks like chaos as usual, but this was different.
Something in the air besides the exhaust pump-
ing out of cabs and buses was brimming. My
instinct was telling me to follow flashing lights
and sirens as if it were the North star guiding us
to freedom. “Follow cops? That’s insane!”, I
thought. Sure enough, where there’s resistance,
there’s always mobilized police. And like you
wouldn’t believe. We were moths to flame.
You could feel it. You couldn’t possibly miss it.
Follow them we did...after a wise pit stop to use
the restroom. We’d undoubtedly be on our feet
for a good while...

The rainbow flags mounted outside the park depict the sym-
bols of the movement: the earth, the dove with an olive

branch, a hand print, a peace sign; these took my breath away
and brought wetness to my eyes. I’ve felt jaded for many years,
and never could I have imagined seeing those flags proudly
flying in the middle of the financial district of NewYork City.

Once inside the park, I felt enveloped by a deep
sense of calm serenity. I had expected an atmos-

phere of manic rabble-rousing and crowd mess, per-
haps like a rock concert or peevish protest, but
instead the park was the cleanest, most organized
public space I’d ever been in. No church or other
space I’ve ever entered felt quite this peaceful or
tranquil. I felt mystified, in awe. For the millionth
time in the last several weeks, I wondered, what am
I witnessing? What is happening?

At
this point when you’re in this deep, there’s no turning back. For years I had spent so much time dwelling

on the thought that there’s always something big happening somewhere. I don’t know what, I just know that
I have to get there. Our decision to come see this in person was really no decision at all. This was a call to
action, to duty, even. We couldn’t miss this for the world.

When I marched on behalf of the Green
Party, I was laughed at. When I marched

against the invasion of Afghanistan right after
9/11, I was booed, spit on, and had things
thrown at me. When I marched against the
invasion of Iraq, I was mostly ignored. But
when I marched with Occupy Wall Street, I
was photographed, videotaped, and cheered
on–by security guards who came out of their
buildings when the march passed by and
raised their fists, by the bus drivers who
raised their fists and beeped their horns, by
pedestrians on the sidewalk, by tourists on
top of double decker buses.

“WHO’S STREETS? OUR STREETS!”, we cried. Under the con-
stant watchful eye of the ever increasing police presence, I did-

n’t want anyone around me to feel intimidated by these gangsters in
uniform mobilizing for a much different kind of action than all of us
are here for. No need to fear them. We’re going to Occupy Times
Square tonight, and the whole damn world will be watching.

The mood was spirited, energetic and jovial, but also serious and focused. The crowd ranged from the obvi-
ously middle class to the obviously homeless, young and old, all races, creeds and persuasions, most holding

signs of varied idioms of dissent. I fully understood for the first time, perhaps, the power of a space where true
freedom of expression is permitted.October 15 will live on in my memory as a day when the

movement reached some point of maturity, solidified as
a force, and celebrated its unexpected burst into the con-
sciousness of the American people.

Everything came to a halt at the intersection of 46th and Sev-
enth Avenue. And of course once we forged close enough to

see why, there stood a line of police mounted on horses behind
a line of white shirts who were hiding behind their infantry of
blue shirts. They held down the center of the intersection. They
were vulnerable. They were surrounded by the thousands of us.
Thousands of the young, old, Black, white, Latino, Asian, gay,
straight, men, women, Muslims, Jews, Christians, Atheists, doc-
tors, lawyers, students, mothers, fathers, sons & daughters,
cooks, teachers, musicians, artists, the unemployed, the home-
less, and the empowered. We were not very happy about being
held up like this, to say the least. We were all on this mission,
together...to TAKE THE SQUARE! The police, however, they
were firmly in the way, and they were not about to give up
their position anytime soon. So we stood. And stood. And
waited. They weren't budging.

“Get those animals off those horses!”

Whose Streets? Our Streets!!!
Whose Streets? Our Streets!!!
Whose Streets? Our Streets!!!
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