


of no return. Amerikkka has spoken, and what it has 
opted for reflects a desire for a new way of operating. 
The outcome of this impending transition of power 
is entirely up to us and our friends. It is not longer 
sufficient to wag our fingers condescendingly at the 
right;  they are already taking steps towards building 
their new world.  If we don’t oppose it with the 
appropriate force, the outlook is bleak. Let’s build 
something new together. Let’s break bread together. 
Let’s throw wild parties the cops can’t contain. Let’s 
take the streets and find beauty in them. Let’s become 
ungovernable.
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and those in power will do anything to keep us from 
organizing. 
 Our Violence does not denote a perversion 
or disregard for human lives, it proves precisely 
the opposite. It is a product of our optimism. To 
engage in the kinds of living practices we long for, 
it is imperative that we first bite the hand that holds 
our faces to the trough, rendering all else invisible 
but our own consumption.  Every day we encounter 
state violence; this has been the case since before 
#J20. Criminalization of black and brown bodies 
as a modern continuation of slavery (police as a 
literal evolution of slave patrol), marginalization of 
women and queers and the scrutinizing eye with 
which the law views their bodies, the enforcement 
of borders, institutionalized cycles of poverty, and 
all intersections of these phenomena are insidiously 
(sometimes conspicuously) lethal and not at all new. 
It is only under the new administration that these 
transgressions are flaunted before the public eye. 
We are not sadists, we fight back because we aren’t 
masochists. We know “non violent resistance cannot 
succeed against a state freely able to use violence”, 
that Love is not enough trump the state validated 
hate we continuously find ourselves facing. In these 
sobering times, who else can we turn to besides our 
comrades?
 Something is breaking here and now. The event 
(or sequence of them) we have long been anticipating 
seems fast approaching as our dystopian present 
grows dimmer and dimmer. We have reached a point 



 The cracks in our political infrastructure 
are becoming increasingly visible to those who are 
comfortably inscribed in the current social order. 
Cracks that we may have slipped through, but have 
always been acutely aware of. We have been saying 
this for decades but you haven’t been listening. We 
are not agitators paid by any political faction. We 
are not singular individuals. We are a collective 
movement. Masked or unmasked, we are ageless and 
omnipresent. We are kids on bikes in South Central 
L.A. We are construction workers in the Bay. We are 
punks everywhere wearing jean vests. We are queers 
at the rave double fisting poppers. We are students. 
We are laborers. We work in retail and service. We 
are silently persisting in and outside of institutions 
across the country. We are sitting right next to you at 
Starbucks drinking iced coffee without sugar.
 We know that a spectre is haunting America 
and it is the ghosts of the millions assassinated by 
colonialism. Yeah, some of us have read Marx, but 
some of us can just feel it. We believe that another 
way of living is possible and necessary. One that 
promotes more intense interpersonal relationships 
and is constructed from our deep love for one 
another. We believe that our current state is one 
of extreme isolation; distracted from each other 
by the companionship of fetishistically animated 
commodities. We know the reason for our separation 
is to keep us from disrupting the cycle of subjugation 
that imprisons us. As a collective body we have more 
power than any elected official or political system, 


