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Introduction

			America on Fire

			On May 25, 2020, four Minneapolis police officers killed an African American man named George Floyd. A video of the incident, captured by a bystander, shows excessive force on the part of officer Derek Chauvin as he presses his knee into Floyd’s neck for several minutes, even though Floyd was already in custody.

			The viral images spread on social media like wildfire as conservatives, liberals, progressives, libertarians, and nonpolitical people alike denounced the officer’s use of lethal force.

			This tragedy should have been a unifying moment for Americans in which everyone could rally to reform police tactics. But instead of coming together, cities across the country burned at the hands of violent black-clad extremists—members of a shadowy group known as Antifa—who hijacked the justifiable indignation felt by numerous Americans, and used the anger as a springboard to push their radical left-wing agenda.

			Antifa stands for antifascist, but the name is deceptive. For one thing, the very name is calibrated so that anyone who dares to criticize the group or its tactics can be labeled a fascist. Otherwise, why would someone oppose a group dedicated to fighting fascism? In turn, this allows Antifa members to justify violence against all who dare speak out against them.

			The same goes for the Black Lives Matter (BLM) movement. Of course Black lives matter. But BLM uses the name and the slogan as a club to beat down anyone who criticizes its agenda or methods. In fact, Antifa’s mission is not to fight fascism, and neither is BLM’s mission to fight for black lives. Both movements are intent on pushing a left-wing revolutionary agenda while sugarcoating it with statements palatable to ordinary Americans.

			Such a tactic is nothing new. Radical left-wing revolutionary politics often work this way. In fact, this political strategy has a name: it is known as the Mass Line.

			The Mass Line was created by former Communist leader Mao Zedong, and it is the reason why China is a Communist country today. The purpose of the Mass Line is to “organize mass movements to create more favorable conditions for [a] socialist revolution.”1 Mass Line organizers infiltrate honest movements and inject them with Marxist ideologies while falsely claiming Communism to be the only solution to the struggle suffered by those within a particular group. Groups like Antifa and Black Lives Matter use important hot-button issues as a façade to divide Americans and push American society into a more favorable condition for a socialist revolution.

			The protests in the wake of George Floyd’s untimely death at the hands of Officer Chauvin are a natural part of America’s grieving process. But the riots perpetrated by Antifa are a direct result of Mass Line organizing. Left-wing radicals hijacked the momentum felt by every American to push their extremist socialist agenda.

			Yet many left-wing figures downplay the impact Antifa has had on the riots by claiming Antifa simply does not have the manpower to orchestrate such violence. Historian Mark Bray primarily made this claim in an interview on CNN when he stated that Antifa does not “get more than a couple hundred people” at each of its rallies.2 

			In part, Bray is correct. It would be dishonest to pretend that every single violent rioter was a member of Antifa. But it is more intellectually bankrupt to ignore Antifa’s role in instigating the violence in key cities across the nation, and the George Floyd tragedy was the moment Antifa was waiting for to begin its uprising.

			For example, an Antifa-affiliated group took to Twitter to ask for support in an operation against one of Minnesota’s police precincts.3 And in Portland, Oregon, Antifa activists chased and beat a man unconsciously merely because he was carrying an American flag.4 And in Seattle, Washington, Antifa organizers occupied a police precinct, naming it the Capitol Hill Organized Protest (CHOP), or the Capitol Hill Autonomous Zone (CHAZ), and declared four blocks within the city autonomous from American soil.5 Places like St. Paul, Minnesota; Portland, Oregon; Seattle, Washington; New York City; Austin, Texas; Chicago, Illinois; and Oakland, California, were some of the worst hit by left-wing violence because Antifa activists had been allowed to organize in these cities for several years prior. Antifa began the violence in these cities and set the narrative for the rest of the country’s people to burn down their own communities.

			While some continue to belittle Antifa’s influence, others outwardly deny its existence, like Democratic Congressman Jerry Nadler, who called Antifa “imaginary.”6 Yet there is nothing imaginary about a black conservative journalist who was stabbed in the back by an Antifa terrorist.7 And there is nothing imaginary about the three federal officers who were permanently blinded by Antifa through the use of lasers.8 Antifa’s existence is undeniable.

			But Representative Nadler is not the only Antifa denier. In Seattle, Washington, as thousands of left-wing radical demonstrators established CHAZ, Seattle Mayor Jenny Durkan refused to condemn the Left’s willful disregard for the rule of law for almost four weeks, calling the occupation a form of “patriotism.”9

			This Antifa-spearheaded project was an utter failure. During the day, the mainstream media portrayed the occupation as having the energy of a festival.10 While at night, CHAZ was a place of violence in which a sixteen-year-old teen was murdered.11 Many politicians refuse to see Antifa for the violent movement that it is because they blindly see the Antifa as an ally—since it opposes President Trump. Further, they fear that Antifa will target them next. 

			In many respects, Antifa and the radical Left have already claimed many victories. These leftist radicals have intimidated dozens of city councils across the nation into defunding their police departments, thereby neutering the police response to left-wing violence.

			What happened to George Floyd is a tragedy, and Americans should work together so that such an incident is never repeated. But Antifa and the violent tactics that come with it are not the answer. 

			Yet I get the allure of Antifa—because I once belonged to it myself.

			Like other Antifa activists, I remember being angry. Angry at police officers who I thought protected neo-Nazis. Indignant at Wall Street for stealing money from the poor. Aggravated at the mistreatment of animals in factory farms. Bitter at what appeared to be this country’s endless foreign wars. Angry at corporations who polluted my neighborhood. Angry at a system I thought was stacked against me.

			I first joined the radical antifascist movement because I believed it was the best vehicle to fight against the injustices in the American system of government. Only now am I mature enough to understand that Antifa is not fighting for justice or equality. The riots and occupation perpetrated by Antifa were a dishonor to the memory of George Floyd. They were not about demanding police reform to prevent future tragedies. The violence was targeted at destroying the private property of innocent Americans because Antifa hates capitalism and everything America stands for.

			Sometimes mistakes are hard to admit. To do so places us in an uncomfortable position, where we are forced to confront our actions and our conscience. Even more challenging is to admit our errors to another. Becoming part of Antifa was the biggest mistake of my life. 

			The truth is that I expected this part of my life to be a mere footnote of my adolescence. I never expected to appear on Fox News and admit to the destruction of property. Nor did I plan to write an op-ed for The Hill, condemning my radical past. Yet at the time, I felt it necessary to break windows, spray graffiti, drop political banners off the side of buildings, and attend tumultuous rallies to fight against supposed fascists. At the time, I believed that if you do not fight for your values, you have none to stand on. Now, these narrow-minded actions seem like the mistakes of another person altogether.

			I also never expected to be invited to universities throughout the country to speak to and advise conservative students. I planned to work for a policy think tank when I first majored in politics. Yet I have been a political activist for over ten years, and for the past seven, I have fought against institutionalized liberal bias throughout the country. My work has taken me to over thirty states, Puerto Rico, and D.C., to help conservative students fend off ideological discrimination. 

			To countless leftist students and administrators, being a conservative is equivalent to committing a heinous crime. Yet I am fortunate enough to speak to rooms filled with conservative and libertarian students who are eager to hear about my experiences as a radical leftist. As I tell them, I became an activist because I wanted to help people. But I became a conservative when I realized that many left-wing ideologies want to control people while merely appearing to help.

			I always expected to keep my past a secret. Yet every day, I see cities around the country struggling to maintain peace amid the rise of left-wing political violence while liberal politicians deny Antifa’s existence. I know I have a duty to speak up because if no one does, the Left will obliterate what it means to be a free American. 

			In fact, the George Floyd riots are merely the precursor for what Antifa and the radical Left have in store if President Trump wins re-election in November. If President Trump garners enough support on November 3rd, it is all too likely that the radical Left will denounce the election as illegitimate, and America will go through yet another period of unrest and violence perpetuated by Antifa-type activists.

			This book is by no means a detailed study of Antifa or the anarchist tradition in general. What I write here comes from personal experience. The history I recount, and the motivations I explore, come from countless conversations I engaged in with fellow anarchists while I was in the antifascist movement. 

			This book is also not a philosophical argument as to why Antifa is a thorn in America’s side. These pages tell the story of a conservative activist whose job is to help protect conservative students from left-wing abuses. 

			Antifa is not solely responsible for all left-wing political violence. Not every attack by a left-wing radical is an Antifa attack. There are numerous left-wing militant organizations that are not part of the Antifa movement, such as the Weather Underground, which was active in America a decade before the first American Antifa group was organized. But Antifa exemplifies the worst of this dangerous ideology, which is becoming bolder and more prevalent in American society. Ever since President Donald J. Trump took office, the Left has sought any and every opportunity to intimidate, harass, and harm conservative and libertarian Americans. 

			This book explores left-wing political violence and intimidation, and the effects they have on American political discourse. Something, I am sad to say, I have experienced as both the perpetrator and a victim. I will recount numerous situations in which I have torn down police barriers, broken windows, and yelled threats at innocent people. But I will also convey the times I have been attacked by left-wing activists while I spread the conservative message on college campuses. 

			I decided to write this book for several reasons. First, I kept receiving requests to write one and tell my full story. The fifteen- to thirty-second sound bites I deliver on TV or at speaking events fail to paint what it was like to wear the black mask and march with Antifa. Second, I wanted to dispel some dangerous myths about Antifa. Unfortunately, mainstream news headlines oversimplify this radical movement. Antifa and anarchism are actually complex ideologies and ways of life, which I hope to explain. Lastly, I wanted to highlight the dangers of political violence—from all sides. 

			The history of radical activism that I know, I learned from a long line of activists before me. Some I befriended; others I only spoke to once or twice. Many were much more active than I was ever willing to be. Still, I was fortunate to meet many older anarchists and antifascist activists through several different venues. From talking to them, I learned a lot about the history of radical movements in America and Europe. Because anarchism is a counterrevolutionary movement, there are few authoritative books on the subject. Many document conflicting personal accounts. Therefore, the stories I heard were like a puzzle that I endeavored to assemble. 

			The puzzle took shape with every activist I spoke to. I learned about anarchism and Antifa by meeting these agitators at protests, rallies, meetings, and music performances. At anarchist bookfairs in Los Angeles and Orange County, I loaded my library with accounts of anarchist history. Not surprisingly, there was an abundance of anti-American propaganda at these events. The bookfairs also hosted workshops by “renowned” scholars who strove to “keep the anarchist tradition alive.” Some venues and collectives published pamphlets or zines, which were available for free. I was also invited by friends to attend “historical tours” sponsored by the “Black Rose Historical Society,” which kept the history of local anarchist and communist movements.

			The tours themselves were just like any other historical tour I have ever attended, except they were led by left-wing anarchists and communists. Typically, they included about fifteen to twenty people from different cities around the county. Often, we met at an agreed-upon location and then visited up to twenty historical sites while our guide described the events that had occurred there a century earlier. The only sign of the group’s political outlook is that two people carried an anarchist and a communist flag as we walked around the city. And at the end of the tours, we would all meet at a restaurant nearby to get to know one another.

			At these tours, I always asked questions and learned history not taught in traditional history books. For example, I learned that the radical left-wing movement in America often finds commonalities with worker unions such as the International Workers of the World (IWW). In San Pedro, California, the IWW has a plaque dedicated to their movement, which I visited as part of an anarchist historical tour. With every conversation, meeting, or book I read, the puzzle became clearer. However, spoken tales often change with every retelling. Thus, my accounts of the history of radical activism may deviate from what other anarchists and extreme left-wing activists claim to have occurred. I witnessed this concept firsthand when I was part of the movement. While I was an anarchist, my friends and I routinely talked about the history of anarchism. We often spent hours debating the motivations of the previous generation of radical activists. 

			It’s important to understand the main distinctions within the anarchist subculture. While I learned a lot of what I would call “hard-anarchist history,” I was highly involved in the anarchist movement as an “anarcho-punk.” There is a simple distinction between the two groups. First, a regular anarchist is mainly preoccupied with a stateless society and political activism. Their tactics may take many forms, while the activists often involve themselves with workers unions, collectives, or other national or subnational organizations that grow the radical left-wing movements. Meanwhile, anarcho-punks promote anarchist ideology and are engaged in the same type of direct action, but also submerge themselves in a subculture that uses popular music and style to spread the anarchist message. Since punk began, there have been many who are merely attracted to punk for its rebellious fashion. Anarcho-punks often call them “fashion punks,” “chaos punks,” or “drunk punks,” in a derogatory manner. What’s more, the contempt flows both ways. Many anarchists throw fits about anarcho-punks for caring too much about the subculture and not the anarchist movement, often referring to these types of activists as “lifestyle anarchists.”

			This criticism is an apt critique of many in the subcultural movement. Many punks like to go to shows to get drunk and fight while bands demand to be paid, and treat backyard gigs as if they were playing in Carnegie Hall. Many punks may pretend to be a counterculture to America, but they often establish a mirror image of the worst that society has to offer within their “movement.” 

			However, I was an anarchist first and foremost. I became politically active not for the music, but for the message and ideology. I truly wanted to live free without the shackles of government. However, I was also a teenager. It was only natural that I was also attracted to the subculture, loud music, and rebellious lifestyle. While anarchists may find it easy to dismiss anarcho-punks as mere teenagers, many of them have done great things for the anarchist movement. In fact, modern Antifa was reborn in Great Britain and the United States through the punk-rock scene.

			When I went to music shows, I met many subcultural figures who have had a significant impact on anarchist history. Some I was also able to speak with at length about their experiences as radical activists. One notable example was when I spoke with Steve Lake from the British band called Zounds. In the 1980s, he and other members of Crass Records were heavily politically involved. The Crass Collective made British national headlines when they were prosecuted for “obscene” publications for protesting British war policies.12 I also met the vocalist of Resist and Exist, which is an anarcho-punk, animal rights band. His name is Jang Lee, but people call him Peace Punk, and he has been involved in the anarchist movement for decades in Southern California. He was one of the key organizers of the Southern California Anarchist Bookfairs. If they knew I would eventually become a conservative, I am sure they would not have given me the time of day back then. Or worse, they likely would have kicked me out of their events. Still, most of them enjoyed talking to the “younger generation of the resistance.” 

			I would be in shock if they remembered me. But to be fair, I never gave them my real name. Speaking with all these figures, I learned more and more about the anarchist movement.

			I understand why “serious” anarchists take issue with anarcho-punks like me. First off, we looked silly. Whenever I show pictures to my colleagues, they are shocked. These days, I work in D.C., and while I tend not to wear a tie, you may often find me wearing a suit to work. The only time I dress down is when I am on college campuses to advise conservative students.

			Contrast that with sixteen-year-old me, who wore green, blue, or orange hair, typically spiked from six to nine inches with an immense amount of Elmer’s glue. Yes, actual glue. The paste was one of the only materials able to support the length of the spikes, which were inspired by the Statue of Liberty. Other people also use gelatin or egg whites to achieve the same result. If you want to see what that would look like, just google “liberty spikes.”

			My clothing was equally provocative. My attire consisted of the same black jeans almost daily, which I sewed into skinny jeans, with dozens of band names stitched on. Whenever I actually changed pants, I wore a pair that I constructed from two existing pairs. One leg was black with patches, while the other was plaid. I often looked like a walking billboard advertising all these bands. I also wore brightly colored jackets, vests, combat boots, spikes, bondage belts, and bullet belt accessories. I may not have considered myself a fashion punk, but I certainly played the part. 

			In one incident, I boarded a bus on the Foothill Transit in the San Gabriel Valley of California. I wore half-black, half-green plaid pants and “charged” hair, which looks like Marv’s hair when he was electrocuted in Home Alone 2. As I paid my fee, a woman in the back lost her self-control and broke out in laughter. As I walked past her toward the end of the bus, she peeked back to take another look while she failed to control her laughter. You could see me a mile away. 

			Yes, we looked silly. But the outlandish outfits also made it easier not to be recognized while wearing the simple black mask. 

			I spent a lot of time at music shows, aka gigs. I also spent countless hours recruiting more people from these places to get them to become more politically active. I wrote zines and pamphlets, and made merchandise to fund my activities. At the time, I found that all my efforts were worthwhile because I was able to organize with anarchists in Hollywood, the Inland Empire, and Los Angeles. I wanted to transcend the punk scene and bring back meaning to what it meant to be a rebel.

			Yet I seldom spoke about my political activism with those who personally knew me. Sometimes I would mention vague platitudes about getting involved in the political system. Still, most people in school or outside of my activism merely saw me as “that punk kid.” I was cautious to choose carefully whom I trusted and who could keep secret the things I did. When it comes to my parents, I am sad to say that I lied to them. I would often tell them I was doing a project or just going out with friends, when, in fact, I would spend all day at a protest or rally. No one I routinely hung out with was regularly politically active with me. Some of them may have attended a protest or two, but I would often find connections outside my immediate circle. I kept my personal life separate from my political activism. That is one of the many tactics I learned to practice. I never trusted anyone to know everything. I certainly never expected to tell a soul about my activism later in life. Even my wife was surprised when I first went on TV to talk about my antifascist past.

			The first time I openly warned about Antifa’s anti-American sentiment was in March 2017, in an op-ed for the Washington Examiner. I received some general questions from interested people, but did not reply to them. I was not interested in any publicity. I just wanted to say my piece and move on. I did not expect Antifa to become a prominent force in American politics. I certainly did not expect the movement to catch the attention of President Trump.

			All of that changed in February 2018, when I saw my friend Hayden Williams brutally attacked at UC Berkeley, by Zachary Greenberg, without any provocation. Hayden was working as a field representative for the Leadership Institute, and I was his direct supervisor during the attack. As I remember it, Hayden and I planned an activism event for the UC Berkeley chapter of Turning Point USA club, which I helped start. This event was only a couple days after Jussie Smollett was accused of staging his own hate crime in Chicago. To bring attention to the issue, Hayden created and held a sign that read, “Hate Crime Hoaxes Hurt Real Victims.”

			After tabling for some time, two men approached him and became belligerent. One of them began to yell obscenities at Hayden. In response, he pulled out his phone to record the interaction because he feared the situation would escalate. Then Zachary flanked him and began to beat Hayden numerous times. At first, Hayden struggled to get free, and he eventually did. However, Zachary persisted and landed a punch to Hayden’s left eye, which rocked him back. Fortunately, Greenberg then walked away, albeit not before yelling antiwhite racist slurs at Hayden.

			Hayden was fortunate that his altercation with Greenberg was filmed by a couple bystanders, providing two angles of the savage attack. Without that evidence, Hayden would have never met President Trump. He would never have spoken to a crowd of thousands at the Conservative Political Action Conference (CPAC), behind the presidential podium. More importantly, Zachary Greenberg would not be facing four felony charges in the state of California. 

			I have no reason to believe Zachary Greenberg is directly involved with Antifa-type groups. However, he does share their belief that it is OK to attack people over political disagreements. After that incident, I realized how hard the Left is willing to escalate political tensions. Campus politics are no longer about arguments or spirited debates. Left-wing campus activists reject basic American concepts like free speech and due process, and are willing to escalate their “activism” to physical violence. Such attacks used to be fringe incidents when I was an anarchist, and they typically targeted heinous people. Although, even they have the right to free speech. However, after seeing my friend assaulted without justification, I realized I needed to speak out and expose the dangerous movement to which I once belonged.

			The Berkeley attack was neither the first nor second time Hayden had been assaulted. It was the third. Just a month earlier, both Hayden and I were attacked by two different students from UCLA. The attacks were more like tantrums than aggravated assaults. But they expose a recurring pattern of left-wing students lashing out against conservatives without just cause. Such a pattern will escalate to full-blown conflict if Americans fail to stop Antifa at its source—college campuses. 

			From the start of my political career, I wanted to help people. In my youth, I thought that meant breaking many criminal statutes. I felt my cause justified my indiscretions. In my pursuit for equality, I made a lot of mistakes. But I hope that what I learned during that time can finally be used for good. 

			This book is not an extensive study of the history of Antifa, anarchism, or American radical movements. Such a book would take much time to write, and would require many more pages to do justice to the anarchist tradition.

			The purpose of this book is to detail the tactics Antifa currently uses, including some with which I have firsthand experience. My hope is that young people, especially students, who read this book can learn to protect and defend themselves against these tactics. Especially since college administrators often work in tandem with Antifa to violate the rights of conservative students.

			Universities are a breeding ground for radical left-wing politics. Antifa’s ideology thrives and receives the most ideological support from college professors and administrators. Leftist faculty have a tremendous power to radicalize students. Many of these students are brainwashed to believe that their destiny is to become militant activists and join extremist groups like those affiliated with Antifa. 

			Antifa is strongly anti-American. However, to say its members are acting only from hate is to oversimplify the movement. 

			The first few chapters will lay out my experience as an antifascist activist, and my transition into the conservative free speech activist I now am. The second explains my background and answers why I joined a movement like antifascism in this first place. The third chapter will give a brief account of Antifa’s history, structure, and how I have seen the Antifa network operate. 

			The second part of the book describes the work I have been doing for the past seven years as a conservative activist. I will also advise on how to combat Antifa while detailing their different strategies. I will further explain how colleges, the mainstream media, and left-wing politicians work to promote Antifa’s ideology.

			In the last portion of the book, I will take a more ideological tack. While Antifa’s tactics are damning, their underlying antifascist argument is worth considering. While ironic when juxtaposed with their tactics, Antifa believes (at least, nominally) in inclusivity and kindness. Thus, the ideological case for left-wing attacks against free speech can often be persuasive. I have read multiple persuasive arguments to ban hate speech. I want to address a few and argue against them. Finally, I will provide some thoughts on how to bridge the political divide in America. 

			The problem of Antifa and radical politics is a complex issue. But I know we can bridge the partisan divide if we remember one crucial truth: we are all human.

			
			
		

		
			





Chapter 1

			My Time as an Antifascist Activist

			I still remember the first time I put on the black mask. It was 2011, in Claremont, California. The rally was intended to fight against the National Socialist Movement (NSM), a neo-Nazi group. The NSM is a white supremacist group that wants a nation in which citizenship is “limited to White persons who share [their] values, and White persons alone.”1 With NSM, unless you are white, you can forget about your civil rights. 

			I could not believe that in our day and age, hatred like that still existed. As a millennial, racism was foreign to me—an archaic idea that should be lost to time, never to return. It was baffling to me why someone would hate another for being a different color or ethnicity. Yet Nazis marched down the street in my community. 

			I joined the antifascist movement because it claimed to fight against this type of bigotry, and many Americans can sympathize with its stated mission. This is because America has stood against tyranny since its inception, from fighting a tyrannical Crown in the 1700s, to fighting Nazism in the 1940s, and Communism during the Cold War. While the American government has sometimes failed its people, the American sentiment and identity outwardly rejects fascism and tyranny. In line with this tradition, I identified as a true American antifascist.

			I was proud to have worn the black mask. I felt good about standing up for those who were being targeted by the NSM’s hateful rhetoric. These racist white supremacists pretend to be American, while they march with swastikas tattooed all over their bodies. They must have forgotten that Americans died fighting against the Nazi regime. Nazism conflicts with basic American principles of freedom and equality. The values of Americans and Nazis cannot logically exist together. Wearing the black bandana made me feel like I was in the front lines to fight a hateful movement before it could spread. 

			At that moment, I decided I wanted to dedicate my life to protecting others. I wanted to speak for the voiceless, to represent the oppressed, and to fight for what I believed was right. As a teenager, all I wanted was to see justice and fairness. To fight against bigotry and hate so that people “will not be judged by the color of their skin, but by the content of their character,” as Dr. Martin Luther King once famously said. And yet there I was, surrounded by Nazis. A common slogan among antifascist activists is “Never Again!” in reference to the atrocities committed against Jews by Nazi Germany. I believed that being part of the antifascist movement meant to never again allow another genocide.

			Unfortunately, Antifa is a self-righteous movement, the members of which refuse to see when they become the oppressors. Antifa becomes the same hateful movement it purports to fight against.

			I first heard about the Claremont Nazi rally on the news, giving me several weeks to prepare. I complained ad nauseam to my friends about the rally. But the night before the event, I decided to attend. I still believe that if you do not fight for your values, you have none to stand on.

			Antifa had already existed around the world for several decades. Yet it rarely received any press coverage. Any time the media took notice, as it did during the famous 1999 World Trade Organization (WTO) riots in Seattle, they would refer to them merely as anarchists. But while there can often be overlap, not all anarchists are part of the antifascist movement, and not all Antifa activists are anarchists.

			After the Claremont rally, news coverage showed photos of anarchists displaying flags with the Antifa logo, but I do not recall once hearing or reading the name Antifa in any headline. Antifa’s obscurity in 2011 is why in 2017, when I attended a march from Oakland to Berkeley, I was surprised to hear a crowd of over two hundred demonstrators chant, “We are Antifa.” 

			Interestingly enough, at this rally, leftist agitator Yvette Felarca confronted my friend Isaac Edikauskas and me. Felarca is a prominent leader of By Any Means Necessary (BAMN), which is a self-proclaimed antifascist organization. While only being a schoolteacher, she has demonstrated her willingness to escalate a situation to physical violence, and has been arrested time and time again for rioting-related charges and for hurting other activists.2 

			During this 2017 rally, Isaac and I were intent on monitoring the march to document any acts of violence against conservative students. We attempted to blend in with the crowd, but Yvette recognized Isaac, as he would routinely help Berkeley conservative students while we both worked for the Leadership Institute. She began to yell at us as soon as she saw him. The attention we received began to grow, so I suggested we leave before matters escalated. 

			I first met other Antifa activists at the Claremont for Peace rally held at Memorial Park in Claremont, California. As I walked through the park, a black dog and a white dog were fighting. I took it as an omen of what could follow. I hung out under a tree with my face covered while I scoped out the area, but I saw only hippies and liberals playing music about peace and love. After a while, another activist, who was also in all black, approached me and asked if I wanted to join him and a few others. The plan was to march together to where the Nazis were scheduled to rally. I agreed to join them, but I stayed back until there was a call for us to confront the neo-Nazis. After about twenty minutes, a different activist in a black mask used a megaphone and said, “If you want to actually do something and fight back, follow me.” That is when I joined them. 

			A kind girl gave me a black and red flag. The flag symbolizes many ideologies, but I knew it as the anarcho-collectivist flag, which represents a quasi-socialist ideology that emphasizes anarchism and labor unions. Other people use the flag to represent anarcho-socialism or anarcho-communism. Until that moment, I had only seen that flag in pictures. 

			Other people carried the same flag, but there were many other flags as well. Among them were the classic anarchist black flag, and one that sported the Antifa logo. Since then, I have seen many other combinations, including black and green, black and purple, and black and gold, which respectively symbolize eco-anarchism, feminist anarchism, and anarcho-capitalism, although the last is widely rejected as being a fake form of anarchism. The only time I have seen all the flags at the same rally was during the Occupy Wall Street protests. In the end, I felt like I had finally marched with people who shared the same beliefs as me. This was the beginning of my serious leftist activism.

			We were not too far from where the neo-Nazis were to meet, but we walked down various alleys to avoid detection. We marched in silence, which was broken by the crisp sound of our footsteps as we marched on wet alleyways. This moment was exhilarating. However, this protest was uneventful since the police set a scrimmage line between the neo-Nazis and other counter-protesters. All that happened was a bunch of names thrown at one another. 

			The neo-Nazi group was protesting the California Dream Act, which was to give college aid to undocumented immigrants in the state. When someone realized I spoke Spanish, they handed me the megaphone so I could lead some chants in my native language to further annoy the Nazis. 

			A chant I started was, “Get those animals off those horses,” in reference to the horse-mounted officers who were trying to keep the peace. 

			I also remember an older white woman on our side of the scrimmage line who was uttering statements that appeared to be supportive of the neo-Nazis. A leftist activist was arguing with her, and I heard him say he was part of Anti-Racist Action, another Antifa-type group. 

			As the argument progressed, I yelled at the police, “People here don’t feel safe with her on this side.” 

			Thus, despite it being my first rally, I took an active part in attempts to instigate an altercation. 

			While there were hundreds of counter-protesters present, there were likely less than fifteen people wearing the black mask, so the media did not take special note of us. I expected as much—The revolution will not be televised, as my friends used to say to one another. After the event, I remember going to my favorite Mexican restaurant in my hometown and eating in silence. I was in disbelief that I had stood face-to-face with a bunch of people who wished death upon me simply based on the color of my skin. I was also in disbelief that I stood up to the police. While nothing serious occurred at the rally, I left the demonstration with a new list of contacts that I would put to use in the following year and a half.

			To reiterate, not every protest and demonstration I attended as an anarchist was under the banner of Antifa. Antifa is a special movement, and it would be a disservice to claim all anarchists are part of it. In fact, the anarchist Left is a pastiche of loosely overlapping groups. For example, in 1999, anarchists, socialists, and other left-wing activists conducted a series of protests in Seattle to oppose the WTO.3 Many anti-capitalism groups were involved. Some were violent, while others attempted to be peaceful. The more violent agitators used the classic “black bloc” strategy, in which they would dress in all-black attire while covering their faces to avoid detection. I have heard many people incorrectly claim that all who wear black clothing at protests are Antifa. The black bloc is merely a tactic employed by Antifa and many other left-wing radical groups. While those protestors likely supported Antifa, and there likely would have been some overlap, Antifa does not cover every group or action in radical politics. 

			Later that year, I connected with an anarchist in Hollywood who was a prominent member of a local Anonymous group. Inspired by the movie V for Vendetta, featuring a faceless terrorist who wears a Guy Fawkes mask. Anonymous is an organization which, much like Antifa, espouses the membership of anyone who shares its values. However, the group is much different, as it is not strictly left wing. For example, libertarians routinely support Anonymous when it fights against government surveillance. Often, Anonymous activism consists of online hacking and doxing, but sometimes the group holds demonstrations. To this day, conservatives, libertarians, and left-wing anarchists alike proudly wear the Guy Fawkes mask. 

			The Hollywood activist and I corresponded through an encrypted page he set up, but we met only twice in person. Even then, we never saw each other’s faces. I found him to be generally unserious. Still, at a Hollywood Walk of Fame demonstration, he did connect me with a younger teenager whom I took under my wing for a while. I must have been seventeen at the time, but this kid was only fourteen, and had been involved in politics for only a few months. While I had only recently been involved with more radical activism, I became politically active around the same age as him. So as an older anarchist, I felt my duty was to pass down the few tactics I had learned from even older anarchists, and I gave him advice on a variety of things.

			For example, I taught him the importance of befriending the community. The Hollywood Walk of Fame is replete with cameras from business, tourists, and many other sources. It is also replete with police and security. Therefore, performing left-wing activism in Hollywood came with a heightened danger of being identified, especially since driving would reveal people’s license plates, and taking public transportation would help police track down where an activist was headed. To my knowledge, no one was ever tracked down by the police, because these demonstrations were largely peaceful. But we took these precautions in case we found ourselves in a situation in which we needed to flee. So before leaving a demonstration there, we needed to find a place to change our clothes. 

			The best place I could find was a T-shirt store owned by someone who looked like he hated the government. When we walked in, we must have scared the owner, because we were still wearing bandanas on our faces. But he allowed us to explain ourselves and said that he supported our anti-American activism. He let us change in the store, and even gave us T-shirts so we could avoid further detection. 

			This may seem like a minor detail, but it is not. A lot of serious left-wing activists are smart enough to know they need to garner support from the general public to survive. Established antifascist activists often have small networks of legitimate businesses they can count on for support.

			My left-wing activism was broad. I attended antiwar demonstrations, antipolice gatherings, pro-immigrant rights marches, and, of course, antiracist rallies. But one of my main concerns as an anarchist was animal rights. I was vegetarian for about three years, and vegan for about one and a half, which went on even after I became a libertarian. While I now eat meat, I still find joy in helping animals. My wife and I volunteer to care for homeless cats every weekend. Not to mention the half-dozen dogs I rescued while I lived in California, two of which I helped find their original owners. One, who was missing an eye and had a broken neck and back, I kept and named Pancake. Four years later, he is still alive. That is the type of animal rights activism in which I should have involved myself. 

			Instead, I thought vandalism helped cows. I remember being fed up with corporate farms. So I did what any “rational” person would do. I left my house around 9:00 p.m., and walked for several hours. I stole someone’s bike and rode it for several more hours, until I was in the middle of nowhere in Los Angeles County. That is when I threw rock to smash the window of a McDonald’s. As the glass shattered, I hopped on the bike and rode off, then ditched the bike and walked the rest of the way home. This endeavor took several hours. I arrived home around sunrise. Once I got home, I slipped to my room and slept the whole day, feeling a deep sense of accomplishment. Somehow I thought what I had done would cause American capitalism and consumerism to crumble and fall.

			I justified my crimes of theft and destruction of property by believing it was a victimless act. The only one being “hurt” was the corporation’s bottom line. This dangerous justification of the destruction of property is especially popular among left-wing commentators amid the George Floyd riots. As New York Times Magazine reporter Nikole Hannah-Jones said in an interview to CBS News, “Violence is when an agent of the state kneels on a man’s neck until all of the life is leached out of his body. Destroying property, which can be replaced, is not violence. To use the same language to describe those two things is not moral.”4 

			Of course, the value of a life is much greater than the cost of replacing a window, or even reconstructing a burned-down building. There is no denying that. However, Hannah-Jones’s argument is specious and morally bankrupt because the destruction of property does harm human beings, and is considered a violent crime in any other context.

			It was not until years later when I talked to my dad about the incident that I realized how harmful it was. He told me that breaking the windows of a business does not hurt the corporation or its shareholders. They probably will never even hear about it—especially since McDonald’s is a franchise. Destroying businesses hurts the employees who are forced to go home for the day, which in turn hurts their families because their paycheck is smaller, which translates to fewer groceries. It also hurts the business owner, who is forced to spend hundreds, sometimes thousands, of dollars to fix their establishment. In some cases, it hurts the customers because the business may have to close temporarily and must also increase prices to make up for the damage. And some business owners may never recover from the financial burden placed upon them by left-wing agitators. Destruction of property is not victimless. It hurts real people and real families.

			While my broken window may have resulted in a few hundred dollars of damage, other left-wing animal rights activists are willing to go far beyond that. The Animal Liberation Front (ALF) and the Earth Liberation Front (ELF) are avowed ecoterrorist organizations who have perpetrated an unconscionable amount of damage against the livelihoods of thousands. According to the FBI, in a period from 1996 to 2002, the two groups committed over six hundred criminal acts and caused over $46 million in property damage.5 These ecoterrorists are more criminal than activists. While the threat they once posed has mostly subsided, their extremist ideology is beginning to resurge in American society.
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