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  Note on the Text




  This is the full account of my adventures with the movement of the indignados, as it was posted on my weblog ‘Spanish Revolution’ from May 2011 to May 2012.




  The story began in Dutch, as personal emails to the homefront. I sent a copy of my second dispatch to a Dutch newspaper and it got published right away. Then within a week after my arrival I started posting on my own blog. After the end of the acampada I went on to post in English as well. For a couple of weeks I kept up a bilingual blog. From the beginning of July I dropped the Dutch version all together. In November, after the March on Brussels I translated and posted the original articles on Acampada Sol, for the benefit of the English speakers, and for the story to be complete.




  The text is almost identical to the original blog version. Most of the changes were matters of style and expression. On a few rare occasions I corrected a statement on the basis of comments I received, or I mitigated a judgment, or I reinstated an original consideration that got left out. Lines were cut, even a paragraph or two, but nothing got overturned or censured.




  The online version (spanishrevolution11.wordpress.com) remains untouched, but this text is the current version of reference. It can be considered ‘complete and unabridged’.




  The prologue is a translation of the article I wrote as 'Spanish correspondent’ for the Dutch magazine Wijsgerig Perspectief ('Philosophical Perspective', no. 51-4). It was written in Lizant, during the March on Brussels. It came out around the same time that Wall Street was occupied.




  Introduction




  Athens, 20 May 2012




  Dear people,




  Our tribe is settling down. We are starting to adapt to the comforts and complications of sedentary life. A new cycle has begun, an old one has been concluded.




  We have running water, we have electricity, we have four stories and a roof terrace in the middle of the anarchist quarter of Exarchia. We are not in a hurry to move.




  Most of us are waiting for the trial of our comrades who got arrested for occupying Syntagma. After that, there are no limits, no borders.




  North, East, South, West. Some of us want to go cycling to France through the Balkans, or hitch hiking through Iran to China, or sailing to Alexandria, or flying back to Spain to occupy Plaça Catalunya, or the Puerta del Sol. The sense of freedom is overwhelming.




  It’s too much. I have to sit down for a moment. I want a sofa, a pile of straw, a hammock, or why not? - a real bed! Before I do anything, I need time to reflect. This is already the beginning of another story. The first year is over. We were a wave, and now we are backwash on the beach.




  So I ask myself, what on earth happened this past year? The last thing I remember is that I had embarked on a quiet life as a goat shepherd in Andalusia, which I combined with a translation assignment from a Dutch editor. I was living the rhythm of the season on the land, I was learning to make cheese.




  Then it started. We all called it a revolution.




  When I came out of the metro station and on to the Puerta del Sol on May 21 at dawn, it was reflection day before the local elections. There were hundreds of people camping out on the public square, demanding direct democracy and a whole lot more.




  This wasn’t just going on in Madrid, but all over the country. It was spreading over other nations, over other continents.




  There was no central organisation, it had come as a complete surprise to everyone, and I found myself right in the middle of it. I had to stay, I had to be part of this. I felt the pulse of history.




  When I sat down in the tent of the Communications commission under the backside of the equestrian statue in Puerta del Sol, I was pretty sure that it could take some time before I would go back to being a shepherd.




  Now I’m here in the squat in Exarchia with my revolutionary brothers and sisters. I occupy the sofa, I’m not planning to move, and for the moment I only recall isolated images of last year.




  The siege of parliament and the bowl of salad floating over the crowd. The drums of the Basque column arriving in Segovia. The advance to Paris and the surprise assembly on Place de la Bourse. The dice wars in Revolutionary Headquarters Brussels. The occupied Christmas tree on St. Peter’s square in Rome. The snow in Naples. The phantom village in the Apennine mountains. The shores of Greece. The alleys of Agrinio.




  And most of all, the people.




  I have started to forget their names by the dozens, but I recall the faces. Hundreds, thousands probably. All over the world we were millions. This was the year of the people. This was the year of Sol, the rising sun.




  I have followed the events daily from as close by as I possibly could without losing focus. I rode the wave of this movement from the magic start in Puerta del Sol, all through Europe on foot to Brussels and Athens. And I’m happy that I did. The amount of things I witnessed and experienced was more than enough to fill a lifetime.




  I leave this account. It’s jotted down the way it came. It wasn’t written from the perspective of a journalist or a historian. I didn’t try to be objective, I couldn’t. I’m a revolutionary, and I’m a narrator. I wrote this story to capture the spirit of the moment, day after day. And it turned out to be more than just one kind of story.




  It’s the chronicle of a utopian village in the center of Madrid. It’s a revolutionary manifesto. It’s an adventure tale, complete with sequel. It’s a sociological study into human interaction and self organisation. It’s an anthropological study into the functioning of an urban nomadic tribe. It’s a practical guide to assemblary politics and manipulation. It’s a travel account through time and space. Occasionally, it carries hints of mystery and fairytale.




  We sit on the sofa in Exarchia. It’s over. But we can just keep on going if we want to. No destination on earth is too far to get there on foot.




  We could also go home, back to reality.




  “Reality?”




  “Yes, as in working fixed hours to pay for a rent or a mortgage.”




  “Do you want to go back to that after all that has happened?”




  It’s the big question that has been bothering every one of us. And most of us know that it’s impossible. We cannot go back to reality. Not until we give shape to reality ourselves.
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  Forty People on a Square




  





  (15 May 2011)





  





  





  Democracy is government by the people. And most people will agree that it’s the best form of government there is. Hence almost every political party in the western world carries ‘democracy’ in its name and in its banner, and hardly anyone dares to criticise it from a public stage.




  What does this democracy come down to? At best, for an average citizen it means the possibility to vote for one candidate or another every four or five years time. Nothing more. And yet we are attached to it. 'Democracy', just like 'freedom', is a word that evokes a positive feeling. It’s one of those words you can use to sell a product, or in this case a political party.




  This spring, in several places in the Arab world, revolts broke out against local dictatorships that have long been supported by the democratic West. The press covered it at large, the comments were jubilant. The Arab peoples’ desire for freedom and democracy could count on widespread sympathy, both from the public and from the establishment.




  But when people all over Spain demonstrated for 'real democracy' on May 15, there was much less attention. As if media outlets felt a bit ashamed. It was inconceivable that people were demonstrating for democracy right here in western Europe!




  Spain has been hit hard by the economic crisis. After years of artificial growth rooted in rampant real estate madness, the bubble burst and the Spaniards realised that they are still as poor as ever. Youth unemployment was nearly fifty percent. Hundreds of thousands of families were under threat of being evicted from their homes, while millions of apartments were vacant as a result of speculation. The banks were bankrupt, but still the government bailed them out. So people began to wonder whose interests their democratically elected representatives were actually defending.




  "We are not merchandise in the hands of politicians and bankers," was the slogan that inspired many more people than expected to take the streets of Spain on May 15. It was a joyful and vibrant demonstration, even though in the end it led to confrontations in Madrid. Police cracked down hard, there were dozens of arrests.




  A small group of demonstrators held a peaceful sit-in in the middle of the road to protest against the violence. Police brutally clubbed them off the streets. Blood stains were left on the asphalt. Such was the reaction of the democratic authorities.




  Late that night forty people got together in the heart of Madrid, on the Puerta del Sol. They were outraged. They could not go home now and pretend that nothing had happened. Together they agreed to spend the night in the square. They took possession of the public space.




  The ‘first forty’ convened in assembly. Food, blankets and tent canvases were needed. For this, the commissions Nutrition and Infrastructure were created on the spot. A handful of people went to restaurants and bars in the area to ask for leftovers. Others went in search of cardboard to sleep on. Later that evening, the Communications commission was created to report on the initiative to the outside world. Then the Legal commission was founded, and at the end of night, between the mess, the need for a Cleaning commission was unanimously recognised as well.




  All night long people spoke about politics. Finally, the subject had become fashionable again. Also the issue of violence was raised. Some of the original forty acampados felt that the use of violence against the authorities shouldn’t be excluded in advance. The majority reacted negatively. "Our movement can only be peaceful. If it’s not, then I go home."




  Nonviolence was adopted as a founding principle of the movement.




  Another fundamental issue which got discussed on the first evening was the creation of a Finance commission. The movement would support itself with donations from supporters, but money was a very thorny subject. Money corrupts and nobody knows who of the others can or can’t be trusted. So the creation of a Finance commission was rejected. The acampada would only accept material donations.




  Instinctively, it seems as if these two decisions are complementary. If you are against money, then you are against violence, and vice versa. With that, the revolutionary basis was laid for an anarchist-style movement which conquered the central squares of all cities in Spain in a matter of days, and which would serve as an example for similar initiatives throughout the world.




  When I arrived at Puerta del Sol, six days after the May 15 demonstration, I stood in the middle of a society that was organised by thousands of people without leaders, and supported with food and equipment by countless sympathisers rich and poor. All decisions were taken in General Assembly by consensus, and all policies were prepared by working groups in which everyone could take part. I was astonished. At the Information stand I obtained a map of the square and at the Luggage depot I left my backpack. I had decided to join the revolution. I could not resist. This was, finally, something new.




  "You cannot know what democracy really means," a Turkish friend of mine said, "until you witness it yourself."
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  Acampada Sol




  





  (May-June)




  





  





  “The Key is in Sol” - Madrid, 21 May 2011




  ... One morning not so long ago - yesterday it was - I said to myself that it was time to leave. I took my backpack and I walked to the bus station of Málaga. There, on the basis of the various options at my disposal, I would decide on where to go next.




  Initially I wanted to stay close to the sea and travel further southward to Gibraltar or Cádiz, or else inland to Seville. But at the bus terminal it appeared that there were other possibilities as well... And in the newspaper, which has been an integral part of my breakfast ritual these days, I had read that there were things happening in Spain. Interesting things.




  I had already noticed that personally. I was present at a swinging protest in Granada on the 15th of May, I had seen a sit-in take place at a square in Málaga in the days after. People are protesting under the slogan "Real Democracy Now!". And the heart of the protest is in the capital, on the square of Puerta del Sol.




  I decided to take the overnight bus to Madrid.




  So here I am. I was a bit sceptical beforehand, but when I walked out of the Puerta del Sol subway station onto the square just before sunrise I suddenly found myself to be in quite a different world. A world where imagination rules.




  The entire square was occupied and furnished as an enormous living room of the people. Sofas, beds, tents, a large canopy against the sun and the rain. It looked like an Arab bazaar. And all around, people were perfectly pieced together like a puzzle, dreaming.




  What is this? I thought. What's going on?




  I do not know if and what you have heard about it, but here they call it the '15M’ movement. In all Spanish cities there are protests going on in the public square. Here in Madrid, people have permanently occupied the landmark Puerta del Sol four days ago.




  Apparently socialist prime minister Zapatero hasn’t done a good job these last seven years, because people desperately want change. They are fed up with corrupt politicians, whether they call themselves left or right. They want direct participation in democracy, they don’t want to be puppets in the hands of the banks any more, they want free health care for everyone and they want much more. Old slogans are taken down from the attic, even though in Spain it is the first time they are used on this scale: "Let’s be realistic and let's demand the impossible."




  I’ve witnessed various demonstrations in Rome and Florence when I lived in Italy, but I always had the feeling that it was a kind of ritual outlet of frustration. People take the streets for a day to protest, and afterwards they continue to bow their heads as if they never really believed in it. But here, they do. The citizens have occupied the square and they don’t plan on leaving. They mean what they say.




  People, I have joined the revolution. I’m very curious to see where all of this could lead to.




  The protest has been officially banned by the electoral committee. Today is the day of ‘reflection’ ahead of the tomorrow’s local elections. But people defy the ban, they argue that this is not a political meeting in the sense that we are not trying to gather votes, and that the Spanish Constitution grants everyone the right to assemble without having to ask permission.




  The police are at ease and don’t interfere with the camp. It wouldn’t be good publicity for the authorities if they were to evacuate a public square by force and evict peaceful citizens demonstrating for ‘real democracy’ on the day before the elections. There is no riot police present, only a handful of officers, who don’t have the air of being unsympathetic. All around, there’s joy.




  The organisation and the civilised spirit reigning in the square are truly admirable. Everything seems to be taken care of. There are toilets, there is a first aid tent, there’s an Information desk where you can get a map of the camp. There is a Communications and Documentation commission where films, photos and other testimonies are gathered for storage and copyleft publication on the Internet. There is a Kindergarten, and a bag drop where I have been able to park my luggage. Drinking water is distributed everywhere, there are blankets on hand for those who want to spend the night. And thanks to the contributions of all the supporters there are meals being offered by the Nutrition commission three times a day. You can even find announcements hanging around of people offering the campers the use of their shower.




  I still cannot quite believe it. It seems as though an atmosphere of true brotherhood has descended upon this square. A very significant detail is that the use of alcohol is strongly discouraged.




  Assemblies are held continuously with simultaneous translation into sign language. There is a stage for concerts, and there is more, more, more. You feel that the groove of Sol radiates over the adjacent streets. The natives and the tourists walk around in amazement, just like me. They all witness how the protesters spontaneously join in to keep the place clean, and how they help to guarantee the flow of traffic along the square.




  People are also starting to organise meetings in the neighbourhoods and in the villages, hoping that the movement will spread throughout the country and beyond. They say that there are already people taking the streets in Italy as well...




  What's happening is not just a protest. It's not an outcry against the establishment. It is an example of how things could work if people organised society themselves. There are ballots where you can deposit your ideas. And everywhere, absolutely everywhere, people have pinned down pieces of paper with messages, sometimes ironic ones, sometimes poetic, and some of them sounding pretty desperate. I don’t really know the situation in Spain, but one of the messages seems to sum things up: "I have two college degrees, I speak four languages, and they don’t even hire me to clean the stairs."




  What this protest will lead to is impossible to predict, I’ll stick around to take a look. Because if history is going to be made here, then I don’t want to miss it!




  I salute you. Right now a retired colonel of the Spanish army just passed by in full uniform. Most probably he has served under the Franco regime. "Long live the republic!" he says, and people respond with a cheer. They want their picture taken with him. That’s what the atmosphere is like in Puerta del Sol at the moment!




  Finally, for good luck, I want to share with you one of the many messages you find hanging around here, it comes from a Spanish movie, it's pretty Zen:




  "Amanece, ¡y no es poco!"




  Which would translate into something like:




  “The sun’s risin’, and it ain’t shit!”




  





  Portrait of an Acampada - May 25




  It has just turned Wednesday. I have found a corner in the 'Politics' working group to bring you a report on what is going on here. It’s too much for words, so I will be limited to a series of rough sketches. The rest is up to your imagination.




  The comrades around me are discussing excitedly. They have just returned from a three-hour assembly of 'Politics' on one of the squares behind Sol, and now they cheerfully go on where they left off. It's a constant buzz, all the time, all around. And you can always hear the sound of a guitar or a tambourine, and sometimes a violin or a harp to accompany the buzz. It only stops when the comrade of Internal Coordination asks for it through the megaphone: "Por favor, a minute of silence at the stroke of midnight out of solidarity with our comrades in Syria." Then the square, filled with over 25.000 people, is dead silent. Afterwards, applause. "Madrid stands as one with all peoples who are fighting for their freedom!" Cheers.




  What am I doing here at the Politics working group? I do not know, they were looking for volunteers, so I signed up. I have to help them run the place because all the other comrades are in assembly. It doesn’t matter that my Spanish is not perfect. You just have to talk, then one way or another you will understand each other. Someone from ‘Culture’ comes along, he asks if we can better synchronise our schedules, because today ‘Culture' and 'Politics' gathered at the same time at the same square, which led to some interference. So they kindly request us to adapt and pass it on to Internal Coordination.




  In Internal Coordination you will find a large scheme with all the cultural activities and the meetings of the working groups. ‘Economy’, ‘Art’, ‘Immigration’, ‘Education’, ‘Environment’, ‘Legal’, ‘Thinking’, ‘Action’, ‘Music’, ‘Theater’, ‘Spirituality’. Every day new groups are born. ‘Extension’ is very popular these last few days. For next weekend they are organising assemblies in all the neighbourhoods and all villages and towns around Madrid. They are collaborating intimately with 'Communications' on this.




  On the tourist maps of the acampada which you can get at ‘Information’ you will not only find the working groups, but also the commissions that form the backbone of the camp’s practical organisation. ‘Nutrition’ I, II and III, ‘Respect’ I and II, 'First Aid' I and II, 'Kindergarten', 'Library', 'Toilets', 'Waste'. Along the fountain a little Vegetable Garden was set up yesterday. From today all plastic, paper, organic and other waste is collected separately.




  As you will understand, the Library is my favourite place. I like to withdraw there from the heat at noon to read through the daily papers. On a table at the entrance you will find the major national and international press. There are benches and chairs, there are carpets and mattresses, everything is covered from the sun. The library space is separated from the streets that cross our camp by the bookcases. They are full and they are growing. The books are neatly divided into themes, and have recently been stickered: 'Literature', 'Politics', ‘Economy', ‘Sociology’, ‘Philosophy’, ‘Comics’ etc. People are reading or studying. I'm in between there, writing. Next to me people are playing chess.




  Today was my fourth day in the camp. I sleep in the Rest zone next to the fountain on a piece of cardboard with one of the blankets distributed by 'Infrastructure', I use my bag as a pillow. I've been seriously in need of a shower and clean clothes lately.




  The debate never stops, and neither does the music. It goes on all night. But when you're tired you’ll sleep through it anyway, even on the stones.




  When I wake up in the morning, around eight o'clock, the comrades of 'Nutrition' are already serving breakfast. Coffee, tea, juices, hot chocolate, cookies and muffins. Everything is donated by sympathisers.




  I stretch my legs, I leave the square and I go into town to look for a bar where I can visit a bathroom and plug in my computer to make my translation.




  In a few hours I’m done with it. When I walk out onto the streets and I find myself among the tourists, the bars, the shops, the people in suit and tie, the banks, the advertising, it all seems very unreal to me. Hopelessly old fashioned in a certain sense. I return to the acampada.




  "Ask not for whom the sun shines. It shines for thee!" Every time new notes and poetic thoughts have appeared. Every time the camp seems to be expanding. It is also becoming more permanent. In 'Information' the wooden planks have already been replaced by a real 'front desk’. All of that as well, the material, is donated. If it goes on like this there will be log cabins here soon, and then the masons and the cranes will arrive...




  But in the course of the morning the patchwork of tents that covers the square and the adjacent streets largely disappears. Room has to be made for the General Assembly which is celebrated once or twice a day.




  I have my cup of water filled by one of the comrades from 'Nutrition’, who are walking around to provide people with fruit and water. I want to do something. I want to take part. So I walk over to 'Participation' to ask if they still need people. It isn’t easy. Everyone wants to participate. Whenever a volunteering opportunity is offered, the position is immediately taken. You need to be lucky. I drop in at 'Communications'. "Comrades, do you need a translator? English, Dutch, Italian. No problem."




  "Come on in. We are still looking for someone to translate our manifesto into Dutch."




  So there I am, in the nerve center, I open my laptop, and I start translating. Opposite to me sits an Italian, next to me a Frenchwoman and the 'Translations' coordinator. Further down behind their computers are the comrades of 'Web', 'Social Networks' and 'Documentation', sending out the Good News. Behind us the generator hums along to make it all possible. Messages about events across the country are coming in, we are receiving solidarity from around the world. Everyone is with 'Sol'.




  That's us, 'Sun'.




  





  Manifesto 15M




  

    WHO ARE WE?




    We are individuals who have come together freely and voluntarily. Each of us has decided, after the concentrations on Sunday, May 15, that we are determined to continue fighting for dignity and political and social awareness.




    We do not represent any political party or association.




    We are joined by the singular cause of change.




    We are brought together by integrity and solidarity with those who are unable to join us.




    WHY ARE WE HERE?




    We are here because we desire a new society that puts lives above political and economic interests. We demand a change in society and an increase in social awareness. We are here to make it known that the people have not fallen asleep, and that we will continue fighting… peacefully.




    We send our support to the friends that have been detained for participation in these concentrations, and we demand their immediate release with no criminal charges.




    We want all of this, and we want it now. If you are with us, come join us.




    “Better to risk and lose than to lose without having risked at all.”


  




  





  ‘Comisión Comunicación’ - May 27




  I have officially joined 'Communications' to be able to contribute to the dissemination of news about the unprecedented events going on here in Spain. Just now I have been talking to a journalist from Poland who had come to Madrid specifically to report on Acampada Sol.




  This morning, the police have evacuated Plaça de Catalunya in Barcelona by force. One hundred people were injured. The protesters have reoccupied the square immediately. I've been translating the press release about it into English. It has just been sent out.




  I’ll keep you posted.




  





  Press release




  

    Today 27 May at 7 AM riot police have proceeded to evacuate the peaceful gathering of citizens demanding a society in which human values prevail over economical and political interests. The evacuations took place in the Catalan cities of Barcelona, Lleida and Badalona.




    The evacuation of Plaça de Catalunya in Barcelona was perpetrated with unprovoked brutality by police forces. From the Acampada Sol gathering in Madrid we firmly condemn the way with which police units have acted. They have disgracefully violated the citizens' freedoms of expression, demonstration and peaceful gathering which are fundamental human rights guaranteed by the Constitution. We call on all the other occupied squares in Spain to join us in this condemnation.




    The people camped in Barcelona's Plaça de Catalunya have responded to the brutal actions of riot police through peaceful resistance. At least 99 citizens are reported to have been wounded in the unprovoked attack.




    After the evacuation of the camp, police forces have taken away computers with which citizens' opinions have been collected, furniture, and food that has been voluntarily donated by the citizens of Barcelona. Immediately after police forces had lifted the cordon around the square the Plaça de Catalunya has once again been occupied by thousands of protesters who had remained in the surroundings. We can confirm that at 3 PM today over 3000 people had begun rebuilding the camp.


  




  





  Catalonia Is Not Alone - May 27




  Puerta del Sol is the heart of Madrid. In the monumental buildings around the square the big economic giants have set up their offices or opened their fast food subsidiaries. McDonald's, Burger King, KFC, the Spanish equivalent of Woolworth’s and the banks. After more than ten days of occupation there still hasn’t appeared any graffiti on them. They are all open like normal, and no-one who enters or exits will be harassed in any way by protesters.




  After this morning’s events in Barcelona, it is clear who is on the civilised side. And you know I’m not talking about the policemen who evicted peaceful citizens from the Plaça de Catalunya, destroying their camp. Ninety-nine wounded.




  Tonight at seven o'clock there was a mass rally in solidarity with the comrades from Barcelona here in Puerta del Sol. People had brought flowers. Over their heads it's a patched blanket of all different colours, heaving up and down like the high seas. "These are our weapons! These are our weapons!" is chanted, and the people are happy to jump. They feel strong. They are getting stronger.




  At two hundred meters from Puerta del Sol there is parliament. The crowd went down there after a powerful minute of silence. But the road was blocked. For the first time riot police have appeared in the streets of Madrid.




  As yet it doesn’t seem to be very threatening. Some thirty policemen with shields, helmets and billy clubs. In the surrounding streets I have counted a dozen police vans with reinforcements.




  In these cases I like to stand in the front line and observe the faces behind the helmets one by one. I want to see the similarities between those boys in uniform and our comrades here in the square, I want to see if they can keep a straight face when the protesters are shouting to them from a civilised distance: "You have a mortgage as well! / You have a mortgage as well!"




  They keep their cool, they are relaxed. If it weren’t for all their attributes, they wouldn’t look threatening. Unlike Barcelona, police here have behaved pretty well until now.




  When the demonstrators eventually return to the square, a couple of comrades from Respect (the commission responsible for safety) have a little talk with the commander. His taut face melts. Suddenly things seem to be pretty friendly.




  Today, the occupied squares in Spain stood in solidarity with our comrades in Catalonia. It has given the movement new impetus. To build on this, manifestos were being distributed tonight. The movement is aimed at everyone, old and young, workers, entrepreneurs and unemployed. It presents itself as heterogeneous, left wing and right wing, religious and not. What unites the movement is the feeling that the current political-economic class does not represent us, the citizens.




  Today the movement also presented a document consisting of ten points, the first practical demands. Immediate dissolution of parliament is one them. Followed by the formation of a Constituent assembly which should pave the way for real, just and direct democracy.




  Yesterday I was visiting the Legal working group, and I took a look at the Spanish Constitution. It was striking. Many of the things the protesters demand are literally present in the text. Serious separation of powers, serious separation of church and state. Social equality, employment, right to proper housing, private enterprises subordinate to the public interest, etc.




  What the demonstrators in Madrid and throughout Spain essentially want is that the Spanish Constitution is put into practice.




  From the press center of the revolution, dear comrades, I salute thee.




  





  A Visit from the East - May 28




  It’s quiet in Communications at noon, so quiet that I'm extremely busy. I haven’t got a moment of time to look at the international papers and the independent media. From all sides people want to drop their communications with me. One message must be forwarded to the working group, another has to be announced by the Megaphone, and yet another has to be uploaded onto the web. But the Internet is down, and the comrades from Web have vanished. However efficient our spontaneous organisation may seem from the outside, on the inside things are not always working out smoothly.




  Then there are the people who come up to the desk to be informed. We have seen a lot of different nationalities dropping by. Even a Dutch anthropologist who was here to study the New Human. But thus far I hadn’t yet encountered a girl from China.




  She wants to know exactly what's going on. Her English is well disciplined and slow, you can see her thinking at every word she pronounces.




  "So the people want their money back?" she asks.




  I honestly thought that I had misunderstood. "Excuse me?"




  She repeats the question literally. I scratch myself under my cap, and I realise that some explanation is in order.




  "It's a little bit more complicated than that ..."




  I try to explain it simply and synthetically. I tell her about the banks. About people who borrow money to pay for a house. About high housing prices and low incomes. About unemployment, speculation, vacancy. About converging political and economic interests.




  She nods to show she understands. She looks at me with wide open eyes. Finally she says: "But... that sounds exactly like what is happening in China!"




  I get an acute sense of planetary brotherhood. She offers to help us translate our manifesto into Chinese.




  "By all means, comrade! Come in, sit down, here's a pen, here's a paper, and here is a copy of the manifesto in English. If there’s something you don’t know, just ask."




  Well, people, I've learned something today about the way the English language is taught in China. The first word was still easy. "What is a ‘concentration’?"




  "In this case it means a gathering of people."




  "Okay." She goes on translating. Then she asks the next word. She repeats it twice but I don’t understand her. Then she points it out in the manifesto. The word is 'dignity'.




  I take a deep breath. Try explaining a word like that in English so that someone from China knows exactly what you’re saying. I didn’t succeed. We did not come any further than 'human rights', and that isn’t quite the same thing.




  "Wait here," I say, "this is important." Internet still isn’t working, so I walk over to the Library. It keeps growing fast every day. Now we even have a twenty volume encyclopedia at our disposal. But no English-English dictionary yet. I ask around if anyone can help us restore the connection. "Es muy urgente, compañeros. We need to give a comrade from China an accurate description of the concept of dignidad." Eventually we manage to get the web working. "Here," I say, "now I can also show you what Wikipedia is."




  "Dignity is a term used in moral, ethical, and political discussions to signify that a being has an innate right to respect and ethical treatment." Whether it's enough, I do not know, she still seems to be processing the words one at a time. Luckily, a comrade comes along who has looked up the Chinese translation on her smartphone. Two elegant characters. A broad smile appears on her face. She knows what we're talking about.




  It would not be the last word she didn’t know. "What is ‘solidarity’?" she asks later on. "What is a ‘volunteer’?"




  Ronald Reagan once claimed that the Russians do not even have a word for freedom. They have three. How many words the Chinese use for the concepts of human dignity and solidarity, I can’t say, but each time our visitor from the East started nodding with a smile, I knew we got a hold of one.




  When she finishes, she is happy and content. She stands up. “There you go.” The Chinese translation of our manifesto in Latin characters. "The only way for us to resist in China is by spreading information clandestinely over the Internet”, she says. But even that is risky. For her it’s inconceivable that we have the opportunity to protest like this here in the west. "If we were to try this in China, we would suffer the consequences on our skin."




  I think I understand what she is referring to.




  "Good luck!" she says when she is about to return to the busy streets of our global village.




  "Good luck to you, comrade. You need it more than we do."




  





  La Bastille - May 29




  Yesterday was a great day. For a week they have been working on it at Extension. It was the day that ‘Sol’ would spread out over all neighbourhoods of Madrid and the surrounding towns and villages. Or not. The future of this movement was at stake.




  We bet it all, and we won. The expansion has become a huge success. Popular assemblies have been organised in more than a hundred villages and neighbourhoods, where hundreds to sometimes thousands of people attended. And best of all, it was not just the young. There were mostly elderly and families with children present. The core of the neighbourhoods.




  Our model of direct democracy has struck a cord. It finally gives people a voice. No longer does it end up on the bottom of a ballot every four years, no, it is heard.




  The assemblies operate as follows. A moderator and a secretary are elected. These functions rotate, so nobody gets the opportunity to step up. The moderator ensures that everyone who has something to say gets his speaking turn in the order in which it is requested and within the subject that is currently being treated. The secretary is responsible for the minutes that are to be published at the end of each assembly or working group meeting.




  Also, each working group sends a spokesman to the General Assembly to report on what the group is doing. Like any other function, spokespersons are rotative.




  Voting in favour is done by waving both hands. Opposition to a proposal is expressed by crossing one's arms over one's head. If a large majority is in favour of a proposal, there is always asked if anyone categorically opposes it. If so, that person will get the floor to explain his or her reasons. It is not a dictatorship of the majority. People look for consensus through collective reasoning. If a significant minority continues to have objections a compromise is looked for that is acceptable to all.




  The success of the neighbourhood assemblies is so big that most of them have already decided to convene on a regular basis. Then their spokespersons will bring the decisions of the neighbourhoods and villages to the General Popular Assembly at Puerta del Sol.




  At the time of writing, Sunday May 29 2011, at a quarter past two in the afternoon, the first General Popular Assembly is convened at Puerta del Sol. The square isn’t large enough for all. The atmosphere you breathe is one that I've never felt before, one that I never even thought possible. We are working on something very big. We are making history. 'Democracy' is no longer an empty phrase, appropriated by a small group of politicians. It has become a reality.




  Sometimes I have trouble comprehending it all. I almost become emotional. I think of the Agora of Athens. I think of the Founding Fathers of the United States. I think of the images of the mass demonstrations in East Germany in November 1989.




  "Wir sind das Volk!"




  I don’t sleep much, but I have energy to spare. I wish I could be everywhere at the same time, on all the squares, in all the working groups. I wish I could absorb all the information that is going around our movement. But I'm just me. A single neuron in a huge brain that is becoming aware of its own collective intelligence. I‘m doing what I can. I need to document this.




  Every now and then the feeling of euphoria can turn into a kind of despair when our spontaneous organisation suddenly grinds to a halt. There I am, writing a piece in the Communications office whilst messages which have to be published are coming in from all sides. But the Internet is down again, and the guys of Web are nowhere to be found. At such times it’s very frustrating not to be in touch with what's happening in the cities and villages, and in all the countries that have seen the light of Puerta del Sol shining in the distance. And yet, when I ask the Megaphone to announce that we need information technicians, then they show up on the doorstep right away to reestablish our contact with the world.




  This morning I was translating a manifesto of our comrades in Paris into English, see below. The tone is truly revolutionary, and I cannot help but feel a certain pride when I read that people in the capital of Revolution - on Place de la Bastille! - are inspired by what is happening at Puerta del Sol!




  Comrades, take the squares and take the streets! They are yours! Once you have tasted a piece of real democracy, you'll never want something else again!




  





  Real Democracy Now!




  

    After the current financial crisis began in 2008 our democratically elected representatives have decided to make us, the citizens, pay the price for it, instead of those who are responsible: the banks. The European democracies have been hijacked by the international financial markets. Citizens are being strangled by austerity plans that are being imposed all over Europe. Unemployment has skyrocketed and has plunged millions of people into precarious conditions and even misery. This crisis affects everybody. While the value of the French stock exchange has doubled, unemployment has reached 25% among young people. In Spain the unemployment rate for people under 35 has even gone up to 40 percent.




    Faced with this situation, the people of Spain have risen up. As from the 15th of May tens of thousands of people are occupying public spaces day and night. The Real Democracy Now! movement is rooted in two fundamental demands: democratic regeneration and the defense of social rather than economic policies. It has sprung up as a truly spontaneous civil movement, completely independent and self administered.




    As a result of recent demonstrations of solidarity organised by the Spanish community in France, we, French citizens, have come to identify ourselves with the aspirations of the Spanish people. We call on all people to become an active part of this dynamic movement for change. The Arab uprisings have crossed the Mediterranean Sea. The Spanish awakening sends a message to all people of Europe to seize this opportunity.




    Faced with a political oligarchy which has monopolised democratic institutions, we demand the formation of Constituent Assemblies to remind our representatives that sovereignty should be exercised by the people.




    Faced with a fistful of the ultra rich parasiting on society we demand a redistribution of wealth.




    We call on everybody to organize peaceful occupations of public squares. By taking possession of our public space we will proceed to decide together our goals (civil, political, cultural and artistic), and the means with which to achieve them.




    Exploitation will only be confined by our resistance!


  




  Voted by the General Assembly in Paris,




  Place de la Bastille, Sunday 22 May 2011




  





  “¡Sol Resiste!” - May 30




  Sometimes I have a feeling that it is all a game. Take yesterday for example. Together with a comrade that I met in the library, who speaks better French than I do, we were writing a comunicado to our comrades on Place de la Bastille.





  "Salut Paris! Ici Madrid! How is the battle coming along? Are you in control of the Bastille? Here at Puerta del Sol the first General Popular Assembly is in session!"




  Is this real? Are we taking ourselves seriously?




  Me, not completely. Life is a game. If you can not live it with a twist, then there’s something you just didn’t quite understand.




  Evening falls. The General Assembly is convened. We must decide whether we stay or not. Repeatedly the debate is interrupted by the latest news. "Tens of thousands of people are on the streets in Athens!" The square explodes. But moments later it's dead quiet. The connection comrade is on the phone with Paris. "The police have begun the evacuation of the Bastille." People hold their breath. "Tear gas is used."




  That tear gas is definitely real.




  After the initial shock wave, the square picks up courage again. Last words from Paris: "We'll be back!" Applause. The square chants: "Paris is not alone! Paris is not alone!"




  What the big wigs do not seem to realise is that the use of force against peaceful demonstrators only strengthens our movement. It goes to show who is on the side of reason, and who is on the side of force. We are increasingly convinced that this battle must be fought, unyieldingly and without fear, with flowers instead of clubs. One of the speakers sums it up: "Greece is in revolt. In Paris and other French cities the squares are being taken. There are reports of occupations in England as well. All of them, they look at us. Puerta del Sol is an example to the world. And here we are, asking ourselves whether we should lift our tents?"




  "No!"




  At the end of the Assembly the proposal to stay is adopted by a square full of waving hands. We go on.




  I walk back to Communications. There is a report of people demonstrating in front of the French Embassy. I go.




  Comrades, our movement continues to amaze me. At the word ‘demonstration’ you usually think of a group of angry people yelling slogans. But when I arrive I find nothing of the sort. There is no one who organises it, but the silence is complete. A few hundred people stand in front of the embassy with their hands up. Just to say, our will is stronger than your weapons.




  Then somewhere a set of keys goes up into the air, and another, and another. ‘Ting! Ting! Ting!’ It gets louder and louder. There are two police vans protecting the embassy. I wonder if these cops ever witnessed a protest that was anything like this.




  The tinkling dies away. Without a word, people turn their backs on the embassy. They sit down in reflective silence. Lightning flickers over the city. All of a sudden the stone lions on the roof of the embassy emerge fearsomely from darkness. The people stand up. For the first time you hear a very soft whisper going around. "In three minutes, a scream. Pass it on."




  Three minutes later, the crowd bursts into cheers. Lightning cuts the sky. Then people turn around, they go back to Puerta del Sol, singing the Marseillaise.




  It’s late when I return. I report about what happened in Communications and I walk over to Infrastructure to get a blanket. I have decided to sleep in the nursery tonight, because the Moroccan neighbourhood where I found shelter these last few days has turned into a mess. I spread out a beautifully clean piece of cardboard between the toys and the snoring comrades. And just as I finally put myself to rest, the downpour breaks loose.




  The canvases we use for shelter can’t deal with it. Everything and everyone is flushed awake. The cardboard turns into porridge, the blankets get wet. People run back and forth to drain the water from the canvases and prevent them from collapsing. But when it finally stops, a thundering cheer rises up from the camp.




  "¡Sol resiste!"




  Also against the elements.




  





  

    Puerta del Sol, 29 Mai 2011




    Salut Paris!




    Ici Madrid, la section de 'Communication' de Puerta del Sol.




    Hier, les differentes assemblées des quartiers et des villages madrilens ont eu un grand succes. Ce matin, les representants des assemblées se sont reunis dans la première Assemblée Populaire Génerale, célébrée à la Puerta del Sol.




    Le mouvement est en train de se répandre, et nous avons su qu'à la Place de La Bastille vous avez montré votre solidarité pour notre mouvement. Nous vous en remercions enormement et nous aimerions savoir comment se deroule la situation a Paris.




    Avez-vous occupée la place? Quelles sont vos revendications? Savez-vous si d'autres villes de la France ont suivi votre exemple?




    Nous vous souhaitons beaucoup du courage dans cette lutte.




    Menons-la tous unis,




    Hasta la Victoria!




    Madrid.


  




  





  Extending the Field of Battle - May 31




  It couldn’t be better. I feel like this party tent with folding chairs and makeshift tables has become the center of the world. I talk to comrades from Brazil, from Sicily, from the Czech Republic and from Turkey who are here gathering and disseminating information 22 hours a day. I dictate letters to beautiful women who write them down in correct Spanish and send them out in all directions. I collect information coming in through social media and alternative news sites. Just outside our office there’s a map of Spain, one of Europe and one of the world, speckled with red dots. They are increasing every day.




  There is an unconfirmed report of a square being occupied in Cologne. On the other side of the table a comrade starts to laugh. He has lived in Germany for a year. "That’s bound to fail. Germans can’t improvise. If they miss their bus, they panic." The guy is neatly trimmed and shaved, he walks around in suit and tie with a big smile. His motto: "The revolution must be conducted with elegance."




  Messages keep coming in. Beware, comrades, the movement is starting to spread to the north. It seems it has already arrived in Liège, where there has been the first reported case of a mayor giving permission for an occupation! Also our neighbours in Portugal have started to occupy squares in the big cities. But the biggest news comes from America. In Los Angeles, people are camping on the beach, there is talk of concentrations in Milwaukee and Maryland. There is even said to be a public meeting on Washington Square in New York!




  The movement that was born here in Madrid is starting to take a global shape, whether you know it or not. The antiquated media, just like the politicians, do not seem to understand what is going on, or maybe they don’t want to. But that does not matter. They will soon be redundant. People who can organise themselves - and my god, they’ve shown here that they can! - will no longer need them. Just like they don’t need banks and other semi-fictitious institutions. We are accustomed to think that the world is the way it is, because this is the way it should be and otherwise it wouldn’t work. This is not only nonsense, it's an insult to human intelligence and creativity.




  History teaches us that people are able to organise themselves in countless ways, and the future will show that they still are. For people are not crazy! Sure, if all people lead their own little lives in their own little homes, absorbing the same vulgar trash each man for himself, it may appear that they're crazy. But when the artificial walls are torn down and people start to reason collectively, you will see: it will be fireworks. This is the miracle of Puerta del Sol. People no longer think in terms of 'I', but in terms of 'we'. If we want it, if we really really want it, then our destiny lies in our own hands. And if we want to remain slaves of a system that transforms everything, humans and their environment, into waste, then we can do that as well. But even then, Puerta del Sol will have been a victory, if only because for a moment we have given ourselves and the rest of the world a taste of freedom.




  I take my ragged white bag, I put on my discoloured cap and I step outside. I need to get out for a moment. It’s night time, I walk through the park to have some space, some peace and some green around me, and time to try to process all of today’s impressions. When I want to go back the gate of the park is closed. And the next one is too. I walk along the fence, it takes half an hour before I finally find the only exit that is still open.




  I am in a neighbourhood of Madrid which is unknown to me, and I want to return to Sol. Which way is it? It beats me. On a corner I see that there is a small occupation going on. But those people are not protesters, it's a family that lives out on the square because they could not pay their mortgage. They show me the way, I wish them luck. Their struggle is our struggle.




  Then I come across a drifter. Once he begins to rattle, like many people who spend their days and nights in loneliness on the streets, he doesn’t stop. He tells me about the immigrants from Latin America, he tells me that companies prefer a 'clandestine' from Ecuador at two euros per hour over a ‘legal’ Spaniard for five. He tells me that many immigrants are cramped into small apartments by the dozens, and that landlords exploit them even more than they do with the natives. I take note of it.




  When I return to Sol I read a poster of a desperate mother who has lost her son. He was a construction worker. To save money, the safety regulations on the yard where not observed by the contractor. If they had given the boy a helmet he would have lived. He was 22 years old. His mother wants justice. Not only for her son but also for the other two people who were killed in the same fashion a year later.




  I have been asked to explain why people in Spain have rebelled. My detailed analysis of this will take some time coming. But you will agree with me, comrades, that each of the aforementioned reasons is enough to rebel against this inhuman system.




  





  The Times of Puerta del Sol - June 1




  With everything that’s happening here, I feel I could fill an entire newspaper if I wanted to, complete with all various sections. Something like this. Take a good cup of coffee to go along with it!




  

    FRONT PAGE


  




  Title: "Parliament surrounded in Greece"




  Lead: In Athens, more than fifty thousand people have surrounded parliament. They are protesting against the economic measures imposed by the European Union. Inspired by the Spanish uprising they are demanding ‘real democracy now’. The parliamentarians are locked in. A military coup cannot be excluded.




  Headline: "Riots in Turkey lead to fatality"




  In the village of Hopa on the border with Georgia, a visit by Turkish Prime Minister Erdogan has led to disturbances. The prime minister was on election tour in the traditional anarchist stronghold when he was faced with demonstrations from various leftist groups. The police used tear gas. The fatality was due to a heart attack in the middle of the cloud. Turkish media deny that the tear gas was the cause of it, instead they accuse the demonstrators of injuring a police officer. From images found on the Internet, however, it appears the man had fallen from a bus. Later in the day demonstrations broke out in Ankara, Istanbul and Izmir.




  

    INTERIOR


  




  Title: "Communications with police unilaterally terminated"




  Lead: Yesterday in Madrid a police spokesman announced that the communication channel between the police and representatives of the Acampada Sol - which has been installed last week - will be closed from next Tuesday. The news is widely seen as a harbinger of a possible eviction. Today the mayor of Madrid and the local shopkeepers who have long been complaining about declining sales once again urged the Spanish interior minister to clear Puerta del Sol.




  Title: "Sol passes sanitary test"




  Acampada Sol was visited this week by two inspectors from the city of Madrid medical service. They were sent to the camp to confirm rumours about unsanitary and unsafe conditions. This way the municipality hoped to gain a valid reason for eviction, the same reason that was officially used to justify the violent eviction of Plaça de Catalunya.




  That hope didn’t last. The inspectors concluded that sanitary conditions on the whole were satisfying. "The camp is being cleaned by the residents every morning and throughout the day."




  Title: "General Assembly decides to restructure"




  Lead: In order to cope with various logistical problems, the General Assembly has decided tonight to give the Acampada Sol a more permanent shape. The existing structures will be rebuilt using sustainable materials. Given Puerta del Sol’s role as an example for similar initiatives around the world, the people have decided that the occupation must not only continue, but that ‘Sol’ should show that it is capable of continuous renewal.




  

    ABROAD


  




  Headline: "France"




  Lead: The Extension commission has announced the eviction of Acampada Toulouse today. Also the Bastille in Paris, which had been reoccupied by demonstrators this afternoon, was cleared by police in the evening. The protesters have vowed to return tomorrow in greater numbers. To the delight of protesters in Bayonne, the local court has refused to grant authorities permission to evict the town's acampada.




  Headline: "Italy"




  In local elections Italian prime minister Berlusconi loses control over his home base Milan. In Naples, former magistrate Luigi de Magistris was elected mayor. De Magistris was relieved of his responsibilities several years ago when his corruption investigation had led him to various ‘excellent’ suspects from all major parties of the Italian political spectrum. The furious pm warned the people today that he will make voters ‘pay’ for their 'betrayal'.




  The Extension commission has also received news about demonstrations in various Italian cities, inspired by ‘Real Democracy Now’. In Rome, Turin, Milan, Bologna and Florence people took the streets. Reports about occupations could not be confirmed. The government was accused of using agents provocateur to cause disturbances.




  Headline: "In other news."




  The May 15 movement has disembarked in Australia. The Extension commission reports on demonstrations outside of the French consulate in Sydney. From America the news comes that protesters are camping in front of the capitol of the state of Wisconsin.




  

    CULTURE


  




  Headline: "Culture focuses on the future of education."




  Unanimous agreement has been reached in the Culture working group on education. It will be public, untied to any religion, and accessible to all. Subsidies to private and catholic schools will be cut. The crucifix will disappear from all public classrooms.




  

    LEGAL


  




  Headline: "Privatisation under scrutiny"




  In the Legal commission people have proposed to hold an official inquiry into the privatisation of public utilities, which began in the nineties under pressure from the EU and the IMF. According to a spokesman, the sale is not only contrary to the Spanish constitution that says that public and private companies must be ultimately subordinated to the general interest. "Public companies are not property of the 'state', but of the people. And you can’t sell the people’s property without asking for the people’s consent. This never happened, nor have the people received their rightful share of the revenue. In practice, this amounts to robbery."




  

    ECONOMY


  




  Headline: "Mortgage strike proposal leads to division"




  Disagreement has arisen in the Economy working group on how the goals of the movement are to be achieved. The proposal by the radical wing to call for a mortgage strike has been received with doubts by the more moderate participants of the group. "It’s not a bad idea in itself. It’s probably the quickest way to break the power of the banks, but it requires careful coordination. A call for a general mortgage strike is currently too premature", a representative stated.




  

    SPORTS


  




  Headline: "Rayo Vallecano honoured at 'Sol'"




  "To the delight of a small group of supporters which had brotherly mixed with the people of Acampada Sol, the Madrid soccer team of Rayo Vallecano has been honoured on the balcony above the square today. The exact reason for the celebration was not yet known at the time this edition went into print.”




  

    ADVERTISEMENTS


  




  "Flat tire? Come to the free bicycle repair at Puerta del Sol!"




  





  Ye Olde Clocke - June 1




  A gust of wind tears open the tent above us and suddenly appears, majestically, the clock of Puerta del Sol. It's five in the morning. Around the Communications table we are six comrades having a discussion about Right and Revolution. A Spaniard, a Basque, a Sicilian, yours truly, and Mehmet, our comrade from Istanbul, a 22-year-old anarchist history student whose appearance is somewhere in between that of Bakunin and a Turkish sultan.




  These are the days, folks. These are the days that we will all remember, and of which we will be telling. "Democracy is like history”, says Mehmet, "you cannot know what it means until you experience it."




  Earlier this evening news came in from Greece. Parliament is being surrounded by 50.000 people. You probably don’t know anything about it, but that doesn’t mean it didn’t happen. We receive live images over the Internet. We are in the megaphone home at the base of the equestrian statue. We look at the pictures, at the raging waves of people.




  "What if we went to the parliament as well?"




  We look at each other. Something strange is in the air these days. Something that binds us. We feel that anything is possible.




  "Let's be reasonable", someone else says, "the time has not come yet. So far, our movement has distinguished itself by its excellent organisation. We must not let ourselves be carried away by our enthusiasm. Discipline, comrades. This is only the beginning."




  None of us really wants to go to sleep, we don’t have time for it. It's like we want to experience every moment of these days. We want to discuss about everything, not in theory - saying that ‘the world should be so and so’ - but in practice: ‘what are we going to make of our world?’




  It's an endless series of impressions and emotions. I'm working on my translation at the Communications table in the cold and early morning when we are visited by a very old lady. She shuffles up to us and she is surrounded by the love and care of our comrades. The chef of Nutrition I, a rough sailor who bears a striking resemblance to captain Wal Rus from the Oliver Bommel stories, whispers to me: "She is more than one hundred years old. Someone is writing a book about her memories. The whole Spanish history from the Civil War in the 1930s, up to here and now in Puerta del Sol."




  Lately she has been transferred to a different retirement home, without her being asked permission. Now she is here and she stands in solidarity with the new generation. She has volunteered to work with us in the field kitchen.




  She has barely left when I’m confronted with a journalist from the German edition of the Financial Times. She wants to know how our little town operates, how the assemblies and the working groups are organised, and how we relate to other protests. I explain it to her in detail, I tell about what's going on in Paris and in Greece, I say that we are giving back the original meaning to the word 'democracy'. She lifts her eyebrows. "But what is your political agenda?"




  I say that everything is still taking shape. We are not a protest movement that wants politicians to grant them a series of demands. We want politicians to make room. They have failed. Politics should be returned to the people.




  "And what do you want to achieve?"




  "We want to change society."




  I hope the people in their top floor offices will take note of it.




  There’s applause coming from our neighbours at Internal Coordination, I look up. The mailman has arrived. Letters addressed to ‘Acampada Sol, Madrid’ arrive at their destination without any problem. They are opened in Documentation, the memory of our movement. Two letters come from abroad.




  One bears the seal of Cambridge University, it’s from someone who encourages us to go on through a number of carefully selected comics. From Asterix and the Vikings, for example, the two pictures expressing the moral of the (outstanding) story: "Do you think the Vikings did well to find out what fear means, Panoramix?" "Of course, Asterix. The great warrior is not one who knows no fear, but one who knows how to control it."




  The other letter is from Holland. Someone from Venlo sends us a well-known Spanish poem. An Ode to the Clock in Puerta del Sol.




  The poet sings about the chief justice of Time in the heart of Madrid, which ordains the new year, time and again, whilst by tradition the populace eats a grape for each of the twelve chimes of Midnight. Oh clock! During all the centuries that you have counted the hours and the days of many a generation of Spaniards, patiently and relentlessly, have you never known a moment when your old mechanical heart would have liked to beat a little bit louder, a moment of joy because the ordinary dailiness on the square was broken?




  Yes, the clock says. When we chased the French out of our country and Spain was free again, my old wheels would have liked to scream with joy! But after that, oh... how much mediocrity I have seen passing through the square! I have counted down innumerable lives that vanished without a trace. I don’t remember any of them, they all flow together in my memory while I dutifully make my rounds, every day, without illusions.




  I look up at the clock of Puerta del Sol in the morning twilight. And I imagine that during these days, beneath those gray dials, the old mechanical heart is beating a little bit louder.




  





  21st Century Revolution - June 2




  In the eastern outskirts of Puerta del Sol you will find a statue of a bear climbing up against a tree. It is the symbol of Madrid. Since the occupation it has been turned into Speaker's Corner.




  Today there was a Moorish woman standing on a box with a three foot long receipt in her hand. I couldn’t read what was printed on it from a distance, but much of it was highlighted in yellow. She talked about Jesus, and the list in her hand was filled with sins.




  She makes an emotional performance out of it. She looks like Mary Magdalene. The people gathered around listen silently and nod. A woman has a tear in her eyes. "If you believe in Jesus", says Magdalena, and she puts her hand on her heart, "then the whole bill will be paid."




  I love it. This is also part of the revolution.




  I return to the Communications tent. These days it’s my home. You can find me there almost the entire day, writing, translating, gathering information or talking to people. Occasionally I walk over to the Extension commission to look at the world map, which is covered by more and more red dots every day. Now it’s also happening in Buenos Aires. We are on all continents, my friends. I am content when I go back to read the daily reports from the French squares. A seed has been sown, and it has begun to germinate.




  A comrade of Nutrition I comes up to the counter. He beckons me enthusiastically. "The shopkeepers have been saying that they make 80% less revenue because of Sol. That is utter nonsense." He shows me a series of printed sheets with numbers. "These are the sales figures of the five closest Starbucks branches over the last two weeks of May. Compared to last year they have made ten percent more profit."




  "Fabulous!" I say. "We should bring this out in the open a.s.a.p. Where did you get this?"




  "I work at Starbucks. I gained access to the system."




  These are our boys. We are everywhere, and we are unstoppable.




  In the evening an emergency meeting is held in Communications. The mood is down. We have just received a message that 700 elite troops of the Spanish riot police are marching in three columns to Madrid. It only takes the order of the internal affairs minister for them to begin the eviction.




  What to do? We have a protocol. We sit down, we lock arms and we don’t respond to provocations. SMS messages will be sent out in all directions: "Sol is cleared. Come help us." But I have my doubts whether it will be a matter of photogenic and romantic resistance.




  "Try to reason from their point of view," I say, "if they want to vacate the square they will do it at five o'clock in the morning when the least number of people is present. A clean sweep. It will be over before it can be properly documented. Keep this in mind. Continue to upload data and make sure USB devices are well hidden."




  On the table in the back our friend Mehmet is uploading his latest video's onto the Internet. I tell him about the police mobilisation. It almost seems as though he is satisfied. "Really? It can start any time now?"




  "Any time now," I say.




  We decide to take a stroll around our village. Who knows, it might be the last evening. We walk under the tarpaulin through the center, past the Library into the ‘suburbs’ on the edge of the square, where most of the tents are pitched. People are singing and playing the guitar. We walk back through the streets on the other side, to the eastern part of the square where the General Assembly meets every night.




  Mehmet is an extraordinary person. He has a political awareness and culture that amazes me. He speaks just as passionately about Marx and Engels, as he does about Buddha, Spinoza and Tolkien. He tells me a great story about anarchists who have stolen the ashes of Trotsky from his urn in Mexico two years ago. They mixed the ashes with flour and baked cookies with them. Then they sent them to Trotskyist parties all around the world. "Have a taste. At least that prophet of yours is good for something!"




  I adopted him as my little brother. We stand in the middle of the square where the General Assembly has just ended. We observe our village under the clock of Puerta del Sol.




  "Mehmet," I say, "I have this idea that many people are focused on the search for truth, be it in a religion or in an ideology, in philosophy or science, or in the revolution. I do not understand this. What's so exciting about the truth?"




  "You can only feel it. It absorbs you", he says. "People are fascinated by truth because they fear it. The truth is the only thing that isn’t subject to change, the only thing that never decays. And that’s nothing. Horror vacui is where it all comes down to."




  "Then I still don’t understand it", I say. "I do not feel it. What I'm looking for is something else. I want beauty. That's why I've joined the revolution. For aesthetic reasons."




  Mehmet folds his hands in front of his face and nods at me. He has adopted me as his big brother.




  We walk over the paths that have been traced between the tents in the suburbs. We join up with a few comrades to suck on a water pipe. We are totally relaxed. Whatever happens, our movement will continue. Greece has awakened, France is awakening and even in Italy there are assemblies being organised. This is the democratic revolution. And we, we are the chosen ones. Not only because we are able to witness it, but also because we have the possibility to be a part of it.




  Back at the staff table of Communications we encounter Vincenzo, the Sicilian cameraman. He is being visited by Jack, a comrade of Audiovisuales, who also found himself to be in the right place at the right time. He comes from New York and he specialises in live streaming. In two days he taught our Spanish comrades how to set up their own TV channel. After that he went out to grab a beer. Now the Spaniards can manage on their own. "Good ideas travel quickly in a non-hierarchical society."




  Thanks to Jack we have a twenty-four hour news channel, ‘SpanishRevolutionSol’. The content is being shot daily by twenty of our comrades. The Assemblies are broadcast live and are currently drawing an average of 8000 viewers.




  Now Jack has popped in at Communications to make plans for further expansion. Our new channel is focused on Spain. We also need a channel with content in English. "People are dying to have news from here." Hence that Mehmet, Vincenzo, Jack and I have decided on the spot to form the International Brigade. Tomorrow we start shooting material.




  The next step is to set up live streaming over mobile phones. In case of a police charge you can't do without it. The tactics you should use in this case is 'the Triangle’, Jack explains: if there is a crackdown somewhere, you need to make sure you have three people on the spot filming from different angles, so that you frame at least one other person with a camera. The police can’t do anything. If they attack someone who is filming, then someone else will shoot it. And that's not good for their pr. "It's like taking out a witness."




  Moreover, they cannot confiscate the material because it is transmitted directly onto the net. "This tactic was first used in Toronto," Jack says. He's a veteran. "Almost all regular television crews were eliminated. But not one of the guys filming with their phones was arrested."




  In the 21st century, urban guerrilla is an information war. And we will prevail, comrades. You need not worry about it. The International Brigade is already operational.




  





  The Summer of 2011 - June 3




  All exits of the square are blocked by Mickey Mouse. He has miraculously multiplied himself and has occupied strategic positions. People cannot escape. They have no choice but to be photographed with him.




  Whether this round-eared apparition has an official permit of the Walt Disney Company is to be doubted. Actually, I shouldn’t even talk about this. Seven hundred riot police on standby is bad enough already, but once Disney finds out that there are illegal mice roaming around at Puerta del Sol, then we will really be in big trouble!




  But no kidding, there’s a good mood on the square. Life goes on as if it were completely normal for people to take their destiny into their own hands. There are performances all day long. Dance, spontaneous jam sessions, at night there is cinema. On the edge of our village a cloth is hung up so that people can watch movies and documentaries they would never see on television. And I'm not even talking about the ever-admirable infrastructure which supplies our village day and night with food, water, electricity, internal and external telephone lines, Internet and which makes sure waste is neatly separated and disposed of. Or the working groups which are steadily giving shape to a new way of doing politics.




  It’s a miracle, Puerta del Sol. It really is.




  I can imagine that the establishment order feels offended by all this. It is confronted with its own shortcomings and failures, and worse: it is confronted with its own redundancy. The young people who are the driving force behind this project are no doubt the best educated generation ever in Spain. They have a lot of potential, and the only thing they want is an opportunity to prove it. Now they have taken this opportunity themselves.




  There are no leaders and no followers in the Free State of Sol. If you want to do something you don’t have to ask permission to anyone. You just do it. This way, Mehmet and I have been active in Audiovisuals today, in preparation for the launch of our international news network. I've never seriously engaged in visual coverage, but I discovered that it was my kind of thing. Choose people to interview, prepare questions, pick locations, determine angles, closeups, panoramas and a few nice shots for the atmosphere. The guys from Editing will then be able to make something out of it.




  Today, among others we received a visit by two comrades from Lyon. So we made an interview with them. It was amazing to hear that everywhere our movement is based on the same peaceful principles. Respect. Direct democracy. Assemblies and working groups. Restraint with alcohol. Music. It really seems like a collective global consciousness is emerging.




  1848. 1968. 2011.




  The authorities don’t know what to do with us. Ignore us, minimise us, criminalise us. It doesn’t work. On the first night of meetings in Lyons, the police made a half-hearted attempt to clean the square. The next day the people returned. The officers didn’t seem really motivated for a crack down. They are not completely unsympathetic towards our movement, according to our comrades from Lyon. How could they? What intelligent person can seriously claim that we are a bunch of nihilists? Who can walk around the squares and listen in to the various assemblies without feeling a certain pride?




  The shopkeeper associations here have claimed in the press that they are suffering record losses, that the camp in Puerta del Sol is a filthy mess, that the transit of people and goods has been blocked, and even that the rule of law is in danger! Our Legal commission has issued a comunicado saying that the city’s own sanitary council has concluded that hygienic conditions in the camp are excellent, that the occupants ensure the continuous flow of traffic themselves and that many shops in the neighbourhood have actually increased their revenue.




  Our own research has also shown that many of the smaller retailers appreciate our project. I’m not surprised they do. Their fight for survival against the big chains is also our fight. All in all there are very few people who really have a good reason to be afraid of us. Mainly politicians, bankers and speculators. And they are.




  At the moment people are saying there are 350 riot police and 350 special forces already present in Madrid. Rumours say there will be an eviction on Monday or Tuesday. Generally these affirmations are received with indifference, the same indifference with which we have ignored the municipal elections. If the square is cleared we will come back, or we will occupy another square. We are no longer tied to a particular location.




  We are being visited by delegates from various occupied squares in Spain and France, and by curious sympathisers from Germany, America, Holland, Australia and elsewhere. They want to see for themselves what democracy looks like, they want to learn from us. Tomorrow a video conference is organised with our comrades in Lyons.




  No eviction can cancel what has happened on the Puerta del Sol. ‘Let them come, if they want’ is the prevailing thought. Our movement will only be strengthened if the big wigs decide to crush our Free State.




  Comrades! Don’t just sit there, but join in! It seems that in Amsterdam there are already small scale assemblies being celebrated. Go make something out of it. Spread the word through all the networks. Organise yourselves, nobody can do it better than you. Do not fly to a distant country on holiday this year, but camp out together on the Museumplein or in the Vondelpark. Exchange ideas, get to know and to appreciate each other. Stop this eternal whining about money for once. Give space to intelligence and creativity. Be happy to be human. And who knows, in many years you will look back with a dreamy smile on that historic summer of 2011...




  





  Web 3.0 - June 3




  Making revolution can be very tiring. You get warned against this. "Rest!" says one of the signs here at Communications, "fatigue fights along with the counter-revolution!"




  But rest is often no more than taking a short nap like the Thinker by Rodin. Then you wake up and you have to talk to yet another journalist. Someone from the English edition of the Deutsche Welle this time. It’s fun. You can feel that they don’t ask their questions out of routine. They are really personally interested. Because this is something new. And so once again I can proudly explain what we have created, how it works, and how the idea is spreading over the continents from here. And when it comes to our issues, the fight against corruption, for transparency, participation etc. I never fail to add that these issues merely come down to common sense and that we are already thinking ahead. We want to change society at its very foundation.




  The wonderful thing about it is that they take it seriously. It is serious of course, but how easy is it for the big media to put us down as a bunch of troublemakers with nothing better to do. They don’t do so, because they have all seen in what exemplary manner we have organised ourselves here. In fact, I have the sensation that they are on our side, that they are curious to see if our model could really work on a large scale.




  It's great to work in Communications, comrades. The world comes to visit you here. The next person who walks up to the desk is a reporter for CNN London. She introduces us to Robert, an American sociologist who wants to demonstrate the project he has been working on.




  It’s a ‘Twitter thermometer’ based on Google Maps. You can click anywhere on Earth and see how much there is being twittered. The thermometer shows a temperature between zero and one hundred based on the last twenty tweets within a certain radius ("low density" is 500 meters, "high density" is more). If in a short time many tweets go out you will know that something is going on. At the start of the evacuation in Barcelona, the thermometer suddenly peaked at 99. The same thing happened with the recent crackdown in Bahrain. Robert saw it coming even before it had properly started.




  The interesting thing is that this instrument can also be used as a 'human rights' thermometer. If in a place where there are tensions the thermometer suddenly goes to zero, then you know that the Internet has been shut down and that people are likely to be molested.




  As far as the evacuation of Puerta del Sol is concerned we are well prepared. Sympathisers have offered us spaces to store material. Images and documents have already been largely brought to safety. I myself started to build a contact list of the people here at the Communications and the delegates of the other squares in Spain, so that we can quickly reorganise after a possible eviction.




  This morning I also dropped by at Politics to have a chat about a possible counter offensive if the square is evacuated by force. For we are indeed a peaceful movement, but that does not mean we are not capable of hitting the government and the banks where it hurts. Internet is not just a tool for us to organise, it can also be a formidable means of action.




  The attack on Mastercard during last year’s Wikileaks affair was a good example. With a bit of preparation we can do something similar, but on a big scale. We now have plenty of supporters around the world to get it going.




  Yet perhaps it is best to avoid Politics and talk directly to our hackers. One of the disadvantages of our organisation is that we are not prepared for such eventualities. If everything is democratic, then nothing is decided when it is really needed.




  In this respect it is really interesting to see how our democracy is interpreted, how different schools of thought are taking shape. You have your bureaucrats, who are mainly occupied with collecting and disseminating acts, comunicados and manifestos. You have your radical democrats who think everything should be decided by the General Assembly. You have your federalists, who want to decide things as much as possible in the commissions and the working groups. And you have people like Mehmet, Jack and me who prefer to go their own way while keeping a foot in the door in various commissions.




  Because you know, comrades, our spontaneous direct democracy is really wonderful, but to be honest I cannot stand all the endless bullshit.




  





  Layers of Democracy - June 4




  The First National Congress has convened. Representatives from all occupied squares in Spain have reported yesterday evening to the General Assembly. We are not just Madrid any more, here in Puerta del Sol, we are all of Spain.




  Since Franco’s death Spain is subject again to strong centrifugal forces. You shouldn’t call a Catalan a Spaniard, and certainly, for your own safety, you shouldn’t say it to someone from the Basque Country. But today in Madrid, they are all here together as brothers to share their experiences.




  So this morning I attended an assembly in the Plaza del Carmen, right behind Sol, where they had gathered in a circle under the trees, each delegation behind a cardboard sign with the name of the city. Seville, Valencia, Barcelona, Palma de Mallorca, A Coruña, Donostia and dozens of smaller cities. Even from the Canary Islands there were delegates present.




  It was finally a tangible proof of the strength of our movement. For it is one thing to receive news about acampadas and assemblies throughout Spain, but it's quite another to see all the various delegations dropping in one by one. "¡Hola! Venimos de Segovia." "Venimos de Sagunto.", "Toledo.", "Murcia". It goes on and on. They tell us how many they are, what actions they do, how they are organised etc. And I can tell you, comrades, they seem to be doing great.




  Some cities have concerts every day, in other cities universities are being occupied and in many of the larger cities people are already organising assemblies in the neighbourhoods. Good ideas pass around. The organisational structures and their coordination is improving.




  The spirit that emerges from the National Congress is that this is the beginning of something big, and that people are not in hurry. The revolution doesn’t necessarily have to be accomplished today. We are patient. What matters now is to lay the foundations of a new democratic society. This way, once the ancien régime will fall, it will not result in dangerous revolutionary chaos. A completely new structure will be ready to replace the old state, a structure that will already be tested at different levels.




  In the afternoon I descended into the multicultural neighbourhood of Lavapiès. It's a place where I feel at home, it reminds me of the livelier streets of old Rotterdam. Here you encounter a lot of blacks, and Arabs, and Chinese, Indians, Swiss and Latinos. It's a neighbourhood full of music and the spicy smells of different cuisines from every continent. On the central square the weekly Assembly was in session. It was about local things. About cultural centers. About integration. There were working groups being set up. Decisions were taken that would be presented to the General Assembly in Puerta del Sol. Our direct democracy is one big web of arteries that branch off into the tiniest veins to feed every single cell of the body. And the heart is Puerta del Soul.




  To get an idea of all the different layers of our future democracy, I also attended an assembly on International Relations this morning. We were mostly French and Greek. Clearly Spain is miles ahead of the rest of the world as far as organisation goes, but also abroad it has begun. The delegate from Bayonne rightly said that each country has to follow its own path towards democracy. In France, participation in the movement is relatively small compared to the great strikes. It might be necessary for our northern neighbours to follow a more political path and to try to bind the workers with immediate, practical demands.




  Greece is a completely different story. Over there, the fruit is almost mature. Every day there are 50.000 people of all ages protesting around parliament in Athens, 20.000 in Thessaloniki, and recently the protests have even spread to some of the smallest towns. The big wigs want to appropriate all the treasures of the people and sell them for an apple, or an egg. But this is not going to happen, comrades. Not now and not ever. Democracy was born in Athens. And in Athens, democracy will be reborn.




  Things keep on happening. All throughout the city you can feel the pulse of Puerta del Sol. While I was checking out the hood, my brothers Vincenzo and Mehmet attended a protest march of the anarchist trade union CNT elsewhere in the city.




  At the word anarchism one usually thinks of chaos, arbitrariness and violence. But in political terms, anarchism is something quite different. Anarchism is the egalitarian self-organisation of people without leaders or revolutionary elites. Puerta del Sol in this sense is an example of anarchism in practice. And oh! Now I would like to tell you about anarchism in Catalonia at the beginning of the Spanish Civil War, about the role of the CNT militias in the conflict, about George Orwell. But there is too much happening in the present to talk about history now. Once the revolution has been accomplished, I will have all the time in the world to put things in a historical perspective.




  We receive another visit by Gail from CNN London. It’s incredible all the stories she has to tell, all the things she has witnessed. Afghanistan, Kurdistan, Moscow, Tunisia, Pakistan, Tibet and much more... The stamps on her passport read like an adventure novel. She says that squatters in the Netherlands have organised a ‘day of rage’ next week and that she’ll be going down there to report.




  Gail has experienced world history of the past thirty years from very close by. A dozen major conflicts. Every day people getting wounded and getting killed. And now, at last, for once there is great and positive news in the air.




  "These are damn’ interesting times we're living in!"




  "You bet, sister. You bet!"




  





  Murcia Mon Amour - June 5




  Even though I spend my days here in Communication spreading the revolution in all the languages I know, sometimes it happens that I have to gather the news about our village at breakfast from the El País daily news paper.




  When I arrived here, the papers were quite often full of praise. There was talk of 'exquisito civismo' with regard to the organisation of Sol. One columnist rejoiced that the people had finally taken possession of the public space. She described how the squares have slowly been taken away from us in recent years. The trees that have disappeared, the benches that have been replaced by terraces, drinking fountains that don’t give water any more. The square, where once the elderly and their families gathered at dusk to gossip and to let their children play, has turned into a hostile space. A space that is only used when there is money to be earned, with markets, or publicity stunts by big corporations.




  It was about time that public space was taken back by the public. That was the spirit emanating from the newspapers. But after the elections the news about Acampada Sol quickly fell back to the Madrid pages. And because the pages about Madrid also need to be filled, every day someone was sent out to a write a nice piece about the acampada. These pieces increasingly focused on our village’s problems. Despite active discouragement, at night there is still heavy drinking being performed at the Western fountain. Some people queue up at the Kitchens three times a day, but they do little else. A full colour photograph has been published of a rat held up by its tail. And it seems the ladies of Feminism have had to endure sexist remarks and harassment.




  From Communication we have issued a press release stating that these are the same problems that society as a whole has to cope with, and that we try to resolve them our own way on the basis of mutual respect.




  Another point of criticism is the decision-making process. And there’s something to be said for that. The search for consensus, for something that everyone can agree upon, is extremely hard in a large assembly. And besides, what value can a proposal have if absolutely nobody opposes it? It leads to indecisiveness, especially with regard to the continuation of the Acampada Sol. Many of the commissions and working groups want to pick a date when we will lift our tents in grand celebration so we can concentrate on weekly assemblies and the slow expansion of our movement into civil society. But there is a hard core of unyielding campers in the outskirts of our village who want to stay as long it takes, until something changes. Few of them actively participate in the movement. Many of them only attend the General Assembly to block proposals.




  Now, what I read this morning in El País was about the delegation of Murcia. In the National Assembly they have illustrated their own system of democracy which seems to work out pretty well. In Murcia, sovereignty doesn’t reside in the General Assembly, but in the working groups. The General Assembly is only an advisory body where everyone can submit their ideas. The working groups will then elaborate all the input and decide on policy by consensus. Some think this system is antidemocratic. But in Murcia they deny that: "Anyone can submit ideas. But if you want to decide about them, then you have to participate. All people are free to join a working group."




  Personally, I think it is a good system. And again I wonder about all the creativity being released once people start thinking together.




  In Greece, the protests are becoming more massive by the day. Tonight, more than a hundred thousand people gathered in Athens. Tens of thousands in Thessaloniki and other towns and villages. During the General Assembly we were supposed to open a livestream connection with Syntagma Square. The guys from Audiovisuals have spent the entire afternoon in preparations. Our Greek comrade was in direct telephone contact with the square. But once everything is ready for the broadcast and the buzzing sound of people with great expectations dies down, a summer downpour bursts loose. Puerta del Sol is flushed, the meeting is adjourned. Everybody runs home or to the tents. The gods are not on our side today, but the roar coming up from the camp when the rain stops is no less triumphant because of it.




  Later in Communication we see live images from Athens. Not only the crowd is growing, it’s also becoming better organised. With the Audiovisual comrades we look on admiringly as laser beams flash up from the masses. It's a pure display of power. I am already looking forward to the pictures of tomorrow ...




  





  Vote of the People’s Assembly of Syntagma




  

    Athens, May 27 2011




    For a long time decisions have been made for us, without consulting us.




    We are workers, unemployed, retirees, youth, who have come to Syntagma Square to fight and give a struggle for our lives and our future.




    We are here because we know that the solutions to our problems can only be provided by us.




    We call all residents of Athens, workers, unemployed and youth, to come to Syntagma Square, and all of society to fill the public squares and to take their lives into their own hands.




    In these public squares we will shape our claims and our demands together.




    We call on all workers who are going on strike in the coming days to show up and stay at Syntagma Square.




    We will not leave the squares until those who compelled us to come here leave the country: the governments, the Troika (EU, ECB and IMF), banks, the IMF Memoranda, and everyone who exploits us.




    We send them the message that the debt is not ours.




    DIRECT DEMOCRACY NOW!




    EQUALITY - JUSTICE - DIGNITY!


  




  

    The only struggle that is lost is the one that is never fought!


  




  





  Buy Tear Gas! - June 6




  Oppression causes polarisation. The more tightly people are kept under control, the more radical they are bound to be. Turkey is full of such heavily ideologised splinter groups. You have anarchists and communists in all flavours. They all dream of their own revolution, and they can’t stand each other. On the one hand, they are similar to religious sects and on the other hand they are a bit mindful of the ‘People's Front of Judea’ and the ‘Judean People's Front’ from Monty Python's Life of Brian.




  In Turkey, the police are not kidding. In case of sedition they use tear gas first, then they attack, and only afterwards, if needed, they ask questions. Our comrade Mehmet knows. He comes from a noble family of revolutionaries. Tear gas is in his blood. He tells me about a riot last year in Istanbul, when a group of young leftists was dispersed by the police in the small alleys of the old city. His mother was sitting there on a terrace drinking tea when a swarm of youngsters came running by in a haze of tear gas. Mehmet's mother, an indomitable communist, leaned back comfortably while the poisonous gases were crawling along the houses. She sniffed their smell and sighed: "Mmmm... That brings back memories!"




  This type of stories belongs to a revolution, and they will become ever more fantastic. We ourselves are becoming a story as well.




  Mehmet also had some interesting news about the riots a few days ago in the Turkish village of Hopa near the Georgian border. Someone was killed in a cloud of tear gas as a result of a heart attack. Now, Turkey supposedly uses a type of gas so toxic that in Europe it got banned. But when that happened the Netherlands and Germany still had an enormous supply of it. They didn’t have it destroyed, of course. That would go against the mercantile spirit. It seems they sold their stock to Turkey. My source on this is Mehmet, if it’s true it should be easy to prove.




  Yes folks, I give you a free investment advice for those who want to earn something from the revolution: buy tear gas!




  I have more advice. Because some things are easy to predict. You have to know that our utopian village is surrounded by everything we oppose. The palace of government, the banks, the big brands, and, always, a small army of people offering to buy gold.




  It’s crazy. There are at least a dozen of them, they work for various pawn shops, they are dressed in fluorescents vests and they try to convince people to sacrifice their family jewelry.




  I have an instinctive aversion of this kind of business. These people vegetate on the misery and financial needs of others. And the fact that there are so many of them, and that they are so intrusive, means that there is a huge market for it. The proud people of Spain will try to keep up appearances at all cost, but in the meantime silent poverty is expanding fast.




  The gold buyers make good money from it. And if you think about it for a second they have every reason to buy gold. Whenever social unrest is on the rise, people want a safe haven for their capital. The good times of endless investment bubbles can come to a halt just like that. Hence my second advice, comrades: buy gold! Do not buy real estate! Unless you use it for a good purpose you will lose it all after the revolution...




  





  Angel of the Revolution - June 7




  Last night, for the first time in seventeen days, I have slept under a real roof. Slow progress is being made in this field. During the first week in the open air, I slept wherever I found some space. Near the Eastern Fountain, on the square of the General Assembly, or nice and cozy on the warm subway grid between the Moroccans. (There is room enough between the Moroccans because nobody else wants to sleep there.)




  But when the place started seriously to degrade and even the shelter was at risk of collapsing, I moved to the nursery. And now, since a couple of days, I share a tent with my comrades of the International Brigade. At first we had pitched the tent near the Western Fountain, but that isn’t known to be a good neighbourhood. Since yesterday we moved into the residential area on a corner near the tents of Nutrition III and Spirituality, a great place for healthy and enlightened sleep.




  Enlightened perhaps, but no less wet. It has been humid these days. Yesterday it came pouring down all through the day, interspersed with short periods of drizzle. This can be very demoralising. When it rains the electricity is shut down, so the communication with the world ceases. Looking at the dark sky, you walk around the village shivering in your shorts because all your other clothes are unbearably dirty by now. You're tired and you start to doubt the revolution.




  These are dangerous times. Doubt is contagious. And fatigue will only facilitate doubt. Fortunately, in these cases it can happen that an angel of the revolution appears to you to cheer you up. In this case, she is a comrade of Audiovisuals, battle name 'Alicia'.




  "Come on!" she says, "let’s go film the General Assembly!"




  It's almost eight o’ clock and it rains. The Assembly had already been canceled yesterday because of the weather and it looks like it’s going to happen again. But when our International Brigade arrives on the spot, my pessimism has vanished. All over the square there are small groups of people, under their umbrellas waiting. They want to assemble, rain or no rain. It was announced that the assembly would be delayed until the rain stops and people just keep standing around. In the meantime, Alicia comes up with an idea. She pulls out her camera. "Let's go ask people what they think of the rain."




  I look at her. Is she serious? I do not know, she hops away, and before long I stand there with an umbrella over her camera while she invites people to be interviewed with a smile that makes it impossible to decline. She had been reasoning ten times as quickly as the rest of us. The idea seems brilliant in its simplicity. After the initial surprise, people begin to laugh as they explain that there’s nothing wrong with a bit of rain. It’s refreshing, and it’s good for the crops. Their message is one of resistance. If a few drops of rain prevent them from coming together, what would our democracy be worth?




  For an hour people keep waiting on the square. But the rain continues. Eventually everyone comes together in a small circle for an emergency assembly, to decide when the General Assembly should be held, and where. All photographers and film crews who normally cover the Assembly have long gone by this time. The only person who keeps on shooting is Alicia.




  It is agreed that no further assembly will be held tonight, but since there’s a good chance of rain for tomorrow as well, we have to find a solution. It may not occur that three consecutive assemblies are canceled for the same reason. Also because there is an important decision to be taken. We must decide whether we stay, and if so until when.




  It is suggested that we meet somewhere else, under a roof. The idea is rejected. Puerta del Sol is the official seat of the General Assembly. When we meet, we meet here. It is suggested that tomorrow we cover the square to protect the entire assembly against the rain. "We do not have the equipment to do that at the moment", says the representative of Infrastructure, "but if we start sending out messages right now, we can have the canvases and the manpower here by tomorrow afternoon..." The emergency assembly gives its consent. We are going to try.




  In the end an old man comes forward. He wants to say something, he gets the megaphone, umbrellas are raised to shelter him.




  "Comrades!" he gurgles, "what we have achieved together in recent weeks is unprecedented. Finally people have found the space to talk to each other. We will continue with this! We will keep coming together. And neither the rain, nor god almighty himself will prevent us from doing so!” Cheers and applause. Alicia records it all. Even when the emergency assembly has been adjourned and most people have left, leaving only the hardened oldies in the pouring rain to discuss about socialism, communism and the sovereignty of the people, the camera keeps rolling, until the memory card is full.




  Alicia is 17 years old. She's still in high school. Today she had a test for visual arts. Because of her dedication, creativity and exceptional merits for the democratic revolution I have granted myself the authority to reward her efforts with an A, cum laude.




  When we return to Communications she calls her mother. "Mom, can I take over three complete strangers?"




  It was ok. Her mother is a sympathiser of the movement. We are fed, we can wash ourselves, we are pampered. Keep on going, comrades, with fresh courage. That is the message. When we step outside in the morning to return to Puerta del Sol, our faith in the revolution has returned.




  





  The End of the Beginning - June 8




  It's a sunny morning. We got a hot cup of coffee from Nutrition II and we have placed two seats under the colonna maestra of our parliament building. It’s time for a political discussion about democracy.




  Historically, democracy is not a very stable form of government. Both in ancient Greece, in the city states of the Renaissance and in the modern West, it tends to degenerate into tyranny or be monopolised by a small clique. Additionally, you may wonder whether the historical examples of democracy have ever been truly democratic. In Antiquity, participation was limited to the native proprietary classes. In the Middle Ages it was dominated by the great mercantile families, and in modern times by the industrial bourgeoisie.




  Nowadays almost everyone has the right to vote, but that doesn’t mean to say that we are finally living in democracy. Policy, structural policy, is being elaborated by faceless bureaucrats in Brussels under the influence of corporate lobbies. On the surface, everything has changed over the centuries, but under ground it’s still the same water that flows to sea.




  Also 'Sol' itself is not new. But to find a relevant comparison of this type of democratic self-organisation one must go far back. Maybe even to the Neolithic villages of prehistory.




  Yesterday an assembly had to be held, whatever happened. All day long rain hung in the air, and more than once it came down. The guys from Infrastructure spent the entire afternoon sowing canvases together and trying to raise columns. Wires are strung from the lamp posts to the roof of the subway exit. Once the central pillar gets pushed up as if it were the American flag on Iwo Jima, cameras are flashing and cheers rise up from the square. The megaphone announces that the entire populace is welcome to help with the tightening of the canvas. Everyone wants to hold a corner of it and little by little it is pulled over the ropes. We have created space.




  The assembly was about whether we should continue the acampada, and if so, until when. From the start it was clear that the commissions and the working groups want to lift the tents on Sunday June 12. The Legal commission had drawn up a proposal in this sense. The camp is not an end in itself, it said, but a means. Or rather, the camp has already achieved its goal. A movement is born, the idea of self-determination is spreading over the world. This will not stop if we break up our camp. We will continue to create contacts, to coordinate protests, and to celebrate assemblies. All working groups will continue to meet in public, and everyone will be able to participate. There will be a permanent information point left behind in Puerta del Sol, we will leave the place clean after a grand party and we reserve the right to return here whenever we want.




  Most people agree. But there is a significant minority that wishes to continue the occupation.




  Sol is a symbol for the world, the public space is ours, and we must demonstrate that, as long as necessary, they say.




  We are witnessing a first split in the movement. On the issue of staying or going a consensus doesn’t seem possible. The commissions and working groups will look for permanent accommodation, but some campers will stay behind. The final decision of the evening is that we respect each other. We will stand by the people who decide to stay and vice versa. We have a common goal.




  But when I walk around at night, eavesdropping in the neighbourhoods of our village to feel the pulse of the common people, I already hear the first signs of resentment. Here and there the idea has taken root of ‘we’, the ‘real indignados’, against ‘they’, the gentlemen of the Assembly.




  Crowd dynamics are a fascinating phenomenon. And even more so when you see how it develops from the very beginning. I’m witnessing the birth of a social movement with enormous potential, for better or worse.
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