From: Blue Miner Young

Sent: Sun, 27 Feb 2005 15:19:25 -0500

Subject: So much fun on a Friday night!

As you probably know, I fit pretty soundly in the "gay for bikes" category and ride quite a bit. I ride to work. I ride after work. I ride on weekends. I ride on trails. I ride on bike paths. I ride on streets. You get the point... 

Anyway, I've been loving going on Critical Mass rides for the last couple of years. If you aren't yet familiar with it, Critical Mass is an event that takes place in cities all over the world at 7 pm on the last Friday of every month (check weblink below for local listings). It's a non-organized thing that spreads through word of mouth and means different things to different folks. To me, it is a fun ride to take with other bike enthusiasts, sometimes thousands of them, where we can gain recognition in the eyes of the general public as a part of traffic rather than a hindrance to it. 

But red lights get run. People in cars are inconvenienced for a couple of minutes at the most and cyclists all can revel in the superior vehicle that we're using. All of this was an accepted part of city life until the ride just prior to last year's Republican National Convention. Anna and I were in Park City at the time, or we would have probably been part of the 300-500 people arrested during that ride. Since then, police have been arresting anywhere from about a dozen to fifty riders per month. 

Guess who was in the lucky group this time? Yup!

I was riding with my friend Jonathan when we were surrounded by about 20 police on scooters and a paddy-wagon. One of the ironic parts of this was that Jon and I had discussed our distaste for the idea of getting arrested that night—his inlaws were visiting—and decided that we'd stop and wait at red lights in an attempt to follow all traffic rules. A lot of good that did. We didn't make it a block before we got pinched.
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PINCHED.

My arrest, transport to the 9th precinct in the East Village, detainment and eventual release (four hours later) wasn't all that unpleasant, but I must say I would have rather ridden around the city on my bike instead. My cellmate was Jonathan, which was nice—y'know, not having to fend off 

some drunk homo-thug. 
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DRUNK HOMO-THUG? YOU CAN NEVER BE TOO SURE.

We sat around and talked about movies and bikes and music (“Alice's Restaurant” was a hot topic) and lamented that his friend Kit wasn't with us. Apparently, Kit had had a notion earlier in the week that he was going to be arrested at Critical Mass and had sort of come to terms with the idea. He's not the criminal type, but perhaps he's a bit clairvoyant. Anyway, Jonathan and I were a little peeved that he was cool with the idea while here we were the ones in the klink, when who comes waltzing down the corridor in front of our cell . . ?
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THAT’S KIT-THE-CLAIRVOYANT (BACK LEFT, RED VEST) 

HANGING HIS HEAD IN SHAME.

Kit was about an hour late by our account, but was a very welcome third member to our new home. He had been picked up by the NYPD whenb police surprised the riders with a roadblock at Broadway and 26th Street, an hour into the ride.

Upon our release around midnight, we were all issued summonses to appear in court to answer to the charges of—now get this—“Parading Without A Permit” and “Disorderly Conduct."

For all of the silly, moderately illegal antics I've employed in my three decades on this planet, I never figured that parading without a permit would be the one that finally put me through the system. I think I'm going to frame my summons and any court documents I can collect regarding this as my eventual children will benefit from knowing that their dad did break some rules in his day, but they were stupid rules that ought to have been broken.

-Blue Young

(email address withheld)

kitbland@yahoo.com


http://www.critical-mass.org (A movement, not an organization.)

A CRIMINAL ACT?
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You decide.
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