this is what democracy looks like
At 12.30 I made my way to the west end of Princes Street as an individual looking for a carnival against capitalism.  Initially not much seemed to be happening but a friend told me that the police had dispersed protestors shortly before.  At about 12.50 the protestors started to move along Princes Street with various musicians and a band of drummers.  Police allowed the band and some others to move past and then moved in to block at most 100 of us, perhaps less.  There were vans on either side of us, frequently revving their engines, and black- clothed and gloved police in front.  Some of the protestors had their faces covered with black masks: however I and some others became frustrated that we were accepting the actions of the police.  The ‘Carnival for Full Enjoyment has been widely publicised in Edinburgh and we had effectively been stopped from demonstrating in any way: even so it took some time to reach a point where we linked arms and attempted to push through the police line.  We were using sensible, non-violent tactics recommended for civil disobedience.  Through the movement of the crowd I ended up in the front line, right up against the police.  A male police officer punched me in the face twice in quick succession.
At this point the protestors behind me moved back and we opted to sit on the floor.  There was a certain level of retreat on the protestors’ side and after a lull we set off up Princes Street.  At this point I hung back from the action, somewhat shaken and apprehensive about the police horses.  I’m uncertain how we gained the right to march along George Street, but we then tried to return to Princes Street along the connecting streets.  I can’t fill in all the gaps: there were things happening all over the place and I hope many more people will add to this site.  On the side of the protestors I saw no evidence at any point of organisation other than spontaneous organisation.  However it soon became clear that riot police en masse were moving in on a group of protestors caught in the middle of Princes Street.  Mounted police came towards us at a run: terrified people were scrambling over the railings onto the pavement to avoid them.  Police with plastic shields attempted to herd us back into South St David’s Street; once more we (myself and a mostly different group from those involved in the first clash,) linked arms, with our backs to the police.  Despite our efforts to keep the other group in sight, the police gradually succeeded in pushing us back into South St David Street to shouts of  “we are peaceful!  What are you?!”.  A large crowd watched but unfortunately the involvement of most peaked at taking photographs.  
As it became clear we had lost this battle, we walked away together and sought alternative access to Princes Street.  There I joined what all of the many people I spoke to were looking for: music, dancing, and colourful costumes.  Between 3 and 4pm, perhaps longer, the mood - at least where I was - became calm and celebratory. Another world is possible, where we dance on Princes Street instead of shop.  Riot police retreated east; we followed at a drum beat.  One of the police vans attempted to drive out, through the protestors, some of whom responded by lying or sitting down in front of the van.  Immediately sirens went on; the police came back in from all areas.  
From this point on I became aware of a strong presence of Edinburghers, predominantly aged between 12 and 20 and with men clearly outnumbering women.  Having grown up in Scotland (Dumfries) my interpretation was that these people were accustomed to altercations with police on a small scale where they bullied.  Today was an opportunity to fight back which the police brought on themselves by a major over-reaction.  What was to hand was thrown at the police lines and, apart from short lulls, things only escalated.  After a long period of chanting, sitting down, many cigarettes, moments of tension and statements to journalists, word went round that the police were reinforcing on the east side and preparing to charge.  Other protestors encouraged us to move into Princes Street Gardens to avoid arrest; as we did so, police charged, jumping railings and coming through gates in full riot gear.  Many of us wanted to stay well away from the heightening tension: it was unclear how to do so, as we were hemmed in on all sides and the situation was extremely chaotic.  Those in direct contact with the police started to run away, towards the National Gallery; myself and others ran down the embankment, many falling as we tried to get out the way.  These pictures have been shown on BBC Scotland tonight.
Protestors picked up benches as a barrier between themselves and the riot shields; steel drums and other missiles were thrown - I couldn’t see by whom.  I and others were scared and didn’t know how to remain safe.  For the rest of the protest I stayed away from the front line.  Within a few moments we were in a section 60 - i.e. we were surrounded on all sides and could not leave - although this was not announced as the law requires.  When questioned on this point police were silent and unable to tell us where their senior officers were.  There were repeated violent clashes with police and surges towards us.  Police moved in and made arrests, and around 7pm began to let the rest of us leave.  This phase of confrontation began at or before 5pm.  We were photographed, searched, and our details were taken on leaving, some encountering more stringent measures than others, and I believe some leaving with no action taken against them.

I hope to post more information shortly; may I encourage others to do the same. 
