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my young friend 

had deep sores 

from being there 

full of typhus for 

seeking a squat 

 

in red and black  

he spray-painted 

fuck the Nazis on 

its military walls 

 

 

people talk about prison camps 

being prepared for the homeless  

and the dissidents 

 

 

our great fear 

of the trap of incarceration 

of a barred cosmos 

 

 

what we made was within 

my sleeping limbs 

 

 



 

we were all locked up 

in an internment  

camp  

 

the way we'd  

been expecting 

FEMA and all that 

those closed-down 

Walmarts 

 

 

outside the fence 

stood a young soldier  

guard 

 

sadly wishing 

he could be 

with us inside 

 

 

we were creating  

something new 

within its confines 

 

 

 

out of every imperium 

that’s collapsing  

around them 

 

a whole prison state 

built of cracks 

 

 

 

who sleep in the moon 

and the rain 



 

 

 

 

they made it human 

stirred up in old pots and pans 

brought out of slavery 

 

 

 

 

who with his 

bag at his bare feet 

wrapped in a sheet  

standing in the sun 

arms raised up looking at it 

 

shining so warm today 

 

 

sleeps in the alley 

when it goes down 

 

 

 

 

I’ll have that pie now 

cuz later’s the one made 

for fools 

 

 

 

 

each time 

the armored ones 

are backed off 

by the weapons of wit 

 

 



 

an internationale 

is sung at a decibel 

pitched above 

 

 

 

 

invisible territories 

are staked out 

in the wilderness 

of pavements 

my dear friend’s feet 

got in the way 

of a cop’s boot 

 

as he lay in handcuffs 

downtown to the cry 

of no more brutality 

 

 

 

 

 

for the names  

of Michael Brown 

Eric Garner 

Tamar Rice 

 

the homeless once 

they called Africa 

 

Sandra Bland 

 

Alex Nieto here 

Idriss and Amalcar 

 

 

 

 



and all the snuft promise 

marching in their  

deathless names 

 

for the blood-stained  

Albuquerque rock 

the desert campsite 

where he was slain 

his poor possessions kicked 

into an outcry 

 

 

 

 

they smashed 

Occupy and it went 

everywhere 

 

how people went 

and got food 

brought it back 

for everyone 

 

 

 

where is everyone? 

I ask Mike Z 

driven away to 

Oakland under  

the freeway 

here and there 

 

 

 

 

do you remember when 

they called a blanket 

and a piece of cardboard  

a structure? 

 



according to the law 

 

all night we lay there 

without a single structure 

arms around each other 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rover Mike’s 

dog Jack in 

his little home- 

less cart behind  

his bicycle in  

every demonstration 

 

 

 

 

you can’t pitch a tent 

it’s against the law 

 

or sit your ass down 

where the sight of you 

may offend 

 

 

 

where so many 

tents were 

 

scattered now 

one pitched here 

at two in the afternoon 

 

 

 



 

 

you are chased 

from post to pillar 

alley to alley 

with your duct-taped 

sleeping bag 

 

 

 

 

 

revolt 

as necessary as food 

 

it is the riffraff 

the slaves the freed  

into poverty 

who do 

 

 

 

 

round the 

bend in 

the alley 

 

they muster in 

their dark 

encampments 

 

 

 

with FTP 

written on his back 

 

down the infinite streets 

 

 



 

in a Chinatown alley  

on a bed of a red blanket 

in a niche  

 

I heard you call my name 

you looked like death so young 

you said you were hungry 

 

 

when we  

were scattered 

 

where love 

dumped us off 

 

 

who are left 

like lovely 

flotsam on 

such ledges 

 

 

 

 

the uprising Greeks 

share a pot of chickpea soup 

they come across town to get 

 

without any slaves 

 

 

 

they destroy things and lose them 

and you have to start 

all over again 

 



IDs and everything 

so you can't 

get anything  

done or get 

anything 

 

 

 

 

I was gone 

twenty minutes 

to an appointment 

says Boomer 

 

when I got back 

they were throwing 

my drum set and other 

stuff into the garbage truck 

 I barely got it 

back 

 

 

he outlines 

the word THUNK 

on his cardboard 

next to the  

word COIN 

 

on his head 

a knit cap 

with little 

animal ears 

 

 

 



for all their feuds 

over an inch of curb  

 

that keep the world turning  

 

you know 

 

 

 

 

below is above 

as the halt lead on 

and the margins 

make a break for the 

light of each day 

 

with the grime 

of their journey 

 

 

 

 

this is not a love poem 

 

 

I simply heard a name 

or a voice passing in 

some dark decade 

 

 

 

 

waiting for the next skirmish 

in urban camos 

and ghillie suits of  

patches 

 

hitching up tented carts 

to reassembled rides 



and so on down 

the coast of 

veterans 

 

 

 

 

red tents and black ones  

I am a communist anarchist he said 

 

boundless must break these chains 


