Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,
With conquering limbs astride from land to land;
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name Mother of Exiles.
From her beacon-hand
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.
“"Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!"” cries she
With silent lips.

639 Hudson Street, Chicago, Illinois


I awoke the second time tonight, the first in a rage, woken from a gunshot yet again! This second time with chilling night sweats, my pillow sponging up my lucid dreams. I decided to stay up, after all it was only two more hours ‘till daybreak. I stumbled weary eyed and naked across the room hearing the skittering sounds of cockroaches getting out of my way. We’ve come to an agreement of sorts, these roaches and I. We could coexist peacefully as long as they hid while my housing advocate was there checking up on me and as long as they stayed out of my peanut butter! Yes, we made an agreement.


After pissing I leaned in towards the mirror, my breath fogging it up at every expiration. It would be another month of this bitter cold, then a month of reprieve until the scorching hot days of summer, which were equally as miserable as these winter days. There were times during those sultry days when I would opt to climb the seven flights of stairs, wagering between the danger and the cool reek of the stairwell. I wrung my hair out shaking off the sweat then towel dried my head as best I could. Turning on the faucet, I waited for the brown water to warm up before splashing the last remaining sleep out of my eyes. 

I grabbed my robe and put on some socks to guard against the cold carpet. Turning on the lamp, I was struck by how used to my existence I had become. No longer the extreme right wing activist for gay rights, I had given in. I can’t remember exactly when this happened, I don’t think I could pinpoint an exact moment or circumstance that caused me to become so hopeless, so hapless. I had become one of those desperate peoples that I preached against. Finding it easier to coast along, having someone else make decisions for me, Where I was going to live, What I was going to eat, What pills I would take and when. 


 I learned the system easily; the system that sucks the very life out of you, telling you that you are not worthwhile, that you are worthless and a lesion on an otherwise unblemished face. That you have no voice, That you should be satisfied. That you need to trade your self-worth for a bed and a can of beans. Succumbing to this after years of tireless work to try and fight against it. I was disappointed, disenchanted, disillusioned and finally disengaged.


In Roman mythology, Dis is the God of the underworld so it would be fitting that The System feeds off of the disheartened, dismayed and disconsolate. “Give me your tired, your poor, Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.------

-----Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed to me, I lift my lamp beside the golden door!”
