




















have space to reflect and leave work by
living off money gathered in the collective
“Crime and Care” fund reserved for such
incidents. Instead of leaving them alone to
process or mourn, we take in those who
are burned out by occupying abandoned
apartment buildings refitted for our uses.
Comrades in the anti-repression and
healing committee enact various somatic
practices and folk medicine or lay healing
traditions, along with the cultivation of
herbs for medicinal purposes—treating
trauma, addiction, and unwanted
pregnancies. Others outside of the
immediate CWN cadres act in solidarity by
covering buildings in sprawling graffiti,
illustrating and materializing pivotal
moments of struggle along with portraits
of sex workers who’ve been key leaders in
our movement, honoring both the living
and dead.






We encounter them on the bedsides of
new lovers, or in the Spare bedroom of a
comrade who lets us crash while we work
for a bit in thejr city. Not simply the
stories of sex, but our accounts from the
barricades, our guidebooks, our
manifestos and theories, our sheet music,
photo albums from the time we took to
detox. We have the time for these
pursuits because of the option for sharing
administrative tasks, the logistical tasks of
screening and transportation. Even buying
razors and cutting your hair are not tasks
piled on top of our lives, but something
done together, to free up our lives.
Sabbaticals are openly encouraged.
Quitting the work for other pursuits is
natural and never leads to expulsion or
displacement: rather we listen freely and
fearlessly around our tables to the
multitudes of experiences and decisions.









