











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 have saunas and bathhouses. Some of
us travel to build them for the other
communes, practice bathing arts
together, redefine the meaning of a “war
room.” This space is not only for work, but
where we live with our aging friends,
parents, and anyone’s children, where we
dance and sleep and take months off from
working, having something to return to
when we leave for occupations elsewhere.
We retreat to the darkness not from
defeat, but for strategic and meditative
ends.

We wake up every morning and stretch
our bodies, stretching our bodies against
each other and slowly letting awareness
return. Some are wrapping their hands,
others jogging to warm up. There’s an
understanding of care, everyone knows






