


EVERY MORNING I MEDITATE AND ALSO GRIEVE 
in a very strange way. I go to the Fence at the justice 
center and I stare at the police. I stand at the Fence and 
I gaze into the unguarded early morning eyes of police 
officers in a cage. eye contact is the goal, sustained for as 
long as possible. I stay with my breath.





I vow to remain completely silent the entire time, I 
stay with my breath, and I do it for 1-3 hours 
(I am working my way up to a goal time of 7 hours). 

I stay with my breath. I vow to remain completely 
silent the entire time, I do not speak a single word 
even when approached (which I am ((approached)), 
almost constantly). I stay with my breath.





I am staring at the police. I am trying to force a mutual 
acknowledgment of some sort of shared humanity. 
I am meditating.

I do everything in my power to appear non-threatening, 
an impossible task if there ever was one for a public brown 
body in America. I try to adopt a gentle and docile gaze, I 
try, so hard, to stay with my breath, despite blood boiling- 
and palms perspiring-with thoughts of death, death, death, 
holy fucking shit I might die, etc. 





whenever I maintain eye contact with a police officer for more than 20 
seconds, I start feeling like I am about to cry because I sense that I have 
encountered the most boring person imaginable. I sense that I am in 
the presence of an unspeakably banal and normal American person, an 
unbearably average and one-dimensional United States citizen, a person 
completely devoid of substance, an exceedingly normal person who in all 
likelihood has never had an original thought or creative impulse. I sense 
that this profoundly uninteresting person is capable of unconscionable 
degrees of sadism and brutality, that this person is what can only be 
called evil.





today I overhear them:

• strategizing about barrier placement

• weighing the merits of LRAD use, because “apparently it’s 
supposed to make some people bleed inside”

• discussing the birth of lieutenant colonel [redacted]’s new-
born son, who (allegedly) has his father’s nose and his 
mother’s calm & shy yet implacably curious demeanor

• speculating about gluten-free options at chipotle

• referring to protestors as “the herd”; ruthlessly mocking 
the “I can’t breathe” incantation, hands on throats, spewing 
exaggerated gagging noises, faces contorted. 

• quietly yet passionately singing along with jimmy eat 
world’s “the middle”, which was playing at medium volume 
on patrol officer [redacted]’s iPhone’’s speaker, which was in 
his pocket





today I observe them: 

• absentmindedly stroking their batons, and there is simply 
no other way to put it, as one might absentmindedly stroke 
an erect penis

• racing their mopeds around a makeshift traffic cone course, 
cheering each other on and giggling like little schoolboys 

• wolfing down protein bars and fast food salads, anxiously 
nursing energy drinks. at around 2:15PM I watched deputy 
[redacted] eat 6 snack packs of welch’s fruit snacks back to 
back, a far-off, dissociated look on his pale, sagging face 

• trying, so desperately, to pretend that I don’t exist. pacing, 
hiding, avoiding my gaze at all costs. answering & placing 
fake phone calls 

• fidgeting with great unease and nervousness, painfully 
aware as they are of the gaze that they’re so accustomed to 
weaponizing against us  being, instead, weaponized against 
them





I realize that a significant % of male cops are 
quite short, easily shorter than 5’6’’.

I contemplate this.





here are some of the ways in which I’ve been harassed: 

• I had my picture taken many times from many angles by four state 
troopers standing side by side. grinning, leering hyenas, circus-goers 
at the most boring sideshow imaginable 

• I was told by sergeant [redacted], her hushed voice trembling, that I 
stand for nothing, that our movement is meaningless and that I am 
“just another spineless sheep cog” (an impressively stupid & inane 
mixing of metaphors) 

• many times I’ve been been subjected to schoolyard-style taunting, 
sneering, teasing; I was mockingly encouraged to join the police 
force, “I can tell you’re between jobs, we’re hiring and, if you really 
want to make a change in this world, you know, instead of just stand-
ing there, we could really use a strong young man such as yourself.” 

• yesterday I had the phrase “you’re not intimidating me” shouted at 
me, repeatedly, by a young man, deputy [redacted] , a short and pink-
faced and volatile young man wearing dope-ass wraparound oakley 
sunglasses, carrying a small fire extinguishr’s-worth of mace and a 
fucking gun. deputy [redacted] had the remnants of a mild stutter, 
and his breath reeked of gin and fear 





when I’m feeling particularly bold, bored, I press my 
face right up against the Fence. I do this knowing that, 
while in the enemy’s territory, death is not some sort 
of abstract possibility but an entirely real consequence. 
In those moments, my death becomes something real 
and unmistakably tangible, and yet impossibly abstract 
(kinda like the Fence itself, if that makes sense)

if this sounds like hyperbolic war-room rhetoric, it’s 
because this encounter, this entangling of gazes, un-
deniably takes place in a war zone of sorts. the act of 
becoming-entangled in the gaze of the cops has always 
entailed (will always entail) entering a kind of battle-
field, where you do not know—ESPECIALLY IF YOU 
ARE BLACK OR BROWN OR INDIGENOUS, 
DISABLED, QUEER, YOU DO NOT KNOW, YOU CAN 
NOT BE CERTAIN, THAT YOU WILL MAKE IT OUT 
OF THIS ENTANGLEMENT ALIVE.





in a strange way that I do not care to elaborate on, I think 
I would be vaguely honored to die at the hands of the pigs, 
brown body exploding and fragmenting into so many 
particles as the Thanatonic gears of history churn out yet 
another iteration, yet another name added to the bottom 
of a bottomless list, an endless lexicon of exploding brown 
flesh, a bottomless list that just does not end, refuses to 
end, a perpetual footnote on a neverending historical 
record, perhaps it would be best for everyone if we just 
stopped trying to keep track (?)





they cycle in and out, usually in groups of 3-7. sometimes I catch 
one alone, those are always the most beautiful and haunting 
moments. yesterday on hour 2 I decided to start mirroring every 
movement of one particularly fidgety deputy, deputy [redacted], 
every touch of the face, sideways glance, reach for the phone, 
downward stare at shoes that have suddenly become enthralling. 
it felt like an extraordinarily perverse and unspeakably dangerous 
kind of miming, clowning on the edge of sudden death.





sudden death: I think about the small oblong white 
pill I take every morning that keeps me from wanting to 
kill myself. I consider the advice of so many doctors over the 
years: “meditation will keep you from wanting to 
kill yourself. if you meditate enough, you will no longer want to 
kill yourself. you have to try meditating.” 

I think about suicidal terrorism, I think about the monk lighting 
himself on fire in the middle of a busy intersection in Saigon. 
I am convinced that the suicidal terrorist is not depressed and 
does not take a small oblong white pill every morning. 
I am convinced that the monk accepts death, maybe even longs 
for death, as a gesture of devotion to some transcendental 
cause. 

what might it take to get to that place, where even the instinct 
for self-preservation is subsumed by the imagined (?) urgency 
of an imagined (?) crisis? how might one come to adopt such 
an atttude toward one’s life whereby one’s death becomes an 
instrument, a means to an end so much greater than any world-
ly pursuit?





I think about the gaze. I think about “the abyss of otherness” 
that Levinas says is contained within the human gaze. 

I consider ___, my beloved friend who has been rendered mute by 
disease. I think of the countless hours we’ve spent in diners and chinese 
restaurants. I consider that particular look on the many startled faces of 
well-meaning cashiers and waitresses, the confusion, the vague horror 
flickering across their faces when they would try in good faith to engage 
with ___, when they would call for and anticipate a voice, and would 
instead encounter nothing but a gaze, nothing but a pair of eyes, a portal 
opening up onto an abyss, an impossible expanse of absolute otherness. 





I feel like a caged animal, I feel like they are caged animals, 
I think about animals in cages and I get so confused, I drive 
myself crazy speculating about which one of us is, in fact, 
a caged animal. I think about the comfort of staring at that 
which can not stare back, how easy it is to assume that your 
gaze’s object does not itself have a gaze. 

I think about zoos. I stay with my breath. 





every morning I go downtown, I do my meditation, I stay with 
my breath, and I do my meditation. mostly I just look at them. 
sometimes they look back at me and we sit for a moment with 
the brutality, the cowardice, the primal fear hanging in the air 
between us like early morning fog. 

I see them for what they are, because we are both of us caged 
animals, and we are entangled in something ancient, we are 
engaging in something beyond comprehension, and sometimes 
for a brief moment the fog clears.





contact me--
twitter: @otoss1

on average, the police murder 1,000 people 
per year. 99% of them face no charges.

until we completely abolish the institution 
of policing, the pigs will continue to murder 

with impunity.

fuck 12.*



*DEDICATED TO THE MEMORIES OF: 

Dominique “Rem’mie” Fells (1993-2020), George Floyd (1973-2020), Julio Bald Eagle (1997-2016) Trayvon Martin (1995-
2012), Michael Brown (1996-2014), Quanice Hayes (2000-2017), Darrien Hunt (1992-2014), Riah Milton (1995-2020), 
Derrick Elseth (1996-2020), Rayshard Brooks (1993-2020), Tiara Thomas (1985-2015), Tony McDade (1982-2020), 
Kalief Browder (1993-2015), Tamir Rice (2002-2014), Breonna Taylor (1993-2020), Freddie Carlos Gray Jr. (1989-2015), 
Oluwatoyin Salau (2001-2020), Tommy Yancy (1982-2014), John H. Crawford III (1992-2014), Yvette Smith (1967-
2014),  Michael Lee Marshall (1965-2015), Anthony Ashford (1986-2015), India Kager (1989-2016), Sean Monterossa 
(1996-2020), Jamel Floyd (1985-2020), Eric Garner (1970-2014), Francisco Serna (1943-2016), Saif Alameri (1990-2016), 
Philando Divall Castille (1983-2016), Keara Crowder (1985-2014), Jeremy Lake (1995-2014), Dontre Hamilton (1983-
2014), Jason Washington (1973-2018), Charley “Africa” Leundeu Keunang (1972-2015), Charles Goodridge (1962-2015), 
James Chasse (1964-2006), Sandra Bland (1987-2015), Koben S. Henriksen (1968-2019), Jose Mejia Poot (1972-2001), 
Latandra Ellington (1978-2014), Aaron Campbell (1985-2010), Robert Fuller (1996-2020), Terron Jamaal Boone (1989-
2020), Malcolm Harsch (1982-2020), Julian Alexander (1988-2008), Lawrence Allen (1988-2008), Linda Yancey (1964-
2008), Jeramine McBean (1980-2013), Russell Rios (1994-2013),  Tyrone West (1969-2013), Vincent Wood (1947-2013), 
Adam Hortter (1979-2011), Ryan O’Loughlin (1977-2011), Kelly Thomas (1974-2011),  Quintonio LeGrier (1996-2015), 
Bettie Jones (1960-2015), Nicholas Robertson (1987-2015), David Winesett (1963-2015), Jason Brady (1975-2015), 
Samuel Harrell (1985-2015), Dominick Wise (1985-2015),  Deontre Dorsey (1983-2015), Darrell Gatewood (1968-2015), 
Tony Robinson (1996-2015), Calvon Reid (1976-2015), Lavall Hall(1990-2015), Natasha McKenna (1978-2015), Jeremy 
Lett (1987-2015), Alvin Haynes (1958-2017), Tiano Meton (1990-2015), Andre Larone Murphy Sr.(1973-2015), Matthew 
Ajibade (1993-2015), Frank Smart (1976-2015), Steven Isby (1961-2014), Juan May (1969-2014), Gregory Lewis Towns 
Jr. (1990-2014), Jacqueline Nichols (1951-2014), Ronald Singleton (1969-2014), Ernest Satterwhite (1968-2014), Howard 
Wallace Bowe Jr. (1980-2014), Veronica Woodard (1988-2014), Treon Johnson (1987-2014), Kaldrick Donald (1990-
2014),  Robert Johnson Jr. (1991-2020), Cameron Tillman (2000-2014), Hallis Kinsey (1988-2014), Kenneth Christopher 
Lucas (1977-2015), Eddie Ray Epperson (1969-2014), David Andre Scott (1986-2014), Lavon King (1994-2014), Willie Mc-
Coy (1999–2019), Robert Storay (1962-2014), Ezell Ford (1989-2014), Eric Ricks (1984-2014), Cedric Stanley (1979-2014), 
Emanuel Jean-Baptiste (1986-2014), Tyrone Davis (1971-2014), Victor White III (1992-2014), Lashano Gilbert (1983-
2014), Akai Gurley (1986-2014), David Yearby (1987-2014), Cortez Washington (1982-2014), Tyisha Miller (1979-1998), 
Jacorey Calhoun (1991-2014), Christopher Jones (1984-2014), Arvel Williams (1984-2014), Albert Davis (1992-2015), 
Michael Marshall (1965-2015), George Mann (1980-2015), Kevin Higgenbotham (1969-2016), Ross Anthony (1990-2015), 
Richard Gregory Davis (1965-2015), Markus Clark (1989-2015), Lorenzo Hayes (1978-2015), D’Angelo Stallworth (1987-
2015), Brandon Glenn (1986-2015), David Felix (1991-2015), William Chapman (1997-2015), Ronald Madison (1965-
2005), James Brissette (1988-2005), Ron Pettaway (1980-2007), Zachary Cooke (1987-2017), Sean Bell (1983-2006), 
Kathryn Johnston (1914-2006), Otto Zehm (1969-2006), Frank Clark (1982-2016), Talif Scudder (1992-2015), Gabriel 
Parker (1968-2016), MIchael Sawyer (1985-2016), Rebecka Pearce (1986-2016), Andrew Depeiza (unknown-2016), Josh-
ua Beal (1991-2016), Christian Redwine (1999-2016), Ferguson Laurent (1993-2016), Michael Shriver (1977-2016), Ste-
phon Clark (1995-2018), Michelle Shirley (1977-2016), Terrence Coleman (1985-2016), Nathaniel Dorough (1995-2016), 
Deborah Danner (1950-2016), Najier Salaam (1998-2016), Alfred Olango (1986-2016), Keith Scott (1973-2016), Tyre King 
(2016-2003), Terence Crutcher (1976-2016), Gregory Frazier (1960-2016), Terrence Sterling (1985-2016), Sylville Smith 
(1993-2016), Eric Soto (1980-2016), Kenney Watkins (1998-2016), Mistie Reynolds (1983-2016), Korryn Gaines (1993-
2016), Joyce Quaweay (1992-2016), Paul O’Neal (1998-2016), Joseph Mann (1965-2016), Tyler Gebhard(1996-2016), Al-
ton Sterling (1979-2016), Dylan Noble (1997-2016), Deravis “Caine” Rogers (1994-2016), Antwun Shumpert (1979-2016), 
Ollie Brooks (1952-2016), Jessica Williams (1987-2016), Luis Gongora (1971-2016), Loreal Tsingine (1989-2016), Akiel 
Denkins (1992-2016), Greg Gunn (1960-2016) David Joseph (1999-2016), Robert “LaVoy” Finicum (1961-2016), Ciara 
Meyer (2002-2016), Autumn Steele (1981-2015), Loren Simpson (1987-2015), Kristiana Coignard (1998-2015), Chance 
Thompson (1980-2015), Amilcar Perez-Lopez (1994-2015), Ernesto Javier Canepa Diaz (1988-2015), Glenn Lewis (1978-
2015), Terrance Moxley (1986-2015), Johnathan Paul (1973-2015), Salome Rodriguez Jr. (1992-2015), Aaron Siler (1989-
2015), Brandon Jones (1997-2015), Justus Howell (1998-2015), Walter Scott (1965-2015), William Champman II (1997-
2015), Feras Morad (1995-2015), Nehemiah Fischer (1980-2015), Ebin Proctor (1997-2015), Mario Ocasio (1964-2015), 
Ryan Bolinger (1987-2015), Jonathan Sanders (1976-2015), Joseph Hutcheson (1967-2015), Keshawn Hargrove (1995-
2015), Troy Robinson (1982-2015), Christian Taylor (1996-2015), Allen Baker III (1992-2015), Felix Kumi (1954-2015), 
Gilbert Flores (1974-2015), Cecil Lacy Jr. (1965-2015), Keith McLeod (1996-2015), Jeremy McDole (1987-2015), Ricky Ball 
(1989-2015), Paterson Brown Jr. (1997-2015), Corey Jones (1984-2015), Lavante Biggs (1994-2015), Dominic Hutchinson 
(1985-2015), Jamar Clark (1991-2015), Kameron Prescott (2011-2017).

ALL OF THESE PEOPLE HAD DREAMS, DESIRES, PEOPLE WHO THEY LOVED AND DEPENDED ON. 
PEOPLE WHO LOVED AND DEPENDED ON THEM. ALL OF THESE PEOPLE DIED AT THE HANDS OF THE STATE. 
WE WILL FIGHT FOR THEM FOREVER AND IT WILL NEVER BE ENOUGH. NO JUSTICE, NO PEACE.



“If beyond appearances there is nothing in itself, still, there is the 
gaze.”

-Jacques Lacan


