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A LOVE POEM TO THE 1% 

By Eileen Tull 

 

JJ, a middle class young woman, enters. She wears many layers of clothing and stands on 

a crate.  

 

JJ 

My people! My town! Listen up, listen now.  

Open your eyes and realize that the size of the encampment behind me has grown too 

large to accommodate, and I charge that they be swept away.  

OPD get on the case, give chase and move this debasement out of my city, I don’t have 

pity for these folk. It’s a joke.  

These Occupiers, outliers are no better than the beggar, standing on the street, singing 

Stevie Wonder, claims of nothing to eat.  

They’re drug dealers, thugs, healers, hippies, and freaks.  

Equality? No, it’s handouts they seek.  

Just like the bum on the corner, get a court order, throw them in a cell, hell, burn them in 

the oven, because I’m done lovin’ watching my country on its knees, weighed down by 

this fat, trim it off please!  

Have you no shame?  

Did your daddy not work the same damn job for thirty years?  

Fuckin’ queers, and that’s just a slander on your way of thinkin’, how you’re sinkin’ my 

country into the ground. 

Bottoms up! 

You want equality? That demands a lotta me.  

This is America, the quality of life is based on a ladder system, you can’t just decide to 

put your fist in it and raze to the ground everything USA was founded on.  

Make your own way, I won’t make it for you.  

Just because you don’t like the score you put down the bat and just sat on the field which 

yields.  

Precisely.  

Nothing.  

 

1% enters. JJ docilely holds out her arms and 1% disrobes her, like servant to master. 

1% casually takes her wallet and clothes and possessions. 1% exits. JJ realizes that she is 

cold. She shivers.  


