I watch you die with the sound off
but the screams ring through my soul.
Your life spills onto a Tehran street,
crimson spewing from nose and chest
as I eat breakfast half a world away
While I snored away
in my California king pillow-top
on my memory foam contour pillow
thousands marched
into the jaws of a machine
hell-bent on status quo
that chewed you up
and spit you out 
onto the internets
where your story
can live on
even as they wash your blood
from the streets.  
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