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Author's Note
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Dear Reader,

Homeless in New York was born from the streets themselves, from the raw, unvarnished reality that pulses beneath the glossy exterior of the city. New York, with its iconic skyline and endless energy, is a place where dreams are both made and shattered. Yet for many, the city’s dreams are nothing more than a mirage—distant, elusive, and ultimately out of reach. This collection is a journey through the city's underbelly, where survival is a daily fight, and humanity is often overlooked in favor of progress.

As a writer, I’ve always been drawn to the untold stories—the voices that society ignores, the lives discarded and forgotten in the cracks between the glimmering towers. The homeless in New York, to me, are the true witnesses of the city’s contradictions. They live on the margins, but in their struggle, they hold a kind of wisdom, a raw truth that most people are too uncomfortable to confront. These poems are their stories—stories of resilience, loss, survival, and yes, even hope.

In writing these poems, I wanted to capture not just the physicality of life on the streets, but the emotional and psychological toll that comes with it. I wanted to give voice to the invisible, to show the humanity that’s so often buried beneath the layers of poverty and shame. This collection is an invitation to step into their world, to see New York through their eyes, and to never forget that the homeless are not just statistics—they are people, with stories that matter.

—  Alex
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This book is a journey into the raw, unflinching heart of New York City—the side you’re not supposed to see. It’s a world where the streets, slick with rain, pulse with the life of the forgotten. Where dreams are torn between the glitz of Times Square and the shadows under the bridges. These poems are not for the faint of heart. They are for those willing to look directly into the eyes of despair and hope in equal measure. Homeless in New York is a collection that refuses to let the invisibility of the homeless remain intact. It takes what is often ignored or romanticized—the empty bottles, the cracked sidewalks, the sleepless nights—and pulls them into sharp, painful focus.

In the first poem, The Streets of Manhattan, we dive headfirst into the gritty landscape where survival is a daily battle. Here, the street isn’t a road, it’s a weapon—a battlefield where only the strong or the lucky survive. Fifth Avenue, Empty Pocket contrasts the dazzling wealth of one of the most famous streets in the world with the desperate, gnawing emptiness of a life without money, without a place to call home. The city might be a playground for the rich, but to the homeless, it’s an unyielding jungle that feeds on your misery. 

Sleeping Under the Bridge captures the cold truth of what it’s like to be forgotten, to sleep in places that aren’t meant for rest, to face the suffocating weight of invisibility. In Skid Row Dreams, the people on the edges of society dream, but their dreams are the cracked reflections of a life they can barely remember. In I Have a Dream, the poem twists the notion of the American dream, revealing how the homeless, in their fractured sleep, long for the most basic human need—security. Yet each morning, they wake to the nightmare of survival.

These are not just poems—they are a call to awareness, a demand for recognition. They explore the divide between the warmth of the coffee shop window in Coffee Shop Window and the icy exclusion of the homeless soul staring in, separated by glass and a social barrier too thick to break. The city that never sleeps hums with activity, yet in The City That Never Sleeps, and Neither Do I, it becomes clear that the restless minds of those without homes beat in time with the pulse of New York, caught between the energy of the city and the weariness of the body that won’t stop. 

Through the isolation and the hardships, the people of this book find moments of beauty and connection, however fleeting. In The Train Car Symphony, the rumble of the subway, the touch of a stranger’s glance, the warmth of a shared moment amid the chaos, all become part of the symphony of survival. But it’s not all beauty; it’s also about the brutality—the stench of the subway grate, the endless hunger, the brutal cold that gnaws at the bones and the pride.

Each poem offers a glimpse of what it means to live in a city that is both a beacon of opportunity and a machine that chews up the weak. But in all its darkness, there is also light—faint, flickering, and often out of reach, but it’s there. From The Forgotten Faces of Harlem to The Grit of the Lower East Side, these poems show the resilience of those who refuse to be erased, who create communities under the shadows of the skyscrapers.

As you read through these poems, you will encounter the true face of homelessness in New York. It’s not a single story but a thousand untold tales. The homeless have stories, too. Stories of dreams, stories of survival, stories of pain and resilience that refuse to be silenced.

Homeless in New York isn’t just a collection of poems. It’s a window into a world too often shut out, a harsh reality that demands your attention. It will make you uncomfortable. It will challenge you. But it will also make you see—see the people, the lives, the humanity that exists in every corner of this great city, no matter how far they are pushed to the margins. And maybe, just maybe, it will make you stop and ask: who are we when we stop seeing each other?
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The Streets of Manhattan
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- A gritty exploration of the landscape of survival in the city.

––––––––
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THEY SAID THE CITY would chew me up,  

but they forgot to mention how it gnaws—  

slow, steady, like a rat  

dragging a piece of string through a hole in the wall,  

hoping it’ll lead to something better,  

but the hole’s already filled with shit.

I see them all,  

the ones who hustle their way down Broadway,  

tapping their shiny shoes to some dream that’s already dying.  

They look at the buildings  

like they’ve got secrets,  

but the buildings are empty inside—  

full of glass and steel and nothing.  

They’re all just ghosts.  

I’ve seen it—  

people with their backs straight,  

their collars stiff,  

and the misery leaking out from under their skin,  

like sweat on a summer sidewalk.  

None of them know it yet,  

but they’re already dead.

I sleep in the park because the bench has  

less spine than most of these people,  

and at least it doesn’t talk about how  

my dreams are dirty.  

I hear them complain,  

but they don’t know the half of it—  

they’ve never known what it’s like  

to have nothing but your bones  

and the sour taste of yesterday’s whiskey  

rolling around in your gut.

The subway comes,  

it goes,  

it’s a tunnel of voices I can’t hear.  

The squeal of the train is a scream,  

but nobody cares.  

Not the banker with his head in his phone,  

not the woman with the red lipstick  

who pretends she’s going somewhere.  

I saw a rat today,  

he had more guts than most of these suits.  

He stole someone’s half-eaten sandwich  

and ate it right there,  

his little paws holding onto it like  

he had every right to.  

And maybe he did.

I’m not asking for charity.  

I don’t need your pity.  

But I could use a cigarette,  

a dry pair of socks,  

a clean corner to sit in for one goddamn minute  

without someone telling me  

that my broken shoes make me less human.  

But that’s the game, isn’t it?  

You don’t get to play  

unless you can pay.  

And they don’t want you here  

unless you’ve got something  

to sell or something to prove.  

But I’m still here.  

Not because I want to be,  

but because there’s nowhere else  

for the ghosts to go.  

I saw a man in a suit  

step over a woman last night.  

He didn’t even look down.  

Just kept walking,  

his briefcase bouncing against his hip  

like he had somewhere important to be.  

I thought—  

maybe he’s running away from the truth too.  

Maybe he thinks if he walks fast enough,  

he can outrun the fact that he’s no different than me—  

just another rat in this maze,  

pretending the walls don’t close in.

Tomorrow I’ll wake up,  

stiff,  

like the city that won’t stop moving.  

I’ll drag my bones out of this cardboard cocoon  

and watch the sky change color  

as the sun burns through the lies.  

And I’ll wonder  

if the city will finally swallow me whole  

or if it’s going to keep me hanging around  

like some damn afterthought,  

the way it does with everyone.  

Either way,  

I’ll keep moving  

because the city’s always got somewhere for me to go—  

it just doesn’t care  

whether I get there.

But that’s the beauty of it,  

isn’t it?  

We’re all just shadows here—  

moving,  

striving,  

but never quite real enough  

to matter.

––––––––
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YOU EVER NOTICE HOW they act like they’ve got it all figured out? They walk around like kings and queens in their fancy suits, all stiff and shiny, thinking they’re better than the rest of us. But here’s the thing—none of them know they’re already dead inside. You can see it in their eyes, in the way they look at the buildings, like they’re looking for something. But those buildings are empty. Full of glass and steel and nothing. You think I’m the only one stuck in this city of ghosts? Hell no. They're all just stumbling around, pretending their shiny shoes can outrun the truth. But we’re all just rats in this maze, trying to get out, pretending we’re not trapped in the same filthy hole.

I sleep on a bench in the park, and at least it doesn’t lie to me. It doesn’t care about my dirty dreams or the whiskey on my breath. It doesn’t tell me I’m less of a person because I’ve got no money, no job, no future. The bench is honest. The city isn’t. The city doesn’t care about anyone unless they’re useful. And you know what? I’m not useful. I’m just here, waiting for something to change. But I’ve seen it. It won’t change. The city’s like a machine—it’ll keep grinding, eating up everyone and spitting them out, whether you’ve got a fancy briefcase or nothing at all. 

And that banker, the one who stepped over the woman? He doesn’t even see her. Doesn't see me. Doesn’t see anyone who isn’t contributing to his precious little game. But that’s what they all do, isn’t it? They run, they run, pretending they’re better than everyone else. Maybe they think if they walk fast enough, they can outrun the truth. But the truth is, they’re no different than me. We’re all just trying to survive this goddamn city, and we’re all going to end up in the same hole. You can’t outrun that.

But the city? It doesn’t care if I make it or not. It’ll keep moving, swallowing people whole, and I’ll keep dragging my bones through it, because there’s nowhere else for me to go. It’s always got somewhere for me to be—but it doesn’t give a damn whether I get there. That’s the beauty of it, you know? The city doesn’t care. We’re all just shadows, moving, striving, but never real enough to matter.
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Fifth Avenue, Empty Pocket
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- The contrast between wealth and poverty on one of the world’s most famous streets.

––––––––
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THEY MARCH IN THEIR thousand-dollar shoes,  

their eyes gleaming with lies—  

no soul, just polished leather  

and something cold behind the glass.  

Their teeth flash like knives  

cutting through the city’s veins,  

ignoring the stench of rot in the gutters  

where I sleep,  

face down in the piss-soaked cracks  

of their grand illusion.

I’ve got nothing left—  

not a dime, not a prayer,  

just this pile of rags  

that once called itself a man.  

The sun is too bright for this place—  

I could burn under its gaze  

if I had the strength to care.

They pass like ghosts in silk,  

on their way to whatever it is  

they’re pretending is worth a damn.  

They don’t see me,  

don’t see the hole in the sky  

where they keep their freedom,  

as if a pocket full of green  

could ever buy your soul.

A woman with a smile that could crack glass,  

taps her foot in perfect time  

to a life she hasn’t earned.  

She doesn’t know what hunger is,  

doesn’t know what it feels like  

to be swallowed by the city,  

only to find it’s empty  

and everyone else is eating  

off your bones.

I hold up my sign—  

but they don’t read it.  

They’re too busy counting their gold  

and pretending they’re still alive.  

The coin drops  

without a second thought—  

just




























[image: image]






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Alex Telman





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





