What Street-Level Mutual Aid Looks Like

It looks like a folding table under a bridge, piled high with peanut butter sandwiches and bottled
water.

It looks like someone handing out tampons and Narcan at a bus stop.

It looks like a bike courier rerouting their route to check on an elder who hasnt been seen in a few
days.

It looks like hopepassed hand to hand.

Street-level mutual aid isnt charity. Its survival with dignity.
Its neighbors taking care of each other when the system looks away.
Its radical because it refuses to let people be discarded.

Its powerful because it says: We dont need permission to care for each other.

Under fascism, everything gets more dangerouspoverty, sickness, hunger, difference.
But fascism cant stop a thermos of hot soup or a blanket tucked around a sleeping body.
It cant stop someone from asking, Are you okay?

And it sure as hell cant stop a community that refuses to let anyone fall through the cracks.

You dont need to be a hero. You dont need funding. You dont need a nonprofit name or a five-point
plan.

You need to look around and ask: What do people here need? And what can | do about it?

Maybe it starts with a cooler full of ice water on a hot day.
Maybe its charging phones after a power outage.

Maybe its free rides to a protest, or clean socks for unhoused neighbors, or diapers for a single mom



whos been ghosted by the system.

The point is not to fix everything. The point is to show up.

Mutual aid works best when its local, visible, and stubborn.

It works best when it grows in every block, every schoolyard, every church basement, every group
chat.

It works best when people take the risk of caring publicly, even when the state tries to shame or stop

them.

And if youve ever been helped, you already know how to help someone else.
This is not about pity. This is not about giving back.
This is about building a future where we dont have to beg for what we needbecause we already

gave it to each other.

Fascism builds fences.

Mutual aid builds bridges.

Fascism says Youre on your own.

Mutual aid says Ive got you.

Fascism isolates. Mutual aid connects.
Fascism hoards. Mutual aid shares.

Fascism punishes. Mutual aid heals.

You are allowed to care. You are allowed to act. You are allowed to build something better with

whatever youve got in your hands today.



This is what street-level mutual aid looks like:

a hand outstretched, not to pull rankbut to pull someone up.

We dont wait for orders. We look after each other.

And when enough of us do that?

Fascism has nowhere left to grow.



