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T H E  N E W S
FOUND: ALTERNATE UNIVERSE 

WHERE COPS AREN’T BASTARDS. 
A WARRANT WAS ISSUED FOR ITS 

ARREST.

BREAKING NEWS: WITH A LACK OF 
CONFEDERATE MONUMENTS, AMERI-

CANS HAVE COMPLETELY FORGOTTEN 
ABOUT THE CIVIL WAR

Dear Diary,

Well, to put it simply: God has given me ev-
erything I wanted. The COVID gave me all the 
chances to pass His holy legislation, but God 
works in mysterious ways. Thanks to science 
and Satanist doctors distracting everyone, 
soon you’ll be able to get a concealed carry 
permit online, abortions will be outlawed af-
ter six weeks or if you find out the child is 
touched in the head, and I get to stare at my 
hero Nathan Bedford Forrest’s shiny head and 
shoulders every time I set foot in the capitol. 
Golly, I wonder if my darling Maria is proud 
of me. . . I bet she isn’t, that harlet!

If I could just get her alone and where no one 
could hear her scr-

No, Bill, the place for those thoughts is in 
your head and not on paper. We don’t want your 

Bill Lee’s Diary: 
Someday in June

I CAN’T TELL IF I’M A GOOD OR A BAD 
GUY EITHER!

By Mayor John Cooper
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YOU DON’T NEED GOOD POLLS WHEN 
YOU’RE GOOD FRIENDS WITH THE POLES 

By Donald Trump

I’LL TAKE MY VP LIKE MY COFFEE:
BLACK WITH ARTIFICIAL SWEETENER

By Joe Biden

FACEMASKS ARE MY SLAVERY
By Devin Nunes

WITH PENDING LEGISLATION, 
TN DEPT. OF HEALTH HAS ADDED 

“SAYING THE LORD’S PRAYER AS YOU 
CUM” TO THE LIST OF VIABLE FORMS 

OF CONTRACEPTIVES

“SURE, THE CONFEDERACY 
WAS RACIST, BUT AT LEAST 

THEY WERE HONEST ABOUT 
IT. AND THAT’S WHAT I BRING 

TO THE TABLE: HONESTY.”

R E - E L E C T 
BILL LEE 
2 0 2 0

secretary to tell the world who you really are. 
Who we are.

I shot shit with Kid Rock today, and boy, the 
Kid can huff gasoline. I thought about setting 
up a trip to take him back home to see the fam-
ily, maybe that’d impress them, this governor 
thing sure doesn’t. Dad still calls me up every 
few days to tell me, “Bill, you’re acting immor-
ally. . .” “Bill, what happened to the boy who 
tried to save that crow from our cat all those 
years ago?” That boy died with that crow. . . and 
the cat.
 
I need to be getting to bed, Maria is waiting 
for me and she’s letting me caress her bosom 
tonight,

With love,
(Bill Lee’s Signature)
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S E R I O U S N E S S
THIS WONDERFUL WORLD MAGAZINEthiswonderfulworld.org        ~ Since 2018 ~

By Devin Badgett 

When I was a kid, I desperately wanted to be white. That repulsion 
of myself still fascinates me to this day. For several years, the 
north star of my self-actualization was whiteness—a futile attempt 
to escape the statistic-ridden disadvantages of my existence. I was 
an archetype. The child of a white mother who had, in many ways, 
been abandoned by the father of her children. The father of her 
children, in many ways, abandoned by the world. Another stereotype 
verified whether it was fair or not. All of the cataclysms of par-
enthood bestowed upon one brave individual. Two kids in the middle 
of the metaphorical and literal storms of a partitioned identity 
and household.

We used to travel hours to see him. Some of the first memories I have 
with my father take place behind cinder block walls, squinting my 
eyes in the bright sun as the heat of the asphalt rose to meet my 
hands. A camera clicks, and we are finally free from our statue-es-
que poses. The polaroid emphasized how our brilliant black skin 
glittered in the light of the day. I've never been able to remember 
the name of that photographer, and I've never asked. He was always so 
very kind. I'd be astonished if he stuck in that place still. I never 
felt he was a criminal, nor did I ever really feel that way about my 
dad. All I knew was that my timid brother and I never got to see him 
very long. The drive back from Kentucky always felt invariably lon-
ger than the trip there. The car sickness usually kicked in around 
the third time through whatever movie was in the portable DVD 
player (likely Daddy Day Care or School of Rock). The car sputtered 
around the bends as I made futile attempts to focus my eyes on the 
passing trees. They always just looked like some sad green mass. I 
thought about my dad one day taking the same car ride and how he'd 
probably get car sick too, how his sickness would likely take root 
in the idea that he might one day make the ride back. 

This odd routine of my childhood came to a cease as high school be-
came the quasi-baroque, sweltering apocalypse it promised to be. The 
missing branch of our family was back, but not present, and my so-
lipsistic tendencies were at an all-time high. I felt isolated in my 
experience, a token of the private education system. Not fully one 
thing or the other. Consistently living out the trope of the mixed-
race individual. Too much this for that and never enough that for 
this. Finally, my junior year came along, and it was, at best, a shit 
show. I spent the majority of my time writing songs or wrapped up 
in the miserable warmth of yet another wrestling practice. It all 
kept me sane, for the most part.

TOGETHER FOREVER

THE CALL TO DEFUND
By Kelly Fletcher

WHAT NOW?: AFTER 
GEORGE FLOYD

By Kahwit Tela

THE SOCIALIZATION 
PROCESS OF AN 

AMERICAN 
MILITARY BRAT
By Eden Davenport

CLICK ON AN ARTICLE 
TITLE TO JUMP TO 

THAT ARTICLE.
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My songs helped me come to terms with all the things I struggled to 
speak about, and my team gave me a space that embraced my rougher 
edges. Winter came and went, and the air conditioning in my car was 
broken yet again. I got used to the heat and often let the a/c blow 
out warm air and attempted to convince myself that it provided 
some relief. In a pivotal moment, I sat in my '98 Toyota Rav 4, phone 
in hand, straining to hear what sounded like my father crying 
through the speaker. In my confusion, I mistook his agony for the 
white noise blooming from the air ducts and spoke a hesitant but 
earnest, "Hello." He apologized. The first I'd ever heard from him. So 
it wasn't all bad. A lot of it was great. 

By my senior year, I had my feet on the ground and some semblance 
of confidence in who I might become. For a fleeting moment, I didn't 
feel at odds with the world. I went to prom with the girl of my 
dreams, and found solace in Jack and Jonathan. We bonded over ex-
perimental art forms, donuts, Frank Ocean, and our general lack of 
place in our own sedate, hometown schools. Jonathan (of Lava Gulls) 
helped me bring my creative visions to life. Jack made me feel like 
I didn't have to talk all the time, and that now and again, it can 
be rejuvenating to sit silently with a friend. The confidence and 
creative outlets that ultimately led to that pivotal moment in my 
car and the start of reparations with my father. I had reached my 
dad with my musical output, but I struggled with the idea that my 
audience would in any way relate to my narrative.

I certainly wasn't and remain void of the smooth white face that 
alternative rock genres often uphold and manifest. I'd always wor-
ried that people would be disinterested in what I had to say if I 
wasn't some sharp chinned, tall, thin white lad with a great laugh 

T O G E T H E R  F O R E V E R  C O N T.

TRANSCENDENTALISM 
FOR DUMMIES

By Sydney Joy Willis

PRACTICING 
SELF-SUSTAINABILITY 

By Nash Hamilton

and straight teeth. My suspicions were visually confirmed when I finally stepped foot into my 
first Nashville house show. I could count the people who looked like me on one hand. I should 
say a few fingers to be more exact. Initially, it reeked of the suburban smell that, at times, had 
left me feeling out of place. Though, when the music began, I simply became another drenched 
silhouette in a sea of emotionally distraught college students. Then we all reeked of something 
increasingly more homogenous and beautiful. A taste of what reality could be if we all worked a 
little harder. I try to pause in those moments when I feel a part of the infinite.

I am free of form, something greater than and beyond my body and archetype. But I couldn't al-
ways help the feeling of falling back into my skin as I meander outside into a group of people 
who look nothing like me. I'd like to be very clear and say that I have never felt unwelcome 
when finding my place in the circle of strangers and new friends outside of the venue. I guess 
I hope that people will understand the cultural significance of my presence, and the lack of its 
counterparts when I do shoulder my way into a conversation. As a Black American who operates 
in a white-dominated art form, I think it is essential to make my differences clear. While that 
homogenous fervor of a crowded venue is something beautiful, it isn't something with which we 
can become too comfortable. This doesn't mean that we need to drag black people into the DIY 
scene. The last thing that we need is for more people to tell BIPOC what they should be doing 
with their lives. It just means that we must do a better job of recognizing and listening to those 
who do want to participate in our community. They are out there, but unfortunately, in stories 
like mine, we often aren't afforded the right to have role models that look like us. That is why 
my secret fantasy of whiteness was so potent as a child. Many don't feel comfortable crossing 
that odd cultural line and find it hard to be the token at the rock show. For a long time, this 
demographic included me. 
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There’s this scene that I haven’t been able to get out 
of my head since I saw it. It was a Black Lives Mat-
ter rally. We were marching through the streets of 
downtown Nashville, and to my right was a Louis 
Armstrong impersonator, serenading the streets with 
“What a Wonderful World” in impeccable precision. Be-
side him stood twenty to thirty officers dolled up in 
riot gear, watching the peaceful protest with hawk 
eyes and trigger fingers. Maybe it was my sepia-toned 
sunglasses, but it felt like something out of a movie. 
I’m still trying to decipher if it’s an authoritari-
an-dystopia film, or historical biopic.

In that eerie moment, I tried to imagine a world where 
Sandra Bland wasn’t pulled over for failing to use her 
turn signal. Where she wasn’t forced from her car onto 
the ground and arrested. Where she wasn’t left to die 
in a cell under mysterious circumstance.

I tried to imagine a world where Atatiana Jefferson’s 
neighbor called a non-emergency number because her 
front door was open. Where she wasn’t shot and killed 
by an officer in her home in front of her eight-year-
old nephew.

I tried to imagine a world where a SWAT team didn’t 
raid Aiyana Jones’s home, after mistaking it for the 
home of a murder suspect. Where officers hadn’t shot 
a seven-year-old girl in the head. I tried to imagine 
a world where they didn’t kill her while she slept on 
the couch beside her grandmother.

I tried to imagine a world where George Floyd wasn’t 
murdered for being accused of using a counterfeit 20 

THE CALL TO DEFUND
By Kelly Fletcher
Photos by Justin McNaught and Ethan Curl

T O G E T H E R  F O R E V E R  C O N T.
Today I understand that the north star of my self-actualization is showing all of the brilliant 
things a Black narrative can bring in hopes that one day some kid might find the same ardency 
in a Modest Mouse track and not feel like they have to fight their way into some obscure rock 
scene. In many ways, the suburban bound teenager listening to Tyler, the Creator doesn't face that 
same challenge when entering a cultural space not made by him or for him. Why must we? I tell 
you my story to illustrate the oddness of my arrival into the indie rock scene, in hopes that one 
day we all might see it as ordinary. A black narrative can be as complicated as any other, as ste-
reotypical as any other, and still find its way into whatever art forms, interests, and outlets in 
which it may take an interest. All of our stories have led us to where we are, and that truth is 
oddly startling. The road to normalizing that truth has been drawn-out. In part because, in many 
ways, we fail to recognize it. Something we must do if we ever want to normalize it truly. Someday 
we will all be under the protective blue sheen of the venue, raceless and classless, spinning into 
the abyss together forever. I hope. 

Photo by Justin McNaught
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T H E  C A L L  T O  D E F U N D  C O N T.
dollar bill. Where Officer Derek Chauvin didn’t force 
his knee relentlessly onto Floyd’s neck, while he told 
him he could not breathe. A world where he didn’t kill 
him anyway.

But as we’re all painfully aware, at this point, that 
isn’t our world. The phrases “defund the police” and 
“abolish the police” have spread like wildfire across 
social media and news outlets as an answer to the 
rampant brutality that’s plagued black lives in Amer-
ica since it’s fruition. However, the notion isn’t as 
radical as some make it out to be. The killing of 
George Floyd, along with countless protests, vigils, 
and riots, lit a fire under the goliath that is the 
American justice system. Activists and politicians 
alike have called for a new approach to law enforce-
ment: the reallocation of its funding. Public outcry 
and a ruthless murder caught on tape forced those 
who had been blissfully ignorant, or brutally com-
placent, to face America’s ugliest reality: Racism runs 
systematically deep.

According to Dr. Gary Potter, author of “The History 
of Policing in the United States,” police officers, as 
we know them today were born out of slave patrol 
in the South. Before this era, Dr. Potter says policy 
enforcement was informal and communal. That being 
said, the policing that followed the ratification of 
the 13th amendment shifted, and slave patrol became 
the enforcement of old Jim Crow segregation; a loop-
hole in the 13th amendment that allows slave labor, or 
involuntary servitude for those convicted of a crime, 
was exploited. When old Jim Crow ended, a new form 
of institutionalized oppression took hold: the prison 
industrial complex and mass incarceration.

Legal slavery boomed in the eras following the war 
on crime and drugs. Presidents such as Richard Nixon, 
Ronald Regan, Bill Clinton, and George Bush imple-
mented policies such as the Violent Crime Control 
and Law Enforcement Act of 1994 and built their im-
ages around being tough on crime and drugs, bolster-
ing their popularity amongst the American people. It 
was never said publicly, but the numbers and statis-
tics speak for themselves: the “criminals” they were 
trying to rid their streets of were overwhelmingly 
black people, and more specifically, black men.

According to the U.S. Bureau of Justice Statistics, 
black males account for 37 percent of the prison pop-
ulation in the United States, despite making up less 
than 10 percent of the total population. Since 1972, 
the prison population has grown by nearly 700 per-
cent. Felons in the United States lose their voting 
rights, are used for the manufacturing of goods, and 

Photo by Justin McNaught

Photo by Justin McNaught
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T H E  C A L L  T O  D E F U N D  C O N T.
manual labor, with little to no pay (Sound familiar?). The system isn’t broken, it was designed 
this way. Racial profiling stop and frisks, and upwards of 400 years of the criminalization and 
demonization of black lives, and people of color, have led us where we are today.

Six years ago, in the wake of countless prior instances of police brutality and murder, the Obama 
administration began implementing a massive effort to reform policing in America. Retraining 
officers in palatable efforts, like implicit bias and procedural justice. One of the pilot cities 
included in the campaign was Minneapolis. According to Christy Lopez, co-director of Georgetown’s 
Innovative Policing Program, police reform has not, and does not, work in this system as it stands. 
Lopez, who has worked on police reform for 25 years, says it’s important to realize how over-reli-
ant we’ve become on law enforcement. We turn to the police in situations that they simply don’t 
have the training or expertise to handle; drug addiction, mental health instances, dealing with 
juveniles. Lopez says, “Police themselves often complain about having to “do too much,” including 
handling social problems for which they are ill-equipped. Some have been vocal about the need 
to decriminalize social problems, taking police out of the equation. It is clear that we must re-
imagine the role they play in public safety.”

The call to defund the police is a call to stop throwing more money and more reforms at the prob-
lem, and instead begin allocating police funding to services that improve communities. Research 
from sociologists at New York University showed that in a city of 100,000 residents, each new com-
munity improvement or outreach program led to a 1.2 percent drop in homicide rates, a 1 percent 
drop in violent crime, and a 0.7 percent drop in property crime. The study proves not only that 
community programs are integral, but indispensable in the battle against crime stemming from 
chronic poverty and mental illness.

The United States has been reacting to crime rather than investing in programs and services that 
can help prevent it. If America is to reimagine our law enforcement system, it must include real-
locating police funding to social services, community outreach, education, de-escalation experts, 
mental health professionals, addiction treatment, and employment programs. The call to defund 
the police is a call to start treating conditions like addiction, mental illness, and poverty with 
compassion instead of criminalization.

Photo byEthan Curl



SERIOUSNESS 8

By Kahwit Tela
Artwork by Sierra Torres

To describe the events that followed the horrific 
death of George Floyd as “All Hell broke loose” doesn’t 
do it justice.

Civil unrest. 

Peaceful protests gone horribly wrong, whether it be 
excessive force from the police or someone (who wasn’t a part of the protest) starting up trouble. 

And, most importantly, pain inflicted not only on the black community, but especially on the fam-
ilies affected by police brutality (i.e. George Floyd’s families). 

Despite the call for action for the arrest of the officers responsible for Floyd’s death as well as 
the surging support for the Black Lives Matter Movement, it felt like justice would never come. 
Thankfully, on June 3rd, 2020, all four of the police officers (Derek Chauvin, J. Alexander Kaung, 
Thomas Lane, and Tou Thao) involved in the murder of George Floyd were arrested and charged. 
(note: Derek Chauvin, the police officer who was seen kneeling on Floyd’s neck was arrested a week 
before) 

With all the police officers in custody, Everything’s back to normal and “activists” on social me-
dia can go back to posting pictures of them at the beach or, what they had for brunch or repost-
ing that photo when they went to Africa on a mission trip, posing with an African child with 
the caption “missing [insert African name here] and the kids at the orphanage in [insert African 
country here]”.

So, everything goes back to normal that George Floyd’s killers are in jail now… Right?

W.R.O.N.G. Y’all: BLACK LIVES MATTER IS NOT A TREND! I REPEAT, BLACK LIVES MATTERS IS NOT A 
TREND!!! LAST TIME: BLACK LIVES MATTER IS NOT A TREND!!!!!

It’s true that progress was made with the capture of 
Derek Chauvin and the three other officers involved 
in Floyd’s murder. HOWEVER, this should by no means 
be the end of the pursuit of justice. 

Breonna Taylor, Rayshard Brooks, Oluwatoyin Salau, 
and Elijah McClain. Do you remember these names? 
Have you even heard these names? These are only a 
few names among the many black victims of police 
brutality that still need justice.

Those of you who said you were in “solidarity” with 
the Black community on social media have been real 
quiet since the capture of the officers involved with 
Floyd’s death. Heck, even since Blackout Tuesday.

“Solidarity” is more than donating to certain causes 

WHAT NOW?
AFTER GEORGE FLOYD
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or protesting. It’s more than posting a black box on 
Instagram and thinking to yourself “Wow, I solved 
racism!” by posting a black box on Instagram even 
though THE WHOLE POINT of Blackout Tuesday was 
for the amplification of Black voices and not just 
logging off of social media for a day. 

It’s more than companies releasing shallow state-
ments and releasing something like multi-colored 
bandages that a) aren’t even that inclusive with oth-
er skin tones and b) didn’t have to take a man losing 
his dignity and life on video just so you can release 
crappy products that do Jack-none in the progress of 
preventing more deaths from police brutality.

Solidarity, for me at least, means that one is not 
only willing to acknowledge another’s pain but is 

willing to acknowledge another’s pain while walking with them in their hardships. 
Even when “all of this”, such as protests and civil unrest, is over.

To people who are reading this and think that “we, as people, should be in solidarity with every-
one because All Lives Matter.” You’re right that we should be in solidarity with everyone.

White or Person of Color. Young or Old. Liberal or Conservative. Straight or a part of the LGBTQIA+ 
Community.

We should all be in solidarity with each other because, despite our differences, “All lives matter.”

HOWEVER, if we, as a society, aren’t in solidarity with the community hurting the most (i.e. the 
Black community), then we aren’t in solidarity with everyone else.

Therefore (You might have heard this before but whether you have or haven’t, I’ll say it anyway): 
All Lives can’t matter If Black Lives don’t matter.

Over the past month, I have received an overwhelming amount of support, love, and care due to the 
recent civil unrest and my outspokenness about Black 
Lives Matter. 

Just as I received support, I also got some backlash/
criticism.

Let me be clear on this: I love everyone. I love those who 
stand with me during these difficult times. I love those 
who stand with me and disagree. Heck, I even have love 
for those who stand against me. 

However, what I cannot and will not stand is people 
choosing to turn a blind eye to this.  

This is Hell what America is going through.

Yet, for some of you, you’ve only begun to set foot in the 
Hell that minorities have been living in for centuries 
and believe me, it shows…

A F T E R  G E O R G E  F L O Y D  C O N T.
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By Eden Davenport

One long note blares over the 
outdoor speaker system, call-
ing every person within hear-
ing distance to simultaneous-
ly drop what they’re doing and 
turn to the flag pole. Arms 
raise in salute or to move right 
hands over to the left side of 
the chest and feel the tena-
cious heartbeat of a nation. 
As the crowd stands at strict 
attention, the national anthem 
plays and ends with a hanging 
note until life subsides back 
into normal.

This isn’t a blurb out of a Kurt 
Vonnegut novel or the begin-
ning of an episode for the Twi-
light Zone, this is just a writ-
ten description of everyday 
life on an American military 
base during my childhood.

From the time I was old enough 
to understand the meanings of 
things, I was taught to respect 
the symbol of the American 
flag. I was raised to under-
stand that being an American 
gave me exclusive freedoms 
that other people in the world 
didn’t have and that I should 
love and honor the fact that 
I’m from this country.

Being surrounded by military 
life and those loyal members 
of the DOD day in and day out 
made those concepts easier for 
me to digest. Most of the people 
in my life, including my dad, 
had signed up to serve their 
country and seemed proud of 
that fact, so why would I ques-
tion it?

What I didn’t learn until I 
got older, is that while we are 
taught patriotism and nation-
alism from a young age we are 

not taught our history, rights, 
and civics until much later. 

We get used to the pinnacle im-
age of an American house in 
the suburbs with a flag hang-
ing outside on the front lawn 
for everyone to see, but we fail 
to ask what other democrat-
ic countries in the developed 
world exercise nationalism to 
the same degree as we do? That’s 
not a statement to necessarily 
be proud of, it’s one to make a 
person reflect on why we en-
gage in the cultural tradi-
tions that we do. It’s just curi-
ous to me that in the land of 
the free, we are always trying 
to convince, not educate, citi-
zens of their freedoms.

Coming from the background of 
a military family, you might 
expect that I was educated 
broadly on what it means to be 
an American, but in reality, I 
feel most children are educat-
ed about America in the same 
way: 

This, here, is the land of the 
free! It all began when good ole 
Christopher Columbus sailed 
the Atlantic ocean and discov-
ered “the New World”, which re-
ally just meant the continents 
Europeans didn’t know about! 
Lots of people lived there but 
they were different, so Colum-
bus got to claim the land, find-
er’s keepers I guess? Sometime 
later, pilgrims came in fancy 
hats from scary, no-good En-
gland to starve for a winter 
and find religious freedom! 
They met some Native Ameri-
cans and started the tradition 
of Thanksgiving, where they 
made hand-turkeys and shared 
food together! One day, a lot of 
really smart guys came togeth-
er and said we should make our 

own official government! They 
became our founding fathers, 
we love them a lot, one even 
invented the lightbulb! They 
wrote all their ideas down 
on a big scroll and made our 
government a democracy ruled 
by the people, but they only 
really meant white guys! Oh 
yeah, and some bad stuff hap-
pened called slavery, but that’s 
all done now. Abraham Lincoln 
said bye-bye to it when there 
was a big fight called the Civ-
il War, but when white people 
still tried to be mean to black 
people Martin Luther King Jr. 
fixed it all up in the 1960s, ask 
your semi-racist grandparents 
all about it! Rosa Parks helped 
too, by sitting on the bus and 
refusing to give up her seat! 
That helped racism be all over 
now unless your a BIPOC and re-
ally know the truth ;) but this 
is a white-washed history class 
so we won’t go there, we don’t 
want to make the white kids 
feel uncomfy, plus their par-
ents still hold most the power 
in this town! But it’s not sys-
tematic racism it’s just cause 
they work hard!

Any of that satirist commen-
tary sound vaguely familiar 
to you? Because that was pret-
ty much my whole education 
on American history up until 
high school. That and freedom 
of speech, because kids love 
claiming freedom of speech so 
they can call their teachers 
heifers or excuse racist re-
marks. We are so smart in Amer-
ica about being Americans!

It could’ve been different if 
you didn’t go to a public school, 
but with those curriculums be-
ing sponsored by the state, the 
inherent biases of those in 
power incessantly reared their 
ugly heads. 

It wasn’t until it started be-
coming voluntary in school to 

THE SOCIALIZATION PROCESS OF 
AN AMERICAN MILITARY BRAT
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stand up for the Pledge of Al-
legiance that I really began to 
question some of the ingrained 
practices we hold in our cul-
ture. The “Under God” portion of 
that speech, which made it ne-
gotiable for students to stand 
and recite it, wasn’t even added 
until 1954. President Eisenhow-
er encouraged Congress to pass 
the addition to stave off poten-
tial Communist threats during 
the Red Scare (“The Pledge of 
Allegiance”). These traditions 
that we succumb ourselves to 
might not even be as historic 
as we are raised to believe.

While most of the population 
is now beginning to turn an 
internal eye towards the in-
stitutions we’ve relied on and 
question their authority, I’ve 
begun to ask myself why, in a 
country that is meant to be 
ruled by the people, do we al-
ways hand ourselves over to 
tradition and authority with-
out realizing that we can set 
and improve those bounds?

As I’m jerkily turning down 
the road to adulthood, using 

my dad’s Post 9/11 GI bill to 
fund my otherwise debt-in-
ducing education and facing 
the notion of what life will 
be like without being depen-
dent on military healthcare, I 
marvel at how we exclude such 
benefits from the portion of 
the population that doesn’t lay 
their lives on their line for 
their country. Many enter the 
military because they’re sure 
of a comfortable and secure 
livelihood. They have access to 
universal healthcare, to hous-
ing and amenities on bases at 
which they are stationed and 
are properly trained to enter 
the workforce. 

As a society, we carry on a 
debate about the pitfalls of 
universal healthcare, and yet 
many successfully benefit 
from a similar structure in 
being active duty, dependent, 
or a spouse of one of the armed 
forces. Many conversations 
have been had on free college 
education, and yet, the mili-
tary provides the means neces-
sary to give students the funds 
to pursue their education suc-

cessfully. We continue to ques-
tion these concepts when we 
have perfect working examples 
in our own government. We ex-
ist in a capitalist society that 
has allowed for the privatiza-
tion of healthcare and high-
er education, but we also exist 
in a democratic society where 
we can reform and change that 
norm.

My military upbringing was 
a privilege, in that, I did not 
have to struggle in the same 
ways many others did to have 
equal opportunity in this 
country. However, I also learned 
that where the seed of patrio-
tism is planted so may be the 
seed of ignorance. Continue to 
unpack, continue to educate, 
continue to question. These are 
life long habits we must get 
used to as we explore the truth 
of our America today. 

Cited Source:
“The Pledge of Allegiance.” Ush-
istory.org, Independence Hall 
Association,  
1995, www.ushistory.org/docu-
ments/pledge.htm.menu

By Nash Hamilton 

So, you want to be sustainable. . . but not a sur-
vivalist. I’d care to guess that if you really 
want to go off the grid, you’d either just do it, 
or find some forum in the annals of the inter-
net; but, nonetheless, you want to be sustain-
able. In this article, I’m not going to tell you 
how to get your own water (dig a well or find it 
if you so choose). I’m not going to teach you the 
ins and outs of a gun/arrow/hastily thrown rock 
in order to kill your own food, because I don’t 
do these things myself; and, as before stated, 
that’s not what you’re here for. What you’re here 
for is the happy medium -- which is perfect be-
cause that’s who I am. No, I don’t talk to spirits 

and I only pretend to know the future; but I do 
pick my own salads from my garden, make my own 
compost, and reuse recyclables when I can. 

Let’s start with compost! Compost is gross. Com-
post is decomposed, and it really, no matter what, 
will smell bad. People say, “If you don’t put meat, 
fish, dairy, and oils, then it doesn’t smell bad!” 
In reality, if you put those things in there 
it will smell like death -- rotting food will 
always smell bad. So, if you don’t have a lot of 
space, a large tupperware with holes drilled in 
it for ventilation on the back porch should do 
the trick; it’ll smell bad, but not like death, 
and bad smells are just freedom of expression. 
After you put the stuff in there, remember to 
stir it when you can and bam you’ve made dirt! 
You’re a worm now! The thing I dislike about 
most literature on green living is that they’re 
usually about as dogmatic as the Old Testament. 
“You must stir your compost frequently and dai-

A M E R I C A N  M I L I T A R Y  B R A T  C O N T.
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ly. . .” Pshh, sometimes I forget; we’re making dirt 
not doing a heart surgery. There is a slight bit 
of dogmatism necessary if you plan on using 
the compost to grow food, and there’s a lot of 
different recipes for different outputs of com-
post: make it your own and think logically. If I 
forgot to mention, a good sense of logic is about 
all you need to be sustainable.

Now, I’m all for recycling. . . if it’s done effec-
tively; which sadly, it’s not. You may do your re-
cycling immaculately, but if they pull out your 
recycling next too some dirty recycling: tough 
luck, that’s trash now. So, this is tough, but if 
you want to be your own sustainability island, 
you’ve got to stop passing the buck to the next 
sinner (a lot of religious references today). 
Take accountability for your garbage, and keep 
what you can. It’s like cigarettes -- I assume ev-
eryone has heard of a cigarette (sorry if I as-
sume wrong). Well, you smoke them, and, at first, 
you hate them, and then you realize they make 
your life easier, and then you see a bit of the 
bigger picture and in the long haul they make 
your life harder, so you begin to wean yourself 
off them (or you go cold turkey like a psycho-
path or someone strong willed). Well that’s just 
like trash --  you’ve got to wean yourself off 
of it. Slowly/immediately stop buying objects 
in containers that don’t biodegrade (everything 
does, but if someone has to look at it for the 
next 500 hundred years, it doesn’t count), stop 
getting single use items (napkins, paper towels, 
we haven’t found a reusable toilet paper to ped-
dle at you, but when we do you will be the first 
to know), and reuse what you can.

Need a container for your leftovers? The hum-
mus container is great for that.

Need to keep some things in a container so they 
don’t get lost? The plastic box you bought your 
cheese/other confection in is perfect.

Don’t have enough glasses? Let’s make pasta, and 
the marinara jar will now be a cup.

If you don’t know about reusable grocery bags 
by now, you’re kind of hopeless. Use them dammit.
As far as single use items go, I abhor them; I 
personally use cloth napkins at home and wash 
them on the weekends, but that doesn’t mean “one 
size fits all.” You’ve got to find the sustain-
ability cocktail that suits you. Maybe you have 
a fire pit to get rid of paper waste (not plastic 

lined), maybe you compost all of it, or maybe 
you wipe your face with the rug: I don’t care. 
I do care that you at least try though, maybe 
that’s making myself too vulnerable; the reader, 
in their infinite wisdom, now knows that they 
have power over me. Oh, how I fear them. . . But 
it’s true, I do want to see you make a change 
on an individual level to help ease the burden 
placed on our environment, and on life itself. 
I’d like there to still be an arctic when I’m old 
and decrepit and annoying my grandkids. Hell, 
at this rate I’ll be glad if we still have Flori-
da, and if we do, I’ll be also sad that the hellish 
state wasn’t wiped off the map. It’s Yin and Yang, 
give and take, that’s all existence is; but, if 
you’re thinking about the idea of sustainabili-
ty, or you’re reading just to see if it’s total hip-
py dippy shit (it totally is), think about your 
individual give and take. Is it balanced? And, 
if not, what steps could you take to make it so?
In conclusion, we’ve seen a lot of green move-
ments that come and go (where’s Greta when we 
need her?), but I think in order for us to see 
results and lasting effects, an individualistic 
approach is necessary. You need to be willing 
to make a difference in your own home before 
preaching to others, and as you take steps to 
cut your waste and dependence on society, talk 
to your friends about it.

What is a community but a group of like-minded 
individuals working in their own ways to ben-
efit a common cause?

If you’re interested in helping to make a dif-
ference, but are looking where to start, send me 
an email and we can start a dialogue: 
tww.nash@gmail.com

S E L F - S U S T A I N A B I L I T Y  C O N T.



SERIOUSNESS 13

TRANSCENDENTALISM 
FOR DUMMIES
By Sydney Joy Willis 
Artwork by June Kolentus

Do you ever feel like you’re being stripped of 
your ability to think for yourself? Are you 
tired of relying on the government and other 
giant corporations to build and organize the 
world you live in? Are you sick of making sac-
rifices to your quality of life by adhering to 
a system that you don’t even agree with? Well, 
have I got the solution for you! It’s time to try 
transcendentalism.

Transcendentalists – the original anarchists, 
the ultimate libertarians, and more often than 
not, a bunch of fuckin tree-huggers. 

Think you’ve got what it takes to be the next 
Thoreau? If you can complete this checklist, 
you’ll be well on your way to detaching from 
civilization!

1. Quit your job. But don’t stop doing 
what you love:
Quit any job that doesn’t pay ONLY in cash. If 
you had to apply for it, it’s time to quit.

2. Start smoking pot (this one isn’t 
technically re-
quired, but trust 
me, it’s a nice 
touch):
If possible, grow your 
own, therefore sever-
ing your dependence 
on yet another human 
being. Please don’t 
cook Meth.

3. Speaking of 
growing, it’s best 
to grow really 
whatever you can:
Prioritize creating a 
vegetable garden. You 
can also grow fruit 

trees and berry bushes. 
You can grow an herb 
garden for teas, spic-
es, and medicinal use. 
You can grow grains, 
beans, potatoes, and 
corn. You can grow cu-
cumber, squash, melon, 
and pumpkins. You can 
grow it all. Well, you 
can if you’ve got the 
land. Don’t cook meth.

4. Land:
Land is good. Get land.

5. Taxes: 
Pay them if you want to pay them. Don’t pay them 
if you don’t want to. Buy a gun.

6. Cellphones:
Throw them away! Preferably into a body of wa-
ter. It doesn’t have to be Walden Pond, but I’ve 
heard that it’s good luck. Learn how to write 
letters.

7. Banks:
Don’t need ‘em. Get cash, store cash, give cash, and 
repeat. Make cash purchases or barter. This is 
difficult when buying land, but not impossible. 
If you haven’t bought that gun yet, buy it now.

8. Think for yourself:
Enjoy the fruits of your independent lifestyle 
by fully embracing a life of non-conformity. 
Wear whatever you want to wear. Do whatever 
you want to do. Create things. Build things. 
Write things. It’s time to LIVE, not “Live Laugh 
and Love”.
Well, there ya go. Now you know what it takes. 
It’s okay if some of these are not quite possi-
ble for you at the moment. I, admittedly, have 
not completed even half of this list. It takes 
time and it takes guts to commit to such things; 
however, If you share the sentiments of these 
values and find yourself attempting at least 
one of the things on the list, then you’re a 
transcendentalist in my book – whatever that’s 
worth.

Henry David 
Thoreau

Ralph Waldo
Emmerson
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I feel like people typically just stumble into the things they love, and that 
is pretty much how my art became such a big part of my life. I started doing 
art 4 years ago when I began college. At the time I was going to school for 
Chemistry…. Which did not last long- and as you could imagine, I needed to 
cope with my transitions from “guaranteed success” to now starving artist. So, 
my art became a way to stir creativity. 
While I did not decide to do Art full time- I did decide to make it my second 
minor- which allowed me to make rather large strides in my craft. 
Since the last 2 years of taking Art classes, I have gotten multiple pieces of 
my work published, have created graphics for music videos, marketing logos, 
sold some of my pen drawings, created multiple block-prints, and more. On top 
of that, I have met so many people who have changed my life forever through 
it. 
I feel art is a must, it is a way to connect and express. Personally, I also use 
a lot of color in my art due to its sometimes aggressive messages. On the oth-

“420 BLAZE IT” - COLLAGE
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er hand, I was taught tradition-
ally to focus on your black and 
white pieces, because where there 
is little distraction, there are 
flaws that are forced to be fixed/
made better- which is my opinion 
on how you should live life. 
I am on Instagram @tiff314159 (yes 
that is a Pi reference) - where I 
sell prints of my digital work, and 
fine art work. I also am available 
for work for hire, and am always 
down to hang and create :) SO! If 
you ever find yourself in the 
mood to groove to some R&B, Jazz, 
(or anything of your liking)- and 
create some art of any type, you 
know where to find me!

“LIMBER STUDIOS” - DIGITAL

“A TYPICAL DAY” - PAINT 

PEN
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Hi! My name is Ollie DeFazio and 
I’m a production designer and il-
lustrator; My passion lies in art 
direction and illustration for 
film. I’ve really enjoyed working 
with stop motion film and fabri-
cation, and you can see my work in 
films like ‘Peeping Winkle.’ Art is 
my language, and I love being given 
the opportunity to share my expe-
riences through life with it. 
Your only limitation is yourself.

Check me out on instagram @ollie_
defazio (commissions open!)

 OLLIE 
   DEFAZIO

“DESPAIR HAS ITS OWN CALMS” - GOUACHE

“IF I CANNOT INSPIRE LOVE, I WILL CAUSE FEAR” - GOUACHE “ALL WORK AND NO PLAY” - GOUACHE
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 Hello magazine readers, I am a current 3D animation student at Savannah College of 
Art and Design. Even though I’m studying 3d animation I still enjoy working in 2d 
and still sort of prefer it to some extent. The subject matter I choose to draw has 
a pretty wide range, but the majority is character based and is usually rendered in 
black and white. Most of the things I make are fairly loose and simplistic, mostly 
because I am pretty burnt out on heavy detailing and complex shading from two 
years of art school. Anyway thanks for reading and if you want to find more of my 
work check me out at @everydelan on Instagram and Twitter.
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“ROADTRIP” - DIGITAL

“FACES” - DIGITAL “SMOKING GIRL” - DIGITAL
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L I T E R A T U R E  
By Joseph Garabed

It was 6:27 AM and Erik was 
sitting in the driver’s seat 
of his blue ’03 Civic, blowing 
smoke from his third cigarette 
out the opened window. The 10-
15 minutes he had to himself 
in the parking lot before the 
automatic doors of Superstore 
USA opened and his shift began. 
Jessie was sitting in car lit-
tle red sedan a few spots away 
banging her head to the death 
metal music Erik could hear 
from his car, and Jamal just 
sat down on the bench next to 
the glass double doors like he 
always did. He usually left his 
cashier’s polo in his locker in 
the break room and was wear-
ing a white undershirt along 
with his jeans.

The weather was warmer than 
usual for February and the air 
was thick and muggy, Erik felt 
the rumblings of a headache 
begin to stir above his left 
eye. He held the smoldering 
butt in his mouth and closed 
his eyes, rubbing the sides of 
his forehead with his fingers. 
The sound of squeaking tires 
opened his eyes. Carl’s security 
car, the guy that drove around 
the whole shopping center 
with green lights flashing had 
stopped in front of the store, 
in front of Jamal. Only today 
it wasn’t the chubby, funny Carl 
that got out of the car, but a 
tall military looking guy that 
Erik didn’t recognize. He stuck 
his head out of the window 
to try and hear what he was 
saying. He walked right up to 
Jamal on the bench, who took 
his headphones out once he got 

close enough.

“You can’t loiter here, kid.”

“Oh, no man.” Jamal said, “I work 
here.”

“Where’s your uniform then?”

“I keep it in my locker inside.”

“Right…” The guard said, “And 
when those doors open in thir-
ty seconds you’re gonna run in 
and take as much shit as you 
can and run out right?”

“Are you fucking kidding?” Ja-
mal said, standing up and ras-
ing his voice.
 
“Shit.” Erik said. He threw open 
the car door and dropped the 
cigarette on the ground, he be-
gan to jog across the lot to-
wards the men in front of the 
door.
 
“Step back, son.” The guy said, 
“I’m calling the police.”

Jamal stepped close to him, 
his face a foot away from the 
guard’s.

“Great, call the police and 
they’ll tell you that you’re a 
profiling piece of shit.”

“Step back!” They guard shoved 
Jamal hard and he fell back, 
hitting the back of his head on 
the bench. Erik got there just 
as Jamal crumpled in a heap on 
the sidewalk, looking dazed. He 
touched his hand to his scalp 
and brought it back up to his 
eyes, black fingers covered in 
blood.

“He fucking works here, you as-
shole!” Erik said. The man with 
a “Derek” nametag on his chest 
turned to him, with a scowl on 
his lips but fear in his dark 
brown eyes. 

“H-he lunged at me.” The secu-
rity guard said.

“Bullshit.” Jessie said.

She stood right behind Erik, 
he didn’t notice her walk up to 
the scene.

“You racist fuck!”

“Whatever… c-call the cops.” 
He said, “I wonder whose story 
they’ll believe. I got friends 
at the station.” He turned and 
walked between Erik and Jessie 
and got in his car. He turned on 
his flashing green lights and 
sped off. The two of them ran 
up to Jamal, who was pushing 
himself onto his knees. They 
took him inside and helped him 
to the breakroom in the back, 
where the first-aid box was.

-

The franchise owner and gener-
al manager of the store, Donny, 
strolled into the store an hour 
after he was supposed to be 
there, staring at his cell phone 
as he walked in. There were 
several calls and texts sent to 
him from Erik and Jessie, but 
he must have not seen them de-
spite his eyes fixated on his 
iPhone screen. Erik walked up 
to him before he made it into 
his office in the front corner 
of the store.

BORN IN SUPERSTORE USA
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“Hey.” Erik said, “You get my 
calls?” 

“Hm?” He mumbled, still typing 
with his fat fingers.

“About Jamal, and the new secu-
rity guard.”

Donny looked up at him, his 
double chin jiggling like or-
ange-vanilla pudding.

“Oh… yeah, right.” He said, “I’ll 
handle it… tell Jamal he can 
take the rest of the day off.”

“He’s already at the hospital, 
getting his head checked.”

“Even better.” Donny said, 
brushing past Erik as he wad-
dled to the locked office door. 
“Like I said, I’ll take care of 
it.”

“What are you gonna do about 
the security guard?” 

“It’s all under control, son.” He 
said, “Also, don’t call the police. 
This happened on my proper-
ty so I’ll make that decision.” 
He let the door slam shut be-
hind him, the automatic locks 
clicking in place. Erik’s stom-
ach sank. He walked back to the 
breakroom and sat at the table 
with his head in his hands, 
wondering what he was even do-
ing working at this place, for 
that man, in the first place. 
Jessie walked in and sat down 
at the table across from him.

“He’s gonna be okay, Erik.” She 
said, “I just talked to him on 
the phone, they wrapped up his 
head, took a CAT scan and sent 
him home. All good.”

“Is it though?” He said, “I mean, 
that guy is still driving 
around like nothing happened, 
and I don’t exactly believe Don-

ny is gonna do anything about 
it. Is Jamal gonna contact the 
police?”

“I asked him that and he said 
no… he’s been afraid of the cops 
since he was a little kid.”

“Can’t say I blame him.” 

“Yeah, that security guard used 
to be a cop, I think.” She said, “I 
heard he only got the job here 
because he’s Donny’s nephew.”

Erik’s head snapped up and his 
wide eyes fixed on Jessie.

“Wait, what?” Erik said, “He’s his 
fucking nephew?”

“Yeah, Kathy pointed him out to 
me when he came in the store 
yesterday, on your day off.”

“Christ.” He said, “Who else is 
working today?”

“Jared, Kathy, Lucy and Randy, I 
think.” She said, “Why?”

“Let’s see if we can do some-
thing about this.” He said.

-

By the time all the other co-
workers arrived and started 
their shifts, it was 10 AM. The 
six of them crowded outside 
Donny’s locked office door and 
knocked, but there was no an-
swer. There were only two cus-
tomers walking through the 
aisles, one in the Office Supply 
section and the other in Cloth-
ing. Donny’s voice crackled 
through the intercom speaker 
on the wall next to the door,

“Please get back to work, I’ve 
already told Erik I was han-
dling it.”

“What have you done so far?” 

Randy yelled into the door.
There was no reply. Erik turned 
to the rest of the group.

“The security guard that pushed 
Jamal is his fucking nephew.” 
Everyone turned from the door 
and stared at him.

“For real?” Lucy said.

“Yeah.” Erik said, “Jessie told 
me this morning.”

“It’s true, he came to see Donny 
yesterday.” Kathy said.

“Jesus Christ, he ain’t gonna do 
shit then.” Randy said.

“That’s what I was thinking.” 
Erik said. “I have an idea.”

They slid a note underneath 
Donny’s locked office door and 
then walked outside, forming 
a line in front of the door 
and not letting any customers 
through the doors. Within min-
utes Donny was wheezing be-
hind them.

“What the hell are you people 
doing?” He said.

“Did you get our note?” Jessie 
said.

“Yes, I got the fucking note.” 
Donny growled, “I already told 
you I was handling it!”

“Handling it how, exactly?” 
Erik said, “We know Derek is 
your nephew.” Donny exhaled 
loudly and walked back towards 
his office. About a minute lat-
er, someone walked up trying to 
enter the store.

“Hey, what’s going on here?” The 
man said.

“There’s a racist security guard 
in the complex that attacked 

B O R N  I N  S U P E R S T O R E  U S A  C O N T.
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one of our employees, we’re 
stopping people from coming in 
until our boss does something 
about it, since apparently he 
has the power.”

“Can’t you guys just call the 
police?” The man said.

“Well… he said since it’s his 
property only he can, but I’m 
not sure if that’s true.” Jessie 
said.

“Regardless, you heard the 
guard, he said the cops would 
take his side either way.” Erik 
said.

“Do… you guys mind if I stand 
with you? That whole thing is 
fucked.”

“Please do!” Jessie said.

Over the next hour few more 
customers approached the 
group, most turned around and 
left when they heard the story, 
but some stayed and joined the 
line. There was no word from 
Donny.

Ten minutes later, they saw a 
police cruiser pull into the 
lot, with no lights or sirens, 
and was heading for the Super-
store.

“Hey look, he actually did it!” 
Randy said.

“Shit, you’re right.” Erik said, 
“I didn’t think he really 
would.” The group applauded as 
he pulled up to the curb and 
calmly climbed out of the driv-
er’s seat. He was on the older 
side, with a big bald spot on 
his scalp and a ring of gray 
hair surrounding the pale 
skin. He walked up to the group 
with his hand resting on his 
belt.

“Thank god you’re here.” Jessie 
said, “We’ve been try-

“What’s going on here?”

“Well, officer.” Erik said, “The 
racist security guard shoved 
one of our cowo-

“No.” The officer said, “What’s 
going on right here? I got a 
call about a disturbance?”

“What?” Jessie said.

“The owner, Donald, told me 
that there were thugs standing 
outside his store not letting 
customers inside.” Several peo-
ple in the group groaned, some 
laughed ironically.

“You’ve got to be kidding.” Erik 
said.

“Afraid not.” The officer said, 
“This is private property, you 
need to disperse.”

“So, he didn’t tell you anything 
about why we’re standing here?” 
Jessie said.

“No ma’am, and honestly I don’t 
care.” He said, “I’m here to break 
up a riot.”

“Riot?” One of the customers 
said.
 
“You all need to leave before I 
start making arrests for tres-
passing.” 

“Jesus fucking Christ.” Erik 
said. The group eventually dis-
persed, the cop left, and the 
customers drove home. The em-
ployees all went to the back 
in the break room. Donny was 
locked in his office still. The 
six of them calmly took their 
belongings from their lockers 
and made a pile of Superstore 
USA polo shirts and nametags 
outside the locked office door. 
All of the employees walked out 
the automatic doors together.
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McNífica
By Eric Ponce

McDonalds in South Ameri-
ca has a sandwich called the 
McNífica. “Es más que buena, 
es magnífica,” the TV sings, 
the same Spanish cadence as 
my grandfather. In Lima, Peru 
there are only (only) about 
20 McDonalds restaurants. My 
Quiteño cousin, who studied in 
Lima, told me that McDonalds 
is hip and ginchy (my moth-

er’s translations) over there; 
much like how we saw In-N-Out 
(which he really liked when I 
took him to the one by our old 
house in Dallas) those first 
few months when it came to 
Texas. When we drove up to the 
red and white nostalgia build-
ing, and stood in line behind 
a Mexican family, he asked me 
if In-N-Out had an equivalent 
to the McNífica. I told him I 
didn’t know, and he explained 
the sandwich to me to me. It 
sounded like a regular burger.
     

We sat in our booth and waited 
for our number. He’d only been 
with us a day, and already we 
were running out of conver-
sation topics; his English was 
as bad as my Spanish. My Noam 
Chomsky poster gave us some 
gas for the first day, but now 
here we were, Chomsky’d out. 
We sat for a bit, sipping soda, 
until he told me about this 
Mickey D’s he visited in Pueb-
lo Libre, a little way from 
where he was staying while 
studying linguistics. He said 
he’d go there on the weekends 
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and get a McNífica (no one on 
my mother’s side has the stat-
ure or stomach for a true Big 
Mac) and to talk to the two 
kids who worked there. He told 
me their names were Alexandra 
and Gabriel. 

Alexandra and Gabriel used 
to date, but over time decided 
to just be friends. Decided is 
a harsh word though, too real, 
too much responsibility. Gabri-
el still harbored feelings for 
her, deep and bubbling hot, like 
the deep fryer he plunged cold 
cardboardy “potatoes” in. Like 
the papas, he came out steam-
ing, tender and pithy to the 
bite. He kept the job because 
she kept the job. Yes, they did 
see each other at work every 
day, and still kept all the same 
friends. He missed her; the se-
cret language, the looks, the 
touches effused with a differ-
ent kind of light, that no one 
else can see but you. You cre-
ate something together, make it 
real. 

She hadn’t been his girlfriend 
very long, but when she had it 
was like everything was neon, 
bright as the golden arches 
over him. She felt somewhat 
contra to this, and he knew 
it. They both knew it, and the 
pressure of that it was her 
“fault” that they were no lon-
ger an item, was a lot to han-
dle for her. Especially since 
she had to see him every day, 
not just around the neighbor-
hood, but at work; a double lev-
el of pressure, stacked high 
and topped with sesame seeds. 
She didn’t want to have a boy-
friend, to have another obliga-
tion to someone that she wasn’t 
sure she could keep. So, she told 
him: I still care about you, and 
I hope we can still be friends. 
It was all in the words.
     

They were out of school now 
and saving for college, which is 
how my cousin befriended them. 
Young people, the same age, no 
matter class or race, usually 
bond over something. For them 
it was French fries. The lady at 
the counter called our number, 
my cousin got up, but I insist-
ed. When I sat back down with 
the steaming bright red tray, 
I noticed he had gotten little 
white cups of ketchup. “For the 
fries.”, he said. 

We started eating and he told 
me about their relationship in 
more depth. How Gabriel would 
talk to him about her. He’d get 
a French fry and wax about 
how good warm fries are, gold-
en crunchy salty, y’know? How 
if you left the fry, eventually 
it would get cold. A weird mix 
of hard and mushy, light years 
different from the warm fry. 
In a matter of minutes, the fry 
transformed from something 
beautiful, to something beast-
ly. The one same thing that lost 
its essence. My cousin agreed, 
the world is a cold place to be. 
Gabriel asked, “How do you save 
the warmth? How do you keep 
it? Can you?” My cousin said 
he didn’t know, and that some-
times it just went away. They 
both knew they weren’t talking 
about fries, but Gabriel was too 
embarrassed to point this out.
     
Alexandra would talk to my 
cousin too, not about Gabriel 
though, but about his studies. 
He’d tell her what he’d been 
reading; Austin or McWhorter 
or Sapir/Whorf, and they’d ar-
gue about whether language 
really did shape our percep-
tion, and what made things 
real (stuff he and I had tired 
out, over dinner). She told him 
there of course was a differ-
ence between truth and reality, 
that truth was more unworld-

ly, produced. When somethings 
true, that doesn’t always make 
it real; reality is a feeling in 
a way that the truth isn’t. 

It’s not about what is and what 
isn’t, but what feels. My cousin 
confessed that he had a small 
crush on her too, but he knew 
where he belonged. “Where’s 
that?”, I asked him, taking the 
last bite of my burger. “Some-
where else”, he said. They be-
longed together. The three of 
them only ever saw each other 
at McDonalds, him sitting alone 
with his McNífica, them behind 
the counter with the machines 
that spin and whir in dreams 
at the intersection of carnival 
and catastrophe. He watched 
them orbit, closer than fur-
ther, almost touching. It made 
him happy, he told me, watch-
ing romance unfold in front of 
him. 
     
Cómo un telenovela, un, a soap? 
Cómo se dice? No, I know that 
one. Telenovela. His smile per-
sisted but his eyes started vi-
brating. He took a sip of his 
Dr. Pepper (the first time he 
had ever tried it) and kept go-
ing. Gabriel had come up with 
a plan to win her back, he told 
him at a booth by the window. 
6:45 light, at the brighter end 
of dark, thrown over the red 
booth. It was clear Gabriel had 
rehearsed this pitch. There’s no 
one, he would tell Alexandra, 
no one else who he could ever. 
My cousin smiled at him. So, 
you’re just going to confess to 
her? Yeah, I want to be honest. 
Honesty is important. 
     
She, meanwhile, had bigger 
plans that didn’t harmonize 
with him. It was starting to get 
obvious. Behind the counter. 
Him sweeping. Her at the reg-
ister. Bumping into each other. 
Awkward. Getting colder. She 
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wanted to study linguistics 
like my cousin. She asked him 
to borrow some books. I’ll bring 
them by next weekend. Based on 
his tone I knew there was nev-
er a next weekend. As much as I 
knew the story, I didn’t.
     
You ever been surprised before? 
He had the article bookmarked. 
They died on a Saturday night. 
It was probably when he was 
going to confess his love to 
her. Probably because of that 
thing that happens inside of 
you when you decide to confess 
your love to someone; where 
you make a promise, but only 
to yourself. Those promises are 
the easiest kind to break, based 
on how they aren’t really real. 
It’s easy for you to disappoint 
yourself, but devastating to be 
disappointed by someone else, 
especially someone you love so 
much. 

It was just the two of them. 
Graveyard shift gets its name 
from the men whose job it was to 
sit by the graveyard and listen 
for the frantic ringing bells 
of people who might have been 
buried alive. Probably. Restau-
rant nighttime is different, 
because you usually can’t see 
outside and are surprised when 
you go out and realize the sun 
has set, either long before or 
just seconds ago.

She locked the doors, the drive 
thru only opened. In the kitch-
en, when there weren’t any or-
ders they stayed on opposite 
ends. He’d say something across 
the cold aluminum countertops 
to her, she’d respond. This past 
week had felt less awkward, 
which was why he was proba-
bly going to confess his love to 
her. Is the stroke of midnight a 
good time to confess your love 
to someone? Maybe saying it in 
person is never a good idea. 

Words in the air mix things up. 
Some promises are broken be-
fore they’re made. There is a si-
lent drumroll that comes with 
a confession of love. It’s in the 
air, announcing the words that 
are going to be said. I love you, 
I always have, I never stopped. 
I could never love anybody but 
you.

I know we don’t know what’s 
going to happen, where every-
thing is going to go, and I 
know you have plans, big plans, 
but the only thing I do know 
is that I love you. Still. You 
don’t have to say anything, I 
just thought you should know. 
What did she hear? A bunch of 
interfering ripples through 
her body. Hands tight clench-
ing on the malfunctioning ma-
chine, standing still, nothing. 
He came running, to help her, 
like any person would. Sing-
ing through you to me, it felt 
closer than they had ever been 
before. Seeking electricity, 
pushing and pulling you, into 
something else. 

The lights flickered, making 
the whole restaurant a hospi-
tal. The double threat of il-
lumination, dissonance, un-
til they were both gone above 
themselves. God, who is small 
and static and everywhere 
moving like an infinite rise, 
alive and flying between taut 
strings, showing them the end. 
Where time, your life, and ev-
erything is just a great big 
worm, fat and rounded like 
an apple pie, filled with ev-
erything you’ve done. All the 
love and grief and breath and 
swallows and stars, wriggling 
through a dark and naked vac-
uum. This was the only real 
truth—they were afraid.
    
 “The death by electrocution 
of two young employees at a 

McDonald’s restaurant in Lima 
has spurred protests and stoked 
anger over working conditions 
in the wider economy, which 
are viewed as exploitative and 
sometimes dangerous…”

“Peru’s public prosecutor’s of-
fice has opened an investiga-
tion into the deaths of Alex-
andra Porras, 19, and her former 
boyfriend Gabriel Campos, 18, 
who were reported to have died 
in the early hours of Sunday 
while cleaning the kitchen at 
the fast-food outlet.”

I’m sorry, I said. He took off 
his baseball cap for the first 
time all weekend. He said that 
he couldn’t believe it, when he 
read it. He hadn’t been able to 
go that weekend; he was busy 
writing some paper. How stupid 
had that been, how stupid did 
all papers seem? His whole de-
gree, path, everything, if they 
could just die. That they could 
just die.
     
What does it mean? Sure, there’s 
something evil in there, about 
corporations who don’t love you, 
no matter how much they say 
they do. Something about never 
getting what you want, because 
of how rigged everything is 
against you. Something about 
being a pawn in their game. My 
cousin didn’t talk about that, 
though. The only thing he knew; 
all that he cared about and be-
lieved in was two people. Two 
young people. That was all that 
was real to him. Their faces, 
bones blood flesh. If we’re all 
as human as we say we are, then 
it shouldn’t be so hard to love 
and to live. To make sure peo-
ple, young people, don’t die. Why 
do children suffer? 

“Ma’am, there’s been an accident,” 
the employee told her, she said. 
“Your daughter is dead.” 
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In the Valley 
of Sneezes: Ch. II

When she hung up, she said, she 
began to scream. It feels like 
everything is glass. Every-
thing’s a window I’m looking 
out of but it’s all just more 

windows. He dreamt about them 
all the next month. Several 
months. They were up sitting 
above the atmosphere, where the 
earth is a low jump, a sapphire 

lea of white and green flowers. 
Holding each other. Their faces 
more than love or fear. Saying 
it doesn’t have to be like this.

M C N í F I C A  C O N T.
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It had been raining for the 
past few days now, and you 
could see the rainwater pud-
dling up on the side streets. It 
got so bad that the bus driv-
er, a man whose name I never 
learned, had to take a differ-
ent route. He knew my name 
and used it frequently, I sus-
pect in an attempt at getting 
me to admit that I didn’t know 
his. Every school bus driver 
has their own way of getting 
to point B and back again: some 
kids get picked up early, other 
kids get dropped off late, and, 
sometimes, some kids don’t get 
picked up at all. This had been 
a big problem with the former 
bus driver, who was fired for 
refusing to pick up a certain 
kid, leaving him on the side 
of the road instead -- and be-
cause of my mother’s call to 
principal Jefferson about the 
matter. It isn’t important that 
the victim wasn’t currently on 
the bus rider list, you can’t 
just leave children on the 
side of the road in the middle 
of winter. It’s a matter of ba-
sic human principle; however, 

I’ll gladly take abandonment 
over having to listen to Kenny 
Chesney cassettes through the 
intercom. It really incentiv-
ized us to get off the bus as 
quickly as possible. If certain 
doom waited on the other side 
of those folded doors (which 
some days it did), it was still 
preferred to the smooth styl-
ings of modern 
country.

Taking the bus wasn’t glamor-
ous, especially when your drop 
off/pick up location was across 
the parking lot from the “car 
riders” -- soccer moms in their 
Mercedes, stay at home dads in 
their custom mid-life crisis 
mobiles, and the occasional di-
vorced parent giving an over-
compensating goodbye. All ele-
mentary school taught us was 
classism and mob rule: every-
thing you need to know to hit 
the ground running.

“Dan.”

“What?”

“Dan.”

“What!?”

“I said Dan.”

“I know, why?”

“I was w-wondering if you 
wanted to come to my slum-

ber party Saturday at my Dad’s 
house I-If you wanna.”

“. . .”

“Dan.”

“Do you still have an xbox?”

“Yup.”

“I’ll go.”

“A-awesome. . . It’s like also my 
birthday party, but that’s not 
a big deal.”

Fuck. Birthday parties were 
the worst. They were always 
better than mine, and the 
birthday kid always gets pissy.
 
“You ate the last Little *snif-
fle* Debbie *sob* on my birth-
day *sobs louder & parent in-
tervenes*”
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By Isaac Eustice

“Prisoner A77-0 is ready for 
processing.”, Command Haman 
said into a microphone slit on 
his desk, looking back up at 

me with a bemused expression.
“You do not immediately appre-
ciate the significance of our 
conversation.” He picked up the 
DMT pipe again and took a long 
pull, leaning back indulgent-

ly in his chair and breathing 
out a cloud of thick, acrid, 
smoke as the thermoplastic 
door slid open with a thin 
rush behind me. “I like you.” 
Next, I heard the jangling of 
heavy boots and felt a pair of 
rough hands wrench my wrists 
nearly out of their sockets as 
someone pulled me to my feet 
and dragged me out of his of-

IN CUSTODY
 PART III OF THE DYSTOPALYPSE SERIES

It’s the same story every time, 
and now it was Collin’s birth-
day.

Don’t get me wrong, Collin’s a 
great bus pal, but he’s weird and 
I don’t know anything about him 
except that his parents are di-
vorced, his dad has to blow into 
a tube to drive, and he’s got an 
xbox – but better friendships 
have been built on less.
“Happy early birthday Collin.”

“It’s actually today, but I’m cel-
ebrating Saturday. R-remember? 
I told you yesterday.”

“Yeah I do, I just forgot for a 
second haha.”

“It’s ok, my mom does that too.”

“. . .”

I looked out the window and 
watched the trees going by, 
focusing on one until it was 
left behind, and then start-
ing again. I think childhood 
is just a training course on 
passing time in creative ways 
without actually doing any-
thing. Truthfully, I’m too good 
at doing nothing. My mom al-
ways sets up playdates for me; 
she’s the social one. I sit, stare, 
and ask “why does..?” questions 
while she sets up playdates 
to drink Chardonnay on the 
back porch with other parents. 
The bus creaked forward and 

lurched to what seemed like a 
stop. Collin got up, but the bus 
lurched again, sending him to 
the floor and making the oth-
er kids laugh. He got up, red 
in the face, and ran, head down, 
out the folding doors. Happy 
Birthday Collin.

The bus parked at the brick 
arches in front of the brick 
school. “Freedom Elementary 
School” was etched in cement 
above the front doors. It fit-
tingly reminded me of the way 
a name sits impressed in a 
gravestone. A few groggy teach-
ers stood at the front doors, 20 
feet from the busses to keep 
kidnappers away. Without them, 
it would’ve been a fire sale.

“Good morning Dan! How’s your 
mother and father?”

“Hello Mr. Harris, they’re doing 
good.”
“Is it ‘doing good’? Or is it ‘do-
ing well’?’”

“You know, you’re a fucking 
dickhead.” I thought.

“Doing well Mr. Harris.” I said.

“That’s right! Well, have a good 
day and tell your mother I said 
‘hi’ for me!”
“Should I tell my dad too?”

“Sure, Dan, tell your dad too.”

“Bye Mr. Harris!”

It was the beginning of May, 
and school would be out in a 
few weeks. The kids were in-
cessantly talking about what 
interesting places they were 
going to travel to. I think the 
saddest thing about teachers is 
their constant exposure to the 
ruthlessness of youthful igno-
rance.

“What are you doing this sum-
mer, Mary?”

“Well Ms. Potts, my daddy is 
taking us to Cancun and Hawaii 
for the rest of the summer. You 
should come too!”

“I would, uh, love to! I’ll book 
my flight right away.”

I’d imagine this is the tough-
est time of the year, not just 
to be a teacher, but to teach. 
You have to keep the populace 
disheartened, learning “rudi-
mentary mathematics” whilst 
they see escape on the hori-
zon. For the next three months, 
anything would be possible. 
How could anyone not daydream 
staring out a-

“Dan, I’m sure whatever is 
outside is entertaining, but I 
asked the class a question.”

“I’m sorry Ms. Lefkowitz.”
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fice.
 
Putting a hood over my head, 
they shoved me in the back of 
the electric jeep and surged 
away from the station oscil-
lating atonal, randomly looped, 
low-end frequencies roaring 
from the Bassaw on top of the 
jeep; its droning music all but 
drowning out their rough, bel-
lowing voices. At reckless speeds 
over the crumbling, splitting 
pavement, the jeep rattled me 
to the bone. I had to grit my 
teeth to keep them from clack-
ing together. Against the black 
of the hood there was only the 
feeling of the seat. The pad-
ding, long since stripped away, 
left only the hard plastic 
frame and their shouted con-
versation over the Bassaw. 

“I FUCKIN’ LOVE THIS SAW, 
WHERE’D YA GET IT?” 

“CARVERS TRADED IT FOR SOME 
SURPLUS.”
 
“WHAT SURPLUS?”
 
“CRATE A’ RIFLES.” 
 
“NO FUCKIN’ SHIT? THAT’S A GOOD 
DEAL!” 
 
“IT IS. SHAME SOMETIMES WE 
HAVE TO SNUFF ‘EM. I LIKE THE 
CARVERS.” 

“YOU EVER HAD A CARVER COP-
LEY?” 
 
“LOTS” 
 
“WHAT’D YA THINK?” 
 
“FAR SUPERIOR. WELL-TRAINED. 
OUR LICENSED GIRLS ARE TOO 
COMFORTABLE. THE CARVER’S 
ARE DAMN NEAR FERAL. FUCK 
FOR THEIR LIVES.” 
 
“GOT ANY LOSH-CAPS? I’M FIEN-

DIN’” 

The Losh-Cap was a chemi-
cal cocktail beloved by the 
Peace-Makers. A potent combina-
tion of amphetamine salts, ket-
amine and Viagra available in 
pill-form with a doctor’s note. 
For the Peace-Makers, virtual-
ly any “symptoms” ranging from 
fatigue, headache, fever, anxi-
ety, depression, low sex-drive, 
irritability, and poor work 
performance, were accepted in 
exchange for a medic’s note of 
a month’s supply. While fairly 
expensive purchased straight 
from the doctor, they were of-
ten cut and sold at reduced 
rates among the Peace-Makers 
themselves. The drug was cut 
with anything from cheap co-
caine, to baking soda, to chalk, 
to bath-salts, home-made meth, 
or laxative. Whatever white 
powder the dealer had on hand. 
The substance was highly ad-
dictive and physically taxing, 
producing a violent, euphor-
ic, adrenaline rush. It induced 
rage, obsessive and ritualistic 
behavior, hypersexuality, and 
manic violence leading to many 
episodes of gratuitous, sense-
less, bloodshed over routine pa-
trols. The Peace-Makers found 
it particularly useful when 
suppressing the Carvers in the 
more or less constant wars the 
state waged to quell the yearly 
massacres and uprisings. 

“I ONLY GOT ONE LEFT,” 

“BULLSHIT!  YOU GOT MORE THAN 
THAT! YOU ALWAYS GOT SOME 
LITTLE STASH SOMEWHERE! WE 
CAN GET MORE TODAY, FORK ONE 
OVER!” 
 
“CAN’T DO IT!” 
 
“FUCK ALL!” 

There were sounds of a strug-

gle, grunts, and shuffling of 
tossed hands. Rustle of leath-
er, jangling of buckles, curs-
ing, all under the dirge of the 
Bassaw. I was tossed out of my 
chair against the back door as 
the jeep swung tightly around 
a curve, the wheels on the oppo-
site side of the vehicle briefly 
airborne, before crashing back 
down to the earth; throwing me 
against the ceiling. With my 
hands cuffed I could do little 
to steady myself. 

“FUCKER!” 
 
“HOW MANY IS THAT!”
 
“THAT’S MY MANY IS HOW MANY!” 
 
“I SHARE WHEN YOU’RE LOW 
NOW RETURN THE FAVOR OR I’LL 
THROTTLE YOU!” 
 
“LIKE YOU COULD!” 
 
“JUST ONE!” 
 
“FINE IF YOU’LL ONLY SHUT UP!” 
 
“FINE! LIKE I SAID WE’LL GET 
MORE!” 

A lull in conversation fell as 
they ate their caps. We drove a 
while in relative silence. Grad-
ually, one of the Peace-Makers 
started making a low, seeth-
ing, hissing sound which built 
gradually into a shriek. The 
jeep quaked with the shock of 
fists pounding on the dash-
board, booted feet kicking, a 
body flailing. 
 
“EEEYYAAAAAARRRRHHHHHHGG 
FUCK YEAH LET’S KILL I WANNA 
KILL I NEED BLUGHD BLUGHDY 
FUCKN HELL TO TASTE TO SMELL 
COPPER LIKE A LINCOLN PENNY 
EVER TASTED ONA THOSE? AN-
TIQUE NOW…” 
 
“YEAH, CHILL OUT WE’LL FIND…” 
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“CHILL OUT? HOW CAN I CHILL 
OUT I’M HUNGRY FUCKER!” 

The engine surged with gas as 
the driver floored it. I surged 
forward into empty air un-
til meeting something sud-
den, sharp, and hard right to 
the nose. My eyes flooded with 
tears, and sharp pain blot-
ted out my senses temporarily. 
The darkness under the hood 
flashed electric white and I 
crumpled to the floorboards; 
warm, sticky blood streaming 
down over my lips and filling 
my mouth with a copper taste.

“STAY BACK BITCH! I’LL FUCKING 
FUCK YOU AND EAT YOU!” 
 
“NOT THIS ONE THE COMMANDER 
LIKES HIM!” 
 
“FUCK THE COMMANDER I’LL DO 
THE SAME TO HIM!” 
 
“FUCK YOU WILL.” 
 
“FUCK YOU!” 
 
“LOOK AHEAD, WHAT’S THIS?” 
 
“LOOKS A CARVER DEALIN’ A 
TANKER, LET’S SNUFF EM TAKE 
THEIR TANK!” 
 
The jeep stopped abruptly, 
jolting me against the met-
al frames of the front seats. 
A door was kicked or thrown 
open violently and the weight 
in the vehicle shifted as some-
one jumped out. With my sight 
temporarily disabled my sense 
of hearing and directional 
awareness was improving. The 
engine idled, the Bassaw died 
down to a low rumble. The driv-
er got out slowly, shutting the 
door more carefully; seeming-
ly the more calculated of the 
two. From outside the vehicle 
I could only discern a muffled 
conversation, which height-

ened in volume and pitch, be-
fore vanishing in a thunder of 
deafening gun-fire. Through a 
curtain of tinnitus, the vehi-
cle shook, as something heavy 
was dropped in the cargo-bed, 
and then as two bodies leaped 
back into the front seats, the 
doors slamming behind them. 
The air was thick with the hot 
sulfur smell of gunpowder. The 
idling engine roared to life 
and they cranked the Bassaw up 
to its maximum volume, its in-
sistent pulse shaking my skull 
until my eardrums felt on the 
verge of bursting; the noise 
boring a hole into my brain 
with a migraine icepick. 

“THIS MASK REALLY GRINDS,” 
said the one on the passenger 
side,

“LOOKA THESE TEETH”

“JAPANESE STYLE” 

“BRUTAL-LIKE. SHOULD WE HAVE 
A TASTE?” 

“BACK AT THE STATION” 

“FUCK ME PULL OVER CHECK ‘ER 
OUT” 

“WHAT?”

“COPLEY AHEAD LET’S TRY HER 
OUT” 

“WERE GONNA BE LATE” 

“FUCK OFF PULL OVER! THIS LOSH 
GOT ME HUNGRY.” 

The jeep squealed to a skidding 
halt, jolting me painfully. The 
Peace-Maker in the passenger 
seat jumped out, throwing his 
door open, and outside I heard 
distant, low talking, gradually 
escalating to aggressive shout-
ing and shrieks of fear. The 
jeep rocked as he pulled a ter-
rified Copley into the front 

seat. From the rocking of the 
jeep and the sound of limbs 
flailing about the vehicle, to 
the Peace-Maker’s attempts to 
restrain her as she shrieked; I 
was glad to hear her put up a 
good fight. 

“EASY - SETTLE DOWN NOW PET -.” 
“DID YOU CHECK HER PAPERS?” 
“SHE’S UNLICENSED” 

Next was the dry, thin hiss 
of an automatic knife blade 
flicking out of the han-
dle, a few dry thuds, and the 
Peace-Maker screamed in pain. 
The jeep shook violently, and 
I heard the sound of someone’s 
feet hitting the pavement and 
breaking into a dead run. The 
Copley’s screams grew distant. 

“FUCK! SHE’S GETTIN’ AWAY!”

The Peace-Maker jumped out of 
the vehicle, with a jangle of 
boots, and took off after her. 
The jeep fell silent except 
for the smacking sound of the 
Driver’s gum. Sometime later 
the passenger returned, heav-
ing breathlessly, as he struck 
the side of the jeep with his 
fist, unleashing a frenzy of 
kicks and punches; the metal 
groaning under the impact of 
the blows, as he let loose an 
onslaught of obscene curses.

“HEY CHILL THE FUCK OUT!” The 
Driver said, at which the Pas-
senger pounced into the cab 
and lunged at the Driver. 

“DO IT FOR ME - YOU GOTTA DO 
IT FOR ME - THIS LOSH GOT ME 
SO HUNGRY - REAL QUICK” 

“FUCK YOU, GET OFFA ME - I’LL 
FUCKIN’”

“JUST REAL QUICK, JUST A HAND, 
JUST A QUICK - PLEASE MATE-” 

The jeep was rocking like a 
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sea-tossed vessel and had me 
painfully rolling across the 
floorboards, the sounds of a 
desperate struggle escalating 
to a rustle of leather and the 
deafening recoil of a single, 
thunderous, pistol shot. Warm 
blood sprayed across the inside 
of the jeep, misting my face, 
as the body thumped down onto 
the front dashboard. The Driv-

er swore under his breath and 
got out, walking around to the 
passenger side, dragging the 
body out onto the street.

I was in a state of shock and 
shaking, certain at any moment 
I would be shot and thrown in 
the street. However, the Driver 
just got back in his seat, shift-
ed into drive and floored the 

gas, roaring off into the night 
on the way to the holding cell. 
Apparently, he had taken his 
dead partner’s cigarettes. As we 
drove along, I heard the con-
tinuous flick of a lighter in-
tertwined with the harsh, yet 
earthy scent of tobacco smoke. 
We drove the rest of the way 
without incident, the air thick 
with ominous silence. 

P o e t r y
Anxiety: Now in Color

By Kahwit Tela

I just wanna stay alive.
Whether it’s wearing a hoodie or chilling at home, 

I just wanna stay alive.
I wear nice clothes and even “talk nice” 

Because I wanna stay alive
Is it silly? I know.

However, I do it because I just wanna stay alive.
I drive at the right speed limit and even keep the volume low.

I follow the law not only ‘cause I don’t want to be a disturbance 
But also, because I just wanna stay alive.

I see a plethora of flashing lights rise behind my car.
I pull to the curb and do everything I practice with mom & dad

Whenever I’m stopped by the law.
I do everything right but in the back of my mind,

I can’t help but wonder:
“Oh God, am I going to die?”

While it’s true that everyone will die someday,
I believe that no one would like their last words to be

“I can’t breathe” …
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P o e m s  b y  J U L I A N  C H U N

“Benign Brain Matters”

This head, this accursed gelatinous burden
flippantly flung so much farther ahead,
Of a neck that cranes and a spine that creaks,
Tilted floor-bound at forty-five degrees,
Blinded from what’s dead in front of me.

Because I don’t like reality staying the same for too long,
And some peculiar chunk of gray matter wields a shield of homogeny,
Control,
Consistence,
Demanding perfection as its existential habitat,
Floating freely in supercranial fluidity...

So thus bestows upon my hands the one and only bane of delusion,
Sculptor of sanity,
or counterweight for a balanced perspective.

Perfect is not good enough,
Even if one were to achieve such a feat.
Seamless seems stagnant and flawless falls flat,
I knew this and I know this
But it doesn’t seem to matter,
or make it to matter.

Thoughts don’t obey the laws of our physics:
An intrusion in motion will stay in motion if any outside force acts upon it.
They do however, obey the laws of antagony:
the more resistant you are, the more oppressive the intrusion becomes.
It seeks conflict.
Stare at your intrusion in silence,
and only then will you be rid of what was,
what is now a standard thought.

“Wine Drunk Poem I.”

Who would intentionally throw themselves into a sensory overload, only to consume that which 
makes the senses slurred? Is that not the same as square one save for the served extra steps? It’s 
truly exhilarating to feel the push of human discomforts—the natural tension that prevents social 
stagnation. Why avoid the most innate and relatable experiences in each other and delay meaning-
ful connection? Sure, we may blur the lines of self-consciousness and imperfection in you and I, 
but is that not what makes us you and I? Variety is the very spice of life ain’t it? Why muffle who 
we all really are and culture this canter away from substance, and (ironically enough) overload in 
the debaucherous consumption of  substance.
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P o e m s  b y  c a s s i d y  l y n n

From open windows
Yellow light
Makes every private display
Exposed
 And you
Are given the choice
To behold or be beheld
Would you bury your nose to the ground
Pick up your pace
Pretend you don’t notice
Intimacy with a stranger
Or
Would you stop, 
pretend for a moment that we are friends
Pretend that the curve of my hip
Is one you’re familiar with
And that my odd habits
Endear you

In a span of time, that never exists
Are we lovers?
When you cross your nightly paths
And decorous rules keep you distanced
From every lighted world
Do you long
For whom you’ve never met?

This lonely tower
Of brick and wood
This cage of comfort,
From which I perceive
What can’t surround me.
Here, I long for you too.

Grasp your straws
Than pass me that lighter
Please
It’s been too long since my last cigarette
And you’re still asking questions
Like I can see past a cloud of smoke
No sir, no ma’am
My future is shrouded
I can only throw myself as far
As I can see me
And I only ever see myself
On the porch again
Tapping ash on the side of a mug
Don’t you get it yet
We’re all desperate

Tumble down, Dirty Knees,
Haven’t you missed me?
And my cricket choir?
The firefly’s been waiting
To light your path
They wanna know the last time
You had mud on your face.
Say they almost forgot
When you would scream with the birds.
Where’s your grass stains?
The holes in your shoes?
Where’s that stick you always carried, back when it was a sword?
It’s a shame that you’ve grown, dirty knees
All my mountains look like hills
My oceans dried to a puddle
I’ve been here since the beginning
Same as always
Suppose you forgot how to see me
Can you hear me, dirty knees?
I’ve come calling
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 I first heard about Jarren Blair from 
a friend who insisted I had to check out 
his music, and especially get to a show. Un-
fortunately, I was always working when he 
had shows and didn’t get to make it out to 
one before COVID hit. Upon first listening 
to Jarren’s single, “Space Jam,” I was immedi-
ately a fan of his artistic style. In light of 
social distancing, Jarren and I talked over 
zoom about his upcoming album, his creative 
process, and the lack of press spotlighting 
Nashville’s R&B + hip-hop scenes. 

How long have you been playing music and 
how did you get started?

Jarren: I started playing piano when I was 11 

in sixth grade. It was Christmas break and 
I asked my dad to get this keyboard out of 
storage and that's when I started learning 
how to play other people's songs and then I 
got bored playing other people's songs, so I 
started writing my own. 

Who are your inspirations musically?

Jarren: It's a pretty wide range… A lot of the 
stuff I listen to doesn't really sound like 
the music I make. As of late I’ve been listen-
ing to The Beatles a lot and for songwriters 
I like Phoebe Bridgers a lot. She's probably 
one of my favorite songwriters and I listen 
to a lot of hip-hop and pop stuff like that, 
which seeps into my music the most. 

In both “Space Jam” and “Lead Me On,” you have 
these gorgeous stacking vocal harmonies and 
BGV’s swirling around in the mix towards the 
end of each song. I can really feel the heart, 
soul, and attention to detail you put into 
the production of those songs. What was your 
recording process like and did you work with 
anyone on those?

Jarren: So both of those songs actually kind 
of started being recorded at the same time 
last summer. I wrote Space Jam when I was at 
MTSU and it became the song I was getting 
ready to start recording things with because 
a lot of people gravitated towards it when I 
played it live. I wrote “Lead Me On” when sum-
mer started when I got back home, so those 

M E D I A
Interview 

with Jarren 
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were the two songs I was running with when 
I was recording. So I was kind of struggling 
with my sound before I recorded those two 
songs because if you looked at my stuff be-
fore those two songs came out... I had a super 
cool live band with these guys I’d been play-
ing with for a while called the Groove Crew 
and it was like Soul music, but when we got 
in the studio recording it didn't sound like 
what I wanted. So I recorded both of those 
songs just in my house in this room and when 
I started stacking my vocals and stuff that's 
kind of when I started finding this is what 
I want it to sound like cause I liked a lot of 
artists that use harmonies like The Beatles 
and this band called Thirdstory and I was re-
ally influenced by that stuff and I feel like 
it was just a better layer that I could put 
down cause I'm not just like this crazy good 
musician and I'm not the crazy good singer, 
but I can stack my voice and make it feel 
like a choir is singing on a song, so I felt 
like that's what I kind of found out.. this is 
kind of my thing right now. 

I love that! The choir sound really brings 
such a full sound and it adds so much emo-
tion to the songs. Playing live with a band 
versus the recording can be a totally differ-
ent vibe, but you can still intertwine those 
elements. I wish that I would have gotten to 
see you play live. I’ve heard a lot of great 
things about your shows and the band you 
were playing with! 

Jarren: The new guys in my band I play with 
now- I kind of found these guys by going to 
other peoples shows. There's this guy named 
Lackhoney- you should check him out if you 
haven't heard of him. He’s a Nashville rapper. 
The guy that plays guitar in his band, his 
name is Ben Pleasant and then this guy named 
Emmet Haden, he plays key bass and keys, so 
I kinda liked snatched them and have them 
in my band and then my drummer Brian Kemp. 
And then we add in other people to do back 
up and extra keys and stuff, but basically 
now with the new songs I've been playing, I 
incorporate all those things I do vocally on 
the recordings by letting the crowd be the 
choir... so that's kind of been a big part of 
the live show after I made that… cause I'm 
working on an album right now, so taking 
those elements from the vocals that I do on 
the recordings and bringing them live with 

the crowd has kind of been a big part of mak-
ing it fun. 

Yeah! Unfortunately I haven't gotten to see 
you play live, but that's exactly what I’ve 
heard from friends that have seen you play. 
They say your audience involvement is really 
great and you bring a lot of energy to your 
shows… Do you have a favorite show you’ve 
played? I’ve heard of a great show you played 
at The Sub in Chattanooga. 

Jarren: Honestly The Sub in Chattanooga is 
pretty up there like The Sub is one of my 
favorite places to play just because the en-
ergy in the room- like everyone. When you go 
and play at the sub, they’re with you and it’s 
like they want to see you do well, so when 
you give them that audience participation 
thing... Like when I asked them to sing along, 
they sang as loud as they can like from the 
top, so that was really cool, so probably the 
last show I did at the sub with my band was 
one of my favorite shows that I've done. My 
second favorite show was when I opened for 
Lackhoney at the High Watt. It was just like 
super high-energy. It was my friend's birth-
day, she was singing backup and my friend In-
dia she's actually on one of the songs that is 
going to be on my album, but she sings backup 
for me a lot, so it was a super fun night and 
we went to a birthday party after with my 
other friend Trent and it was just cool cause 
Lackhoney sold out the show, so it was just 
super fun seeing everyone succeed. 

Any challenges you’re facing making an al-
bum in quarantine? 

Jarren: I started the album back in March 
over spring break because I had a week off 
from school and I decided to take off from 
working or anything, so I had this whole 
week where I was recording and I was going 
to people in my band that I wanted to put 
something on, so I was getting a lot of prog-
ress done and then like right after spring 
break when school started back and I was go-
ing back to work, the recording slowed down 
a little bit, but I was still trying to keep 
the pace going and then quarantine happened 
so like me trying to get vocals in and like 
all this other stuff for the album just com-
pletely stopped, so for a while it's been kind 
of slow, but now I'm getting back into it now 

i n t e r v i e w  w i t h  j a r r e n  b l a i r  c o n t.
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that things are opening back up and people 
are a little more comfortable.. like for the 
most part like I said on “Lead Me On” and 
“Space Jam”... I did like 90% of the recording 
by myself and had friends come in and help 
with drums or something, like 90% of it was 
by myself, but with newer songs I'm adding 
a lot of people into the process just like 
adding guitar or trumpet or vocals because 
there's things that I want to hear on the 
songs that I can't just do by myself, so this 
is the first time I've expanded it out so I'm 
excited for that part of it. 

That's so incredible that you did 90% of the 
production on those by yourself! 

Jarren: On “Space Jam,” I was working on that 
one super long... and so I had these drums on 
it and I didn't have any cool drum sounds 
cause I was just using the drum sounds that 
were in logic and you can’t make cool sounds 
with that... but the way I was programming 
the drums, I was having trouble making it 
slap really hard, so I met this guy- his name 
is AB Eastwood and he's a producer in the lo-
cal Nashville rap scene, so I got him to pro-
gram the drums, and the stuff that he added 
just made the song slap way harder and after 
he put that stuff on it, it just made it su-
per easy and I was like okay now the songs 
ready...  so those are kind of the problems I 
was having because I was recording by myself, 
but the reason I was recording by myself is 
because when I was recording with my band it 
was like we were getting all these ideas down 
and it was a fun process to record with them, 
but when I got the the files back I was like 
this isn't what I want to sound like, so I just 
had to kinda restart.  

Do you have an ETA on your Album?

Jarren: Close to getting all the recording 
done. I’ll be dropping singles, but the full 
album itself I would say definitely by next 
year at the latest. 

Creeped on your insta and saw you celebrated 
your birthday during quarantine. Happy be-
lated Birthday. What was your 21st quarantine 
birthday like?

Jarren: It's funny cause like the day before 
my birthday I was really sad cause I turned 

21 so I wanted to go out and have a party 
or something and hang out with friends and 
stuff. I couldn't do that so I was like down 
in the dumps the day before, then I woke up 
and like I still have the decorations up in 
here... my parents decorated my room with just 
a bunch of birthday stuff and then my friend 
Trent edited this video of my friends- like 
all of my friends sent me videos wishing me 
happy birthday and saying like super nice 
things so I was just like speechless when I 
got the video. It was a super nice birthday. 
They made it cool! 

Also while creeping on your instagram I read 
through your posts about how you’ve been 
speaking out for Black Lives Matter, what’s 
your take on racism in the music industry? 
Do you feel that Nashville’s music scene pro-
motes an accepting atmosphere?

Jarren: It's kind of weird because when I look 
at the music industry, I kind of try to go 
into it with the mindset that no one is going 
to give me anything. Like when someone like 
you reaches out and it's like, “Hey I want to 
do an interview,” I'm like okay this is just 
like icing on the cake, but I still have to 
build what I'm doing myself cause I think in 
a lot of ways, the music industry is kind of 
like leveling, because even though there are 
different opportunities that some people get 
based on their skin color just because it's 
easier for them and they don't have to deal 
with certain things, I feel like sometimes it 
just comes down to the music, but me saying 
that isn't trying to dismiss all of the dis-
crimination that does happen. With the level 
that I'm at right now being so DIY, everybody's 
kind of on the same level playing field. I'm 
not really experiencing that… at least not 
now… so I used to do this show called BOOgie 
Bash. When I grew up and was playing music 
in Nashville and did writers rounds and all 
that kind of stuff... typically I was the only 
black artist there and I was also the only 
artist that wasn't playing country music, so I 
made BOOgie Bash. It was kind of an idea that 
I was showcasing artists that look like me or 
make the kind of music that I make and make 
the kind of music that wouldn't be in regular 
venues that we would usually see. I did one of 
them at Douglas Corner Cafe and it was like 
all people playing R&B music and then the 
biggest one I did was at 3rd & Lindsley. So I 

i n t e r v i e w  w i t h  j a r r e n  b l a i r  c o n t.
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got in there and 3rd & Lindsley is typical-
ly a venue that hosts country acts and kind 
of like bigger artists, but we did get a lo-
cal show there and I have a rap group called 
Three Dollas play. I would say that was like a 
win for me in terms of just putting on a show 
for people that make music like me, people 
that look like me, and you know it not being 
held back by the standards of the you know 
Nashville or trying to whitewash Nashville 
or whatever.

That's amazing! I think Nashville, especially 

at the DIY level, is an accepting and diverse 
group of musicians, and you can really find 
all kinds of music in Nashville, but when 
people look at Nashville they often don’t see 
it for the genre diverse city of musical tal-
ent it is and many scenes here get overpow-
ered by country music and bigger artists.

Jarren: There’s a huge hip-hop scene in Nash-
ville that only recently started being recog-
nized. I didn't really find out about the hip-
hop and R&B scene until like maybe 2 years 

ago and that's coming from me who grew up in 
Nashville and I've been playing gigs since 
I was like a freshman in high school. I was 
like “Oh I'm the only one,”  like it felt like 
I was the only dude in Nashville not playing 
country music, but then I finally found this 
whole scene of people that feel the same way 
and the only reason I haven't heard about 
these people is because like Nashville press 
doesn't- either they don't know about it, they 
don't try to know about it, or they don't re-
port on it even though they see it’s there. 
Cause there is this: I don't know if you know 

about The Red Bull sponsored show they did 
at Marathon Music Works and this guy named 
Ron Gilmore who plays keyboard for J. Cole 
(or he used to) and he's a producer and was 
the music director for the show with a bunch 
of local rappers in Nashville and it was this 
huge show, but it kind of just came and went 
and wasn't really reported on.

Yeah I didn’t ever hear about that happening, 
and that’s so cool. Like you were saying, the 
hip-hop and R&B scene here has been around 

i n t e r v i e w  w i t h  j a r r e n  b l a i r  c o n t.
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and is growing but isn’t getting any coverage 
from the press...

Jarren: The Nashville scene isn't globally-rec-
ognized for the hip-hop that's going on or the 
R&B, like all the black artists that are here 
making really great music. It's just like... I 
think we're getting there. The scene is just 
kind of rising, but I think it's just going to 
take some time, but I think we're definitely 
getting there though.

Relative to everything happening right now, 
do you feel that the state of the world is im-
pacting your creativity and like the way it 
feels to be an artist, and being in a creative 
mindset?

Jarren: Yeah I would say so. One of the first 
things... when I was in high school, I went to 
this thing called Grammy Camp the Grammy 
Foundation does and it's for high schoolers 
that want to do music and in a week they 
crammed in what the music industry is like... 
and we did it at Belmont and most of the 
teachers at Belmont were helping in the pro-
gram and Drew Ramsey was the songwriting 
teacher for us and the one thing that he said 
that's stuck with me the most is, “a songwrit-
ers job is just as important as a doctor's job 
is” because he was like “raise your hand if 
music has saved your life” and then every-
one in the room raised their hand... so when 
I make music, that's kind of the burden that 
I have to think about and that's always what 
I remember when thinking about why I con-
tinue to make music… but like in times like... 
you know if you're affected like I was affect-
ed by seeing all these videos and stuff going 
on it definitely made me put the keyboard 
down, like I wasn't recording or writing or 
anything. I just felt the need to make all 
those posts about what was going on… but now 
I'm kind of getting back into it and I started 
recording again. I think one of the things is 
as an artist I felt the need to say something, 
but it didn't necessarily make its way into 
my music, so even though as an artist I feel 
like it's important for me to share what's go-
ing on in my head because I'm like... it sounds 
stupid… but it's like when you're an artist it 
feels like you're saying things people can't 
say because you've been writing all these 
songs- it's like you're saying what people are 

feeling but can't really articulate, so that's 
how I feel like what I was doing on social 
media... just explaining to people that didn't 
understand what was going on... like you know 
all the whys and all that kind of stuff. I'm 
not sure if it's going to make its way into 
my music just because the project I've been 
working on doesn't really have anything to 
do with that... the kind of project I've been 
working on is just like love songs and I don't 
think an artist should feel like they have to 
change their art to talk about what's going 
on. If you start making something and it nat-
urally comes out then yes run with that, but 
if it's not natural, I wouldn't force it. If you 
feel the need to say something you know, ex-
press it in whatever way, whether that's writ-
ing a song, drawing, whatever it is... I'll just 
say express it in the most natural way to who 
you are. 

Any final remarks? 

Jarren: If you're reading this, stay tuned I 
guess, yeah the music I'm working on, I'm su-
per proud of and I'm super excited to put out 
there. Yeah I've been playing these songs at 
shows and it's been like a super fun expe-
rience. I feel like there's just a community 
around the songs and I'm just super excited to 
put them out so I'm just working really hard 
trying to get them done but yes stay tuned. 

i n t e r v i e w  w i t h  j a r r e n  b l a i r  c o n t.
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With a pandemic ravaging the 
world, everyone’s been forced 
to retreat their homes. While 
stay at home orders vary from 
place to place, there is one 
thing that seems unanimous: 
quarantine sucks. Whether 
it’s seeing people you know 
posting themselves on social 
media breaking all kinds of 
social distancing rules just 
because stay at home orders 
have been lifted (you know 
who you are!), or the recent 
discovery of killer insects 
that are literally called mur-
der hornets, it’s evident that 
we’ll be spending more time 
in quarantine than we would 
like to.
 However, there might be 
a silver lining throughout 

this quarantine period.
      It isn’t the latest films 
coming straight to home vid-
eo on demand nor not wearing 
pants to your zoom board meet-
ing.Rather, this silver lining 
comes in the form of music. 
More specifically, the voice of 
a down-to-earth dude called 
Rick West, who just might be 
the perfect sound for this 
quarantine period. On 5/2/2020 
at around 2 pm, I had the plea-
sure of talking with Rick 
West himself via Zoom. During 
our brief yet enjoyable con-
versation, we discussed Rick 
himself, his music, and his 
thoughts about this period of 
quarantine.

How have you been keeping 

busy with Quarantine? Wheth-
er it’s like music or taking 
care of yourself.

Rick West: I’ve been reading 
a lot more than usual. Like 
the first couple of weeks, I’ve 
been watching a lot of tv and 
hadn’t realized it’s been fry-
ing my brain a little bit… So, 
I’ve been reading, just prac-
ticing, trying to write as 
much as I can. I haven’t been 
recording anything just cause 
like I don’t really have my 
studio set down ... so yeah, just 
trying to stay healthy. Just 
trying to stay low, just keep 
it low key.
I’ve been getting into video 
editing to make content to 
like to keep up with the so-
cial media jazz or whatever.

 When you say content, like 
content for fun or content re-
lating to your music?

Rick West: I’ve had my Insta-
gram for so long, but I’ve real-
ly just posted photos. New fans 
have no way of seeing what I 
do. So, when I say “content,” I 
mean like videos of me play-
ing and just like kinda show-
ing what I actually do so peo-
ple get the idea and if they 
like it, they go to my Spotify 
or whatever. It’s better than 
just a picture of me promot-
ing a show, y’know, [since] they 
don’t know what I sound like. 
But it’s been fun. A learning 
curve for sure, but I’m enjoy-
ing it!

How did your music journey 
start?

Rick West: Well, I started as 

The Perfect Sound for Quarantine: 
A Conversation with Rick West

By Kahwit Tela
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a drummer (primarily a drum-
mer) and probably when I was 
nine or ten, I’d say. I actual-
ly grew up playing a lot of 
metal music that I was into, 
which is totally not any kind 
of relation to what I do now. 
But I definitely got my chops 
from playing fast and stuff. I 
did a lot in middle school but 
then in high school, I started 
listening to like indie music 
and just kind of like rock, 
y’know? Kind of calmed down a 
little bit, I’m sure my parents 
appreciated that *laughs*.
 But yeah so, …I was in 
marching band and I guess 
that really helped in getting 
my chops in discipline up, but 
I wasn’t like writing any mu-
sic in high school. 
 I was actually going 
to go to a community college 
out of high school but then I 
ended up getting kicked out 
of my high school, which kin-
da like reset my brain a lit-
tle bit and I was like “Ok, I 
should do something a little 
more significant.” So, I ended 
up going to Berklee to study 
Drum Set and around that time, 
I started getting into Jazz a 
lot more and when I went up 
there, I realized that I want-
ed to start writing songs.
 So, I’ve really been writ-
ing my own stuff for like 2 or 
3 years now, so it’s been a fresh 
endeavor as far as the sing-
er-songwriter thing goes but 
it’s definitely more fulfill-
ing. I have more to say than 
just on the drums, y’know? I 
mean, I’ve put out 2 EPs and 
I had an LP out, but I delet-
ed it because I didn’t really 
like how it sounded. Yeah, just 
playing shows, making connec-
tions and just trying to get 
better.

 So, from Metal to Indie to 

Jazz? Dang, you’re well round-
ed!

Rick West: It doesn’t really 
make any sense, but I guess 
maybe what my friends were 
listening to changed and I 
guess with the jazz stuff, I 
just wasn’t getting enough out 
of playing rock beats on the 
drums and wanted to further 
my knowledge. There’s a lit-
tle bit of jazz influence, I 
would say, on my singer-song-
writer stuff but like more so 
equipped on the drums with 
that and not as much with the 
guitar. I played a lot of jazz 
in college but now, I’m not re-
ally in that scene and so I’m 
back on the indie thing and 
just trying to go with that 
and play some rock n’ roll.

This can be a musician or 
non-musician, anyone. Who 
would you say is your biggest 
influence?

Rick West: I mean, I can’t deny 
the influence of Mac Demar-
co, of course. Like when I was 
in high school. It’s kind of 
an obvious choice but like 
when I was sixteen, I was like 
“Man, this guy is doing ex-
actly what I wanna do!” Like 
[Mac Demarco] records all his 
own stuff, plays all of his in-
struments, records all of his 
stuff at home. So, definitely 
that was like a big influence 
when I started writing songs. 
Now I’m starting to listen to 
more ‘60s-’70s stuff like some 
Grateful Dead, Rolling Stones 
to kinda like go back to the 
source.

Not gonna lie, I was listening 
to a couple of your songs be-
fore the interview and forgot 
the name of the EP, but it had 
“Pilot” on it.

Rick West: “Fwd,” yeah, yeah.

And after listening to it, 
I quoted it having like “a 
dreamy suburbia Mac Demarco” 
feel. 

Rick West: I love it! I love it. 
That definitely pretty much 
sums it up, I’d say *laughs*. 
For sure! I actually used to 
be in a band called “Suburban 
Slums” and I’m from the sub-
urbs, which I can’t escape that 
but I’m also kind of like a lit-
tle grimy, a little greasy. So, 
it’s funny that you say that!

Who would be the dream art-
ist you would collab with in 
a song? 

Rick West: *Sighs* That’s a 
tough one. Probably…I mean, 
I love Ruban Nielsen from 
Unknown Mortal Orchestra. I 
think he’s like a genius, man! 
And he like does everything 
by himself. That would be awe-
some! I don’t know if he does 
a lot of collabs but to record 
with him would be awesome, 
man. I love his sound. That 
would definitely be a dream 
but there’s so many [choices], 
though.  But [Ruban Nielsen] 
definitely comes to mind. That 
would be sick!

This might be a bit of a dif-
ficult one but if you could 
live inside of any song, what 
would it be?

Rick West: If I could live in-
side a song?
 
Yeah.

Rick West: Ooh. It’s called 
“Mornin’” by Al Jarreau. I 
think that’s how you pro-
nounce it. I think it might be 
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‘80s, like an old R&B song, but 
it’s got the best like “walking 
down the street” and “colors 
flying everywhere” feel. Ev-
ery time I listen to that song, 
I just get like super-lifted. I 
love that song!

There were a few songs on your 
Fwd album that I was curious 
on. Like it’s really great, all 
of it!

Rick West: Thank you.

 I was curious about the lyr-
ics. So, say for example, with 
“Pilot,” one of the lyrics goes 
“Sometimes we think we don’t 
deserve it & wonder what’s 
the purpose of it all?” Then 
Another lyric is “There is a 
point, it’s up to you to find 
it. So, take some responsibil-
ity cause after all, you are 
the pilot.”  There’s also anoth-
er song called “Note 2 Self.” 
Did you write those songs to 
someone in particular or for 
yourself?

Rick West: Yeah, like with 
“Pilot,” it’s the same thing as 
“Note 2 Self.” I say “you” but I’m 
talking to myself, you know? I 
guess, through that, like just 
talking to a general people, 
but it was realizations that 
I had to come to on my own 
so I could spread that mes-
sage. I guess that comes from 
a place of putting blame for 
how I reacted to things and 
you know, just like pointing 
fingers and just realizing 
that I had to dig into myself 
to get anywhere with them. 
There’s always like an excuse 
for things, but I definitely 
think taking responsibility 
for who I am is the only way I 
was able to get anywhere and 
get out of kind of the funk 
that I was in when I was writ-

ing all that stuff.

Wow. I like that!

Rick West: Thanks, man. Thanks!

What’s the first thing you 
want to do when quarantine’s 
over? 

Rick West: Honestly, like I’m 
just itching to play more 
shows! I just moved back to 
Nashville and am originally 
from the Nashville area in 
Tennessee, but I just moved 
back there from Boston like 
probably a year ago. So, I ha-
ven’t really broken into the 
scene in [Nashville] yet, so I’ve 
been definitely itching to get 
back on that grind. I played a 
lot in Boston but when I came 
back to [Nashville], I had to 
like restart by playing house 
shows and just build the fan-
base up here. So, I’m definite-
ly looking forward to getting 
some shows going ‘cause I real-
ly miss playing live.  I think 
it’s a totally different expe-
rience for me and everybody 
else, you know? Different en-
ergy.
 Yeah, that’s definitely 
what I miss the most, I think. 
Other than that, just hanging 
out, man. I miss my buddies. 
I’m a kind of like tight knit 
person. I don’t have too many 
friends but the friends I do 
have, I definitely like to see 
them.  I’m kinda somewhat of 
an introvert.  I don’t really 
go out to parties and stuff 
but like watch tv or shoot the 
shit. I definitely miss that.

That’s pretty much all I have. 
Is there anything else you 
want to say, Rick?

Rick West: Um, I don’t know. Wash 
your hands, man *laughs*.  I 

think like especially with 
everything going on as well, I 
don’t know I feel maybe weird 
giving advice because it’s not 
like I have anything figured 
out but I think it’s definite-
ly helping me to just like 
to see the good in things, y’ 
know? I know it's easy to feel 
trapped for everybody right 
now and just feel kind stuck 
y’know? Just trying to think 
positive through it and for 
me, I’m learning to not take 
things for granted, y’ know? 
So, I think everybody could 
benefit from that just rath-
er than complaining a lot. I 
have a lot of friends that are 
complaining and stuff, which 
I totally get. I mean, this all 
sucks but just kinda see the 
light in all of this. I mean, 
the earth is slowly starting 
to heal, which is cool. Y’know, 
just giving us all time to just 
slow down and not live so fast 
paced and be in this rat race. 
You gotta get more stuff go-
ing and do all this big stuff. 
It’s like “Ok, now we gotta sit 
home and think to ourselves 
for a minute.”
I think just trying to see the 
good is crucial. 

Quarantine hasn’t been easy 
for anyone. Along with main-
taining self-care as well as 
your sanity, it can also be 
difficult not succumbing to 
boredom. However, as Rick said 
in our conversation, it’s im-
portant to try and see the 
good in things.
I mean, for starters, the envi-
ronment is getting better, so 
that’s cool…

                            
(Rick West’s music is available 
for listening on most stream-
ing services)

T H E  P E R F E C T  S O U N D  F O R  Q U A R A N T I N E  C O N T.  



THANKS FOR READING!

CREDIT WHERE 
CREDIT IS DUE
Issue Theme Idea: Nash Hamilton
Cover Illustration: Everett Delaney            
Cover Design: Nash Hamilton
Artists: June Kolentus, Sierra Torres, John Welch
Editors: Blake Christopher, Nash Hamilton, June 
Kolentus, Sydney Joy Willis
Graphic Designers: Isabel Brickner, Sydney Joy Willis
Editor-in- Cheif: Nash Hamilton
Creative Director: Sydney Joy Willis

“BLOW UP YOUR TV, THROW 
AWAY YOUR PAPERS, MOVE TO 
THE COUNTRY, BUILD YOU A 

HOME” - JOHN PRINE

MEDIA 38


