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c o m m e d i a   i m p r o v i s o
[sudden comedy]

Woke up half past 8, just in time for me to ignore 
my alarm 5 times and be acceptably late to work. I 
had stayed up an hour later than usual waiting for 
my homemade edibles to kick in, but it evened out 
since it was daylight savings. I got to work, tell-
ing my boss I forgot my nametag for the third time 
this week (at a job with no uniform, the nametag 
is the only thing welcoming customers to ask you 
questions), and that I immediately had to go to the 
bathroom (after clocking in, of course). 30 minutes 
later, I was ready to work and kill the final 4 hours 
and 15 minutes of my shift. I told the customers what 
they wanted to hear, ignored them if I couldn’t, and 
referred them to my manager as much as possible: peo-
ple love speaking to the uppers.

At 1pm, my manager clocked out and at 1:05, so did I. 
Before leaving, I fixed my time to just 2 hours after 
my allotted shift time (they like hard workers over 
there), and gave the assistant manager the free 8th 
he charges me to do so. At about 1:25, I made it home 
for my midday bowl/snack/Netflix/nap; this usually 
takes about 2-8 hours, but I wrapped it up in a tidy 
4. At that point, it was time to get zooted and clean 
up the house. I picked out the perfect Herb Alpert 
record, microdosed on shrooms, and put on my clean-
ing clothes (underwear). It took me about 2 hours to 
clean what I needed to, but I decided to take it fur-
ther. I went into my mystery jar of pills and blindly 
took a few. I must’ve been on a mix of Adderall and 
Ritalin because my heart felt MASSIVE, and I was 
the most productive I’ve ever been: I swept behind 
the cabinets, unclogged every drain, sprayed down 
the neighbors dog, chopped down my Christmas tree, 
organized my VHS collection alpha-numerically and 
threw them away, stripped the fabric off the couch to 
deep clean it, and called my grandmother.

Sadly, genius has its consequences, and by the time I 

Ren·ais·sance man
noun
a person with many talents or areas of 
knowledge

A Day in the Life of a 
Modern Day Renaissance 
Man
by Nash Hamilton
Artwork by Everett Delaney

cared to look, it was 8am again and the jar of mys-
tery pills was empty. So I put on my clothes for the 
day: Canadian Tuxedo. And began to pack my lunch. 
Let me tell you, I have never once in my life packed 
my lunch. I’d usually just grab a handful of cashews 
for the road, but today I was fucked up on produc-
tivity and felt like I was being my best self; so, 
I made this immaculate sandwich, the Mayo flowed 
effortlessly, the ham caressed the supple form of 
the white bread, and the cheese and lettuce did a 
dance only for two (if you catch my drift). Well, I 
realized pretty soon after eating the sandwich why 
I was never able to pack my lunches, and settled once 
again for the clammy cashews. On my way out the 
door, I caught a look at myself in the mirror. Now, 
when your face looks worse than those mugshots that 
turn into memes, you do not need to be operating 
heavy machinery. That’s when I realized that I could 
just call an Uber, and they’d operate the machinery 
for me! As it turns out, a lot of people have to drive 
to work between 6 and 9am, and it took Jeremy about 
20 minutes to get to me. . . Too bad for Jeremy, because 
after 15 minutes had passed, and the Uber GPS showed 
Jeremy sitting at a red light for the past 10, I de-
cided to sprint it.

I made it about 20 yards before having to settle for 
an unevenly paced jog, but it was fine, I only lived 
a half mile from my work anyway. Just as I walked 
up to my job, the assistant manager was walking out: 
this did not bode well for my leaving work early 
everyday and getting paid extra. So I asked him, 
“What’s going on?” He looked back at me, and I could 
see the sweat forming on his brow, the words sitting 
in the back of his throat not wanting to come out, 
and I began to brace for impact.
“I have to get a test for the ‘Rona,” He said solemnly. 
“Damn man! That sucks!. . . Does that mean I don’t have 
to work for two weeks?” I responded.
“If you get a COVID test, and it comes back positive, 
yeah.”
“Where do you go to get them?”
“There are some free testing places in Nashville, but 
the line takes hours. I’m going to CVS.” He said.
“How much does it cost there?” I asked.
“$300 without insurance.”

So, needless to say, I got the two weeks off, and that’s 
why I can’t pay my rent this month.
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The School of Athens

the last supper

R E N A I S S A N C E  
M A S T E R P I E C E S

VIVUTRIAN Man

AND NOW,

(Adjusted to fit the modern day)
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Hi, 

2020 has been a crap shoot, and 2021 has started off... 

Not as well as we hoped.

But that doesn’t mean that it’s hopeless, and by all means, 
no matter how dark it gets,

Don’t forget to laugh.

Now F@#! off and check out the next section.

david
@davidwiththegoliath

david
@davidwiththegoliath

POSTS

Going to take a shower, tip me $5 if you want a vid ;)

c o m m e d i a   i m p r o v v i s o   F i n i r e  
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S E R I O U S N E S S
THIS WONDERFUL WORLD MAGAZINEthiswonderfulworld.org        ~ Since 2018 ~

I’m typically not one for cliches, but if there is anything 
I have learned from 2020, it’s that the present moment is all 
that we ever truly have. We are never promised tomorrow 
-- we never have been -- and the possibility of there being 
a tomorrow has been severely diminished by our current 
circumstances. These days, a trip to the grocery store feels 
like a dance with death, a game of Russian roulette that 
we never offered to participate in. And, we are faced 

The Crutch of Gen Z: Social 
Media, Cell Phones, and 
Deferred Dreams
by Alexandra DeMarco
Illustration by Blake Lannom

with the unparalleled, terrifying, burdening feeling 
that we are constantly putting others in danger.

Therefore, the importance of living fully and mind-
fully is perhaps more relevant than ever -- because 
our time is more crucial than ever -- not only in 
terms of the time we have left to be alive, but also 
the time that we have to simply do our normal activ-
ities.

Unfortunately for Generation Z, our cell phones are 
robbing us of the precious time that we do have left 
these days to do safe activities, and they are dimin-
ishing our ability to be more mindful.

“Mindful” is a term often thrown around with no 
real context attached to it, but in general it sim-
ply means being cognizant of one’s surroundings 
and feelings and acting in accordance with what 
you believe is best rather than what is easiest.

Oftentimes, it is easier to sit and scroll on your 
phone than it is to read a book, or sit and eat in 
silence, or study, or go outside and take a walk. 
The simple action of scrolling through your 
phone does not appear nefarious or harmful at 
first glance, but the repetitive habit of doing 
so can lead to a cycle that impairs one’s ability 
to reach full happiness and potential.
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T H E  C R U T C H  O F  G E N  Z  c o n t .

Now, I am not speaking from a place of being 
high and mighty, because I am just as guilty of 
this as anyone. I often catch myself using my 
phone as a means of escape: a distraction from 
homework, a comfort that is not as productive 
as journaling, a way to avoid others, and, most 
of all, a way to defer taking the difficult steps 
that must be completed on the way to success.

When you have lofty goals and hopes for your 
life, it can sometimes be easier to sit back 
and dream about such goals rather than go out 
and actively yearn for them. Some believe that 
if you attempt the dream and fail, you won’t 
even have the idea of the dream as a comfort to 
look to anymore. But, this thinking is crooked-
ly backwards. A dream that never receives the 
chance to act itself out is a distant mirage 
imagined in the mind of the dreamer that slow-
ly fades with time, until the dreamer realizes 
the heartbreak from never having tried is more 
cruel than the heartbreak from failure would 
have been.

Cell phones are the land of deferred dreams. For 
example, I want to be a writer. I am horrified 
at the end of each week when I receive my dai-
ly screen usage reports and also realize that I 
have written little to nothing that week. What 
am I doing? I think to myself. Clearing, I’m not 
writing -- or reading, which is also very im-
portant for writing. I’m on my phone. I’m on 
TikTok which, as much as it makes me laugh, 
has an unparalleled way of transforming what I 
thought were a few seconds into hours.

There is a great level of cognitive dissonance 
here, because although the dream rarely fades, I 
am dedicating valuable dream time to my phone 
instead, which does absolutely nothing to aid 
my dreams.

Additionally, scrolling is not actually what I 
want to be spending my time doing. I have oth-
er hobbies that I love, as most of us do, and I 
doubt most people, besides influencers or those 
who work with social media, would answer that 
scrolling is one of their hobbies. This is not to 
say that professions built through social me-
dia are invalid; social media has been a great 
and effective tool for business owners, artists, 
and creators of all types. Social media also has 
the power to spread valuable information and 
inspire when used mindfully. However, many of 

us have fallen prey to the routines that these 
platforms have inundated our livelihoods with.

At this junction in our epoch of innovation, we 
are fully aware that our teensy, 6-inch devices 
are designed to be addictive. Social media nega-
tively affects our dopamine receptors by making 
us all-too-accustomed to quick dopamine hits, 
such as those we feel when we receive likes or 
comments on an Instagram photo. Because of that 
dopamine rush, we are trained to continuously 
check our apps, just hoping to feel a sense of 
that exhilaration. This has also destroyed much 
of our ability to foresee the rewards of long 
term endeavours, such as writing a book, as our 
brains have been trained to expect and respond 
to the quick rewards that are available through 
social media.

Of course, relaxation in and of itself is not 
evil and a very important part of a balanced 
life. Burnout and Zoom fatigue seem to be on 
the rise and seeking a respite from these neg-
ative feelings is completely normal. Howev-
er, mindfulness can be applied to relaxation 
just as much as it can be applied to completing 
tasks. The next time you arrive home tired and 
are about to start scrolling, take a moment to 
consider -- is this actually what I want to do 
during my off time? Am I truly enjoying this 
activity, or am I participating in an easy hab-
it? Ponder the alternatives -- reading a book, 
lying in a hammock outside, watching a funny 
show, meditating, or simply sitting back for a 
few introspective moments.

Meditation is a great way to retrain your brain’s 
cravings to those instant dopamine hits. The 
peace and stillness it requires help your body 
reset itself to a more tranquil state, which also 
battles anxiety.

I think that our generation is unspeakably 
beautiful. We have faced higher rates of de-
pression and anxiety than ever before and lived 
through a pandemic. We are the most socially 
conscious and justice-driven generation of the 
new millennium. We are smart and worldly and 
will go on to help build back the world that 
has been destroyed by the generations before 
us. Whether or not we asked for it, we have been 
tasked with carrying out the modern renais-
sance and finding a way for our planet to per-
sist for generations to come.
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But, our phones are a real problem. Balance is 
key; humans are capable of reaching unprece-
dented technological achievement while also 
monitoring such technology for ethical and 
other concerns. It is important that we start 

translating the hours spent scrolling into 
hours spent creating, reading, or simply relax-
ing in ways that we truly desire to rather than 
are habituated to.

T H E  C R U T C H  O F  G E N  Z  c o n t .

any means constitutes a reason to be complacent. For the 
past four years, we’ve had the most blatant of the “law and 
order” presidents. Sure, Nixon and Reagan did some crazy 

shit, but at least they had the common decen-

Why Now is Not the Time 
to Stop Being Angry
By Nash Hamilton
Illustrations by Blake Lannom & Claire Forehand

cy to try to hide it. Not our president, 
he’s flaunted his lack of consideration 

for kindness and the sanctity of the 
law every chance he’s gotten: but he’s 
on the way out. Throughout Amer-
ican history, people get angry at 
the ruling party, protest, and calm 
down considerably once they’ve 
achieved a change of staff; to me, 
that’s half the picture. We changed 

the president because he had no in-
terest in listening to the people; so, 

why should we stop yelling when we 
finally get someone who might listen to 

us? Don’t think me an optimist, trust me, I’m 
not. And I can hear that negating voice in your head telling 

you that no politician will listen to you; but humor me for a 
minute before you pessimize your thought process.

For those who don’t know what a “law and order” president is, let me 
explain. A law and order president is a president who ran on a policy 

of “law and order” (simple, right?) A few of the recent presidents who 
come to mind are Richard Nixon (ipso facto: Gerald Ford), Ronald Reagan, 
George H.W. Bush, and Bill Clinton. Here’s a few examples of “law and 
order” in action:

-Four days after the Kent State Shootings (the killing of four 
college students protesting the Vietnam war by the national 
guard), Peter Brennan organized a group of construction work-
ers who attacked anti-war protestors in New York City called 
the “Hard Hat Riot”. During the riot, anti-war protestors were 
beaten and construction workers raised the American flag 
hanging on the city hall from half-mast to full-mast in 
blatant disrespect of the Kent State victims. At the start 

I am happy that Joe Biden was elected president; but, I do not think that by
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of Richard Nixon’s second term, Peter Brennan 
was named Secretary of Labor.

-Richard Nixon officially coined the term “War 
on Drugs” in 1971 in an attempt to fight what 
he called “social rot” and the deterioration of 
America; it just so happened that the anti-war 
movement, the civil rights movement, and pretty 
much anyone who was willing to stand up for 
peace and equality at least smoked pot (which 
Nixon temporarily placed at schedule one, giv-
ing it the highest penalty if caught). Once Rea-
gan was elected, seeing as the declaration of 
war was already signed, he bolstered troop num-
bers and began taking the war on drugs much 
more seriously at home as well as bringing it 
abroad. The sad thing about the war on drugs 
was that it exploited a national propensity to 
addiction in order to incarcerate people who 
disagreed with current American policy.

-George H.W. Bush didn’t publicize the war on 
drugs as well as Nixon and Reagan, but he sure 
did ramp it up adding $7 billion to the federal 
drug control budget in his one term in office. 
Not only did he add more funds to fight drugs, 
he added $1.5 billion to the federal policing 
budget.

-Bill Clinton, despite running as a democrat, 
would pass a bill in 1994 that would be the com-
plete antithesis to liberal thinking. The 1994 
Violent Crime Control and Law Enforcement Act 
was passed as a pissing contest and a way to 
siphon off republican votes for the 1996 pres-
idential election by making a bill tougher on 
crime than republicans. Basically the bill re-
linquished a lot of federal control of prisons 
and policing, and went an extra mile to provide 
funding for states to build more prisons. Not 
only did it provide funding for expansion, it 
advocated for “truth-in sentencing” which, in 
layman’s terms, means that the court was right 
to sentence you for the amount of time they 
sentenced you, and you should serve your full 
sentence (trying to limit parole). This was a 
catalyst for mass incarceration and the number 
of prisoners in America went up from 1,054,702 
in 1994, to 1,610,446 in 2008 (after four years of 
president Obama, there were only 609,800 people 
in prison in 2012).

That’s law in order in action, which is law and 
order unchecked; but the 1994 crime bill, passed 

by democrats shows what happens when we don’t 
stand up and demand to be heard by our govern-
ment. Because in 1994, the person who wrote the 
Violent Crime Control and Law Enforcement Act 
was none other than president-elect Joe Biden. 
However, as with most politicians, Joe is look-
ing to his constituency for policy. In 1994, Bill 
Clinton secured the 1996 election because Amer-
ica (white: red and blue) wanted law and order. 
In 2020, we’ve seen where an over stimulated po-
lice force gets us. We’ve watched the lives of 
innocent black americans stolen by prejudiced 
police officers on our phone screens, we’ve seen 
the concrete facilities with undocumented 
immigrants separated from their familes and 
locked away indefinitely, and we’ve begun to 
see microchasms of a new a reality forming in 
the United States: it has become evident that 
the past ways of handling crime are inept and 
wrong.

Up until this point, it has only been insinu-
ated that crime is a result of mental illness; 
but now, that is becoming fact. Oregon is the 
first state to decriminalize all drugs, and they 
haven’t been sucked up like Sodom and Gomor-
rah, they have merely addressed the fact that 
illegalizing addiction rather than working to 
treat it only serves to damn anyone who becomes 
addicted and wants to change it. Minneapolis, 
Minnesota was the first large city to enter-
tain defunding the police and instead provide 
more funds to aid the mental health crisis (it 
is still undecided what the city council will 
do as of Dec. 4th). Hell, let’s face the blatant 
sign of the times: the government sent every 
adult $1,200 for surviving during a pandemic, if 
that doesn’t scream “taste change”, I don’t know 
what does. But none of that would have happened 
if we were complacent, if we had sat at home 
and ignored the writing on the wall, 2020 truly 
would have been the bleakest year of all time; 
we gained little victories from speaking our 

w h y  n o w  i s  n o t  t h e  t i m e  c o n t .
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w h y  n o w  i s  n o t  t h e  t i m e  c o n t .

To watch helplessly—the infinitive that may best 
define how it feels sometimes to swipe up and 
down and left and right on our smart phones (and 
may best define life as we know it too often…too 
often). There are plenty of joys to using social 
media, but we shan’t overlook its detriments 

The Instagram 
Pedestal
by Sarah Maggart

rising to further and further prominence. 
How could we overlook the new Shop tab? It’s 
trickery. Social media’s detriments may be fun-
damentally found in its capitalistic substance—
of course—it is its way of creating and infiltrat-
ing the habit, our habits, and our modes of thought, our 
systems of beliefs, our personas, our dreams, who and what 
we listen to, and transforming the why’s behind who and 
what we listen to, and presumably so much more. It is 
ubiquitous, and it makes the user feel ubiquitous, as if 
we can be involved wherever and however, and we are not 
alone. Or else I am speaking to my experience only. To 
speak to capitalism’s promise to encourage innovation, In-
stagram may promote creativity in that it is easy to want 
to strive to the fame and profit and platform it can 
provide. And what simpler a way to become connected 
and omnipresent—truly ubiquitous as a user—than 
to score running a 400K follower meme page? The 
Instagram platform, I believe, is a detriment to so-
cial media users too comfortably passed by. I like 
to analogously refer to the danger of the Instagram 
platform as having placed a person or account onto a 
pedestal, and so from here on out ‘platform’ and ‘pedes-

mind to an orange fascist with a hair piece. 
Imagine what we can get if we speak our mind 
to Joe Biden, who just like everyone in the 21st 
century, is on the hunt for clout.

I am happy that Joe Biden is my president, be-
cause maybe he’ll listen to the people in the 
streets. Maybe, a president who doesn’t believe 
in escalation in the face of unrest won’t make 
the people have to riot in order to see change. 
Maybe through community we have a chance to 
make America the compassionate place it has 

always posed to be. Whatever the case, we need 
to be waiting in the streets to make the change 
we want to see.

Sources:
https://www.history.com/news/richard-nixon-kent-state-shootings-response
https://drugpolicy.org/issues/brief-history-drug-war
https://www.washingtonpost.com/outlook/2018/12/06/george-hw-bushs-big-
gest-failure-war-drugs/
https://www.aclu.org/blog/smart-justice/mass-incarceration/how-1994-crime-
bill-fed-mass-incarceration-crisis
https://www.bjs.gov/content/pub/pdf/p00.pdf

Illuatration by Everett Delaney
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tal’ will be used interchangeably. 

It is not shocking to find that the pedestal position exists in its pretty virtual 
form amongst the whole Facebook conglomerate of social media applications. This reflec-
tive-of-society and fabricated structure within Instagram appears to have brought on 
strife that is very new—the 400K follower meme page or art account can hold far greater 
merit in its opinions and mini-think piece captions than most. Taylor Swift has 140 mil-
lion Instagram followers, and one could perhaps assume that her 40 mil. monthly listeners 
on Spotify care and latch onto what she has to say easily enough. Some large portion of 
the world watched when Swift entered into the political sphere, pushing for voter turn-
out, endorsing Phil Bredesen and Joe Biden, and advocating for Black lives plainly and in 
the face of systemic racism, police brutality, and general socioeconomic injustice. This, 
here, finally, in my own personal think piece on social media platforms, outlines at least 
two of the unseen, foreboding social media detriments: in some ways, our larger-than-
life role models can shift into thinking for us—for what do we know? Right? (This is me 
kidding.) —and *wooooop* the virtue in critical thinking gets lost with each Instagram 
story poll. In some ways, the platform runners on Instagram can neglect the power they 
have to promote safety, justice, mutual aid, critical thinking…yet even then, a pressure 
can be put onto the platform runner in how they’re held as “the arbiter of anything, 
seen as some sort of expert, held to some pinnacle of ‘correctness’” (re: @awardsforgoodboys 
(Instagram handle) most recent newsletter—very wholesome, very informative). To clarify, 
I cannot say I have any merit in what it means for platforms to operate and affect us in 
the ways that they do. It is important to acknowledge the systems in which we are found 
when looking at the white supremacist big corporate clout-ad-profit-driven patriarchal 
world we live in, as to say it is not wholly individually our fault that social media has 
the effect on us that it does. It is important, maybe, to hang tight with the shame or 
guilt or anger that comes with being tricked by the algorithms, or as those versed in 
the topic and The Social Dilemma would put it, being basically transformed into a prod-
uct, Facebook conglomerate product. It seems to me that there are a few ways the issue of 
the Instagram platform/pedestal can be reckoned with: a) the 400K account runner and 
comment section learn to create and respect types of boundaries within, between, and 
amongst one another and/or b) the 400K account runner manages to cultivate a conscience 
or a way to consistently and benevolently reevaluate the purpose of their platform, or 
manage it in the first place. This is important because the pedestals likely in everyone’s 
‘following’ list speak from, just, a crazy high position of power. Fiona Apple lets us know 
in Fetch the Bolt Cutters liner notes that the LP was recorded “on unceded Tongva, Mes-
calero Apache, and Suma territories”? Apple’s cult following may be more likely to look 
into which original tribal territory they are residing on—maybe they will become more 
cognizant of Indigenous folks and communities. Lady Gaga reminds us to wear a mask? Per-
haps some fans experienced a double take and purchased another mask from a local shop, 
just to have an extra handy. AND YET, we cannot totally rely on the pedestals to tell us 
what to do or how to think. This is me thinking on a topic for TWW Magazine. I can hardly 
think for myself, you’ll see as I explain here, as lots of these ideas are inspired by how 
I’ve viewed celebrities using their platforms, or, really, by what I have seen Awards for 
Good Boys share on the topic / I guess the pedestals have impacted me quite a bit. Perhaps 
this will be a topic that becomes more and more discussed as we continue to use social 
media and decipher the sort of deception behind so many of the self-appointed authori-
ties and platitudinal posts that pop up. For now, however, it may be safe to say that Lady 
Gaga telling us to wear a mask is fair enough to abide by. 

i n s t a g r a m  p e d e s t a l  c o n t .
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• Jan 1st: Finally got the tattoo 
that’s been first in my “tattoos 
I want” notes since I was 16. It 
got infected and some oozing 
was involved and now it looks 
like shit

• Australian Bushfires and all 
the poor lil animals

• Saw dude who I never dated 
but was in love with for a year 
at the Circle K for the first 
time since things ended weird.I 
looked insanely ugly and it 
was super awkward then he left 
without buying his stuff

• OLD MOTHERFUCKER REAR END-
ED ME AND TOTALED MY FUCKING 
CAR!!!!!!!! I hadn’t even had this 
car a fucking month, I’ve been 
carless and having to Uber or 
rely on others to drive me for 
half a year while waiting for 
this car to be fixed and I fi-
nally fucking got it back and 
then this FUCKER JUST DE-
STROYED IT FUCKKKKK I also 
have a concussion and whip-
lash...sick

• This dude’s insurance company 
has been an absolute nightmare 
to deal with or get in touch 
with oh my fucking god 

• Mrs. Rubenstine <3

• I. Got. Fucking. Bed. Bugs. 
((Bro...I’ve literally been catch-
ing and releasing these fuck-
ers for weeks now because I 
had do idea what they were and 
they they were the reason I’ve 
had bites on me...the only pos-
sessions I care about in life 
are my art journals, my books, 
and my wall decor/trinkets 
in my room, now all my favor-
ite things have fucking bed 
bug guts and egg ink all over 

them.)) 

• I cleaned my house all day, 
all night, all weekend long. My 
hands have cuts from bleach. 
Just woke up ((Monday)) with 
two biting me.

• Out of weed

• Been sleeping in my rental car 
and it’s fucking winter and I’m 
fucking cold. I don’t wanna get 
bit by bed bugs and people have 
offered to have me stay at their 
houses which is beautiful, but 
I’m scared to spread them the 
people who wanna help

• Bruh...I was crying in my rent-
al car outside Brown’s Diner 
and SOMEONE HIT THE RENTAL 
CAR!!!!! I can’t make this shit up

• Koby <3

• Amethyst fell out of my fa-
vorite amethyst ring 

• I had to leave my job and move 
back to VA for 3 weeks because 
that’s how long the bed bug ex-
termination takes. So, I’m driv-
ing back and the most DICKASS 
cop pulls me over for speeding. 
He was such an asshole man, he 
made me rewrite my signature 
three times cause each time I 
wrote it he said it too sloppy...
Like BRUH BRUHHHH I hate cops, 
small dick energy

• TORNADO HIT MY BEAUTIFUL 
NASHVILLE 
 
• FUCKING CORONA VIRUS WTF 
HOLY SHIT WTF WTF CORISN-
FBS VIRUSSSWHAT IS THIS SHIT 
FUCKER JESUS FKN CHRIST

• Malachite fell of my favorite 
malachite ring 

• Finally got paid to do an an-
imated music video which I’ve 
wanted to do for forever and 
now I actually have time be-

cause of quarantine but I can’t 
seem to stop procrastinating. It 
ain’t even half way there and 
it was due last month lmaoo

• Mr. Macmillan <3 

• John Prine <3

• Bernie dropping out of the 
race...when we needed him most 
://

• Carole Baskin killed her hus-
band 

•My grandma, Sita, who’s my fa-
vorite person in the world, 
is stuck in her nursing home, 
which has Covid outbreak. 

•Had sex with this hippie dude 
in my backyard and my dad al-
most caught him fucking me 
against a tree and then he had 
to run through my nieghbor’s 
yard with them pointing a 
crossbow at him the whole time 
ahahaahhaha 

• I was in quarantine with my 
family on 4/20/20, a date I’ve 
been looking forward to since I 
was 16...My dad caught me smok-
ing weed out of my window

• Sita’s roommate has been diag-
nosed with Corona...

• My grandfather got arrested 
lmaoo 

• Murder hornets?? I guess 

• THE POURHOUSE MY BEAUTI-
FUL SLUTTY WHOREY SNUFF 
FILM PUNK BAR THE BAR OF MY 

Shitty Shit That Happened in My 
Life and In the World in 2020
Written and illustrated by Claire Forehand
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DREAMSSSS SHUT DOWN BC OF 
CORONA I'M SO SAD THIS IS THE 
CHERRY ON TOP THIS WAS MY FA-
VORITE BAR IN THE WHOLE WIDE 
WORLD OH MY

• George Floyd <3

• Racist fkn cops, but, like, 
what’s new??

• Jenna Marbles quits Youtube

• Finally finished my animat-
ed music video but then when I 
tried to export it, everything 
fell apart and looked terrible. 
I spent about 48 hours straight 
trying to figure out coding 
and all this computer stuff to 
try to fix it and nothing was 
working still so I decided to 
just give up and masturbate. I 
was like 20 mins in and finally 
about to cum...then my vibrator 
broke. 

• Gave Angie bed bugs 

• Gave Andrew bed bugs
 
• The situation with my room-
mate, I feel bad 

• My brother decided to be home-
less in Oregon this summer, he’s 
been living in crack houses 
and hanging around with an-
archist train hoppers...He went 
MIA for like 5 days and we all 
thought he was dead. Turns out 
he’s just an asshole and was ig-
noring our phone calls 

• Did too much molly with this 
boy I just met and it was the 
most magical night of my life, 
but I ate my face up to the 
point that I looked like a lit-
eral chipmunk and couldn’t eat 
for four days 

• Okay, I honestly rly like this 
molly boy, he’s the first guy 
who’s given me butterflies in 
so freaking long...but...I wore 
falsies and sparkles and a cute 
lil sundress to go on a date to 
my favorite art museum. Then 
he stood me up. 

• Continued dating that boy be-

cause he was hot and Austra-
lian and the sex was good and 
I hate myself and then it end-
ed really horribly and now I’m 
sad. He told me he was leaving 
the state but then never actu-
ally left lmaoo. I’ve never been 
heartbroken before, man...what 
a yucky feeling bro fuck, I’m 
sad :(

• My friend and I drove an hour 
to find a sunflower field to 
help with my broken heart and 
they changed the sunflowers to 
corn TO FUCKING CORNNNNN this 
year and then her car broke 
down and we had to get it towed 

• Explosion in Lebanon 

• My stupid ass brother got 
hospitlalized for swishing a 
bottle of liquid acid. Moms is 
freaking out. He’s such an idi-
ot. 

• I hit Chase with my car and 
broke his foot, sry Chase
• I tried meth and it wasn’t 
good ://

• I don’t even wanna go into 
much more detail here but...
cockroaches

• I had a rebound guy planned 
for when I got back into nash-
ville to try to help with my 
broken heart...then, he cut 
fucking all his long, beauti-
ful, curly brown hair. I blocked 
him. 

• Hit up skater boy after that 
to try to mend my broken heart 
with skater dick. We smoked 
and he got too high and kicked 
me out saying he needed to go 
to bed. It was 8pm. 

• Taco Bell stopped serving 
Spicy Potato Soft Taco

• Just gonna reiterate that last 
point: a massive fuck you to 
Taco Bell right here 

• Nashville Airport is taking 
out the BNA carpet :(((

• Nashville being the highest 

place in the world per capita 
for Covid cases

• Chadwick <3

• Keeping Up with the Kar-
dashians ended. I’m sorry, could 
be a plus, it’s a guilty pleasure 
tho, what can I say?? 

• California still on fire be-
cause of a stupid ass baby

• RGB, baddass woman <3

•Cake Boss crushed his fucking 
hand in a bowling machine 

• That fuckinggg debate oh my 
god

• Van Halen <3

• Forgot i had a tampon in be-
cause I was drunk and then had 
sex and had to fish it out

• Sean Connery <3

• I mean, the election

• The fact that trump is throw-
ing such a hissy fit 

• Trump seeming to be in the 
lead at first
• Trump being an idiot about 
losing and questing the whole 
system, fucking embarassing 

• How hungover and broken my 
body feels from so many intox-
icants I’ve been taking trying 
to zoot myself from existence

• The fact that our country 
elected a racist, sexist, ho-
mophobic, hateful man who 
brags about sexual assault and 
it was THIS CLOSE....AGINSB-
DHNS?!!??

• AND OUR POLITICAL SYSTEM 
IN ITS ENTIRETY IS FUCKED UP 
FUCK BILLIONARES 

• AND WHAT THE ACTUAL FUCK-
KKKKKKKK IS THE ELECTORAL 
COLLEGE??

• Just like, the election as a 
whole, man, there’s more...I just 

s h i t t y  s h i t  t h a t  h a p p e n e d  c o n t .
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can’t write anymore...I will 
break...

• Alex Trebek <3

• Trump not dying from Corona

• I followed the molly boy on 
Instagram in hopes he would 
follow me back and love me 
again and he didn’t ://

• I HAVE RATSSSSSSS IN MY HOUSE 
I HAVE RATS I HAVE RATS I HAVE 
RATS I HAVE NASTY ASS RATS 
IN MY FUCKING HOUSEE FUCKING 
JESUS CHRIST I JUST FUCJING 
SAW IT AND NOW IM LISTENEING 
TO IT CHEW SHIT IN MY ROOM I 
WANNA KILL MYSELF!!!!!!!!!!!! I WISH 
THERE WAS SOMETHING HIGHER 
THAN CAPITAL LETTERS I WAN-
NA KILLLLLLL MYSELFFFFFFF!!!!!! 
I LITERALLY JSUT MOVED TO 
THIS NEW FUCKING HOUSE TO 
GET AWAY FROM THE BEDBUGS 
THAT WERE FEASTING ON MG 
FLESH AND I DONT THINK I CANT 
EVEN EXPLAIN IN WORDS HOW 
MUCH THAT WHOLE EXPERIANCE 
FUCKING BROKE ME AS A PER-
SON AND NOW MY NEW PLACE HAS 
RATS?!!?!???!?!!????!!!!

• My co-teacher had Covid and 
my work just kinda forgot to 
tell me about it for a week...
cute!

• It took me fucking forever to 
get a job in Nashville and I 
finally did but they lied about 
how many hours they’d have me 
work, and I haven’t been able 
to make enough money to sup-
port myself or make rent and 
I’m poorer than I’ve ever been 
in my life and it’s just...hard 
man idk 

• Monolith has been found...
could be a good thing too, but 
we just don’t know enough about 
this yet. You really can’t tell 
if it’s a good force or bad force 
but there’s no denying it is a 
force...and thus...I’m scared 

• Nick Saban catching Corona 
right before Iron Bowl against 
Auburn 
• I lost my drug sac with my fa-

vorite grinder, weed, bowls, and 
all my drug stuff inside

• Bob Dylan selling his entire 
music catalog ://

• Regan, the beautiful animal 
rights activist, was murdered 
by a pig truck driver who de-
liberately drove across multi-
ple lanes to run her over, just 
because she was advocating for 
animal rights. The truck driv-
er did not receive the sentence 
he deserved

• I mean, even though the rant 
was rightfully called for, just 
throwing out there whatever 
poor intern was the straw that 
broke the camel’s back on the 
set of Mission Impossible 7 to 
make Tom cruise scream about 
Coronavirus like that

• I feel like can mention 
Covid-19 in general again here 
shits wild lmaoo

• The oxymoron shell in Nor-
folk, VA closing. It always had a 
different oxymoron on the sign 
every week and it’s been one of 
my favorite things about my 
city since childhood, and now 
it’s gone. Rip jumbo shrimp <3

• A FUCKING BOMBING IN NASH-
VILLE ON FUCKING CHRISTMAS 
oh my fucking god oh my god 

it’s fucking heartbreaking 

• You know that thing when 
you verbally tell a man you 
don’t wanna have sex and then 
they touch you and kiss u and 
keep trying till ur like fine, 
whatever, just put it in, maybe 
it’ll been alright once it’s in 
there...and It never does. Yeah, 
that thing happened.

• Car running through restau-
rant in Nashville 

• Avril trans girl suicide <3 

• Kaela got Ember the CUTEST 
FUCKING BUNNY IN THE WHOLE 
WIDE WORLD AND IT WAS JUST 
A FUCKING BABYYY AND SHE HAD 
HIM THREE DAYS AND HE DIED 

• Woman and infant stabbed in 
Norfolk VA <3 

• Mf Doom <3

• Still sad about molly boy 
from the summer, I didn’t know 
heartbreaks lasted this long

• Tried so desperately to get a 
SINGLE FUCKING PERSON that 
isn’t my friend to come kiss 
me for New Years and I couldn’t 
find any and the top mans I 
wanted read my message and 
didn’t respon. Bet. Let’s see what 
you got, 2021.

–

s h i t t y  s h i t  t h a t  h a p p e n e d  c o n t .
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TWW MERCH 
C ATA L O G

TWW LOGO 
SHIRT:
$10

“HOME IS 
WHERE MY 
HOUSE IS” 

SHIRT:

$10

“YOU’RE 
NOT DEFINED 
BY YOUR DAY 
JOB” SHIRT:

$10

TWW 
BANDANAS:
$3.50

ERNIE:
PRICELESS

CLICK HERE TO VISIT OUR STORE

https://thiswonderfulworld.bigcartel.com/
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UPCYCLED 
VASES $3

STICKERS $2 EACH 
OR $5 FOR A BUNDLE
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YANIRA VISSEPOYANIRA VISSEPO
Yanira Vissepo is a 

Puerto Rican 
artist with 
multimedia 

practice focusing 
on printmaking and 

textile art,
her woodblock 

designs reflect time 
studying traditional 
techniques in Japan.

 A lot of variables led me to creating, being curious leads one to find 
things they enjoy doing. Growing up in Puerto Rico I was fascinated when 
visiting archaeological sites of the Taino people; petroglyphs, stoneware, 
and other artifacts are some of the beautiful things the native people of 
the island created. Traveling and visiting museums across the globe fueled 
my interest into making and exploring art.

1. What led you to creating?q & a : 
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2. WHY DO YOU CHOOSE PRINTING AND 
TAPESTRY MAKING AS THE MAIN MODE 

FOR YOUR CREATIVE WORK?

In a way, it chose me. I found myself 
wanting to research more and more 
about printmaking while practic-
ing it. It felt really good to me and 
it still does so I keep going until 
it’s time to do something else. I keep 
printmaking because it is accessi-
ble, a language that can reach many 
people. Merging block printing with 
tapestry came from an interest in 
textiles. My own visual language, 
carving and transferring an image 
in my head into a soft element.Death of a butterfly

Woodblock print
29' x 21.5'

3. THERE ARE MANY MOTIFS AND MORE ABSTRACT FORMS THROUGHOUT YOUR WOOD     
 BLOCK PRINTS AND TAPESTRIES, SOME REPEATING AND OTHER NOT, AND I SUP 
 POSE I AM WONDERING WHERE THOSE SHAPES FORM FROM?

 What I transfer from my brain to paper, it’s very technical. Just like 
making a print is technical. I see it in my head, but when it gets to my hand, 
well at times it’s completely different, so not always it will be exactly what 
I imagined. And trying to merge the two, a dream and the technical side. 
That’s what I find most satisfying in the process. All these forms come from 
how I view the world. A world that I create. I’m not a realist, in my art. I 
think there’s enough of that in museums, of course no denying it’s beautiful 
and it takes tremendous talent. I tend to gravitate to things unseen, some-
times spiritual and sometimes playful. I try to translate them as best as I 
can following that feeling. The feeling you get when you say, “I have to make 
this or else I don’t know what to do with myself.” A lot of it for me is ther-
apy. Just recently I’ve been working on a drawing that eventually will be a 
woodblock and it references my childhood. And that’s a process I’m willing 
to wait for.
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4. WHAT INSPIRES YOU IN REGARDS TO  
   YOUR CREATIVE WORK BUT OUTSIDE   
   OF THAT AS WELL?

 So so many things I am inspired 
by. I love to read about women artists. 
Any book I pick up that’s biograph-
ical on an artist I can’t put down. 
Because I work with Mokuhanga, I 
find a lot of my inspiration from 
Ukiyo-e prints. Traveling inspires 
me and it always has. Sunsets in-
spire me and although I don’t get to 
see many sunrises, I have a few in 
my head that I will always remem-
ber. The night sky and the moon, the 
moon especially. For me there doesn’t 
seem to be an outside to being in-
spired to create. It’s almost as if I 
am always looking for inspiration 
so I can create. There’s no separa-
tion.

5. WHAT WAS YOUR PROCESS OF BECOMING A PRINTMAKER AND CREATOR OF TAPESTRIES?

 My path to printmaking mainly came from wanting to have an accessible 
means of creativity at home. Economically it made sense for me at the time to 
start something new in my house. All of a sudden, I started printing on fab-
rics exploring what I could do with different carved shapes and forms. Some-
how on the way I completely fell in love with the process, almost like we had 
become one. My research began to expand further and that’s when I decided 
to take it in a direction that was more educational and rooted in tradition, 
fortunately I found The International School of Mokuhanga in Kyoto, Japan. I 
learned so much during my time there, but I knew it was just the beginning 
and I hope to keep learning, because this medium is historical. It goes back 
so far and there are so many techniques that have been passed down. I would 
just like to be a vessel and keep the tradition, as many woodblock printmak-
ers are doing.

Reflecting the planets above
Woodblock print

34.6’ x 25’
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6. Printmaking isn't nece-

sarily an underdog in the 

western art world but it 

certainly isn't as know in 

its full capacity as other 

media. So to any rising art-

ists out there who might be 

inclined to start printing, 

do you have any advice?

 Start printmaking, ex-
plore and push the medium no 
matter what stage of your art 
career you are in. Art isn’t 
linear and ‘you can lead a line 
from anywhere to anywhere.’ I 
quote that because it is some-
thing Ruth Asawa had said once. 
Many many artists were print-
makers: Elizabeth Catlett, Lou-
ise Bourgeois, Anni Albers all 
of these printmakers were also 
painters, weavers, sculptors and 
even teachers....there is nothing 
worse than someone discourag-
ing you to be a printmaker be-
cause fine art academia says 
one form of art has more value 
than another.

Suspended landscape        36’ x 48’
Cut out block print on raw linen

Blue yards             size varies
Cut out block print on raw linen
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7. Lastly, since this issue is aligned 
with the new year it's not out of place 
for me to ask if you have any goals for 
the new year or maybe just anything 
you'd like to see happen in 2021?

For myself - To keep exploring my vi-
sual language. For the world in 2021 
and on...I think one of the few things 
that will save us is art and hope peo-
ple take more notice how vital and 
essential artists are to this world.

In the mood for fall
Woodblock print
26.5’ in x 20.5’

Flowers in distance
Woodblock print

29' x 20.5'

Moon and its many faces
Woodblock print
8’ x 5.6’



POETRY & LITERATURE 23

LetteraturaLetteratura
M E M O R I A

I had come a long way when my ship 
malfunctioned, and I found myself 

hurtling through the atmosphere of an 
alien world. In the carnage of my emer-

gency landing, my flight panel had explod-
ed, showering my face with metal fragments; 
in the concussive force of the blast, I lost 
consciousness. I couldn’t tell you how long 
passed before the world...a strange new world...
faded back into sight. The silent oblivion 
I returned from had been silent as death; 
I awoke into intense pain, like one waking 
from a pleasant dream to a bleak reality, 
forgotten under the spell of sleep. Blink-
ing groggily, I found myself pinned under a 
smoking steel bulwark, my head throbbing, 
and my vision blurry.
 
Though I could see, with the aid of the fire 
leaping from the wreckage behind me; the 
contours of a high ceiling cavern, stalac-
tites jutting down like stony chandeliers. 
The walls danced with serpentine shadows 
which writhed eerily in the otherwise ab-
solute darkness. Besides the crackling of 
flames slowly consuming my ruined vessel, 
or the occasional echoing drip of a distant 
water drop, my new home was as silent as the 
tomb I imagined it would prove to be in the 
end. 

With some pain and difficulty, I finally man-
aged to crawl out from under the bulwark, 
which had not only pinned me to the ground, 
but also badly broken my right leg below the 
knee. It exploded with pain as I struggled 
to lift and twist out from under the heavy 
steel fragment. 
I rested a long moment against the cool stone 
of the cave wall, gathering my wits through 
agonizing mental gymnastics, trying to trick 

myself out of feeling the constant pain 
which had become the defining feature 

of my existence. After a while, I ei-
ther became accustomed to the pain 

or my brain produced enough endor-
phins for my searing shin to dim to a 
low; a violent throbbing. 

This gradual relief, however slight, opened 
up my mental capacity to consider my oth-
er senses. Clues to my overall condition had 
been previously drowned out by my scream-
ing nerve endings. 

My mouth was cotton dry. My head pounded to 
the point of nausea. My vision blurred, warm 
blood dripped down my face, stinging my eyes. 
Reaching the newly discovered wound’s ori-
gin in the middle of my forehead, just be-
tween my eyes, my fingers came back slick 
with blood. Despite it profuse bleeding, this 
wound felt like more of a surface abrasion, 
which I hoped hadn’t produced a concussion. 

After sitting against the wall for about an 
hour, I decided my best course of action was 
to search the wreckage for any food or water 
rations that might have survived the crash. 
Finding anything seemed highly unlikely at 
this point in time; it seemed I wouldn’t last 
long without at least some water.
 
I tore a shred of fabric from the sleeve 
of my uniform and twisted it up making a 
thick bundle, I bit down. I pulled with all 
my might, bracing against the wall with my 
hands to drag my leg out from under the steel 
bulwark. The pain was excruciating but with 
some difficulty I was able to dislodge my leg 
from the metal fragment and crawl over to 
the rest of the smoldering wreckage. It took 
fruitless searching to find a brown-shriv-
eled apple core and a singed, but surpris-
ingly functional, reading tablet. Most ev-
erything on board of use had burned in the 
fires following the crash. 

As badly injured as I was, without 
food, water, or medical supplies; 

By Isaac Eustice
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with only the fleeting warmth of 
the slowly dying fire of my ship-

wreck, I accepted the sheer certainty of 
my fate. There was an overwhelming feel-

ing, a vague sense of a relief, that when it 
was finally over, the pain would end. 

How long did I have? Hours? Days? If only I 
had a pistol. With little to do other than 
waiting to die, I took up the reading tab-
let and cast the shriveled apple core into 
the surrounding darkness. I leaned back as 
comfortably as possible against the walls of 
my rocky coffin. The tablet’s battery being 
fairly fully charged, I figured I had about 
the next twelve hours to read. 

It was a strange feeling, knowing how utter-
ly alone I was in an alien world. The certain 
feeling that I would never see my home world, 
or another member of my race again; swal-
lowed by the cave, vanishing entirely from 
the universe. No one would ever know why or 
how I died. My whole life, my experiences, 
training, promising career as a recon-pilot; 
all of it suddenly meaningless in the obscu-
rity and accident of my end. 

Besides the momentary confusion of my col-
leagues, I wouldn’t be missed all that much. 
Who really missed anyone in our stoic, sci-
entific society which abolished all famil-
ial relations, all attachment or friendship, 
outside of the comradery of our scientific 
purpose? I often wondered what life had been 
like in the dark ages before. People lived in 
families, in close-knit bonds of sentimental 
attachment. I had always been curious about 
what exactly a family was like, despite how 
archaic and oppressive it was said to have 
been. In light of my utter lostness, I per-
mitted myself this transgressive curiosity, 
chalking it up to my proximity to death. If 
one cannot be irrational in death, it is bet-
ter not to have been born. 

Such forbidden thoughts (though, who was 
there to forbid anything?) aroused an ap-
petite in me for forbidden literature, so I 
opened up and de-encrypted my Seized Ille-
gal Documents file, scanning the titles: King 
Lear, Crime and Punishment, The Complete Po-
etry of Emily Dickinson, The Holy Bible. 

For no apparent reason, or possibly the 
most obvious reason of my imminent 

mortality, I scrolled into the book 
of ancient superstitions, selecting a 
page at random. 

“The Nephilim were on the earth in those 
days—and also afterward—when the sons of 
God went to the daughters of humans and had 
children by them. They were the heroes of 
old, men of renown.”

Just as I began to read, a blinding pain 
flashed through my skull and my vision 
blacked out. It returned moments later, blur-
rier than before. Now, far too foggy to read. I 
cast the reading tablet aside in frustration.
 
At my final hour I could not even read to 
distract my soul from its appointment with 
the abyss. A warm sensation rolled over my 
eyes, and as it filled them, they began to 
burn. Fresh blood poured from my head wound. 
I wiped the blood from my eyes and rubbed 
it on the cavern wall. Blinking and wincing 
from the iron substance, my eyes began to wa-
ter, flushing most of the blood out. I lay down 
on my back and stared up at the craggy ceil-
ing. I could see dimly enough to make out the 
vaguely twisting shadows cast on the rocks 
by the fire. Shadows of the flames’, curling 
tongues danced like serpents charmed by an 
invisible and unheard instrument.
 
I contemplated a long time the primeval and 
mysterious nature of fire. If it were not for 
fire, after all, no human knowledge or prog-
ress would have been possible. Certainly not 
the craft I had fatefully ridden to this un-
known world; its impenetrably dark cavern 
not unlike those ancient cradles of pre-civ-
ilized humans.
 
But who had first discovered fire? How had 
they done it? By chance? By some sudden inex-
plicable, nearly mystical, insight? By trial 
and error? The desperation of necessity? Or 
was it taught to them; handed down by some 
superior intelligence. There was a forbidden 
story I had once read; a folktale of one of 
the earliest civilizations. It told of a deity 
bringing fire to mortals at great personal 
peril. If only I could remember the name of 
the god in the tale. If only I were not alone 
in this pit, if there were others. If only 
we had all the forbidden and forgotten 
knowledge of our ancestors. We could 
begin again, free from the oppressive, 



POETRY & LITERATURE 25

mandatory, stupid, animal happiness 
of our lofty, arrogant, all-controlling 

scientist-kings. My masters, my employ-
ers, our own dreaded gods, who had once put 

me under orders to seize books from rebels, 
murder them, and then bring back the files. 
Unbeknownst to my superiors, I had copied 
the files and encrypted them for my own use; 
perhaps for others, if the occasion arose. My 
private rebellion was all for naught. The 
contraband would perish with me, and with 
it, the last traces of humanity’s mythical 
origin. 

The thoughts of my sad reverie ran along 
the seductive turnings of the flickering 
tongues of flame. Their inky, shadowy repre-
sentations on the cavern ceiling, as they un-
dulated and spiraled along, to my own mental 
stream of futile language. They led me be-
yond language, tracing the constantly mor-
phing forms above, until my thoughts were as 
black and empty as the shadows, as white and 
searing as the hottest heart of the fire. 
 
At the peak of the silence and stillness of 
my consciousness, I was struck by a sudden 
and unexpected singular urge. The urge came 
not in words, or in thought, but in an irre-
sistible desire, one I understood as the same, 
mute, nearly automatic drive to eat or go on 
living. Obeying this urge, I lifted myself up 
on my arms in front of the rock wall, held 
the fingers of one hand to my forehead. The 
wound steadily still oozing blood, I took my 
hand and smeared the blood across my face.

What I did next I understood as much as I 
imagined the early innovator had understood 
their first experiment with fire. I rubbed 
my red-stained fingers over the rough, min-
eral surface of the cavern wall. First ten-
tatively, and then more boldly, in long, loose 
winding motions. I did my best blurred vi-
sion, imitating the motions the shadows from 
the flame cast on the cavern walls, and ceil-
ing. Totally engrossed in my painting, I lost 
all sense of time and space. The pain in my 
leg now dissipating, along with all thought, 
every pretension to knowledge, and even my 
very sense of self. 

It’s as if as I was entirely absorbed in the 
act of creation. I suppose it was the natu-
ral consequence of this ecstasy, or steady 

loss of blood that finally knocked me 
unconscious. I slipped into a comfort-

able void, blacker than the unplumbed 
depths of the cavern. 

I couldn’t say how long I was out for. As my 
senses faded back, it took a moment to recol-
lect exactly who or where I was. As I remem-
bered my recent catastrophe and dire condi-
tion, I was surprised I had not already died. 
My vision had somewhat sharpened. Looking 
around I was startled to see dim figures 
shuffling around the wreckage of my ship, 
figures with a shockingly human likeness.
 
Then I heard their shuffling footsteps. So, 
they weren’t spirits, if there was such a thing. 
There were those superstitious thoughts 
again. Next, I heard a series of grunts, snorts, 
and chatters. They spoke, if you could call it 
that, in a highly primitive, guttural dialect. 
I had never encountered anything like this 
anywhere in the known universe, not even in 
the barbarian colonies, or the re-education 
centers for revolutionaries and luddites.
 
Curious, I propped myself up on my elbows 
and leaned forward for a closer look. They 
appeared to be rummaging through the wreck-
age, fingering the charred metal. I watched 
them burn themselves on the more molten sec-
tions, leaping backward with startled cries 
of pain, which they quickly forgot in their 
childlike wonder. There were three of them, 
two males and a female, totally nude except 
for thin loincloths and some kind of animal 
skin padding crudely strapped to their feet. 
They were all barely over five feet, but sol-
idly built. They carried long, wooden poles, 
stripped of bark with the ends sharpened 
down to points. They appeared, as far as I 
could tell in the firelight, to be fairly or-
dinary humans without the least vestige of 
civilization
 
This planet was supposed to be uninhabited. 
Who were they, and how did they get here? 
Amazed, I dragged myself forward. Hearing 
me shuffle over the cavern’s gravel, they all 
whipped around with incredible dexterity, 
and in a flash, I was surrounded by thick, 
grimy fingers probing through my hair and 
examining my face. After a chorus of animal-
istic noises, the tallest and boldest of them 
looked above me at the cavern wall, groaning 
a direful note of surprise. He pointed at the 
cave wall and called to his comrades.
 
Soon, all three had abandoned me to hud-



POETRY & LITERATURE 26

dle around the cavern wall, chat-
tering with great interest. Wheeling 

around awkwardly and with the sudden 
painful remembrance of my broken leg, 

I saw that they were gathered around the 
swirling streaks of blood I had painted on 
the cavern wall. At first, they timidly poked 
the red marks, then began tasting and sniff-
ing at the dry crusted substance. 
 
A hearty, bewildered exchange followed. Their 
apparent leader attempted first to imitate 
the phenomena on an unpainted section of 
wall beside my doodle by running his finger 
along the rock. Then the female member of 
the group made an excited sound and broke 
off the top section of her spear, reenact-
ing the painting with her freshly sharpened 
head. The third member of the group, who at 
a closer range looked to be the smallest and 
possibly youngest; an adolescent, approached 
my scribblings and again. He sniffed and 
tasted the dried blood. After staring blankly 
at the wall for an endless moment, he turned 
and examined me, his eyes finally lighting 
up, widening with a new revelation.
 
He proceeded to sniff and search my entire 
person with grotesque efficiency, until dis-
covering my broken leg. His iron grip send-
ing shockwaves of pain through my entire 
body, I winced and groaned loudly and the 
other two tensed up, stepping forward grip-
ping their wooden instruments. Unphased by 
my exclamation, the youngster released his 
agonizing hold on my tattered limb, raising 
his hand to his face to find it covered in 
dark, fresh blood.
 
Turning to his companions with a trium-
phant shout, he pressed through them and ap-
proached the cavern wall, looking up at the 
markings, and then back down to his bloody 
hand several times. He finally pressed his 
hand into the rocky surface and holding it 
there a moment before backing away. All three 
exhaled a low, rumbling growl of amazement 
to see his bloody handprint outlined next to 
my squiggles in the same crimson shade.
 
As the cavern erupted with the cacophony 
of their delight, all three leapt, dancing 
around their companion’s creation. I was 

filled with the sudden, horrific realiza-
tion that their likely next move would 

be to tear me to shreds and paint 

the entire cavern with my blood. 
To my surprise and relief, this did 
not happen. In fact, it quite the oppo-
site. The trio fell on their knees around 
me in a kind of homage or worship, making 
exclamations of wonder, running their fin-
gers through my hair and touching my face, 
peering into my eyes. Their eyes were quite 
ordinary and much like a human, except for 
their unusual grey-green tint. Their faces 
were also quite ordinary. The larger male 
had a very square jaw and wild, wiry beard. 
The smallest, only mild reddish stubble. 
 
The female was darker complected and slen-
der. Though muscular, as they all were, she 
had very long, shimmering black hair. One by 
one, the ladder first, they rose to their feet, 
picked up up their wooden poles, and van-
ished into the darkness of the cave. I lis-
tened to their mutterings and padded steps 
as long as they were audible. Eventually, all 
that remained was the crackling of the fire 
and the occasional water droplet falling 
from the ceiling’s stalactite to the rocky 
floor.

Alone again, my mind reeled with the ex-
traordinary nature of my unexpected first 
contact with this primitive race. The hours 
that followed passed in a flurry of fevered 
thoughts. Was it really possible that I had 
just witnessed the discovery of writing? Had 
they been experimenting already, or was our 
encounter the catalyst? Had something sim-
ilar occurred in the primeval infancy of 
my own civilization? Intoxicated with these 
questions and their lofty implications, I 
forgot all about my pain, hunger and thirst. 
I would have died happily, slipped away as 
peacefully as child into sleep, but history 
as it were, had other ideas. 

Sometime later, my strange new friends re-
turned with a skin of water, an assortment 
of nuts and berries, and the long pelt of some 
slain quadruped. After reviving me with the 
foraged food and water, they wrapped me up 
in the pelt, which they carried between the 
three of them, hoisting me out of the cave 
and out into the blinding light of day. What 
followed could fill many volumes (if I am 
fortunate enough on my new home-world to 
go on writing).
 
The environment proved to be abun-
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dantly lush and acclimated to life. 
The trio which found me took me to 

their encampment, a rag-tag collec-
tion of skin tents centered around a fire, 

ringed with stones which are kept perpet-
ually burning. Each member of the tribe 
would take a shift at its tending, as the 
others slept under the fire’s warmth and 
the firekeeper. The tribe nursed me back to 
health with a simple diet and a regimen of 
poultices, bitter herbal potions, and regular 
ritual dances. I’m not quite sure their aid 
in my recovery, but the dances entertained 
me during the long days and nights spent on 
my back, as my leg healed in the splint their 
elders applied. 
 
During this time, we learned to communicate. 
I was taught some of their guttural expres-
sions alongside a vast series of surprising-
ly ingenious hand signs. In return, I taught 
them simple words in my own language. Slow-
ly over time the synthesis between our two 
vocabularies produced an entirely new form 
of speech, which sounded curiously melodic 
and could express a wide variety of concepts.
 
When my leg had healed, we returned to the 
cave, often for experiments in painting and 
writing. We exploit various berries, plants, 
and mineral pigments. The most critical 
discovery was when they introduced me to 
a six-tentacled sea-creature caught off the 
coast of their settlement. It produced thick 
black inky substance which proved to be the 
missing element in our artistic endeavors.

 
Cave painting became a regular, now rit-

ualized, activity among them. It led to 

an explosion of inventive, experi-
mental paintings which now span wall 
to wall. I found the dark ink substance 
equally useful in my own endeavors. It’s 
perfect when dipped by a small bone or 
feather for writing on an animal skin or a 
fragment of bark.
 
Seeing how much joy I took in writing, my 
rescuers began to prepare long, dried, pelts 
for me to write on. They often gathered 
around to watch me with rapt attention, as 
I made my nightly journal entries by the 
firelight.
 
In the dawning hope of this new epoch, I 
have either stumbled into by chance, or been 
fate, I write to you: I have not known of an 
age I will not see. However, I present to you 
this humble testimony of your beginnings. 
Time it seems is not a ladder, as much as it 
is an unpredictably spiraling circle. As one 
dream dies another is born. Out of the grave 
of the past, the future is borne impossibly 
on the shoulders of tomorrow's children.
 
The strangest of all is the recurring cen-
tral power of the word. This is not so much 
in terms of formal knowledge, but in the in-
sistence of life to express itself. To give 
likeness and form to its invisibly inward 
experience, (scrawling it in its own blood 
if necessary, on the shadow-tressed walls of 
its farthest flung cave) is an act whose uni-
versality spans the cosmos and unites the 
strangest of fellows in life’s undying quest 
to go on. Living, thriving, singing even, 
through the darkness and tempest of 
time.

R O B B I E ’S   P I Z Z A
By Lake Markham • Illusrated by Isabel Brickner

I’m in New York and everything’s blue. It’s sometime af-
ter golden hour, I’ve just landed here, and everything 
seems the same all over, remade in its own image—every-
thing smells of bad news, of cheap herbs and cheese, of 
the madness of signs. But there’s a calm in the margins. 
It’s a different kind of desert here.

You’re only a little bit taller than me, and you always 
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will be. I get off the train and 
you meet me where you said you 
would. You live here now, so you 
wear a black jacket with black 
boots, but otherwise you look 
the same as always—there’s just 
one more New Yorker in the world. 
You’re taller than me, you’re from New 
York, and you’re 20 years old. You could 
be anybody.

We walk back towards the dorm that you hang 
out in with our high school friends, and we 
laugh, sometimes at ourselves, though we don’t 
acknowledge it—how different we are, how 
we’re mostly friends now because we have been 
at some point. We share in the secret order 
of friendship, constantly wondering if we’re 
running somehow behind the other.

“When you see the guys,” you say, as I put my 
phone, my wallet, my car keys into a bin for 
the metal detector, “it’s gonna be just like old 
times.”

The old black man behind the glass waves us 
through and we get in the elevator, going up, 
up, up as though back in time. When I get 
out, it’s depressing – people live like this, and 
they want to. It’s called an investment: This, 
too, could be yours.

“It’s the one all the way in the back and to 
the right,” you say as we walk towards it, al-
ready halfway there, as though you’re restor-
ing the contours of your own mind. You know 
that you do this from time to time. You’ve told 
me about it.

“Just wait,” you say. “Nothing’s changed.” To-
gether, we stop in front of the door, but al-
ready something’s different. For one thing, 
you’ve seen what’s behind it, and I still be-
long fully to this side. You’re knocking on it 
a second time already, and it cracks open on 
its own. It had been left unlatched. Did you do 
that when you left for the station?

“Come in,” a voice calls from inside. “We’re just 
finishing up.”

“What’d I tell you?” You laugh. “Just like old 
times.”

Denny’s a pop sensation now, an icon, a busi-
ness major. He’s putting the final touches on 
a promotional project with Schraeder. There’s 
a dollar-store disco ball, some studio moni-

tors, an old 
cup of ramen 
noodles. Schraed-
er smells like pot and 
looks like money, but none of us can see that 
yet. Denny opens up his gestures and smiles real 
wide.

“What’s up?” He asks both of us with a grin.

“Oh man, I’m so excited for this trip,” you laugh, 
rubbing your hands together. It’s cold outside, 
and you brought it in with you anyway.

“Yeah, I thought it’d be fun to just chill before 
everybody comes through tonight,” Denny says, 
rubbing his hands together now, too. It’s cold 
outside, it’s cold inside, the whole world a snap-
shot of New York.

“Who all’s coming?”

“TJ, Jonas, Robbie,” Denny started.

“Any girls?”

“Maybe,” Denny says. “I can see if Rebekah can 
bring some friends.”
Schraeder tears the headphones from his ears 
in the other room as though he’s had enough, he 
can’t stand anymore, but he’s just stoned.

“Yo, while I’m bouncing this, I’m gonna run to 
the store.” 

“Word,” you and Denny say, and then Denny says, 
“I’m gonna go smoke.”

R O B B I E ‘ S  P I Z Z A  C O N T.
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“Ah, word,” you say again before we pile into 
the elevator. You, Denny, and I are squeezed 
together tightly, but Schraeder is big, takes 
up most of the tiny car. He’s oblivious. The 
world stops and starts, and sometimes he’s 
lucky enough to see it. He reeks of marijua-
na. It’s beautiful, in its way.

“You look like you found yourself,” Denny 
tells me as we reach the ground floor, and 
I hold my breath until the door slides open 
and we all squeeze out of it. I peer at myself 
in a small window that adorns a secret door 
as we walk outside. I look like I’m visiting 
New York. I don’t know what I’m supposed to 
say. 

“Aight, I’ll be back in a few,” Schraeder says 
recklessly as he hoists the headphones back 
onto his ears and marches onward. The bodega 
run, that most blessed sacrament. 

“Word,” Denny says. He takes a cigarette from 
the pristine pack he brought down with him 
and flips it into his mouth.

“Hey, can I get one of those?” You ask him ex-
citedly. You’re fiending.

“Dude, how do you never have cigarettes?” Den-
ny laughs. “You smoke more than I do.” It’s 
the same conversation every time I see you 
both in the same place. He fingers around the 
inside of the cardboard and lures one out, 
hands it off to you, and the two of you take 
turns fumbling with the lighter, your hands 
shaking. You’re both underdressed.

“I just buy loosies,” you say between puffs, 
providing pauses for words to materialize 
themselves in. It’s a gamble, but you know the 
risks. “I’m trying to quit.” You pause again. 
“Oh yeah,” you finally turn to me, “if you 
take any pictures of me smoking, just don’t 
tag me. My mom doesn’t know.”

“Your mom’s friends with all of us on Face-
book,” I laugh, now rubbing my hands togeth-
er, too. I’ve bought into the ritual, 15 stories 
down—as above, so below.

“Yeah, just tell us not to take pictures,” Den-
ny laughs, and then he shivers. He stands on 
his tiptoes atop the brick perimeter of the 
building’s bad shrubbery. He smokes, exhales, 
takes a deep breath. You do the same, like 
a race to the bottom, an endlessly addictive 

call-and-response. I don’t smoke. I’m 20 years old, 
I’m in New York, I’m a little bit shorter than 
both of you. My whole life’s ahead of me, the 
world my oyster. 

“I’m so excited about this trip,” you repeat.

“I thought you quit,” someone suddenly says be-
hind Denny.

“Robbie!” A grin breaks across my face like hot 
water boiling over. Finally, someone dressed for 
the weather. Robbie gives me a hug and asks, “Are 
you going to ask me if I got new glasses?” The 
joke is that I didn’t.

“We were taking a break from a song,” Denny says. 
He looks at the cigarette before casting it down. 
“I’m gonna quit after this project’s over.”

A wry smile begins to spread over Robbie’s face, 
slowly hijacking all of his features, until fi-
nally he’s in a full-blown smirk. “I don’t care if 
you smoke or not.” Robbie holds up a camera to 
take a picture of you without looking at you. 
It’s an old film camera, wrapped around his neck. 
I haven’t seen this one before. You look from 
Robbie to me, then back to Denny. There’s a per-
manent smile etched into your face. You were 
smiling when God made you.

Schraeder returns to the dorm after us and dis-
appears into his room with an Arizona iced tea 
and a hot sandwich that smells like vomit.

“They sell those everywhere here,” Denny says. He 
cuts through the group, lowering his eyes on me, 
as though he’s letting me in on a magnanimous 
secret, as though this information belongs to me 
alone.

“They have those at home, too,” I say about the 
tea. Denny was talking about the sandwich.

“Man, how’ve you been?” You ask Robbie. “I think 
it’s been as long since I’ve seen Robbie as you.” 
You look at me with a goofy grin, then you look 
back at him. This world is so big, we might never 
grow into it.

“I’ve been good,” Robbie says in his mellow way. 
“Working on music,” he says, and he means it. Ask-
ing anything more of Robbie feels like a shake-
down. He’s a natural presence. It becomes too easy 
to forget he doesn’t even live here—every time 
you see him, he’s always just gotten off a four-
hour train ride from Boston. He’s got a life there, 

R O B B I E ‘ S  P I Z Z A  C O N T.
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a real job, a girlfriend.
Suddenly the door flings open and people spill 
across its threshold in an intoxicated jum-
ble—a short, lanky blond man wearing a sec-
ondhand peacoat carries a tall, ruby-lipped 
young woman in one arm and leads a lace-ruf-
fled young woman in the other. One laughs, 
then another one, and then finally another 
one, so that the entire production is doing its 
best just to keep up with itself.

“What’s up, K,” Denny murmurs beneath the rack-
et. He shoots a glance to those of us who don’t 
know what’s going on—all of us, we realize at 
the same time—and then nods, as if to say, give 
it a second. Denny lets us all in at once. K and 
the girls stumble into one of the bedrooms 
attached to the foyer, and the door slams shut. 
When one opens, one closes.

“He doesn’t really speak English,” Denny says. 
Denny pulls the cork from a half-empty bottle 
of wine and takes a sip, then offers it to Rob-
bie and me. You take it from him and guzzle 
down at least a glass like you’re doing shots. 
There’s a YouTube video playing on somebody’s 
laptop.

“Well, he smells like shit,” you say, and then 
you croak. You’re drunk already—it doesn’t take 
much—but you’re right. The distinct smell of 
body odor lingers in the air behind him. 

“We don’t know much yet,” Denny says. “He just 
showed up this semester.” We all look into K’s 
bedroom through the gap in the door frame, 
but we can’t see inside. We think about getting 
closer when suddenly it swings open and the 
women burst into the foyer. They look back 
into K’s room as he struts out of it. You, me, 
Denny, and Robbie all look at each other. The 
three of them speak French for a little bit. 

“Can somebody take our picture?” K suddenly 
asks in a thick accent, sticks out his phone.

“I’ll take your picture.” I take the phone—
they’ve got better cameras up here—and K 
kisses the first girl on the lips, then the 
second. Laughter is a messy thing. They both 
run out the door, as though they’d been wait-
ing for this moment all night, and all of us 
watch as K finally pulls a chair from beneath 
the table and collapses into it. His hair a 
tousled field of straw, a stupid grin lathered 
on both of his cheeks like it’s made out of 
butter.

“French girls.” 
Denny shoots another glance in our direction. 
This is Denny’s language, language which speaks 
of language. It’s only real when he lets you know 
it is, or else if he doesn’t.

K asks if he might have some of the wine. Denny 
passes the bottle. I’m not drinking, Robbie’s not 
drinking, you’re already close to the edge.

“We’re gonna have to go get more,” Denny says to 
K. He looks at Robbie and me.

“I’ll drink if you do,” Robbie tells me, bracing 
his camera with both hands. He looks down into 
it as though he’s just used it to take a mental 
image. “It’s a special occasion.”

“We can get that halal I was telling you about, 
too,” Denny tells us, then pivots, “How’s the wine, 
K?”

“Do you want my real opinion?” K mutters back 
hazily, resting the bottle on the table. K cocks 
a grin, looks at me, mouths, “Utter shit.” He’s 
pulled one over on everybody. 

“Did you text Rebekah?” You ask Denny. Your 
hair is messy from running your hands through 
it, your eyes are glassy, your face is flushed—
you’re warming up. 

“She said she got drunk at brunch,” Denny laughs. 
The conversation’s over now, he makes it that 
way. “We going?”

It’s even colder outside now. First Denny has to 
get money from the ATM, and we all pile into 
the little glass booth with him. We’re doing the 
same thing that homeless people do, but they 
won’t kick us out. You, me, Robbie, Denny, and K. 
Schraeder came with us this time, too. 

R O B B I E ‘ S  P I Z Z A  C O N T.
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“Weak ass crew!” somebody yells as they go past. 
They bang on the glass. You laugh. You always 
laugh first. You laughed at God when he was 
making you. We all look at ourselves with the 
same critical eye, thinking how different we 
are from one another, and then we laugh. We 
laugh loud in the little glass booth, and then 
we laugh loud outside of it. We’re not even a 
crew.

We walk towards the liquor store in a line—
it’s easier that way—and K tells Robbie and 
me that he’s 27, a French language student, just 
here for the semester. He looks like David 
Spade from “Just Shoot Me,” except in a fedo-
ra, and Robbie tells him that. You wouldn’t 
think that K cared, except that he knows ex-
actly what Robbie’s talking about. He gives us 
a dazed grin. He’s drunk. I would be, too, if it 
were my third degree.

You walk up ahead of us with Denny and 
Schraeder. “I love this city,” you say over and 
over again. We finally get to the liquor store, 
but through the window it looks like it’s be-
ing held up. Some people inside peer at us 
with terror in their eyes as they motion for 
us to go away. 

“I think we should go to another one,” Denny 
says. “I know another one.”

“Can we get some food?” You ask. 

“We’re gonna get halal, dude,” Denny says can-
didly. We’re all wondering whether it was a 
robbery.

“Is that Marcel?” I shout suddenly as Marcel 
walks past us in the opposite direction. Ev-

erybody looks at me, even the people on the oth-
er side of the street. None of you know Marcel, 
but you all seem excited for me as he takes out 
one of his earphones. I’m smiling at Marcel, and 
Marcel smiles at me. “How long are you in the 
city?” He asks me. 

We stop and get dollar pizza. You don’t want to 
wait in front of one of the gyro carts with an 
empty stomach, and you drop a slice of it on the 
sidewalk. You pick it up and eat it. “If I’m gonna 
do it, I’d rather do it while I’m drunk,” you say, 
as though if you don’t do it now, someone might 
make you later. We all stand around and watch 
you, like we’re watching something at the zoo, 
like we’re watching one another watch you. 

The pizzeria sign is a big full moon cut into 
8 slices like a pizza pie. In the middle, all it 
says is “Robbie’s Pizza.” 

“You think you can get a picture of me in front 
of this sign?” Robbie asks, giving me the camera. 
I look through the viewfinder. Robbie smiles 
subtly as I take the picture and the flash goes 
off. People walk in and out of it. The film rolls 
itself back. Somewhere in the world, there’s a 
picture of Robbie standing in front of a sign 
that says “Robbie’s Pizza” where there wasn’t be-
fore. 

“Two Brothers is better,” you say. The madness of 
signs.

R O B B I E ‘ S  P I Z Z A  C O N T.
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The
By Eric Ponce

Honey began falling from the sky the morning of September 12th. The gooey golden glops fell at 
a steady pace initially — though they did appear to come down with more force and speed than 
typical precipitation (which of course wasn’t true because of Newton’s laws and all that) — but 
after some time, the fall (which is what they called it you see, because “rain” had too much idi-
omatic baggage, e.g. “raining cats and dogs”, and this downpour, while not always torrential, was so 
strange in its happening that calling it merely “rain” was not sufficient in scope) began to wax 
and wane in its force, though during this time it never (ever) did cease. It just came from the 
sky, without warning or warrant. It was generally and genuinely, mortally and morbidly, right-
fully and righteously sweet, viscous honey. It did not come as scattered showers, but as a force 
that covered everything. 

And cover everything it did. It was silent. Like when you wake up on a weekday morning and 
look out the window and everything is covered in white and there isn’t a single movement and 
you can hear (and see) your own breath; accept the golden warm. It looked beautiful. As if some 
omnipresent omnipotent omnibenevolent dad had taken his basting brush and glazed everything 
like a rack of ribs. The most beautiful things were the trees. It looked like bugs frozen in amber 
(some actually were). A sense, not of being stuck (though things were quite sticky), but of a kind 
of pause. Like a wait. And a weight. Wind could only cause slight motion. The world got heavy. But 
not a serious kind of heavy, or a drowsy kind of heavy, but a peaceful kind of heavy. As if things 
that did not typically have weight suddenly had weight. It was a whole new way of looking at 
things. It made you slow down. At first you almost didn’t want to disturb it. At first.

Then it was found to be late September and the honey showed no sign of stopping. Once people got 
past the initial shock of “wow honey is falling from the sky”, realizing then that honey in fact 
wouldn’t stop falling from the sky, things started to get serious. On a logistical level, it wasn’t 
quite clear who should be in charge of dealing with the honey. Was it a job for public safety? 
Sanitation? Health? Animal control? (Bears and other wildlife would, after all, have a feeding 
frenzy.) There was much confusion. People didn’t really know how to deal with the situation. But 
perhaps situation isn’t the right word, as that implies people would find some release, some es-
cape from the honey; (think about plunging your hand in a vat of molasses, and slowly but surely, 
pulling it back out) that wasn’t, as they would find out, the case at all. People just found out how 
to deal, and when the wheels of government began to turn again (honey, you see, isn’t that good a 
lubricant) things were found to be functional at the least. 

So, it went a while. But the honey transformed. More like transmogrified. The honey (and the fact 
that it covered everything and if you ask some, took over everything) became something far more 
than honey. Yes, it was sticky, yes it was annoying, yes it was debilitating, yes it was beautiful. 
It was all these things and more. It was everything at once. It made you look at everything. But 
not just because it was interesting or because you literally had to, but because something — no, 
everything — had changed. It was a paradigm shift on the heliocentric scale. No one was quite 
sure how, but you could just feel it. It was new. Not in the way that a car is new, or a piece of 
tech is new. It was epiphanic. Like when you wake up and realize that you were living in a long, 
long dream.

It is difficult to describe the person-to-person reaction. It was the kind of thing people couldn’t 
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help but talk about. It was a fact of life, but an interesting one. People discussed it because 
they were able to— and at times, had to. You see, a lot of people were critical of the honey. It was 
sticky. Gooey. Icky. Some people cannot do that. It makes them uncomfortable. No one likes feeling 
unclean. It is hard to relinquish control. When you can’t get something off of you. No matter how 
hard you scrub. It is there. The predominant viscid state. You want to scrub and scrub and tear 
and rip and feel smooth again, but you can’t because its everywhere. It’s seeped in. Every corner 
of your mind. All the cerebral valleys running with goo. 

It might actually be impossible to describe the person-to-person relation. Everyone drowned in 
the honey (some literally, may they rest in peace), but it was kind of like quicksand: those who 
struggled more sunk deeper and faster and more fatally. But some things float, and some things 
don’t. Some were supine. Slowly sinking. Letting it take over. Not inundated, but certainly en-
gulfed. The flavor was rich. It was powerful. When it got in your mouth you had to savor it. It 
was liquid gold. You sucked and sucked and when you were nearly choking and couldn’t swallow 
anymore you just submitted. It was warm and oozing. You couldn’t move but you didn’t want to.

The honey was seminal in more ways than one. It was the catalyst for biblically awesome things 
and zeitgeisty human things, the latter of which are more awesome if you really look at it. It 
wasn’t studied in labs or discussed in academic forums; it was simply there. In the line for the 
restroom, at the water cooler, at coffee shops, fast food restaurants, ballrooms, parks, sports games, 
in the car after sports games, at the dinner table, in bed, it was in people’s heads and mouths. It 
wasn’t the only thing people talked about, but it certainly couldn’t be avoided (not that anyone 
wanted to avoid it). So, a sort of philosophy sprang from the honey, and that word is in italics 
because you couldn’t really call it that, or anything at all. It wasn’t a trend or a current event, 
or part of the pop culture; it was just in everyone’s head. It never reached the level where people 
were in the streets causing ruckus, starting rows about it, because that seemed against the point. 

The honey wasn’t up for debate. People saw it differently, but no one got upset about other people’s 
perceptions because what could they do? It wasn’t worth getting upset. It made you look at what 
exactly was worth getting upset over. Which lead a large majority of people to the realization 
that nothing really is. Yes, there is injustice and evil, but the honey conquered all. The honey 
didn’t change your perspective, it broadened it, to a heartbreakingly real (but still unreal and 
surreal) perspective.

But biblically awesome things did happen. The honey was the sparkplug for a whole firework dis-
play of natural, supernatural, and preternatural phenomena. Fourth of July meets New Year’s meets 
Super Bowl level. The first of these was an amassment of fruit flies. Entire cumulus fleets of 
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them. This was truly awful; plague-like. But this prob-
lem thankfully took care of itself, as the stickiness 
that a lot found irritating and unpleasant actually 
saved the day. The honey served as a sort of tremendous 
terrestrial flypaper. It was equally grandiose and gro-
tesque. They were everywhere on every surface. Little 
black gnats like galaxies forming in the thick golden 
mucilage. This all you can eat platter (not to mention 
the general mouthwatering aroma) brought a whole me-
nagerie of little creatures out of the woodwork, which 
in turn (due to bigger-fish theory) attracted the larg-
er predators. At first there were animals everywhere. 
All sorts of rodents and indigenous ungulates; feline, 
canine, and ursine predators; bird species from across 
the ornithological spectrum; and of course, the entire 
range of insectivores from frogs to raccoons to ver-
milingua. But animals are smarter than we give them 
credit for. The post-prandial drowsiness was enough to 
send the clever animals home after they had their fill. But even still, the honey was a habitual 
disaster on par with a forest fire, so a lot of animals couldn’t return home. The honey was damn-
ing for all multicellular eukaryotes—and most prokaryotes as well. 

All of this damnation amassed into something more abstract: a sort of divine unifying thought. 
But again, not the highbrow, ivory tower, cold-hard-fact kind of thought, but a more common 
thought. One that was not only ascertainable but accessible and afflatus sizing. People were busy 
(slowly busy though because of the slow snail’s pace-of-life had taken due to the stick) and the 
hive mind grew stronger. It was as if every room you walked into was humming with contempla-
tion, consideration, cogitation, and concentration. There were no insects in any headwear of any 
kind, as people became a sort of collective. On a tête-à-tête level, there was much avian and apian 
connection. It truly was the “entomological femur-tibia link.” 

And so, this, as most mass-appealing, psych sphere-inducing, circumambient types of things do, 
brought forth something of a religion. But still, religion is a word that brings about images in 
our heads. Perhaps crosses or stars or moons or fishes or beards. But there wasn’t too much of this. 
(Though, the Christian cognoscenti did emphasize the honey’s relation to St. John the Baptist. To 
wit, St. JTB (that is the messianic who baptized Jesus); lived solely on honey and locusts, a point 
which is clearly and queerly (as there is not much description of diet made in the Bible, except 
of course for the several miracles with which Jesus fed the masses and his disciples, the Exodus, 
etc.) made in Matthew 3:4. Which must mean that the honey was a sign from the Lord. But as is 
typically the case with most divine signs, there was much argument over what was meant by the 
message. A biblical plague? The Parousia? The rapture? God was as enigmatic and elusive as always.) 
There was more of an iridescent air of holiness and spirituality rather than the sultry oppres-
siveness of dogmas and canon. The honey was ambrosial, a spiritual aphrodisiac. It made you, not 
question spirituality, but rather reflect upon it. What was worshipable, worship able? The things 
in one’s life that held worth or weight were now golden and gooey, so what good were they now? 
How did one worship? Everything was sticky and it was hard to breathe, so how could anything 
be done? Why was a thing worshipped? Why did we attribute things to other things, whether it be 
happiness or hate? It was different now. It suddenly became quite strange to be anything at all.

The honey evinced this in society: humans. It wasn’t humanism, which is geocentric and unfram-
ing. It was what it meant to be human. The honey made you helpless. You couldn’t escape it, you 
couldn’t do anything, it was everywhere. It was under your nails and in your hair. It was on 
your tongue and falling down your cheeks. You waded through it, you dove deep down into it and 
drown. You couldn’t help. The honey made you open. The shift in perspective broke through the 
hard-brittle walls that separated. It flowed through the streets like a heavy river. Washing you 
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down, washing you. The honey made you tender. It came at a time of cynicism and hate and ugliness. 
It took the most cold, bitter people and made them warm and sweet. It brought out the human in 
you. And in everyone else. You could see and feel and believe. In kindness, in kinship, in caring, 
in creation, in goodness, in God, in passion, in poetry, in courage, 
in compassion, in emotion, in empathy, in sentiment, in sweetness, 
in warmth, in wonder, in something, in anything. In love.

The honey was love. Humans connecting on deep levels awkward 
and awful, consuming visceral raw — pushing up against you feel-
ing; everything –– bodies hands and hair and tongues chills and 
warmth and un-struck strings crying, until you smile –– soft gen-
tle climactic Liebestod holding yourself inside of you outside of 
you — drowning gooey oozing from every orifice hard to breathe 
losing light growing inner mounting flame sinking soaking float-
ing flying freedom restraint guts spilling out life before death 
transcendence — tragic optimism here virtuous painful joy ennui 
sincerity sacred with the same force that lit the stars terrible 
terrifying pure nailed to your cross hope. The honey was love.

T H E  H O N E Y  C O N T .

F L O R I D A   P O W E R   A N D   L I G H T I N G
Randy had been sitting alone at the bar for 
fifteen minutes, sipping on his neat glass of 
Jameson delivered to him by Rosie, the cute bar-
tender with blue hair that always smiled at 
him. There was a rerun of a horse race playing 
on the tv hanging from the ceiling above him. 
Randy never understood the races. He only won-
dered what the horses were thinking while they 
ran, and if they knew that breaking their leg 
could mean a shotgun shell to the back of 
the head afterwards. 
Did they run so fast down the dirt 
track because they knew they were 
in danger?

The priest walked through the 
front door wearing a fresh-
ly ironed white shirt, and black 
slacks. He never wore his collar 
when he went to bars, as that would 
bring unwanted attention to himself. 
Instead, he was wearing a gold-colored 
crucifix around his neck. He patted 
Randy on the shoulder as he sat on the stool 
next to him. He smelled like stale cigarette 
smoke and fast food.
“Hey, preacher.”
 
“Randall.”
 
“Sure took your sweet ass time.”
The priest raised a hand and smiled at Rosie 
down the bar. He looked at his fake gold watch 

as he spoke, “I had other appointments, we still 
have time for a drink.”
 
Rosie came over with less of a smile when she 
saw the preacher. He had leather skin and a 
grey mustache. Randy noticed him staring at 
her chest as he ordered a Coors Lite draft. Ran-
dy gulped his whiskey down and handed the
 glass to Rosie as she slid away to pour 

the drinks.
 
“You ain’t gotta be so obvious.” The 
priest sighed and looked at Randy, 

“Son, I don’t give a shit what you 
think. We got a job to do shortly, 
might as well enjoy myself first.”
 

“Whatever,” Randy said, “you think 
this thing’s gonna be better off on that 

ranch?”
 

Full drinks were placed in front of them, Rosie 
didn’t linger. The priest took a long drink from 
his frosty glass and turned to Randy.
 
“Son, it doesn’t matter one bit. Callahan’s paying 
a lot of cash for this,” he said, “but yes, I do 
think so. Shit, anything’s better than being in 
a cage. Especially for a bird.”
 
“I know, we just ain’t never done a job with 
animals before.”
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“It’s just like any other commodity, son.”
 
Randy nodded and finished his glass. The priest 
slugged down the rest of his beer and threw 
thirty bucks on the bar, waving to Rosie as he 
stood up. She acted like she didn’t see him. They 
stepped outside; the Southwest Florida air was 
so humid you could swim through it. It was nine 
thirty and would be pitch black if it weren’t 
for the streetlights. The sky was overcast, and 
there wasn’t a single star or peek of moonlight 
to be seen through the clouds.
 
They climbed into the van and the priest drove. 
The zoo was only five minutes down the road, 
and as you would expect on a night in July, the 
streets were empty. The population of Naples was 
like a breathing animal, its lungs filling up 
in the winter and contracting in the summer; 
a town dominated by timeshare snowbirds. The 
priest smoked a cigarette as he drove with the 
windows closed. Randy hated the smell, always 
has, ever since he was a kid riding in the back-
seat of his dad’s Lincoln.
Jungle Larry’s was surrounded by a small for-
est, a mess of trees wrapping around the park-
ing lot and gift shop that extended far back 
into the depths of the zoo. The white van had 
large ‘Florida Power and Lighting’ decals on the 
sides that looked inconspicuous as they left it 
parked next to an electrical pole on the street 
in front of the building. To the left of the main 
entrance was a wooden fence, about 6 feet tall. 
The fence wrapped around a small dirt parking 
lot enclosing the golf carts on the property.

Randy and the priest used a metal ladder to 
scale the wall. There was a long rope tied to the 
top rung used to drag the ladder over the top 
to the other side. They needed to use the ladder 
for their exit. The zoo was empty, as they knew 
it would be, and they didn’t bring any serious 
weapons. With them, they carried the priest’s old 
revolver, pocketknives and some tools in Randy’s 
backpack. The priest led the way with map of 
the park he had gotten from the gift shop a 
week earlier, now marked up with red sharpie.

There weren’t any lights on, so Randy pulled two 
flashlights out of his backpack and handed one 
to the priest, who shined his light on the map.
 

“That looks like a cartoon treasure map,” Randy 
said.
 
“Fuck off,” the priest said, “it’ll get us to this 
damned parrot.”
“It’s a Siberian parakeet.”
 

“Whatever,” the priest said, walking forward 
onto the canopy-covered concrete path into the 
zoo.
 
“It’s eerie in here,” Randy said.
 
“Did you think they’d leave the lights on for 
us?”
 
Randy was looking around in all directions as 
they walked, staring into the dark brush like 
someone was watching them.
 
“No, I don’t know… I just t-
 
“Look kid,” the priest said, “they’re gonna be 
closed for the next three days. Whole compa-
ny’s going on some retreat. Ain’t no one gonna 
be here except for a skeleton crew during the 
day to feed the animals. We prepared for this. 
Now get your shit together, son. I ain’t gonna be 
looking after you all night.”
 
“You’re right, you’re right.” 
 
They made their way down the path surround-
ed by trees and bushes.  Cicadas were buzzing 
and the two of them could only see where their 
flashlights were shining. They walked side by 
side, with the priest holding his light on the 
map and Randy still looking around like there 
were eyes in the bushes. The cement walkway 
wound and twisted around trees and small ponds 
that croaked and splashed as they passed. Ran-
dy’s beam glimmered on metal ten yards ahead as 
the came up on a large, caged pen. 
 
“Wonder what’s in there,” Randy said. The priest 
took his light off the map and scanned the cage 
until the beam settled on a small wood plaque 
hanging on the cage.
 
“There’s a lynx in there,” he said.
 
Randy walked up to the pen and traced the in-
side of the habitat with his flashlight.
 
“I don’t see it.”
 
“Maybe they moved it to one of the holding 
buildings overnight,” the priest said, “we’d best 
pray they didn’t decide to move the birds inside 
one of ‘em.”
 
“You’re the preacher, after all.”
 
“Don’t be a smartass, son.”
 
They continued on, Randy shining his light 
down the path and the priest illuminating 
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his map and look-
ing for landmarks. 
Randy suddenly 
stopped walking 
and turned his 
flashlight off.
 
“What the hell are 
y…”
 
“Shhhhh,” Randy 
said.

They stood there 
for ten seconds 
before the priest 
held out his arms 
angrily at Randy.

“I thought I heard something,” 
Randy said, “like a rumble… or a 

growl.”
 
“You’re imagining things, son,” the priest said, 
“Christ, you’ve never been this jumpy before.”
 
“You didn’t hear anything?”
 
“No, and neither did you.” the priest said, “If 
anything it was just a frog. Or have you thought 
that it could be a tiger or something up ahead 
in its cage? Considering we’re inside a fucking 
zoo?”
 
“Alright, alright,” Randy said, “I’m sorry, shit.”
 
“What the hell is your problem?”
 
“I always hated zoos, ever since I was a kid.”
 
“Why?”
 
“I don’t know, man, they freak me out. It’s like, 
I always thought about being in the animals’ 
place, behind bars, with people constantly gawk-
ing and yelling at you. Couldn’t blame them for 
wanting to maul somebody if they ever escaped,” 
said Randy. “One time, when I was ten or eleven, 
I was at the Chicago zoo with my parents, flying 
through the place on my Heelys. I ended up get-
ting slowed down by a crowd of people in front 
of me, so I stopped in front of the red panda 
cage.”
 
“And?”
 
“The thing was just sitting there, on the ground. 
Like it was a monk or something, staring at me. 
Like it was begging me with its eyes to either 
let him out or put him out of his misery.”

 
“You think too much, son.”

They pushed on through the darkness, the air 
getting thicker and hotter as the night went 
on. Insects and reptiles in the ponds and brush 
only got louder, as if they were alarms going 
off as intruders walked about their home. The 
priest led the way as they continued without 
speaking, Randy’s flashlight beam shining jerk-
ily over the trees. On their left another cage 
appeared, this one far bigger than the lynx’s. 
 
“What’s in here?” Randy said.
 
The priest looked down at his map, tracing the 
path with his index finger, “this one… is the 
lion.”
 
“I don’t see him.”
 
“It says her name is Debbie,” the priest said.
 
They shined their lights into the cage as they 
walked, spotting a small drinking pond, a wood-
en structure to climb on or sleep beneath, a few 
palm trees and no Debbie. The priest, who was a 
few steps ahead of Randy, stopped walking sud-
denly and stood still.
 
“What is it?” Randy said.
 
“Probably nothing,” the priest said quietly, “but 
the cage door is open.”
 
“What?”
 
“It’s just hanging open… if the zoo staff moved 
the lion to a different building, they most 
likely would have closed the door,” the priest 
said, “but everyone makes mistakes, I s’pose. Just 
try and stay calm, please. You best not start 
freaking out.”

Randy took a deep breath and nodded to himself, 
“I’m good, I’m good,” he said.
 
“We’re only a couple minutes from the bird sec-
tion,” the priest said.

The path began to curve around a massive cypress 
tree with branches hanging over the walkway. 
They heard leaves jostling as squirrels scur-
ried about the canopy. Randy heard a grumble as 
they walked around the tree, the same grumble 
he thought he had heard five minutes ago. Once 
they came around the bend, they finally saw 
the source of the sound. It was standing still 
on the sidewalk twenty feet ahead of them. Its 
head faced away from them and its tail hung 
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beneath its rippling, muscular, hindquarters. 
Randy’s mouth hung open and he couldn’t get air 
into his lungs as their flashlights lit up its 
tan-colored fur.
 
“I think we found Debbie,” the priest whispered.
They slowly backed up, one step at a time. Randy 
held his hand over his mouth and was focusing 
all his effort on walking silently and not pass-
ing out. The priest slowly stuck his hand in the 
waistband of his jeans and pulled out his small 
.38 Special. Despite how quietly the two of them 
were backing up, Debbie began to turn around 
towards them.
 
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Randy whispered.
 
“Shut up,” the priest said, “just don’t make any 
jerky moves, and definitely don’t start running.”

Debbie faced them now, making a deep growl with 
so much bass it sounded like she had a subwoofer 
in her throat. She dropped her head down below 
her chest, staring at them, and began to advance. 
The priest drew the hammer back on his revolver 
and pointed it as her while they backed up. She 
bared her teeth and crouched down, preparing 
to pounce. The priest stopped walking and made 
sure his front sight was lined up with Debbie’s 
head. In rapid, but silent procession, four darts 
zipped into Debbie’s side. She made a squeal and 
began to lose balance, dropping onto the knees 
of her hind legs. Randy shined his flashlight 
towards Debbie, and then into the bushes where 
the shots must have come from.
 
“What th-”

Projectiles whizzed past their heads, hitting 
the tree behind them.
 
“Run!” the priest said.

They turned and sprinted down the path as Deb-
bie collapsed behind them, aiming their flash-
lights wildly as to not fall into a pond or run 
into a tree. They made it thirty feet down the 
path before the first dart hit Randy’s calf, 
then the priest’s back, then Randy’s side and the 
priest’s shoulder. They both went down on the 
pavement hard, continuing to crawl for a few 
seconds before their eyes closed and their heads 
smacked the asphalt.

Randy felt cold before his eyes opened, despite 
being in South Florida. His back hurt and he 
could tell he was laying in dirt by the coarse 
chalkiness on his skin. He squinted; his vision 
blurred by a bright lamp hanging above him. 
He lifted his hand above his face, his muscles 

felt weak and numb like they had fallen asleep. 
As his eyesight began to clear, he could make 
out details of his surroundings. The dry dirt 
he was laying on, the small pond to his left, a 
wooden structure to his right and metal fenc-
ing surrounding him on all sides.
He looked down and croaked out a gasp, all his 
clothes were gone, and he was naked in the top-
soil and pine needles. He shifted his body to 
look behind him and saw the priest laying on 
his back, dried blood on his forehead and his 
clothes gone as well. Randy tried to stand but 
started to get dizzy and fell back down. On the 
other side of the fence, he saw a pile of their 
clothes and backpacks on the sidewalk. It was 
still pitch-black outside; the overhead lamp be-
ing the only light source. 
 
“P-priest,” Randy said, “Priest!”

He saw the priest’s head twitch and his eyes 
began to open. He shielded them from the light 
with one hand and clutched the bloody part of 
his head with the other.
 
“What t-the fuck?” He said.
 
“Oh good, you’re up,” Randy said.
 
“Did you strip me you motherfu-…”
 
“Whoa, preacher, take it easy,” Randy said, “I 
woke up like this too, just a minute before you,” 
he said.
 
“Why are we in a god damn cage?”
 
“No idea,” Randy said, “must’ve been whoever had 
the tranquilizer gun.”
 
“I think we’re in Debbie’s cage,” the priest said.
 
“Then where is De-…”
 
“Great, you two are awake.”
 

They hadn’t seen him step out of the dark and 
up to the cage from the other side, and his foot-
steps were silent. He wore black boots, camou-
flaged shirt with matching pants, and a safari 
hat with night-vision goggles affixed to the 
dome.
 
“Who the hell are you?”
 
“Why, I’m Jungle fucking Larry!” he said, then 
cackled with a deranged nasal laugh. “Not real-
ly, fucker’s been dead for years. I have to say, I 
was not expecting visitors tonight… and on my 
favorite night of the year! At least you helped 
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make the hunt a tad more interesting, didn’t put 
up much of a challenge, though.”
 
“Let us out and I’ll give you one,” the priest 
said.
 
“Ooooh,” Jungle Larry said, “I bet you would… 
give me a second, eh? I’m starting to come down.”
He pulled a small Ziploc baggie out of his pock-
et, poured a small mound of powder on the back 
of his hand, and snorted it all in one hit. He 
reared his head back, opened his eyes wide and 
howled at the cloud-blocked moon.
 
“Alright fellas,” Jungle Larry said, “you set my 
hunt back. Rest of the staff is gonna be here 
in a few hours and I gotta wrangle the rest of 
these beasts trottin’ about. The rhino especial-
ly will be a real bitch... probably shouldn’t have 
let him out but fuck it! Check in on you two 
later… here take these,” he squeezed two plastic 
water bottles through the fence, crunching onto 
the dirt once they were through, “I always take 

care of my animals.”
He was gone before the priest could threat-
en him again. Randy sat there cross-legged in 
the dirt, unable to speak. The priest walked to 
the fence, grabbed the water bottles and tossed 
one to Randy, who let the bottle smack into his 
shoulder and fall on the ground next to him.
 
“Drink up, son,” the priest said, “gotta dilute 
the tranquilizer in your blood.”
 
“What if it’s poison?” Randy said.
 
“Son, the man had us totally unconscious,” the 
priest said, “stripped us and dragged us into a 
god damn cage. If he wanted us dead, we would 

be.”

They drank from the bottles, Randy crushed 
the plastic in his hands and gulped down three 
quarters of the bottle in seconds, too thirsty to 
ignore the subtle chemical taste of the water.
 
“What do you think he took?” Randy said, out of 
breath from drinking, “That look like coke to 
you?”
 
“I don’t know,” the priest said, “it looked like 
something else to me.”
 
“This is fucking insane,” Randy said, taking 
deep breaths, “what do you think he’s gonna do 
with us?”
 
“Let’s not give him a chance to decide,” the priest 
said, standing up.

He walked a circle around the cage, looking for 
any weaknesses in the fence.
 
“He called us his animals,” Randy said.
 
“I don’t know, son,” the priest said, “who knows 
how many years he’s been doing this… this af-
ter-hours hunting shit.”
 
“All this for a fucking bird,” Randy said.
The priest kicked at the bottom of the fence, 
but it was firmly wedged into the ground. 
He sat down where he stood, suddenly feeling 
light-headed.
 
“You ok?” Randy said.
 
“Yeah… I’m fine,” the priest said, “must still be 
a little woozy from the tranquilizer.”
Randy walked the perimeter, kicking the fence 
with his bare heel, while the priest sat and 
sipped from his water bottle. 
 
“My head’s starting to feel a little funny,” Ran-
dy said, he sat down next to the priest.
 
“Still glad you took this job?” the priest said.
 
“Still think I’m dumb for thinkin’ zoos are in-
humane?”
 
The priest laughed hard, shaking his head. His 
eyes suddenly went wide with dizziness.
 
“Man, should not have done that,” he said, “you 
said you’re feelin’ weird too?”

Randy laid down in the dirt looking up at the 
clouded night sky.
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“I gotta say, I feel a little like I do when I trip, 
but this doesn’t feel quite like acid.”

The priest blinked rapidly, rubbed his eyes and 
then looked at the half-drunk water bottle.
 
“Fucking Christ,” he said, tossing the bottle 
to the other side of the cage, “the psychopath 
drugged us.”
 
“It’s not so bad,” Randy said, still on the ground.
 
“Glad you’re enjoying yourself, son,” the priest 
said, “but we need to get out of here.”

The priest noticed the brown, green and grays 
of the cage beginning to warp and blend. He felt 
himself losing control of his vision. He squint-
ed and fought it, looking around for any meth-
od of escape. The whole pen was surrounded by 
fencing and the only door had a large padlock 
on the other side, out of reach.
 
“Do you think we’ll get paid anything?” Randy 
said, giggling, “if we don’t get this bird?”
 
“Son… we need to worry about staying alive,” the 
priest said, “who knows what he’s gonna do when 
he comes back from hunting.”
 
“Why don’t you pray for us?”
 
“Shut up,” said the priest.
 
“I feel like an animal,” Randy said, “I guess this 
is what it’s like.”
 
“Shut up, Randall,” the priest.
 
“I’m just like that red panda back in Chicago.”
 
“SHUT UP!”
 
“I think he gave us ketamine,” Randy said.
 
“Oh, good lord,” the priest said.
 
“How strong are you?” Randy said, still laying 
on the ground, looking at the sky.
 
“What?”
 
“How strong are you?” He said, “could you give me 
a boost up?”
 
“I don’t know,” the priest said with anger, “why?”
 
“Come over here.”

The priest stood up and walked over to Randy, 
swaying and losing his balance as he stepped. 
Randy looked up at him, fascinated by how the 
priest’s wrinkles and saggy, middle-aged skin 
swirled and spun as he walked. Randy pushed 
himself to his feet and began to teeter over 
once he was up, but the priest caught him by 
his shoulders.
 

“Thanks,” Randy said.
The priest locked his hands together and Ran-
dy put his foot on them but paused before he 
pushed himself up.
 
“You think he wants us to escape?” he said, “like 
some Most Dangerous Game shit?”
 
“What choice do we have?”

Randy shrugged and pushed his body weight 
onto the priest’s hands and launched up to the 
bars. Randy grabbed one bar with both his hands 
and put his feet on another, pushing up so his 
back rested on the bar behind him. He squeezed 
through the gap with his thin frame and was on 
top of the cage. Laying on the bars and catching 
his breath, trying to ignore the swirling night 
sky above him.

He slowly climbed down the fence, sticking his 
aching fingers and toes between the gaps, then 
onto the ground.
 
“What’s still left?”
 
“What?”
 
“In the pile of our stuff!” the priest said, “How 
high are you?”
 
“Relax…” Randy said, wobbling where he stood, 
“I’ll check.”
 
“See if he left the gun.”

Randy dug through the pile of clothes and shoes, 
feeling the darkness with his hands.
 
“No gun,” he said, “let’s see what’s in the back-
pack.

He opened it up and felt around. He touched the 
rope, flashlight, binoculars, toolkit and then 
the handle of something he realized could work. 
It was a small pair of wire cutters. He pulled 
them out and showed the priest what he found.
 
“Thank fucking Christ,” the priest said.
Randy walked over to the door of the cage, put 
the loop of the padlock between the blades and 

F L O R I D A   P O W E R   A N D   L I G H T I N G  C O N T.
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squeezed as hard as he could. In ten seconds, 
the lock was off, and the priest was out of 
the cage. They got dressed as fast as possible. 
There was only one flashlight left in the bag 
and the priest turned it on immediately. Their 
map and their knives were gone as well.
 
“Okay, I think I remember a few of the next 
turns from the map, let’s go down this way?”, 
the priest said.
 
“Not the way we came, back to the van?”, Randy 
giggled.
 
“No,” the priest smirked and felt ticklish in 
his belly. “No, h-he’ll be expectin’ us to go that 
way, son.”
 
“Stop callin’ me son, you’re not my dad.”
 
The priest laughed, “alright, Randall,” he said, 
“let’s just fucking go before we pass out or 
somethin’.”

They made their way down the walkway with 
Randy holding the flashlight. They both swiv-
eled their heads staring into the brush as 
they walked, both out of fear for the hunt-
er and animals and just because everything 
looked so amazing after drinking from the wa-
ter bottles.
 
“Is it me, or are the bugs getting louder?” Ran-
dy said.
 
“I… think they might be,” the priest said, “let’s 
turn here.”

They followed a path that branched off from 
the main sidewalk to the right. The buzzing 
of insects continued to seem louder, and they 
began to hear a strange chirping as well, that 
sounded vaguely like a low-battery smoke 
detector. They came up upon a small wooden 
structure with metal bars on it.
 
“Oh shit, preacher!” Randy said, “it’s the birds!”
 
“Randall,” the priest giggled, “we really need 
to be goi-…”
 
“Come on!” Randy said, “let’s see if this fuckin’ 
thing is here!”
 
“A-alright,” the priest slurred.

Randy shined the flashlight on each of the 
cubbies. Parrots and tropical birds chirped 
angrily when he blasted the light in their 
tiny rooms. He crouched to scan the last row 

and stopped one cubby away from the last one.
 
“Here it is, man!” 
 
“Randall, let-…”

Randy pulled out his wire cutters before the 
priest could stop him and snaped the small 
padlock in two, putting the cutters away and 
gently opening the door.
 
“Does this thing bite?” Randy said. The priest 
giggled uncontrollably, as did Randy.
 
“I don’t think so,” the priest said.
Randy stuck both of his hands into the cubby 
and gently pulled out a small, red and white 
blotched bird with a yellow beard in his hands. 
It looked at them with big black eyes, not mak-
ing a single sound. Randy cradled it carefully 
in his hands, making sure that the Siberian 
parakeet’s wings were restrained.
 
“This thing is fucking incredible!” Randy said, 
“I think he likes me.”
 
“Randy, let’s get the hell out of here.”
 
“Agreed.”

They turned away from the coop and the three 
of them walked down the dark path as fast as 
they could, towards where the priest thought 
the exit would be. They wound their way 
through, with the flashlight, now held by the 
priest as their only source of light. The bird 
sat comfortably in Randy’s hands, not strug-
gling at all. They came to a corner in the path 
wrapped around a large sable palm, when they 
saw a glimmer of streetlight through the can-
opy in the direction they were walking.
 
“There it is!” the priest said, “let’s hurry.”
 
They sped up, jogging now. The bird bobbed in 
Randy’s sweaty hands and began to chirp qui-
etly with annoyance. 
 
“I’m sorry, little buddy,” Randy said, “we’ll be 
out of here soon.”
 
They came out of the canopy covered sidewalk 
and were in front of the gift shop, their lad-
der by the golf carts only thirty yards away 
to their right. The only thing standing in 
their way was a limping rhinoceros with two 
darts sticking out of his side.
 
“Fuck me,” the priest said, with less of a gig-
gle.

F L O R I D A   P O W E R   A N D   L I G H T I N G  C O N T.
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There was no sign of the hunter, however.
“Run for it?” Randy said.
 
“God help us,” the priest said.

They sprinted past the limping rhino, who paid 
them no mind and crunched onto the mulch of 
the parking area. They were feet away from the 
ladder when the hunter jumped out from be-
hind a golf cart and stood between them and 
the fence with his rifle aimed at Randy and 
the bird.
 
“I must say, I’m impressed at how quickly you 
two got out of Debbie’s cage,” he said, “and were 
coherent enough to make your way to the exit, 
with the Siberian parakeet no less!”
 
“We have a fair amount of experience with drugs 
and escapin’ from cages,” Randy said. The priest 
giggled.
 

“Fair enough,” said the hunter, “before you two 
are on your way I will ask that you hand me 
that bird.”
 
“This bird?” Randy said, smiling, “this rare and 

valuable bird?”
The hunter stopped 
smiling and began to 
look annoyed.

“Yes, and do so quick-
ly.”

Randy looked at the 
hunter, then the 
priest, and then down 
at the bird in his 
hands. He brought the 
bird up close to his 
face and whispered 
something to the 
bird’s head.
 
“Okay, okay,” Randy 
said, stepping to-
wards the hunter.

He walked slowly, and 
the hunter began to 
lower his rifle. Ran-
dy was only a few 
feet away from him 
when he sat the butt 
of the rifle down on 
the ground and rest-
ed the barrel on his 
leg, holding out his 
hands for the bird. 

Instantly, Randy swung both of his hands in the 
air and let the bird fly out of his fingers.
 
“NO!” the hunter said.

He snatched up his rifle and desperately tried 
to aim at the bird, who immediately began to 
gain altitude and soared over the fence. While 
the hunter was aiming, Randy rushed him and 
shoved him onto the ground as hard as he could. 
The rifle dropped out of his hands and the 
priest pounced on it, putting two shots in the 
hunter’s belly before he could even get to his 
feet. He tried to pull out the darts with his 
hands but then let out a sigh and began to go 
limp. The priest wiped the handle and trigger 
of the gun with his shirt and one at a time 
they climbed the ladder and hopped over the 
fence, dragging the ladder with them.

They tried to walk as casually as possible back 
to their Florida Power and Lighting van, but 
both of them were swaying and struggled to 
walk a straight line. They threw the ladder and 
backpack in the trunk and climbed into the 
truck, the priest at the wheel. They panted and 
caught their breath. They looked at each other 
and laughed harder than either of them ever 
remembered laughing in their lives. The priest 
drove down the empty road with an impressive-
ly low amount of swerving. Once they got back 
to the bar where Randy’s car was, they decided 
to go inside instead of risking the long drives 
back to their houses.
 
They walked inside and were immediately met 
with stares from customers and servers alike. 
Their clothes were ripped and covered with dirt. 
The priest’s white shirt was half unbuttoned, 
and his gold crucifix hung in his thick, grey 
chest hair. They sat down at the same stools 
they sat at earlier.

“What did you say to the bird,” the priest said, 
“before you tossed him in the air?”
 
“Go back to Siberia, it can’t be worse than a 
fucking zoo.”

The priest nodded. Rosie walked over to them 
holding coasters, with an eyebrow raised and a 
half-smile.
 
“You two look like absolute hell,” she said, “what 
happened?”

The priest looked at Randy, smiled, and then 
looked back at Rosie, “Let’s just say zoos are a 
fucking inhumane waste of money.”
 
“Amen,” said Randy.

F L O R I D A   P O W E R   A N D   L I G H T I N G  C O N T.



POETRY & LITERATURE 43

I wish I was Allen Ginsburg. I wish I I wish I was Allen Ginsburg. I wish I 
was Sam Kristofski. I wish I lived in the was Sam Kristofski. I wish I lived in the 
Grand Budapest Hotel, and I ate noth-Grand Budapest Hotel, and I ate noth-
ing but fine sirloin steak all day. But alas, ing but fine sirloin steak all day. But alas, 
I am but a man and a man that writes I am but a man and a man that writes 
to his best abilities. I like over-articula-to his best abilities. I like over-articula-
tion, I like punctuation, and damn do I tion, I like punctuation, and damn do I 
love a good Ray Bradbury novel. What love a good Ray Bradbury novel. What 
else do you need to know? Oh right. else do you need to know? Oh right. 
My name is William R. Lipchik, you've My name is William R. Lipchik, you've 
seen me here before, and hopefully, seen me here before, and hopefully, 
you will again. Stay safe, be aware, call you will again. Stay safe, be aware, call 
your friends, go get tested, stay indoors, your friends, go get tested, stay indoors, 
and for the love of God, love God. I'll and for the love of God, love God. I'll 
be right there with you, omnipresent as be right there with you, omnipresent as 
ever. ever. 

I.

I couldn’t tell if I voluntarily grabbed the tip of 
My pillowcase, or if the infant complex 
Kicked in, and like a child does, I grabbed
Onto whatever I could find, Unconsciously, 

Just so that I Had something to hold onto 
And explore. Are we really that far off 
As we were? The hallway is still on fire 
But there’s nothing we’ve really done about it. 

w i l l i a m  
• L I P C H I K •

II.

At last, through all the troubles,
He stood behind her with the composure 
Of a confident 20’s Rockefeller with his 
First wife. Proper, and straightforward. 

No Marlboro posters in old bar bathrooms 
No concrete roadside dividing lines 
Could be as predictable as
Their willingness to stay together. 

“S M A L L  P O I M S”  b y  W i l l i a m  L i p c h i k

p o e s i ap o e s i a
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III.
Passionately, I get stoned with strangers 
On 16th avenue just for helluv it. 
And amongst all the Christian studios 
I breeze past and smell latkes in-between buildings

In refuge, we seek our own traditions 
In the dark amongst the many others. 
But outwardly, we are all fathers with our daughters 
And they harass drunk teenagers with their trikes.  

IV. 
I will stand in your hallway and make believe 
Friendship with you and your house pets, 
Only when my days are numbered, and catalogued 
By the cups of tea, I drink halfway till it’s cold.

My bare feet will stick to your shag carpet, and 
you will remember; you will hear me 
haunt your house: “I’m going to give you good memories 
and die on you, 

Just for the sake of easing my death onto others.”

my name is nordista freeze. my name is nordista freeze. 
i'm an artist born and raised i'm an artist born and raised 
in nashville tn. i enjoy writ-in nashville tn. i enjoy writ-
ing, performing, painting ing, performing, painting 
& many other types of cre-& many other types of cre-
ating. please reach out & be ating. please reach out & be 
my friend.  my friend.  

N O R D I S T A  
• F R E E Z E •

P O E M S  b y  N o r d i s t a  F r e e z e

Snowfall
snowfall
a forgotten cemetery 
deep in wood
naked in night
 
well, it’s dawn now
another timeless day, today
wet tennis shoes
a film picture of myself in 1976
 
loosely inevitable
the way I walk
robert frost on the phone
so centered, it hurts

Dark In The Night 
dark in the night
i toss and turn
in silence
 
an old fan blows
like a saxophone on a summer night
putts and sputs toward final breath
in sweat & heavy heat
 
dark in the night
i toss and turn
in silence
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Hallmark Safety Net
sit up and stare through the window
 
basic 
 
may I say something? 
 
in the midnight hour
along the sidewalk
university & megachurch
 
cinematic 
context 
for
a 
troubled 
heart
 
hallmark safety net

Cassidy Lynn is suffering from multiple Cassidy Lynn is suffering from multiple 
mental illnesses.mental illnesses.

C A S S I D Y
• L Y N N •

Bird flu

Riddled with disease
Watch my tight rope writhe
My ankles break so gracefully 
I’m jerking like a puppet
With cut strings
I’m live on a wire
I’m breeding with the birds 
We’re crying through the night 
We’re cursing at the sun
I’m icarus and my wings are melting off
I watch my feathers fall
The cold is creeping in
Vultures swarm around me
I’ve shed my familiar face
There’s nothing to shield me now.
I’m a flayed corpse
I’ve been picked clean
I hear them hacking in the distance
If they’d spared me a moment to speak 
I could’ve told them my flesh is riddled with disease.

Love Affairs
You would love
For me to make it
So simple
To spell out exactly what I’ve been thinking 
You want me to tell you yes
You want me to tell you I forgive you
You want me to tie a noose and hang myself in front of you. 
And I see now you’re appalled 
And I see your denial
But you know exactly what you’re asking me
You know exactly what I sacrifice 
To have you around
To make an easy friend of you
To allow a comfortable companionship 
It’s suicide 
God it’s an early death and you know it
And you’d rather
A half second of relief from a guilty conscience
Than allow me a full life.
So knock 
I expect you
Call on me every hour of every day 
And ask your questions 
Hand me that rope
force me to say no

P O E M S  b y  C a s s i d y  L y n n
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Slot Machine

For just pennies a day
Am I worth the pennies from your day
I’m twisting arms 
I’m picking scabs 
Im asking the questions 
Am I worth the pennies from your day
Or nickels or dimes
You come home and slide into me anyways
And it’s fucking cold
I’m so fucking cold
You might as well be fucking sheet metal
With as much give as I got
Does it turn you on
Baby do I turn you on
Do my dead eyes do it for you
Does my shallow breathing make you quiver 
How about when I look away 
Are you close? Are you into this
I could hold a mirror in front of my face so you can pretend you’re fucking yourself
God I wish you would just fuck yourself
And I’m counting
1 
2
3
One day you’ll come home to the barrel of a gun in your face
And when I tell you to empty your pockets
I won’t just be getting spare change

Isaac Eustice is an aspiring writer Isaac Eustice is an aspiring writer 
doomed to a life of menial labor be-doomed to a life of menial labor be-
cause he was born poor and without cause he was born poor and without 
profitable social connections or a po-profitable social connections or a po-
litical or academic lineage. He can-litical or academic lineage. He can-
not be reached for question or com-not be reached for question or com-
ment, but if necessary he will contact ment, but if necessary he will contact 
you. He lives in Nashville - not the you. He lives in Nashville - not the 
trendy part of Nashville, which is trendy part of Nashville, which is 
too expensive - but the dirty part of too expensive - but the dirty part of 
Nashville, among poor people and Nashville, among poor people and 
junkies. His poetry and some prose junkies. His poetry and some prose 
have been published in various inde-have been published in various inde-
pendent literary journals that you've pendent literary journals that you've 
never heard of and no one reads. never heard of and no one reads. I s a a c   e u s t i c eI s a a c   e u s t i c e
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P O E M S  b y  I s a a c  E u s t i c e

A WORD ABOUT PETEY THE DOG 

What can be said, really, about Petey the dog? 
He is a dog, not unlike your dog (if you have one), 
The way they make you feel, each time you see them. 

Petey waddles, more than walks 
On those stubby legs of his
Which seem haphazard 
Beneath his barrel of a body. 

Petey’s ears, though long and tapered
To be fox-like,  
Flop beneath his chin 
Adorned of save a single, wiry whisker. 

Petey’s tail, once cut off 
From its former Kangaroo-ish grandeur 
Sprouts, wild shroom-like 
From a log-side
In a quagmire,

And at the tip-top of its ending 
For perpetual inspection 
Springs a white-tuft 
Oddly out of any color-scheme
Or symmetry
(Since all his other fur is brown, see) 
In swirls of beige and chocolate
Worn short and trim 
And sometimes rife with
Every kind of vermin. 

Besides his sleuth’s pipe
Of a whiffer, 
the Grand Proboscis, 
Damp and swarthy 
As the onyx 
Of a raven,

Petey’s most preeminent feature
By which he’s known to fawn and slaver 
Unkempt affection without measure 
(In purely democratic fashion, 
Irrespective of the object
Of his fancy’s misdirection)

J(oyless)O(bligatory)B(urden)
Clock in. Clock out. 
Write your hours down. 
They’ll train you and brain you a while. 
Wear your uniform, practice your smile.
Agreeing to do what you’ve never done.
Your legs move but you can’t seem to run. 
Doing it quickly. Doing it badly.
You joke, they laugh back at you sadly. 
Not too slow or someone says to go faster.
The faster you go, they say faster. 
There are plenty in line just behind you,
But for now your employers don’t mind you, 
Or so they say. 

You aren’t special, like fodder, expendable. 
A cog’s tooth. An ant’s head of capital. 
A quick cigarette, drink, or a happy pill 
To slip your depression a fleeting thrill
Smooth over the sinking sense
It makes no difference. 
And for all that it’s never quite good enough. 
Each day offered up for your rationed pay. 
You dream what you’ll do when you’re outta there
Or you get somewhere (if you make it there). 

Years pass and the mirror is no clearer.
The fog has distorted your features,
No doubt crinkled with fear. 
How did you get here? 
How do days become years? 
What was it you woke up here to do 
That time you knew 
With such certainty 
You’d do something new. 

As one job ends another begins. 
Your liver you’re sure is an entree again for your 
sins. 
With no time and no strength 
For inspiration or grace 
You resent yourself,
Pray you were someone else, somewhere else. 

When you’re hired, afraid to be fired 
Or the economy crashes
Or your meager trade passes
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Rolling out his jowly maw
As pink and rank as any bilge-pond
Bestowed for each and every 
Wanderer blessed to greet his googly gazes, 

Petey’s tongue
Will meet you
At the door. 

From fashion 
And your function is worthless
As your unmarketable purpose 
And you take off your polo 
And do it all over again, 
You’re still not yourself
Nowhere, no one else. 

And there’s never enough money 
Or enough love to paint poverty sunny.  
From a shift and the room a shift pays for
You forget what you get up most days for
As you sit there alone 
Watching news on your phone
About how the old earth is still burning. 

Or sometimes you sit next to another
Whose presence just smothers, 
Their own poor soul suckered as yours. 
Where misery binds you
Mutually assured forgetfulness finds you
Remembering you’d rather just be alone
If you must be alone. 

Wandering jobless or gainfully, 
Humming or mumbling disdainfully, 
Glad the day’s finally over, 
Lay down (you can do it again)
But you’ll never win. 
Employment and room rearranger,
No home on this earth, you’re a stranger. 
Hoping at least when it bursts into fire 
You’ll walk out of some job or get fired
Take your time
Back. 

SUBURBAN BALL GAME

Solemnly,
Street children line up
In strict disorder
For their game
Beneath an Elm tree. 

Fierce, miniature voices
Bouncing off 
The far, blue dome. 
Something about a ball. 

“Brand-new-never-played-before-game: 
Super-extreme-ultra-tag-the-tree.” 

That girl up there in the tree 
Shouts down the rules
The only moment
She creates them, 

“Now throw the ball at me!
Just not my head!
Guys wait, I’m stuck!” 

Below, some lanky tow-head
Of a boy chases his echo 
‘Round the scaly trunk
Hollering and shrieking,
“Run, run everybody!
We’re all fucked!” 

“We’re not on teams,”
She tells a smaller girl 
(her in the tree), 
“Everyone on their own team!
You’re just you, right now
You’re not my sister.” 

A woman watches
Out her kitchen window
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With her dishes.

A painter watches
From his ladder
With his brushes. 

A hawk watches
From his circles
With his belly. 

A dog wishes loudly 
From his fence
That he could join them. 

Those keepers of the kingdom
Singing our forgotten music
With undimmed, Edenic memory 
Prove to shame us 
Who cannot, with our debts of mind to time, 
Set down our make-believe vocations 
Long enough to lose our pain 
And run among them.

P O E M S  b y  N a s h  H a m i l t o n

Nash Hamilton is a writer and a musician.Nash Hamilton is a writer and a musician.

An Old Hound Dog Named Blue

He got real bad chiggers when he was young,
Grew up with a bad attitude.
And if you asked him what was wrong,
He say, “Hell, nothing new.”

His daddy was a foreman in a Macon mine,
Back in 1992.
Gave his lungs and he gave his life,
To pay the bills when they were due.

Went to jail for four years, got out in ten,
For something he swears he didn’t do.
And to all those he doesn’t know,
He says, “I remember you.”

You can find him at bars all around,
But you’ll never see him drinking a brew.
‘Cause his liver doesn’t work as well as it should,
And he’s got nothing better to do.

Now you may think he’s depressed as Hell,
But have I got news for you.
He’s happy ‘cause he’s got a pup at home:
An old hound dog named Blue.

What Ive’ Learned
I’ve gotten good at waiting,
Good at hating,
How slow time passes by
When you need it to most.

I’ve gotten good at saying
What needs to be said,
For myself to be able to forget
What you said to me,
When you didn’t really mean it.

I’ve gotten good at watching,
And listening for the nuances
In the inflection of a voice, 
When the words that came out
Weren’t spoken by choice,
But a lack thereof.

And I’ve begun to see 
A change in a heart
When the world is overbearing 
And I’ve begun to pray 
That yours doesn’t tear you apart.

I guess I’ve begun to grow up.

• N a s h •
H a m i l t o n
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Wednesday Observations

Single file,
“Don’t touch that dial,” 
Pile it on till it breaks.

The cartwheel spins,
A scratch-off wins,
A little distractin’ is all it takes.

I shot you a message.
Sorry, I got scared,
You hadn’t called in an hour.

They say we’re selling out our class on the T.V.,
And I just want to take a shower.

My name is Kim and I am a native Nashvillian. I am an author and artist. I love music, reading, painting, 
animals, volunteering, and, when I am able to do so, I like trying new things. I have two books on sale at 
Mckay’s, a werewolf novella and book of short stories. My favorite books are The Land of Laughs by Jona-
than Carroll, Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll, and of course, the Harry Potter series by J.K. Rowling.

K i m b e r l e y  s.
• k l e i n •

Chinese Drawing Tree

A virus is spreading
But the Chinese Drawing Tree
Stands resolute for shade
Sit in the branches for protection

Dragons trapped underground
Liars screaming in the air above
Liars come in all forms
They spew, they spit, they spittle:

 “Everyone likes him,
They just don’t know yet...”

You are scared shitless
You know EXACTLY who they mean
The Chinese Drawing Tree
Provides the shade in time

Pray to God, pray hard that 
The dragons are released
The Chinese Drawing tree waits
In silence holding her breath

P O E M S  b y  K i m b e r l e y  S.  K l e i n

Christmas morn

TwentyTwenty
Six thirty dirty

A strange vehicle
Lock and bolt

Hooter’s is there
 
None will be around
Not at this time

Rat-a-tat-tat!

Everyone evacuate!
No one to hear it

!BOOM!

 And there it goes

 Hell fuck…
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I.

TWO HOURS AFTER MIDNIGHT
DRINKING TEA
AT MY RED TABLE ON THE PORCH
ILLUMINATED BY TEN THOUSAND BARS
OF FLOURESCENT NEON
SILVER-DOMED SUGAR SHAKERS
AND DECORATED MISSLES
SNOWFALL ON MOTHER OF PEARL FORMICA
A LIGHT ONLY POSSIBLE BY THE MOON

SOMEONE WASHES DISHES IN THE KITCHEN
AND MATCHES HER LABOR’S NOISE
IT BREAKS GREY
SILENCE LIKE SO MANY
RECENTLY APPEARING LOCUSTS
SOON I’LL BE THERE
SOMEWHERE, MUCH LIKE WHERE YOU ARE
DAWN PREPARES THE ANNOUNCEMENT
THROUGH BLACK SHADOW HILLS

SINGED WITH SUNRISE SIMMER
(FIGHT BACK WITH RHETORIC – WRESTLE DOWN POETRY)
THE WORKING-CLASS CAR MOVES ON AND PAST
I CAN’T SLEEP / EYES SHUT
BURN / WATCH
DREAM LIKE MOVIES NOT SLOWED DOWN –
DREAM OF WOMAN
AWAKE / LITERATURE
USELESS DATA / THE IMAGINATION FLIES OUT AT NIGHT
A VAMPYR / ALL SIGNS
INSIGNIAS OF A GONE MOMENT
PERCEPTION RAKES POEMS
OFF THE CONCRETE FLOOR

Blake Christopher is an American writer, publisher, 
artist, and owner of an independent bookstore and 
small press. Christopher is also known in particular 
for his association and work with Trappist monks and 
writers, steeped in the heart and mystery of Our Lady 
Abbey of Gethsemani Monastery; located in Trappist, 
KY. 

• B l a k e •
c h r i s t o p h e r

B A C K S C A T T E R  b y  B l a k e  C h r i s t o p h e r

REACH FOR TATTERED SPINE NOTEBOOK / WOMAN
DAY AND NIGHT: OF POETRY, RHETORIC,
WRESTLING HER [DOWN]
WITHIN THE MAGIC CIRCLE
SILVER-DOMED SUGAR SHAKERS
DISPURSE DECORATED MISSLES
A MAP REFLECTS HEAVENLY CODE
THERE IS NO CLEAR ANSWER
SHE WISHES ME WELL ON THIS ROAD OF NO END
AND CONSTANT JOURNEYING
YOU CAN’T ARGUE WITH THE INVISIBLE
AT BEST YOU CAN ONLY SEE IT
WHEN YOU SEE IT
WHAT’S TO TALK ABOUT?
HER GOLD-FLECKED BROWN EYES
NEVER GET BEYOND THE GLARE
OF THE GLASS TEACUP BEFORE THEM
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II.

THE TURTLE THAT LIVES ITS ENTIRE LIFE WITHOUT A SHELL, MOST LIKE-
LY LEADS AN UNHAPPY LIFE. I AM THE LAST IN THE WORLD TO PRETEND 
TO KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT THE DIFFICULTY — THE GREAT CHAL-
LENGE. IT IS OF MY JOB TO FIND NEW POSITION, AT THE HEARTY PEAK 
OF MY OWN PARTICULAR TURTLE’S SHELL.  

IS THERE ANYTHING I CAN DO NOW FOR YOU?

IS THERE ANYTHING I CAN DO?

THE HALF-CHOSEN LIMIT OF ONE TONGUE AND ITS HARSH REALITY 
RENDER ME UNABLE TO SPEAK IN ANY TONGUE OTHER THAN MY OWN. 
I PONDER THE EXTREME COMPLEXITY OF THIS SUBJECT. 

WHEN YOU SHAPE YOUR MATERIAL; WHEN THE MATERIAL BECOMES 
SHAPED, YOU ELIMINATE ANY PAST THAT GUIDES YOU. I AM THE LAST IN 
THE WORLD TO PRETEND TO KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT THIS DIFFICUL-
TY — THIS GREAT CHALLENGE.

ARE YOU DOING ANYTHING NOW FOR YOURSELF?

ARE YOU DOING ANYTHING FOR YOU?

THINGS CAN BECOME UNBEARABLE FROM ONE DAY TO ANOTHER; FROM 
ONE DAY TO THE NEXT, AS WE WAIT FOR DISCOVERY TO GIVE US MUCH. 
AS WE WAIT FOR DISCOVERY TO OCCUR; WE PATIENTLY WAIT.

I AM THE LAST IN THE WORLD TO PRETEND TO KNOW ANYTHING 
ABOUT THE RIGHT PATH CHOSEN; THE PERFECT FRUIT TO EAT. I DO 
KNOW, GOOD WILL COME OF ALL ONE’S SUFFERING, AND TO ALL THOSE 
INVOLVED.

IS THERE ANYTHING I CAN DO NOW FOR YOU?

IS THERE ANYTHING I CAN DO?

III.

IT WAS DELIGHTFUL WEATHER
TODAY. HE HAD BROUGHT ME
HIS LATEST BOOK. WE SAT ON
THE PORCH & TALKED ROUND
RED TABLE & CHAIRS. THIS
IS WHAT WE ARE DOING.

HE ASSERTED THAT WRITING
ISN’T THE MOST IMPORTANT
THING IN LIFE. WE ARE BOUND
TO FIND OURSELVES AT CROSS-
PURPOSES. HE IS SITTING ON
THE PORCH TALKING ROUND
RED TABLE & CHAIRS. THIS
IS WHAT I AM WRITING:

“IF I GO BLIND, WILL YOU
READ TO ME?”, I ASKED.

“I HAVE VERY CLEAR SIGHT.
I CAN SEE A LONG WAY.”

“WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO
HEAR?”, SHE REPLIED. 

I AM A MAN WHO DOESN’T
ALWAYS GET WHAT HE WANTS.
HOWEVER, I AM POSSESSED
BY SUCH DETERMINATION &
WILL-POWER, THAT HAD I
WANTED TO BE BLIND JUST
SO SHE WOULD READ TO ME,
I WOULD HAVE COME CLOSE.
OTHERS, LUCKIER BY BIRTH,
HAVE DONE NO MORE.

IV.

A YOUNG CHILD POINTS HIS TOY ARMY GUN AT FOUR HENS AND A ROOSTER AS THEY HUDDLE THE PORCH. 
HE DOES HIS BEST TO IMITATE THE SOUNDS OF A TREE COLLAPSING TO THE RIVER.

I TAKE ALL MY QUESTIONS TO A SAINTED STAR, BUT FOR SOME REASON I AM NOT QUITE READY TO RE-
LEASE MY EYES. TO BE A CHILD – UNAFRAID OF WHAT WE TRULY ARE.

IN THIS MOMENT, I HAVE COME TO ONLY THIS:

THERE’S A CAPACITY TO HARM, TO STARVE, TO CLAIM – THAT WE DIDN’T DO THOSE THINGS.
WE MUST BELIEVE, THAT WE ARE ONLY OURSELVES TO LIVE WITH, AND THAT WE HAVE DONE A LOT OF 
UNFORGIVABLE THINGS.
WE OFTEN TRY TO PRETEND WE DON’T REMEMBER THE THINGS WE’VE DONE.

THE YOUNG CHILD SHOOTING FILLS HIS LIMIT AND HEADS HOME, HIS HUM HANGING THICK IN THE AIR.
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V.

WE ARE DEFINED BY OUR TASK, OUR USEFULNESS. WE LIVE IN 
ORDER TO EXERCISE A SPECIFIC FUNCTION, A BUSINESS IN LIFE IT-
SELF. A QUALITY OF LIFE, AN AWARENESS, A DEPTH OF CONSCIOUS-
NESS, AN AREA OF TRANSCENDENCE AND ADORATION WHICH 
ARE NOT USUALLY POSSIBLE IN SECULAR EXISTENCE. LIFE IS WICK-
ED, LIFE IS INFERIOR. IMMERSION AND TOTAL ABSORPTION ROBS 
US OF A CERTAIN NECESSARY PERSPECTIVE.

I AM AIMING TO FIND AN EARTHLY PARADISE, BECAUSE IT IS AN 
EARTHLY PURGATORY. THE WHOLE ILLUSION OF EXISTENCE IS A 
DREAM. I FIND IN ALL VISIBLE THINGS THERE IS A DIMMED LIGHT, 
A NAMELESSNESS, A HIDDEN WHOLENESS, A SILENCE. 
WELCOME ME TENDERLY, FOR THIS IS MY OWN BEING, MY OWN 
NATURE, SPEAKING IN WISDOM:

THOSE WHO LOVE THEIR OWN NOISE ARE IMPATIENT TO EVERY-
THING ELSE.

I WANT TO RESHAPE THE ACCURATE AND HONEST LANGUAGE 
THAT WILL PERMIT COMMUNICATION BETWEEN HUMANS ON 
ALL SOCIAL LEVELS. I’M FINDING WE MAKE OURSELVES REAL BY 
TELLING THE TRUTH. IT IS BECAUSE PEOPLE WANT WAR THAT 
THEY ONLY NEED A FEW GOOD REASONS TO JUSTIFY IT. A SINCERE 
HUMAN IS NOT SO MUCH ONE WHO SEES THE TRUTH AND MANI-
FESTS IT, BUT ONE WHO LOVES THE TRUTH WITH THEIR FULLEST 
HEART. HERE, AND ONLY HERE, OUR TRUE STRENGTH IS FOUND.

VI.

L O N G  H A R D  R A I N  L O N G H A R D  R A I N

R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N

S L O W  S O F T  R A I N  S L O W  S O F T   R A I N
  
R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N
 
L O N G  H A R D  R A I N  L O N G  H A R D  R A I N

R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N

S L O W  S O F T  R A I N  S L O W  S O F T   R A I N

R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N

L O N G   H A R D  R A I N  L O N G  H A R D  R A I N

R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N R A I N

INTERLUDE
..
..

IF YOU ARE
YOURSELF
THEN
YOU ARE
ON THE RIGHT
TRACK,
AREN’T YOU?

IF I AM
MYSELF
THEN
I AM
ON THE RIGHT
TRACK,
AREN’T I?

I AM
LEARNING
TO DIVE IN
AND SWIM.

I AM
LEARNING
TO DIVE IN
AND SWIM.

I AM
LEARNING
TO DIVE IN
AND SWIM.

.. ..

.. ..

ALWAYS

WHATEVER
YOU
MAY BE,

WHEREVER
YOU
MAY BE,

I TEACH YOU
AS MUCH AS I
CAN LEARN.

VIII.

I LIVED BY MY OWN LIFE, WRAPPED IN CLOTH, WITH SOME WELL-SHOD WOMAN IN THE YOUNG COUNTRY. 
LIKE OTHERS, WE WERE OF COUNTRY PEOPLE, TAKING ONLY FROM THE LAND. BUT HOW QUICKLY COUN-
TRY FOLK CAN FORGET WHAT LOVING OTHER PEOPLE IS LIKE. HOW THEY WILL NEVER KNOW; OTHERS. 
HOW THEY WILL NEVER KNOW; THE LOVE OF OTHERS.

YOU TEACH ME
AS MUCH AS I
CAN LEARN.

IF ALLOWED
TO RUN OUR
OWN COURSE,

WHERE
WOULD YOU
GO;
WHERE
WOULD I
GO?

I TEACH YOU
AS MUCH AS I
CAN LEARN.

YOU TEACH ME
AS MUCH AS I
CAN LEARN.

IN RETURN,
WE GO
TOGETHER.

... ...

... ...

ALL MY LIFE
ALL I’VE WANTED
TO DO WAS LOVE.
I’VE HOPED FOR
NOTHING AND
ACCOMPLISHED
NOTHING. MY
WIFE THREATENS
TO LEAVE ME IF
I CAN’T GET A
GOOD RAKE ON 
THE
FIELD. SOME 
WOMEN
GO ON RAKING; 
MOST MEN JUST
DIG HOLES
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VIII.

FIRE MADE
HIM UP
STEEL CARS
DRIVE AS
LONG AS
THERE IS
A ROAD
HE WAS THE
WORST BURN
SHE’D EVER
MADE
ACROSS
HER PASTY
KNEES
FIRE BOYS
FORGET
THAT THEIR
HAND
HOLDING
IS THE
EQUIVALENT
OF A
CURLING
IRON

IX.

FROM MY HIGH WINDOW
I DISCOVER
TWO DEAF WOMEN
WHO HAVE NEVER HEARD
THE HEAVINESS
OF THEIR OWN TWO FEET
THOSE TWO ALONE
CAN MAKE FORGIVENESS
TO A NEARLY
IMPOSSIBLE THING
ENJOYING THE COOL
WIND TOGETHER

X.

HE STOOD ON A STUMP
UNDER THE SUN’S LIGHT
HE CLOSED HIS EYES
HE TOOK A DEEP BREATH
HE PUT HIS ARMS OUT WIDE
MAKING A PERFECTLY STRAIGHT
LINE ACROSS HIS BODY
HE BEGAN MOVING HIS ARMS
IN A SIMILAR MOTION
SLOWLY
SLOWLY AS TO NOT DISRUPT
THE AIR
HE SAW THE AIR
FOR WHAT IT WAS
HE MADE THE AIR
IN CIRCULAR MOVEMENT
HE MOVED BOTH OF HIS ARMS
IN SMALL CIRCLES
FOCUSING ON BREATHING
SMALL CIRCLES LED TO WIDER CIRCLES
WIDER CIRCLES
UNTIL HE’D REACHED GIANT CIRCLES
STEADY
GIANT
CIRCLES
HIS ARMS CARRYING HIS WEIGHT
AS IF HE’D COME TO HOVER
OVER HIS HOLLOW BODY
HIS MOVEMENT THROUGH AIR
HIS BODY BECAME LIGHT
HE MUST HAVE CIRCLED FOR AN HOUR
BEFORE REALIZING
HE HAD THE ENERGY
TO BEGIN THE DAY
AND THAT’S WHEN THE DAY BEGUN
THE DAY BEGAN
WITH HIM AHEAD
IN CIRCLES
WITH HIM AHEAD

VII.

SUN CREEPS ONTO OUR PORCH
THE SUCCULENTS BEAD WITH IT

TODAY, WE LOST IT –
ON THE HILLTOP
IT WAS A TOUGH NIGHT

I HEARD WINGS
THE CLACKING OF BEAKS
TRYING TO BREAK THROUGH
THE BEDROOM WINDOWS

I HEARD WINGS
THE CLACK OF THEIR BEAKS
SLAM AGAINST GLASS –
THE BEDROOM WINDOWS

IF ONLY WE COULD REVISIT
THE WORDS OUR MOUTHS FALTER

TODAY, WE LOST IT –
ON THE HILLTOP
IT WAS A TOUGH NIGHT

NO WONDER, NO WONDER
THE WORDS, THE WORDS
THE WORDS, THE WORDS

FILL UP OUR ROOM –
LIKE YOUR BOOKS ON THE SHELVES

NO WONDER, NO WONDER
THE WORDS, THE WORDS
THE WORDS, THE WORDS

TONIGHT, WENT IN FOLDERS –
ALONGSIDE ALL OF MY POEMS
IT WAS A TOUGH NIGHT

NO WONDER, NO WONDER
THE WORDS, THE WORDS
THE WORDS, THE WORDS

WE TALK OF PROGRESS –
HOW MUCH OF IT HAVE I SWALLOWED?
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meets social 
impact.
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SPOTIFY
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reviews and podcasts

Black Tulip Press is a small publisher and bookseller specializing in rare and 
otherwise unusual books with an emphasis on 20th century poetry, small press, pam-
phlets, ephemera, and interesting books in most fields.

Black Tulip was founded in Franklin, Tennessee in 2019 by Blake Christopher in or-
der to publish and introduce the work of contemporary poets and other avant-garde 
authors. Blake Christopher financed the start-up of the company by selling his 
large collection of rare, signed, and limited, first edition books.

Books may be reserved by email or through the website at any time. All books are 
subject to prior sale and returnable within 10 days, for any reason, with prior no-
tification. Domestic shipping costs are applied at the end of each sale and shipped 
USPS Media Mail unless otherwise notified. Each order includes tracking and in-
surance with communication until arrival to ensure complete satisfaction. Overseas 
and international shipments are available as arranged. Visa, PayPal, Mastercard, 
and American Express are accepted. Please contact blacktulip.press@gmail.com for 
wants and requests if you do not find specific items of interest on the website.

Contact:
Email – blacktulip.press@gmail.com
Phone – 505.204.4440

Alternate Media Platforms:
Instagram - @blacktulip.press
eBay - https://www.ebay.com/usr/blacktulippress

Website - blacktulippress.org

Black Tulip Press
a new place to shop for books...

https://open.spotify.com/episode/0JOEPA4WvsvPs4neoCdPI1?si=_8-4pXVJQpe2R76q1PJpAA&nd=1
https://www.instagram.com/offscreenwithjillandsoph/
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M E D I AM E D I A

By Sophia Badalian
When the 2021 Grammy nominations were an-
nounced in November of 2020, the internet 
erupted in dismay and confusion. Though ev-
ery single year the announcement seems to 
come with enough surprises and disappoint-
ments for artists and music lovers alike- I 
don’t think there has ever been a blatant 
omission of the magnitude of The Weeknd’s 
this year. 

The Weeknd’s fourth studio album, After Hours, 
was undoubtedly one of the biggest releases 
of 2020, dominating album sales and streams, 
breaking records, and setting trends. One of 
the biggest openings of the year, After Hours 
debuted at number one on the Billboard 200 
chart, totaling over 450,000 equivalent album 
units that week, and with over 200 million 
streams, the album logged the largest stream-
ing week ever for an R&B album. While ev-
ery single one of the album’s 14 tracks spent 
weeks on Billboard’s Hot 100, single “Blinding 
Lights” broke the record for most weeks in the 
Hot 100’s top 5 (28 weeks). Granted, popularity 
alone isn’t enough to guarantee a Grammy nod, 
however, it is undeniable the influence that 
After Hours had on music in 2020. Many crit-
ics praised the album’s strong songwriting, 
impressive vocal performances, and aesthetic 
cohesion, but moreover the synthy, gritty, ul-
tra-cinematic ode to 1980s dreampop and new 
wave influenced the nostalgic sound of some 
of 2020’s greatest pop hits. Taking into ac-
count the album’s massive commercial success, 
coupled with the overwhelming critical ac-
claim of The Weeknd’s best work to date, zero 
Grammy nominations set off some red flags for 

fans as well as artists and industry insiders.

The Weeknd quickly called out the Recording 
Academy on his social media. “The Grammys 
remain corrupt. You owe me, my fans and the 
industry transparency,” he tweeted, “Collabo-
ratively planning a performance for weeks to 
not being invited? In my opinion zero nomi-
nations = you’re not invited!” The Weeknd al-
leges that the Recording Academy gave him an 
ultimatum after he received an offer to per-
form at the Superbowl LV halftime show- the 
Grammys or the Superbowl. When The Weeknd 
chose the latter, they pulled all of his nom-
inations.

And though The Weeknd’s snub is frustrat-
ing, it is definitely not the first account 
of Grammy fraud. This controversy shed light 
on the corruption and discrimination taking 
place within the Recording Academy, and un-
derscores some longstanding issues that need 
to be addressed. 

In January of 2020, Recording Academy presi-
dent and CEO Deborah Dugan wrote an inter-
nal memo with intent to expose corruption 
and abuse taking place within the Academy. 
Among other things, she accused the Grammys 
of having a corrupt voting process, writing 
that there are concealed committees that have 
final say on the award candidates, who more 
often than not give special consideration to 
artists they have prior relationships with. 
Her message was clear: she wrote of internal 
corruption, lack of diversity, and a boy’s club 
atmosphere whereby the members of the Re-
cording Academy prioritized their bloating 
salaries over the progression of the music 
industry and the integrity of the Grammy 

 THE GRAMMYS AS WE KNOW THE GRAMMYS AS WE KNOW 
THEM ARE OBSOLETE: THEM ARE OBSOLETE: 

How Do We Define the Future? How Do We Define the Future? 
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Awards as an institution.

Rather than address the issues Dugan had 
presented in her memo, the obstinate and ob-
solete board at the Recording Academy fired 
her- less than six months after she started 
her position, and before she had the chance 
to run her first Grammy award show. While the 
Recording Academy denies any and all alle-
gations, it is clear that blacklisting,corrup-
tion, and elitism are not new for the Grammys. 

Only ten black artists have won Album of the 
Year since the show’s debut in 1957. If that 
doesn’t sound bad enough, there’s an entire 
Wikipedia page dedicated to “Accusations of 
racial bias in Grammy Awards.” From 2007 to 
2017, only one non-white artist won album of 
the year- it was Herbie Hancock’s River: The 
Joni Letters, a Joni Mitchell Cover record. In 
more recent years, Beyonce has lost to white 
artists twice, Frank Ocean has lost to Mum-
ford and Sons, and definitively (in my opin-
ion) the worst offense was the 56th Grammy 
Awards in 2014, where Macklemore’s The Heist 
won best rap record over Drake’s Nothing Was 
the Same, Jay Z’s Magna Carta Holy Grail, Kanye 
West’s Yeezus, and one of the best rap albums 
of all time, Pulitzer Prize-winning Kendrick 
Lamar’s Good Kid M.A.A.D. City. 

Grammy elitism doesn’t limit itself to race 
either. In 1993, Nirvana’s “Smells Like Teen 
Spirit,” the defining song of its decade lost 
the best rock song category to Eric Clapton’s 
acoustic cover of his own song, “Layla.” Steely 
Dan’s Two Against Nature won the album of the 
year in 2001, in a category which included 
Radiohead’s Kid A, and Eminem’s Marshall Ma-
thers LP, and in 2010 Kings of Leon’s “Use Some-
body” won record of the year over Lady Gaga’s 
incredibly influential “Poker Face.” 

Massively successful and influential artists 
like Jay-Z, 50 Cent, and Snoop Dogg, have spoken 
openly about their rejection of Grammy recog-
nition (how can we forget Kanye West pissing 
on his Grammy), and artists like Frank Ocean 
and Drake among others have chosen not to 
submit their music to the awards. In 1989, the 
year that the Grammys included a rap catego-
ry for the first time, they ended up not tele-
vising that section of the show, effectively 
hiding it from the general public to protect 
the prestige of the awards. As a result, all of 
the nominees in the category, including Will 

Smith, LL Cool J, and Salt-n-Pepa, boycotted 
the awards for that year and several after. 

This discrimination isn’t new, and it doesn’t 
show any signs of stopping. Though 2020 did 
see the Recording Academy remove the use of 
the word “urban” from all categories, it is 
clear that there is much more that needs to be 
addressed internally. If they are to do away 
with the term, they must do away with the 
systems and attitudes that created the term 
and perpetuated its use.

Grammy-winning rapper, and fellow Canadian, 
Drake was one of the many artists and indus-
try insiders to post on social media in sol-
idarity with The Weeknd. “I think we should 
stop allowing ourselves to be shocked every 
year by the disconnect between impactful mu-
sic and these awards and just accept that what 
once was the highest form of recognition may 
no longer matter to the artists that exist now 
and the ones that come after,” Drake wrote. 
“It’s like a relative you keep expecting to fix 
up but they just can’t change their ways. The 
other day I said @theweeknd was a lock for 
either album or song of the year along with 
countless other reasonable assumptions and 
it just never goes that way. This is a great 
time for somebody to start something new that 
we can build up over time and pass on to the 
generations to come.” 

I quite agree. Is it time for artists and the 
future of the music industry to take matters 
into their own hands? The Grammy’s just can’t 
seem to keep up with the industry’s evolution, 
and until the members of the Recording Acad-
emy and its executives change their tune, I 
don’t see the awards show maintaining its rel-
evance in years to come. The Recording Acad-
emy and the institution it represents serves 
to uphold the racist and elitist status quo 
and fails to lead progress in the music in-
dustry by gatekeeping artists who dare defer 
from their vision.

The face of the music industry is in a con-
stant state of flux. Today, streaming, online 
platforms, social media, and the emergence of 
more independent artists than ever before 
have transformed the way not only the way 
music is consumed, but how music is created. 
How long do we have to wait until the music 
industry is fully accommodated by the insti-
tutions that claim to advance it? 
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You’ve dug a big hole for yourself now! Making your OWN music? During a sick-nasty 
pandemic winter with the whole music industry on pause? Of all of human history it 
may seem like this period of time is the worst for musical expression, or at least for 
its success. You may find yourself in a doldrum of inadequacy; shrugging and sigh-
ing and sinking into primordial ooze. My skin has certainly been oozing primordial 
this year, but there is hope. I know hope is not trendy: it doesn’t drive up ratings 
or engagement (or whatever today’s fleeting social media algorithm buzzword is). 
During the COVID-19 pandemic I have worked in my own home studio along with Seth 
Howard and Joshua Brown. Every person who has come through the Temple Recording 
Studio during 2020 is not just making music because it's fun. They’re coming because 
they have no choice in the 
matter, they live and breathe 
music. This year’s projects at 
Temple Recording Studio have 
often required us to approach 
things differently. Whether 
overcoming gear challenges 
or trying to cultivate a wel-
coming, creative environment 
one thing has been made clear. 
Approaching a piece of music 
from a place of honesty, rath-
er than what will be commer-
cially viable, and fostering a 
real connection with an art-
ist is just as important as an 
engineer’s technical skill or 

I would like to see an awards show where we 
can acknowledge the accomplishments of di-
verse artists from across all genres; from 
bedroom pop and soundcloud tapes to cyberpop 
and drain, the future of music deserves more 
than what the obsolete Grammys have to offer. 
It’s time for us artists and music enthusiasts 
to decide what works for us. 

Can we get an award category for best viral 
hit? New independent artist? What about inno-
vative samples? DJ Sets? Live Streams? Foreign 
artists? Recognition for artists in the diverse 
Latin music space, instead of a frankenstein 
category like “Best Latin Rock or Alternative 

Album?” Better yet, can we think of a way to 
award and acknowledge music without speci-
fying genres at all?
 
If the Grammys aim to recognize spectacu-
lar contributions to music, and to cultivate 
the understanding, appreciation for, and ad-
vancement of recorded music, this tired and 
corrupted institution is not doing its job. 
What does that look like in the 21st century? 
Who are the stewards of musical progress, that 
will lead the changing tides? The Recording 
Academy is surely not the answer. 

CREATIVITY & SUCCESS IN HOME STUDIOS 
DURING A PANDEMIC 

(Or Something Like That) 

W r i t t e n  B y :  J o h n  S h i e l d s
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their gear. I regret to inform you that the expression you’re about to encounter and 
dance with is not statistical, though it is a future investment in an abstract sense. 

As a young communi-
ty of artists of all 
kinds, it is imper-
ative that we com-
municate with each 
other to create an 
environment where 
passion can be easily 
accessed. For as long 
as there has been 
a creative process 
there has been a con-
stant battle between 
several forces with-
in it, two of which I 
will list after this 
semicolon; fear and 
passion. This year 
has been particular-

ly telling in the fear department, with truth-fade and gaslighting rampant in the 
media which has become inseparable from our everyday lives. Curating a creative en-
vironment is a lot like curating a playlist, but with like nine different dimensions 
and strange goblin creatures and fire and shit. There are physical attributes to the 
Temple (i.e: warm lighting, decor, fun instruments, comfy seats), but just as import-
ant are the mental and emotional attributes that are developed over time. I’ve found 
over time that unpack-
ing those deeper box-
es can really amplify 
the message of the mu-
sic being made. Spe-
cifically, I’m talking 
about listening to an 
artist’s story, where 
they come from, and 
sometimes having dif-
ficult, deep conversa-
tions. This can also be 
applied to yourself as 
an artist of any kind. 
From these conversa-
tions a connection 
is made, and the more 
time I get to really 
learn about the musi-
cians I’m working with, it seems a clearer idea presents itself to what sort of ar-
tistic vision they are going for in the studio. 
 
On the basis of making a sound recording, I wholeheartedly feel that the artist’s vi-

C R E A T I V I T Y  &  S U C C E S S  I N  H O M E S T U D I O S
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sion being clear is fundamental to making memorable and genuine music. This can also 
be true to other art forms. Of course, also I spend a lot of time fine tuning my engi-
neering, looking for pieces of gear, and developing my craft in a technical sense; but 
what seems more important is the amount of time my fellow producer/engineers at the 
Temple spend trying 
to help artists find a 
sound (or THE sound). 
Yeah sure, THE sound 
could be trapped any-
where, waiting for you 
to find it like some 
possum in a garbage 
can. It really has no 
rhyme or reason, unless 
it does, in which case 
I congratulate you for 
finding something that 
sticks that repetitive-
ly. Most of the time it’s 
found in conjunction 
with passion, when lis-
tening incredibly hard 
and being patient. 
 
Regardless, the most important part of the process can be hard for gear nerds, like 
myself, to digest…In live music, it is one thing to be technically proficient on stage, 
but it isn’t just the technique of a performer that brings people to a show. A band’s 
ability to listen to one another is an essential part of making a groove come to life. 
I think the same can be said about music recording, and I’m not just talking about lis-
tening to the arrangement, or the lyrics, the crazy click bleed, or amp noise getting 
in the way sometimes (insert laugh track here). Making successful music does not de-
pend on your gear. Making successful music does not depend on the views, the streams, 

or who wants to hang out 
with you after. The success 
of the music being made is 
really only determined by 
how much you love it, and 
how meaningful it feels to 
you. No pandemic, presidency, 
pre-existing circumstance, 
or limitation can drive out 
a sound. I believe passion is 
stronger than fear overall. 
As you make things you love 
and invest in your growth, 
you’ll find that your growth 
is your success.

C R E A T I V I T Y  &  S U C C E S S  I N  H O M E S T U D I O S
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Well, 2020 was a shit show and I’m here to talk about it. 

 More specifically, I’m here to do a little bit of reminiscing on 2020 in music, 
summarizing what happened and what it all meant. Yet, I must confess something 
to you: because 2020 wasn’t a typical year, I’m not going to do this in a typical way. 
No, rather, we’re going to do something more in line with the theme for this issue: 

Renaissance/Rebirth.

 In many ways, 2020 itself embodied these themes. As the ramifications of 
brain-dead capitalism continue to degrade the environment, public health, and 
humanity as we know it, the ruling class continues to maintain a couple of well-
placed facades to keep the wool conveniently over our eyes. For example, the markets 
reward static art and entertainment (think remakes, sequels, more and more Aveng-
ers movies). By recycling an idea until it essentially becomes a vapid echo of an 
echo, the ruling class can take revolutionary art and utterly domesticate it. One of 
the vehicles this comes on is, well, end of year lists (or, E.O.Y. lists), which are the 

embodiment of the commodification of art.

 So, in honor of our mindless monoculture that continues barrelling into the 
future like a loose hot dog rolling across the floor of a gas station, instead of 
merely offering a “2020 In Review,” I am instead offering a “Best of ‘Best of 2020’ 
Lists List” that will not judge culture itself, but rather those who judge culture. 
In this effort, I hope to both illustrate the contradictions of our listicle-obsessed 

society and actually offer some insight into what 2020 meant for music.

Spoiler alert: I’m not sure this list achieves its goals (but you WON’T BELIEVE what 
#4 says).

B E S T   “B E S T   O F   2 0 2 0”   L I S T S   L I S T
By Joe Vitagliano 

1. SPOTIFY WRAPPED
Up first, let’s look at Spotify’s Wrapped, which is arguably the most beloved of all 
the different E.O.Y. lists… hence why we’re going to use it as our case study for 
why E.O.Y. lists can be harmful. 

With fun graphics, easy-to-digest statistics and a highly-personalized touch, 
Spotify’s Wrapped is so dazzling that it almost makes you forget that it’s just 
another source of the monetization and commodification of the music industry. 
For starters, let’s look at the underlying philosophy informing Spotify here: more 
streams = better. Right off the bat, I’m sure many of you already disagree with 
this notion. Obviously, there are plenty of amazing songs that don’t even get a 
portion of the streams they deserve while “Baby Shark” is busy raking in over 260 
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million. By choosing to reward numerical popularity over all else, Spotify is ig-
noring the impact that art can have. It’s ignoring the value of cultural expres-
sion, the power of ideas, the depth of experience that can stem from a fleeting 
moment in time. In short, by trying to derive meaning out of what should be a 
numerical fun-fact, Spotify is reinforcing a model in which those who make safe, 
commercial music and have large marketing teams behind them are the ones who 
consistently rise to the top, in a universal sense. Even in the personalized play-
lists, anecdotally, I know that sometimes the most impactful albums in my life 
don’t get anywhere near my “most played,” whereas my morning alarm song always 
tops the list. In the grandest sense, it’s contributing to cultural bankruptcy — 
in a smaller sense, it’s convincing all of us that we like relaxing piano music 
way more than we actually do. 

Yet, to Spotify’s credit, there are some things that do get their due-attention 
from Wrapped. For example, in 2020, Bad Bunny topped Spotify’s list as the most-
streamed artist of the year. This is exciting because: A.) Bad Bunny just seems 
like a dope guy; B.) his two albums from 2020 (YHLQMDLG and El Último Tour Del 
Mundo) are as conceptually groundbreaking as they are fun to listen to; and 
C.) it’s indicative of the rise of Spanish-lanugage music in the American main-
stream. I mean, between Bad Bunny winning Spotify, J. Balvin getting his own Mc-
Donalds meal and the overall influence that reggaeton and Latin pop have had on 
American mainstream artists since “Despacito,” it looks like there’s a very bright 
future ahead of us. So, Spotify got to be part of something really cool there… but, 
that’s kinda coincidental. 

Also to Spotify’s credit, for as harmful as the number-centric algorithm can be 
to the culture as a whole, sometimes the personalized Wrapped really does hit the 
nail on the head. Also, it is just fun (or funny) to look at. I’m not such a humbug 
that I’m against having a bit of fun with this shit! Plus, “Blinding Lights” by The 
Weeknd got 1.7 billion streams and is one of the crowning musical achievements 
for all of humanity (not a joke, that song is a bop), so not all of those “safe, com-
mercial” songs are bad. 

All in all, I give Spotify Wrapped a 5 out of 10. 

B E S T  “B E S T  O F  2 0 2 0”  L I S T S  L I S T  C O N T .

2. PITCHFORK’S LISTS

Alright, up next we’ve got Pitchfork’s 2020 E.O.Y. list which — surprisingly, consid-
ering its placement in the middle of this article  — comes in last place. 

Now, my favorite part about the Pitchfork list is the fact that it means absolute-
ly nothing. Spotify’s unique spin on the “ways E.O.Y. lists are harmful” thing is 
that it only gives value to streaming data. The sin with Ptichfork’s list is that… 
well, it’s just rewarding a bunch of self-righteous music journalists with strong 
and subjective opinions (I would fit in well there). Plus, Pitchfork’s list reeks 
of the kind of ego-driven quid-pro-quo that is all-too-common between PR folks 
and music journalists. Their lists ignore all of the same things that Spotify 
ignores and incite all the same cultural damage (that damage being: trying to 
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derive meaning out of the wrong things). The only difference is that Pitchfork 
doesn’t even give us the numerical fun-facts at the end. Considering all of the 
self-reflection and restructuring that’s happened this past year (see Bandcamp 
below), I’m amazed by the tonedeaf confidence that the Pitchfork staff demon-
strated in publishing their 2020 lists. 

But, let’s cut to the chase: did they get anything even close to right? Are any of 
the things Pitchfork included even worth mentioning as significant for 2020 
in review? Kinda! They gave praise to Phoebe Bridgers’ Punisher, which is about 
as close to a modern day Blue by Joni Mitchell as we’ll ever get. They shed some 
well-deserved love onto Phil Elverum for Microphones in 2020, which really is 
one of the finest musical encapsulations of what it means to live a life. They 
even threw a bone to the geratric crowd by putting Bob Dylan’s Rough And Rowdy 
Ways on the list (it’s arguably one of Dylan’s finest achievements to date thanks 
to its tongue-in-cheek breaking of the fourth wall). 

Yet, at the same time there are certain things Pitchfork missed completely. For 
example, Charli XCX’s how i’m feeling now made the list, but many of the oth-
er major hyperpop releases from 2020 were snubbed. I found Dorain Electra’s My 
Agenda and A. G. Cook’s 7G and Apple to be three of the most innovative, imag-
inative and important records not just of the year, but of our lifetimes. With 
My Agenda, Dorian Electra broke down genre barriers and social barriers as 
they professed an equal-parts-intellectual-and-fun vision for an altruistic, 
musically liberated future (all while forging a safe and healthy space for 
unabasehd queer empowerment and solidarity). With 7G and Apple, A. G. Cook re-
imagined the artistic potential of our brain-dead monoculture by synthesizing 
widely-recognized pop cliches into a uniquely fresh and wildly exciting new 
sound. All three albums are utterly sublime; all three albums were ignored en-
tirely by Pitchfork.

Now, you may present a counter argument of “Wait a minute, Joe, you’re ignoring 
all of Pitchfork’s lists! They make multiple lists for the purpose of diversify-
ing who they give attention to and fostering a more nuanced conversation about 
music listening.” To that, I say: I simply don’t care! Boooooring! 

All in all, I give Pitchfork’s lists last place. 

B E S T  “B E S T  O F  2 0 2 0”  L I S T S  L I S T  C O N T .

3.  BANDCAMP’S LISTS
Bandcamp did something dope this past year and decided to forgo a ranked list 
for their E.O.Y. celebrations and instead made a couple of different unranked 
lists that adhere to a couple of different sets of criteria. They also put out a 
dope and well-worded essay about why they decided to do this — that essay would 
certainly be in the bibliography of this very article if this was something 
lame like homework (gross). I highly recommend you head over to Bandcamp and 
read what they had to say and search through their lists. It’s enlightening. 

By listening to Bandcamp’s curated summary of 2020, you get a much stronger 
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picture of the year than you would from just about any other list. This isn’t 
because Bandcamp has some kind of galaxy brain taste or and only picks good 
albums or something like that — it actually really doesn’t have anything to do 
with the albums at all. It really has to do with the fact that Bandcamp commu-
nicates the trends of music makers and the role of music in society. Thus, it 
reflects the on-the-ground reality of music a bit better than any of its peers. 

As aforementioned, a lot of 2020 embodied the themes of Renaissance and Re-
birth. None of the “unprecedented” things that happened were anywhere near 
new; be that brain-dead capitalism, pandemics, racial injustice or political 
corruption. Yet, when faced with these age-old problems, the amazing human 
spirit always finds ways to reimagine, recreate, and, thus, usher in rebirth. In 
the musical realm, folks like A. G. Cook, Nubya Garcia, Alan Braufman, Ixachitlan 
and more prove that to be true (and are featured on Bandcamp’s “Connecting the 
Dots” list). Likewise, music has always been a place of hope, catharsis and all 
sorts of expressions during tense times. Artists like Anjimile, Metal Preyers, 
Protomartyr, Zebra Katz and more prove this to be true too (and are featured on 
Bandcamp’s “It Got Heavy” list).

I’m not going to come out and fully endorse Bandcamp’s lists since they’re still 
technically lists and I don’t really think that any particular collection of 
100 albums could ever capture the full picture of what’s going on in music for 
any particular year. But I do think that Bandcamp is at least trying to give 
an impression of the wider trends, rather than just giving praise to folks who 
already get praise from every angle. Similarly, Bandcamp is one of the only 
organizations in the music industry that is kinda trying to make meaningful 
change in how the system is structured. While much of the industry was busy 
participating in the performative #BlackOutTuesday and ignoring making le-
gitimate, material changes to the system that could actually spur a meaningful 
difference, Bandcamp was busy launching Bandcamp Fridays, which is better.

All in all, I give Bandcamp’s lists no value judgment whatsoever. 

4. MELISSA’S MOCHAS, MYSTERIES, & MEOWS LIST OF THE 
PURRFECT 10: FUN FACTS ABOUT CATS: THE MUSICAL

HOO BOY welcome to the REAL list! This is THE best list of best things from 2020! 
Cats: The Musical: The Movie was by far the best thing about 2020 and this very 
real list does offer 10 purrfect fun facts about it.

Now, I know what you’re thinking: “You, Joe Vitagliano, pseudo-journalist who 
writes for American Songwriter and was asked directly by Nash to write a 
‘2020 In Review’ piece, are telling me that Cats: The Musical: The Movie came 
out in 2020?” Yes, dear reader, it did! And it’s magical! Never again for the rest 
of humanity will we get something as awkward, empty, clunky, glamorous and 
confused as Cats: The Musical: The Movie, it was truly a product of its time. An 
embodiment of the computer age’s disgusting virtual puberty. It is horrific. It 
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is accelerationist. It is, in a Kantian sense, sublime. It summarizes all of the 
horrible and brilliant things that happened this past year. It summarizes the 
meaning of the whole humanity and the fruits of our collective labor. It is… 
a hot mess! 

Yes, this is how I am ending the article. To our sweet, recently-departed 2020: 
fuck you! This is what you deserve.

All in all, I give Cats: The Musical: The Movie first place (as well as a Gold 
Medal). 
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c o m m e n t i  f i n a l i

Dearest Reader,Dearest Reader,

My laptop shit out on me as I attemped to piece together this 60 My laptop shit out on me as I attemped to piece together this 60 
some page magazine. I lost progress. It added hours of extra work to some page magazine. I lost progress. It added hours of extra work to 
my plate. My head pounds and my neck aches as I write this out on my plate. My head pounds and my neck aches as I write this out on 
someone else’s laptop. And I have one question for you: Did you ac-someone else’s laptop. And I have one question for you: Did you ac-
tually make it through all 60 some pages of this labor of love or tually make it through all 60 some pages of this labor of love or 
did you mostly just scroll through so fast that it resembled a mere did you mostly just scroll through so fast that it resembled a mere 
blur? It’s ok, reading is hard. Hell, I hate it most of the time too blur? It’s ok, reading is hard. Hell, I hate it most of the time too 
-- just like I hate making this stupid fucking magazine for all of -- just like I hate making this stupid fucking magazine for all of 
you ungrateful bastards. I think I need to take a break from us. I’m you ungrateful bastards. I think I need to take a break from us. I’m 
tired. You’ll hear from me again in April. tired. You’ll hear from me again in April. 

- Your devoted Editor in Chief- Your devoted Editor in Chief


