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who  

authorizes words? 
 





waiting to live 
by a cranky old man 

 
 I’m  waiting.  For  what?  It  doesn’t  really  matter.  I’m  not 
actually  living.  I’m  just  waiting. 
 I stare at my phone, hoping someone, anyone, wants to 
talk  to  me.  I  don’t  count  on  it,  though  it  would  be  nice.  I  want  a  
connection  to  remind  me  I’m  still  alive.  But  no  one  wants  to  
talk to me tonight. 
 When I kill myself  I’m  going  to  drug  my  own  drink  and  
rest  in  a  tub  full  of  warm  water.  I’ll  pass  from  this  life  to  the  
next without even realizing it, like slipping into the sweet 
dreams  of  sleep  and  never  again  waking  up.  I’ll  be  happy  as  
long  as  I’m  not  alone. 
 It’s raining  outside  and  my  phone  still  hasn’t  rung.  I  
want  to  cry  but  I  can’t  .  There’s  something  wrong,  but  I’ll  
never  know  what  it  is.  I’ll  never  know.  I’ll  never  know.  I’ll  
never even understand. 
 Tomorrow  will  be  better.  There’s  a  chance  it  could  be  
worse. Hopefully tomorrow will never come, but it will. 
Tomorrow  is  stubborn.  And  stupid.  I  don’t  like  the  idea  of  it  
very much. 
 There’s  a  hole  in  my  backyard.  I  was  planning  on  
planting a tree, but I never got around to it. Now the sapling is 
dead.  I  don’t  bother  filling  the  hole.  I  should,  but  don’t.  I  like  
something  about  the  empty  hole,  but  then  again… 
 I start filling my bathtub with water. I watch as the 
water  level  slowly  rises.  I  take  off  all  my  clothes,  but  don’t  get  
in. I stand for a minute. The water is too hot. I drain the tub and 
watch as it disappears down the hole. I put my clothes back on 
and wait by the phone. 
 No one calls. No one ever calls. 
 Maybe I should pick it up and make a call. No. I 
wouldn’t  know  what  to  say.  People  would  want  to  know  why I 
was  calling.  Just  to  talk,  I’d  tell  them.  But  that  wouldn’t  be  
enough.  They’d  be  wasting  their  time  talking  with  me. 



 The sun is missing, lost behind the clouds. I want the 
clouds to stay there forever, to guard me from the shining sun. 
It hurts my eyes  and  gives  me  headaches.  If  it  wasn’t  necessary  
I  wouldn’t  want  it.  Like  so  many  other  parts  of  living. 
 The  window  I’m  looking  out  is  dirty,  but  I  don’t  clean  
it. I can still see through it. Life outside my dirty window is 
distorted, but I can make my own sense of things. Well, I try. I 
should  really  get  around  to  cleaning  it.  I’ll  be  able  to  see  more  
clearly then. 
 I  can’t  hear  anything  save  the  rain  tapping  on  the  roof,  
and, every now and again, the thunder rumbling in the skies. I 
can feel the thunder as well. I want to go outside to feel the 
rain, but I am much too comfortable in my place. Then again, 
maybe  I’m  not  so  comfortable.  Maybe  I’d  just  be  much  too  
uncomfortable outside. 
 No  one  knows.  I  don’t  even  think  God  knows. 
 The trees outside are thick  and  dense.  I  can’t  tell  where  
one  tree  starts  and  the  other  one  ends.  They’re  protecting  one  
another from knowing loneliness. They all look interconnected, 
but  they’re  not.  At  least  that’s  what  I’d  like  to  think. 
 My  phone  hasn’t  moved.  I  stare  at  it  and imagine all the 
conversations  it’s  heard.  In  a  fit  of  absurdity,  I  pick  it  up  and  
throw it out the window. It sits on the grass, next to the empty 
hole, overshadowed by all the trees, getting soaked by the rain, 
surrounded by shards of dirty glass. 
 The phone starts to ring, so I pull the plug. I go to my 
bathroom, refill the tub and wait to see how the water feels. 



playtime 
by dick richey 

 
 The room is full of potentials, some women, some girls. 
An  open  buffet  so  to  speak.  Big  tits?  They’re  in  the  corner  
calling  for  attention,  shoved  together  as  if  they  weren’t  already  
obvious enough. A tight, virgin twat sits right next to the 
towering twins waiting  for  the  “right  one”  to  come  along  and  
sweep her away like Prince Charming. A pretty face, fit body, 
the girl-next-door type, flirts around the room, cock-teasing to 
her very best, leaving every guy with the far off thought that he 
may get laid tonight. The slut, who by the way is a 7 out of 10, 
already  has  her  feast  picked  out  and  can’t  keep  her  filthy  hands  
off the lucky son of a bitch. When it comes to adventures in the 
sack, the slut always seems to be the wild one, but then again 
that girl-next-door type is a sleeper, a dark horse, a goddamned 
freak if you will.  

Then  there’s the girl who is in a committed relationship, 
but continues to lead any man on who is stupid enough to fall 
into that trap. And  the  athletes,  we  can’t  forget  those  beautiful  
tomboys who can joke like one of the guys and probably beat 
you  in  a  game  of  ball  or  two.  And  then  there’s  the  girl  who’s  
got an ass soo fat, you just gotta look back and act like a cat, 
calling  out,  “Damn  baby, you look fine tonight!”  And  that’s  
when  she  calls  back,  “Fuck  you!  Control  yaself!” 

Who else? The quiet girl who takes zero initiative, the 
ugly girl who just waits for the scraps at the end of the night, 
the butter face, the bomb shell, the knockout,  the lesbian but 
she’s  still  open  to  the  cock,  the  underage  girl  but  looks  like  she  
could be a mother, the tall chick but she could be a man, 
needless to say the list goes on and on. All in all the room is a 
sea of pussy waiting to be had. 
 But, my friend,  it  is  not  all  that  easy.  A  guy  couldn’t  
just waltz his way into the room and snag his first pick; there is 
a game to be played, words to be said, touches to be 
exchanged, looks to be longed after, a fucking load of work 



must be done. Let me repeat myself: A fucking load of work 
must be done (unless, of course, you happen to be the one 
talking with the slut). 
 There are different ways to describe the interaction 
between men and women. Intellectuals call it a chess match. 
Jocks call it a game. Military men call it war. Creative men call 
it an art. Going fishing is another analogy. Playing cards, 
picking pussy, whatever you want to call it.  

A  wise  person  once  told  me,  ‘it’s  a  dance.’  You  push,  
she pulls, she pushes, you pull, sometimes you lead, sometimes 
she leads, she makes a move, you make a move. Make sure you 
don’t  step  on  her  feet  or  knock  her  knees  and  you’ll  be  fine.  It’s  
about give and take, question and answer, ebb and flow. Just let 
it roll, just let it unfold - constant fluidity.  
 Sometimes you mold yourself to fit the girl, but don’t  
think of a  glove,  you  don’t  want  to  fit  like  a  glove.  A  glove  
completely  covers  the  hand,  hides  it  away,  doesn’t  let  it  see  the  
sun. You want to let her breathe, you want to let her shine. Be 
like the air - surround her,  but  let  her  forget  that  you’re  there,  
then, ever so slightly, blow like the breeze just to remind her 
you’re stillthere. If you feel uncomfortable in a particular mold, 
she  knows  it  and  you’ve  lost  your  chance. 
 There are also different methods that men use. Some 
play the nice guy, some play the asshole. Some act as if they 
don’t  care,  others  care  too  much.  Some  just  keep  feeding  her  
drinks.  Then  there’s  the  touchy-feely guy, the guy who acts 
rich  but  isn’t,  the  guy  who  takes  his  shirt  off,  the  funny  guy, the 
shy guy, the creeper, the dancer, the sweet talker, the player, 
the pimp. Among others. Some use a combination of methods, 
others  stick  to  one.  But  then  there  are  some  who  don’t  use  any  
methods at all, they just go and do, with no plans of action, but 
simply with action in mind. 
 A  wise  person  once  told  me,  ‘just  be  your  self.’  Let  
intuition take over. Feel the moment, feel the energy. Listen to 
her voice and look into her eyes. Let your self flow from 
within. Being your self cannot be taught, but it can be learned. 



Some may not like you, but, more often than not, if you like 
your self, those around you will too. 
 Back to the scene at hand. Everyone is intermingling, 
talking to one another, spitting game and playing games. Some 
look foolish, others seem to know what they are doing. As for 
me, well, my girl, excuse me, my lady, and she is a lovely lady 
at that, is by my side. Definitely the flowers on the wall, we 
enjoy watching the zoo. 
 One poor guy has been chatting it up all night with the 
girl who  has  a  boyfriend  already.  I’m  sure  they  are  having  a  
great conversation - one, because the woman has no care 
whether or not she goes home with this fellow, and two, he is 
feeding off her carelessness which allows for the conversation 
to flow more easily. But  he’s  made  one  fatal  mistake:  he  has  
not asked her if she has a boyfriend. If he has not asked her 
about  it  yet,  he’s  probably  not  going  to.  He  probably  thinks  
he’s  got  her,  hook,  line,  and  sinker.  Think  again,  my  friend. 
 The slut sits on the lap of her catch, next to the foolish 
kid and the cock-tease with a boyfriend. The slut has one hand 
on  the  guy’s  side  and  the  other  arm  around  his  neck  and  her  
tongue down his throat. Their conversation has been minimal 
for obvious reasons. Why this guy has not left with her yet is 
beyond me. 
 Another boy sweet talks the girl-next-door. He seems to 
know  what  he’s  doing.  She’s  laughing  and  smiling  and  twirling  
a  lock  of  hair  with  her  fingers.  He’s  not  overly  aggressive,  but  
doesn’t  hold  back.  He  mingles  around  from  time to time but 
always finds his way back to her. Just this moment he comes 
back with her coat. Game, set, match.  
 The lesbian is talking with the tall woman who looks 
like  a  man.  Who  would’ve  seen  that  one  coming?  The  ugly  girl  
has found an ugly boy. Who said opposites attract? Every guy 
Big  Tits  talks  to  can’t  seem  to  hold  eye  contact  for  more  than  a  
minute. What do you expect wearing a shirt like that?  

“What  about  the  gay  crowd?”  some  of  you  may  be  
wondering. Well let me tell you, honey, they are fun 



andfabulous, drama queens, of course, but they sure know how 
to  play  around.    Just  listen  to  some  of  the  names:  there’s  otters,  
bears, cubs, twinks, tops, bottoms, pitchers, catchers and 
daddies, just to name a few. 
 Over on the dance floor, there is my personal favorite: 
the lovers. Watch their hands, slowly massaging up and down 
each  other’s  body.And if you take a look at their hips, well, 
clothed sex is a fitting phrase. So while those two go at it 
without a care, some other couples stir around the mix: the 
ones who play cat and mouse, the ones who argue, the ones 
who make each other jealous, the ones who go and fuck in the 
bathroom. 
 Just about everyone in the room is at play, trying to 
score, trying to get laid, trying not to get caught (or are they?) 
The funny thing is that only a select few will admit that this is 
the case. No one likes to be open about their intentions. No one 
wants to speak the blunt truth. Everyone likes to play games. 
Some will leave tonight with a new number, some will leave 
arm in arm, some will walk out with the friends they came 
with, some will walk out alone. Some go happy, some go 
disappointed, others are too drunk to care. 
 This is what people do in the concrete wilderness we 
live in. When the sun goes down and the moon is high and the 
liquor starts to flow, people play like children. But we forget 
this,  we  forget  we’re  all  still  children  at  play.  
 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

synchronicity 
 

on a train, in a seat, a couple sits side by side reading 
from a book of poetry. in a moment of wholeness, they both 
stop reading and meet eye to eye, smiling. maybe they finished 
the poem simultaneously. to be honest, i hope two separate 
linesspoke to both their hearts in one single breath. 



  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

poems by hot sauce 
the sauce silliest of poets  





at a carnival 
by dick richey   

 
Note: The first half is a sleeping dream, setting the field for the 
second part, a waking dream. 
 

I venture into a funhouse. I find a hidden pathway, 
made  obvious  to  me  by  one  of  the  costumed  workers.  She’s  
wearing  a  skimpy  nurse’s  outfit.  “Wait  before  you  go  through,  
there’s  a  marine  on  his  way,”  she  tells  me.  And  sure  enough,  a  
costumed marine crawls through.  

It’s  my  turn,  it’s  a  tight  squeeze.  I  have  to  snake  my  
body through the Z-shaped passage. I make it. On the other 
side is a stadium of sorts, with concessions, stands and a field. 
Women’s  field  hockey  is  playing  a  game.  There  are  a  few  
butch lesbians watching. 

I want a pretzel. I try to buy one, but to no avail. After 
trying to haggle with the hot dog vendor, I head over to a 
waiting platform. This is the entry point back into the 
funhouse.  There’s  a  wall  in  front  of  me, sections of it slide 
back and forth, left and right. I push one section and it falls to 
the ground with a Thwump! White dust clouds up from the 
floor below us.  

Oops.  
Apparently you have to wait for the bottom wall-section 

to slide back. This one lets people into the area where I am 
now. Then you can slide the 2nd floor wall-section on top of the 
first one. This is how we get back into the front of the 
funhouse. Together, the comers and goers change places. But I 
mess this up by pushing the wall too soon. 

I head downstairs, into the bottom area where workers 
are trying to fix my mistake. I want to help. I tell them so. One 
guy  says,  “We  don’t  need  some  little  white  kid’s  help.”  For  
some reason I am on my hands and knees at this point. I stand 
up angrily and fume  at  the  worker  in  blue,  “I’m  not  little!”  I    



puff  my  chest  out.  He  says  disinterestedly,  “Go  away.”  Ego  
hurt, I go away, humbling myself for acting like a child. 

I make my way upstairs. People are trying to squeeze 
through small, square holes in the wall. The workers are trying 
to fix these too. I tried to go through one, but failed to realize 
that they are one way only, you either go in or come out. And 
somehow, it is a rule that is not enforced, because it is a rule 
that is true. You can really only make it through to the other 
side by going one way. 

Finally they fix the place up, and me and the other 
waiters flood through. Back in the front of the funhouse we are 
given tabs of acid. I feel smaller than everyone around, like a 
little sprite. I dart here and there, enjoying my new size. 

A  man  standing  alone  looks  lost  and  sad.  “What’s  the  
matter?”  As  a  little  boy,  he  pouts,  “I  keep  on  throwing  up!”  
He’s  so  frustrated  he  can’t  contain  his  tears.  “I  threw  up  over  
there…  and  over  there,”  he  points  to  different places, stomping 
his feet. I wander in a circle, then decide it is best to give him a 
hug.  A  woman  says  he  smells,  but  I  don’t  notice  it.  We  hug  it  
out. 

In another room, I look through a closet for my 
sweatshirt.  I  brought  two  of  them,  but  can’t  find  either. I pick 
up a green sweater with a blue and grey stripe across the chest. 
I  put  it  on,  and  my  conscience  says,  “You  can’t  steal  that,  that’s  
bad  karma.”  I  listen. 

A girl comes in and we try on little umbrella hats 
together. Mine has faint red and orange flowers on it. Her 
flowers are yellow mostly with some hints of brown, green and 
pink. When I think about how we got here, I see an old, old 
rickety bus, green and rusted. 

 
We pull into a gas station. An older blonde woman 

hangs  in  front.  She  says  she’s a doctor and asks me to come see 
her work. 

We go around the side into a barnlike area. An old, 
hunched woman sits on the bed. Everything is white except her 



grey hair almost silver. I sit on the other bed which is 
perpendicular to the old hunchback. I get under the sheets. 

The blonde strips down, perky, roundish tits, thin but 
not skinny. She dances like a mesmerized cobra. I get hard 
under  the  blanket.  I  only  hope  this  ends  in  sex.  But  it  doesn’t,  
because  she’s  a  doctor  and  this  is  her  medicine.   

I am somewhat ashamed for thinking she wanted to 
fuck me. I walk away with my dick between my legs. 
 

A man, standing on a crate  yells  into  a  cone,  “Welcome  
to The Funhouse. If you want to get your mind blown, come 
inside! You get to pick the gun to do the deed. When your 
brains are splattered and framed on the wall, take a look at the 
hole in your head - wondrous worlds await! So come on in and 
join  us  on  the  other  side!”   

 
 I go into The Funhouse, skeptical but intrigued. 
 “What’s  your  pick?” 
 So this is for real.  “Gimme  a  glock.” 
 “No  shit  man,  but  what  kind  do  you  want?” 
 “I  don’t  know.  Gimme  the  baddest  gun  you  got…  and  
some  hollow  points,  I  wanna  go  out  on  a  hollow  point.” 
 “You  got  it.”    He  hands  me  a  gun  that  says  SAUCY  on  
the side. 
 “Funny,”  I  say. 
 He laughs. He points me in the direction of a wooden 
door. I follow his finger into another room. The place is 
surprisingly clean for the service they offer. 
 I wait a moment for someone to guide me through to 
the  next  step,  but  no  one.  Alone  with  a  gun…  wait, what the 
fuck am I doing? This shit is real! I gotta get outta here. 
 A  youngish  lady  comes  in,  all  tatted  and  pierced.  She’s  
wearing black with a yellow scarf around her neck. I like the 
front,  but  the  back  is  the  deal  maker.  She’s  got  some  fine  
curves, so I imagine her ass is just as shapely. 
 “You’re  scared?” 



 “Scared?  Me?  Na,  fuck  that.” 
 “You’re  scared.” 
 “Yeah,  okay.”  She  sees  right  through  me. 
 “Follow  me,”  she  says  with  her  finger. 
 Into  a  hall  we  go,  royal  blue  with  pink  trim.  “This  is  the  
Brain Hall  of  Fame,”  she  says  gesturing  down  the  hallway.  
“Hunter  Thompson,  Kurt  Cobain,  Ernest  Hemingway,  they  are  
all  members  of  our  little  club.  You’re  about  to  enter  a  very  
prestigious  group,  I  want  you  to  know  that.” 
 “I  want  to  stick  my  nose  in  your  ass  hole while I lick 
between  those  lips.” 
 “Excuse  me?” 
 “Huh?  Oh,  I  said  that  out  loud?  Well,  the  offer  stands.” 
 “Maybe  later,  but  first  we  need  to  bring  you  to  the  other  
side.” 
 “Yeah,  about  that…  I’ve  reconsidered…  how  about  I  
take  you  up  on  that  ‘maybe  later’  offer?” 
 “Don’t  be  such  a  poon.  I  did  it.” 
 “Did  what?” 
 She parts her hair on the side of her head, and sure 
enough, the bitch has got a hole straight through her head. She 
points to a frame on the wall. Anjelica. Artistic, her brains 
resemble a whale swallowing a school of fish. I wonder if she 
intended that? 
 “Now  what  you’re  gonna  wanna  do  is  aim  as  best  you  
can  at  this  frame,”  she  indicates  a  freshly  placed  frame  next  to  
hers. 
 “You  were  the  last  one?”  I  ask. 
 “Yeah,  you’ll  take  my  job  once  you’ve  filled the frame. 
Gotta  pay  dues  before  you  get  to  have  real  fun.” 
 “What  about  the  guy  up  front?” 
 “I  take  his  job  when  you  take  mine.” 
 I follow her logic to the frame before hers. Bob Gold. A 
noose  or  a  bubble  wand,  I’m  not  sure.  I  hope  I  have  a  good  
picture when I finish this business. 



 “Just  remember  that  you  are  already  dead.  Don’t  
question  it.  Just  accept  it,”  she  says  as  I  raise  the  gun  to  my  
temple. 
 “Okay,”  I  say.  “Well  see  ya  later.”  Click. 
 
 Later comes after what feels like an eternity. Suffice it 
to say, I did it dirty with a goddess. She was a mean fuck.I cum 
in my pants reliving the sloshing wetness. 
 “Real nice…  let’s  get  you  cleaned  up.”  I  follow  
Anjelica like a puppy dog, too fucking happy to care about the 
mess  I’ve  made.  And  to  think,  the  real  fun  comes  after  we  pay  
our dues. At first this union bullshit irked me, but now I 
welcome the waiting period. I am worn out! Ooh yess, 
Aphrodite! 
 “How  long  you  think  we  have  to  wait?” 
 “It  depends.  I’ve  been  here  2  days  already,  Bob’s  been  
here  three.” 
 “Popular,  huh?” 
 “Maybe,  the  guy  before  Bob  was  here  for  7  months.  But  
from  what  I  can  tell,  it’s  worth  it.  Come  on,  we  can  catch  a  
glimpse  when  Bob  goes  through  the  door.” 
 We escort Bob (or Goldie, as he likes to be called) to 
the  final  door.  I  do  indeed  catch  a  glimpse  of  what’s  to  come.  
It’s  so  damn  brilliant  I  pass  out.  When  I  come  to,  Anjelica  
introduces me to my first costumer. 
 “What’s  that  supposed  to  be?  A  depiction  of  the  tortoise  
and the  hare?” 
 “Huh?”  I  look  at  my  frame.  “Oh  that’s  fucking  gay.” 



  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

psychedelia 
 

clouds above my mind resting on hills 
when i puff on the ganja leaf 

i follow a dream in a hot air balloon  
through smoky white pillows exhaled. 

 
i breathe in again and it tastes soo fine. 

 
my eyes flutter through smoke and visions 

coming to rest on a riverbed 
only to flit like a butterflying away. 

 
i sleep as i walk and wake as i dream, 

the world is allusions, my friend. 
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a were 
by sophia night 

 
 As I leave the world, the culture, the mindset, the norms 
and values, I ponder, where will this flight lead me? Through 
the woods? A soft patter of rain hits the canopy of green and 
drips to the ground after the layover. No birds tonight, the 
insects still chirp though. 
 I step onto a brown path, surrounded by earthy foliage. 
With every boot drop a new leaf appears. Some spadelike,  
others spearlike, others starlike. From below, sticks crackle 
with laughter, it rather tickles to be broken under foot. What a 
mischievous night it is! An occasional owl gives a hoot, 
pleased to have found a suitable umbrella. 
 I  dodge  through  the  falling  raindrops.  It’s  not  that  I’m  
quick and the rain slow, but the opposite. I move with ease, 
barely wet at all. 
 I’ve  walked  this  path  before,  I  can  feel  it.  The  trail  
narrows up ahead before it disappears. From here on out I go 
by instinct. Some may call this intuition, but by my standards, 
they are only spelled different. 
 My sense of smell heightens as does my hearing. My 
eyes lose focus of physical forms and refocus on shapelike 
energy. Slowly, but surely, these senses reveal a hidden world. 

My steps become lighter and more brisk. As my 
muscles slowly maneuver through tightening, tensing, relaxing 
and building back up, I flow easily along, accelerating here and 
floating there. The single path has disappeared and new paths 
present themselves – around this tree over that rock under that 
fallen elder – but wait! a rabbit, close by. I slow, slow, slow 
down and stalk. Patience. Patience. Patience. Instinct takes 
hold, I enter a new self, a true self, and before I know it, the 
rabbit is mine with teeth sunk deep into her neck. I care for the 
animal, I converse with her spirit. I apologize for having killed 
you. I made sure your death was easy and painless. The meat is 
tender and tasty. My compliments indeed. 



  



 Avoiding the bones as best possible, I move on. Into a 
clearing, the moon shines full, a rush of energy pulsates 
through me. I can feel my destination ahead. I can see it, a cliff 
overlooking more woods, high above the world. 
 The trees sense my excitement and want to play along 
in their own way. They stretch out branches in an attempt to 
obstruct my consistent run, but I know their games, so I shoot 
in and out, weaving an airy quilt. What a pace, the wind hisses 
passed my ears as I reach the cliff. It juts out and points to the 
moon, so I do the same. And there, finally arrived, the world 
howls through me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

mind manifest 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
culture 

 
with silken yarns of art and fashion, a mother spider 

spins her web. together, with threads of self expression, she 
forms a delicate spiral. she smiles at her creation, sparking an 
archaic life view: a world that allows us to bare our souls in all 
the things we do. 





save me 
by an anonymous old man 

 
under the spell of absinthe, 

he longs for love 
 
 It’s  a  cold  night.  Outside,  the  wind  whips  around  my  
window, causing the glass to rattle rhythmically. The wind 
whispers such a sad and lonely song, one which reminds me of 
a life long passed, a life which I wish would tap me on the 
shoulder and sweep me away. 
 I try to fend off the coldness of the winter night, but not 
even the heavy blanket and the flickering fire can comfort me 
in my moments of despair. The warmness of my room tries 
desperately to reassure me of a better place and time, but falls 
short in its efforts. 
 Off in the corner of the room an armchair sits in 
solitude, begging to be appreciated. On the edge of a Persian 
rug relaxes a sofa lined with darkly shaded pillows, across 
from which a brick-faced fireplace emits the only light, spare 
the moon, saving me from the hollow darkness. Rows of books 
cover the walls and overlook my desk scattered with papers 
and pictures from my past. The room romanticizes a story of 
coziness and contentment, but an ever present void tears the 
tale of comfort to shreds. 
 I wrap myself in another blanket, fully aware that this 
will not help; I need a woman to wrap myself in, not a blanket. 
Maybe God will send me an angel, one who will listen to my 
cries and subdue all my frustrations; a goddess sent from above 
to save me from myself. If only a woman would slip her way 
into the mess of my existence, and guide me through this life. 
As whimsical thoughts begin to invade reality, my vision 
grows hazy and dream-like.  Only  if,  only  if… 
 She stares at me with her deep, dark eyes, lulling me 
into a secure sleep. While her voice sings the songs of the 
Sirens, she caresses my cheek as if I were a  child.  “I  love  you,”  



she whispers ever so gently, her soft breath tenderly tickling 
the edge of my ear. 
 “I  love  you,  too,”  I  say  slipping  into  sleep.  “Come  with  
me,”  I  tell  her  as  my  head  simultaneously  falls  into  her  lap  and  
fills with dreams of wonderment. She runs her petite fingers 
through my hair, massaging away all the cold memories and 
harsh thoughts.   

The wind outside screams loudly against the windows, 
bringing me back to reality. These fantasies visit me every 
night only to leave as soon as they’ve  arrived,  replaced  by  
thoughts which are not so fanciful. A sadness wipes over the 
dreams I wish were real, but still, I do nothing to change the 
course I will find myself following when a new day arrives. 
 I try to forget my thoughts forever, but memories haunt 
me as the dead might haunt the living. Apparitions fill my 
head, flying in and out of my unforgiving history, troubling me 
more and more as the night passes on. Melancholy words and 
images slowly run through my mind, casting me into a river of 
relentless dreams. Queen Mab rides in on her carriage, as she 
does every cold night, and sends me into a restless sleep, 
leaving me at the mercy of my unconscious mind. 
  
 I awake in my armchair to the morning sun seeping in 
through the closed shades. During the night, the once brilliant 
fire  turned  to  ashes,  a  reminder  that  life’s  embers  eventually  
burn out. Without the warmth from the fire, a chill runs the 
length of my spine. I pull the blankets closer to my body, trying 
to quell the uprising mass of goose bumps that have just 
appeared on my arms and legs. 
 After a minute or two, a feeling of warmth tingles 
throughout my body. I light a cigarette, welcoming the smoke 
to form hazy clouds throughout the room. A moment of 
lightness enters my mind, making me feel as though I can fly 
free as a bird.  
 These fleeting moments of early morning relaxation 
remind me today is Sunday, a strange and lonesome day to say 



the very least. A day when there is nothing to do but sit in quiet 
contemplation and self-reflection. A day devoted to ironing out 
the intricate weavings of my ceaseless thoughts. Another 
cigarette and a cup of tea will no doubt suit me well in this 
moment of solemn serenity.  
 
 After the cup of tea is fully empty, I venture outside for 
a walk amongst the trees and houses which scatter my small 
town. A wooded area on the edge of town beckons me to 
wander through it. Despite the cold weather, the birds rest in 
their nests, singing songs to me, breaking the silence of Sunday 
morning. 
 I rest on a bench in the middle of a wooded park area to 
take in my surroundings. Leafless trees loom over myself and 
the trodden trail way, scarcely protecting us from what may fall 
from the sky above. The bare branches of the trees sway back 
and forth in the cool breeze, wishing a good morning to the 
birds as they fly by. Patches of green grass stand out amongst 
the dead areas of land, proud to have survived the harsh winter. 
Squirrels scurry about, on the ground and up trees, seeking out 
spare scraps of food. A young couple walks by, frightening the 
already paranoid squirrels, sending them into a fearful flight up 
into the heights of the trees. 
 The young couple does not speak to one another as they 
pass; any words that need to be said are communicated through 
the affectionate interlocking of their fingers. Language is not 
sufficient at times, for it is only capable of conveying so much; 
actions, like a passionate kiss or the tender embrace of love, 
bear a power beyond the limits of words. 
 As they pass me, I stare at them longingly. Seeing these 
young lovers evokes memories of my own youthful days of 
carefree passion, which causes me to follow enviously in their 
footsteps, hoping to find my own love when we part on our 
separate ways. 
 I arrive at a nearby café for a late morning breakfast. 
The small dining area is empty, save a middle-aged woman, 



most likely a few years younger than I, sitting two tables across 
from me. A plate of eggs and toast sit in front of her, waiting to 
be eaten, and her cup of steaming coffee looks just as lonely. 
She reads from a book, of which I cannot make out the title or 
the author.  Her mind is solely devoted to this book, leaving her 
breakfast yearning for attention. 
 She looks up from her reading, catches my staring eyes, 
and  smiles  warmly.  It’s  been so long since a beautiful woman 
even so much as noticed me, let alone smiled at me. My heart 
skips a beat, and my mind instantly fills with far-off fantasies.  
 “Would  you  like  to  join  me?”  Her  voice  gracefully  
dances over to me. We eat and talk as if we were destined for 
one another; two lost souls stumbling upon love in a small, 
lonely town in an even smaller and lonelier café. I am 
infatuated by every ounce of her being: the captivating essence 
of her eyes, the subtle movements of her lips, the elegant flow 
of her hair, the smoothness of her delicate skin, the poetic 
prose of her speech. A warmness spreads through my heart and 
soul, retrieving a feeling I thought was lost forever. 
 “Would  you  like  something  to  eat  or  drink?” 
 “Huh…” 
 “Would  you  like  to  order?”  The  waitress’s  raspy  voice  
from years of smoking pulls me back into the stubborn truth of 
reality, a reality where I am sitting by my lonesome, not with a 
beautiful woman who cares enough to save me from my shit-
pit of self-pity. 
 “Yes,  sorry.  Tea  with  honey  and  the  breakfast  special,”  
I tell her, regretting having lost myself in the eyes of the 
woman reading across from me. She smiles again, obviously 
aware  of  the  effect  she’s  had  on  me,  but  this  smile  is  filled  with  
sympathy and pity; a smile one might give a child who just lost 
a contest, as if to say nice try, but better luck next time.  
 Reality and despair hold hands as they dance around 
me, helping me dig further down a hole I thought I had already 
reached the bottom of. Despite the rejection I can feel 
emanating from the woman sitting near me, I continue to stare 



and  fantasize;;  it’s  the  only  way  I  know  how  to  cope  with  reality  
ripping my heart from my chest. 
 I eat my breakfast as my thoughts swim back and forth 
from a dream world to the real world. After I am finished 
eating, a cigarette becomes my only friend, my only comfort. 
Perhaps I should step outside myself, initiate a conversation 
with the future love of my life, and my troubles would be 
washed away by a tide of tender love. Only if, only if. 
 The  woman  reading  decides  it’s  time  she  takes  her  
leave from the empty café, but she forgets the book she 
appeared to be so involved in. This is my chance to step into 
her world, engage in heartfelt conversation, and win her over as 
a gallant knight would flatter a fair lady to win her heart, but I 
panic at the thought of my inevitable awkwardness. A wild, 
raving weed of apprehension plants itself in my stomach, and 
slowly grows into an overwhelming feeling of nausea. The 
words I so desperately wish to speak to her lodge themselves in 
my throat, choking me into a submission I know all too well. A 
barrage of thoughts flood my mind, drowning me out from the 
external world. 
 Where am I? I look down at a pair of skinny legs and a 
set of crossed arms. Whose body is this? Can this be me? My 
mind feels wholly disconnected from any of the body parts 
resting below me, which may or may not be mine. How did I 
get here? I cannot fathom having played a part in where this 
body has found itself. An arm moves, then the other one. Are 
these arms moving of their own volition? Have I influenced 
their clumsy, cumbersome movements? A leg twitches, and a 
tingling sensation shoots up to my brain. My mind and body 
slowly meld back together to work as one, but my soul is still 
lost, wandering on its own, indifferent to the mutual 
understanding shared between mind and body. 
 As I regain my bearings, I notice the woman already 
out the door and down the street, in pursuit of a life I will never 
know. A mere conversation with her would have lifted my low 



spirits, but that chance has flown away with the wind and 
leaves. 
  



terribly beautiful 
inspired by e-dawg 

 
 Joel sat there in his bedroom, staring out the window. It 
was a dark and dreary day out. He usually found comfort in 
days like these, days when the clouds eat up the skies and rain 
down upon the world ever so lightly; he believed something 
beautiful could be found in the dark, depressing moments of 
life: like the times when a mother weeps for the loss of her 
young child: despite the obviously overwhelming sadness of 
the  mother’s  bereavement,  he  had  a  gift  to  find  beauty  in  the  
bare essence of human emotions. 
 But today was different. Today his best friend, Evan, 
was hospitalized because of a diseased liver. He was going to 
die. The doctors needed to operate on him within the next few 
days, but the process of finding a suitable liver was more 
difficult  than  most  thought.  Evan’s  chances  of  survival  did  not  
look promising. Joel did not want to believe this awful truth. 
He just sat and stared out his window, sipping on a half-empty 
glass of water, trying to find some sort of comfort in such an 
uncomfortable life. 
 Joel began to think about the times he and Evan had 
shared. They had lived down the street from one another from 
the time they were born into this world, but did not meet until 
they were around nine or ten. He smiled at the thought of how 
they had met. 
 
 A young boy with dark, wet eyes poked at his cat. It was 
lying  lifeless  in  the  middle  of  the  road.  “Midnight,”  he  could 
barely  say  his  pet’s  name  through  his  loud,  sad  sobs.  
“Midnight!”  He  sat  down  next  to  the  small  body  and  cried.  A  
boy about his same age walked over to him.  
 “Why  are  you  crying?” 
 “My  cat…  she’s  dead.” 
 “You  shouldn’t  be  crying,  other  kids  might  see  you,”  he  
said, eyes bright. 



 “But  my  cat…”  his  tears  stifled  the  rest  of  his  sentence  
from escaping his mouth. 
 “It’s  okay.  My  dog  died  last  year,  but  we  got  a  new  one.  
Maybe  you  can  do  the  same.” 
 “But  I  don’t  want  a  new  one.  I  want  Midnight.”  Still  
sobbing, he picked up the limp body and carried it away. 
 “Where  are  you  going?” 
 “I’m  going  to  bury  my  cat.”  The  other  boy  followed  in  
suit. They dug a hole together, underneath a huge, wallowing 
Elm tree. After the grave was filled, the boy with the dark eyes 
sat down and cried some more. The other boy just stood there.  
 “What’s  your  name?”  he  asked  after  he  saw  the  tears  
stop  flowing  from  the  other  boy’s  face. 
 “Joel.” 
 “I’m  Evan,  and  I’m  sorry  about  your  cat.”  He  sat  down  
next to Joel and put his arm around  his  shoulder.  “It’s  going  to  
be  okay,”  he  said  with  reassurance. 
 From that point on they became inseparable. They 
spent much of their early teenage years like any other normal 
boys might: playing sports in open fields, camping out 
underneath the starlit sky, riding their bikes around to explore 
new territories. The only abnormal aspect of their early 
adolescence was an odd situation involving their parents, but 
they never let this affect them. It only served to strengthen the 
bond between the two of them. 
 “Joel,  dear,  I  need  you  to  come  in  here,”  it  was  his  
mother. He walked into the living room only to see Evan and 
his  mother  standing  there.  He  had  seen  Evan’s  mother  on  
plenty of occasions, but he had never seen their two mothers in 
the same room before. 
 “Did  I  do  something  wrong,  Mom?” 
 “No,  not  at  all.  There  is  just  something  that  Evan’s  
mom and I have to tell you. Now it may seem a little strange at 
first,  but  it’s  nothing  to  get  upset  over.” 
 Joel expected the worst, he always did. He caught sight 
of Evan, who looked perfectly calm, as if he already knew what 



their  mothers  needed  to  tell  them  wasn’t  bad  at  all.  This  
calmed Joel down for the moment. 
 His  mother  took  a  breath  then  began.  “Sharon  and  I  
have lived in this town for most of our lives. We grew up 
together as friends, and still talk on occasions. We have 
decided  that  it’s  time  you  boys  know  the  truth  about  who  you  
are.  There’s  no  easy  way  to  tell  you  this,  so  I’m  just  going  to  
come  out  and  say  it…  The  two  of  you  are  brothers,  well  half-
brothers.  You  have  the  same  father.  But  he’s  been  gone  for  a  
long  time,  and  this  is  the  reason  we  haven’t  mentioned  
anything  about  him  until  now.” 
 “I  hope  the  two  of  you  are  old  enough  to  understand  
this  and  accept  it,”  Evan’s  mother  spoke  for  the  first  time.  “We  
are  very  sorry  we  didn’t  tell  you  before,  but  we  didn’t  think  you  
would  be  ready  until  now,”  she  spoke  with  some  reserve  in  her  
voice. They both looked and sounded ashamed.  
 The mothers did not know how their sons were going to 
react to this, but there was no need for them to worry, because 
the boys just looked at one another and smiled. They were not 
at all surprised by this new information. In fact, they had both 
felt a deep-rooted connection all along; now they just knew 
exactly what it was. 
  
 Joel laughed as he remembered how nervous he had 
been at first. What strange times the two of them had shared 
together. Strange but great. He wanted everything to stay the 
same, he wanted to continue to grow old with his brother, but 
in the back of his mind he knew that death was on the horizon. 
He  didn’t  want  to  think  about  what  life  would  be  like  without  
Evan, so he continued to stare out the window at the rain and 
reminisce about the good times they had had together. 
  
 “Did  you  get  some  pussy  last  night?” 
 “Damn  straight,”  Joel  smirked. 
 “Was  it  good?” 



 “Better  than  you  could  believe.”  By  the  time  high  
school rolled around, they both fell under the spell of the 
opposite sex. They each had one or two steady girlfriends 
throughout these rough years, but they never let any girl come 
between  them.  If  they  weren’t  with  their  girlfriends,  they  were  
with one another, discussing life and their ladies.  
 “I  know.  I  didn’t  do  so  bad  myself  last  night.”  It  was  
funny how things worked between them; every time one of them 
did something, the other one unknowingly did something of the 
same nature. 
 “Oh,  yeah?” 
 “Yeah.”  This  time  Evan  smirked,  “Claire  and  I  finally  
sealed  the  deal,  and  it  was  good.  I’ll  tell  ya  what…  I  think  I  
found  my  calling.” 
 “I  know  exactly  what  you  mean.” 
 They certainly enjoyed their time together, but they 
weren’t  entirely  exclusive.  Every  now  and  then  they  made  an  
appearance at a party, although they never were very fond of 
drinking or smoking or social scenes. Despite this, they were 
both very well-liked by their peers due to their quiet and 
somewhat mysterious nature. 
 “You  know  a  lot  of  these  kids?”  Evan  asked  as  he  
sipped on his half-full beer can. 
 “Yeah,  most  of  them.”  Joel  had  his  arm  around  his  
girlfriend as he scanned the people around him. 
 “Yeah,  me  too.”  A  couple  kids  came  up  to  them  while  
they were sitting there with their girls. 
 “Joel  and  Evan,  right?”  one  of  the  kids  asked,  
obviously intoxicated. 
 “That  would  be  us…” 
 “You  guys  are  like  related  some  how,  aren’t  you?”  
another of the kids asked. 
 The  third  one  chimed  in,  “Man,  that  shit  is  fucking  
weird.  Man…”   

The brothers just looked at one another and smirked. 
There were a lot of different stories circulating the school 



about how they were related to one another. They never really 
told anybody the truth about it, so many of the stories got to be 
pretty imaginative. They got a couple of worthwhile laughs out 
of this. 
 
 Joel  started  crying.  He  cried  because  he  didn’t  want  the  
stories to stop. He wanted to grow old with his brother, to 
laugh and to cry with him. But he knew that Evan would be 
gone soon. It was only a matter of time. 
 He decided to try and get some rest, because he was 
going to visit his brother in the hospital the next day. As he laid 
down in his bed, he tried to think of some good thoughts so he 
wouldn’t  seem  so  miserable  in  the  morning.  He  wanted  to  
leave his brother with some positive feelings in mind. 
 With his head on the pillow and his eyes closed, he 
continued to listen to the rain outside. He thought about one of 
the last conversations he and his brother had shared. 
 
 “I’m  afraid,”  said  Joel.  He  always  went  to  his  brother  
for advice. Evan was definitely the more intelligent of the two. 
He had a wisdom that was far beyond his years. Joel on the 
other hand was probably a bit below average when it came to 
intelligence. He liked to learn, but he just never had the same 
understanding that Evan had. 
 “Afraid  of  what?”  Evan  asked. 
 “I’m  afraid  of  being  mediocre  my  whole  life.  I  want  to  
do something meaningful, I want to leave a lasting mark after 
I’m  gone.  I  fear  that  I  am  going  to  amount  to  nothing.” 
 “Don’t  say  that.  That’s  not  true.  You’re  going  to  do  
great  things,”  Evan  tried  to  comfort  his  brother,  but  he  did  it  
unconvincingly. 
 “No.”  Joel  spoke  softly  and  slowly,  “You are going to 
do great things. You are going to leave a mark in this world. 
You  have  the  mind  for  it.  Me,  I’m  going  to  wade  in  this  pool  of  
mediocrity  for  the  rest  of  my  life.”  Evan  didn’t  say  anything.  It  
was sad, but probably true. They both knew it. For once in his 



life Evan was at a loss for words to make his brother feel 
better.  Joel  continued,  “This  life  is  beyond  me.  I  just  wasn’t  
meant  for  it.” 
 All Evan could do was walk over to his brother and 
give  him  a  hug.  He  whispered  in  his  ear,  “Don’t  say  that. 
Everything  is  going  to  be  just  fine.”  His  words  didn’t  convince  
either one of them. 
 
 The  next  morning  Joel’s  mother  knocked  on  his  door  to  
wake him up. There was no answer. She opened the door to 
find Joel lying in a pool of his own blood. She screamed. She 
phoned an ambulance despite her frantic state. They arrived 
within minutes to bring him to the hospital. It was already too 
late by the time they pulled up to the emergency room.  
 The doctors, hardened by their constant exposure to 
dead bodies, saw this as an opportunity to save the life of 
someone else. They ripped his shirt down the middle in order 
to cut him open. They were going after his liver. As they did 
this  a  note  fell  from  Joel’s  shirt  pocket.  A  doctor  noticed  the  
piece of paper and picked it up. It simply read: 
  

For you, my brother. I love you more than life. 
      

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

a deep sadness gives way to a light hearted circus joke 





guerilla war games 
by sophia night 

   
When asked about revolution, a famous general once 

replied,  “I  get  a  childlike  giddiness  whenever  I  destroy  things  
to  make  them  better.” 
 

setting - Orwellian style 
 

"Your attention please," buzzes a voice over a speaker. 
"We have just been informed that a peaceful coup has wrested 
control the world over. We are unable to identify the group 
heading the sabotage,but we will keep you informed." 

"Wait, that doesn't make sense," a crusty eyed man 
blurts out.The people around look at him kinda funnylike. 

"How come?" someone finally chimes in. 
"If control has been wrested, there must be someone 

doing the wresting. Right?" 
"Huh?" 
"Okay, look at it this — 
"Your attention please," the loudspeaker cuts in. "We 

have infiltrated your minds. As the subconscious bubbles up 
into the waking world, creativity will soon ensue." 

"What’s  that  — 
A train clips her words right out of the air. The doors 

open and passengers get off and on. Molly finds a comfortable 
space. She looks around at all the crazies on the train, all 
hooked up to their wire devices. What a world, she thinks, 
where people concentrate on the electricity streaming through 
their beings rather than the breaths. I wonder what he's 
listening to? 

She wanders over to inspect his fancy iPhone, then 
snakes her way up the white wires into his ears. His ears give 
her a start, so big they swallow up the plugs. Silly monkey, she 
smiles, so much for evolution. 



The train stops and she gets off. On her way out, she 
slaps the man's forehead, right on his third eye, "Wake up," she 
says. The man looks baffled. Dumb bitch, he thinks. What was 
that for? He looks around to see if anyone noticed. Nope, not a 
soul. He breathes a sigh of relief. 

At the next stop he steps off. His thoughts keep 
returning to that girl, replaying the earlier incident, then 
recreating how it went down. 

"Piss off," he says, taking his earphones out. She 
giggles and runs off the train. He gets up and walks after her. 
She has a nice swing to her step. His mind drifts off in fantasy. 

"You like that?" He growls, grabbing her ass, digging 
his nails into her. She lets out a gasping moan. "That's... 
fucking... right," each word punctuated by a smacking thrust. 
I'll teach you some manners, rebellious bitch telling me to-  

"Wake up," she says. 
"Huh?" he wakes, startled. 
"Nightmare?" she asks. 
"No, I was just about to get off, then you woke me up," 

he shrugs grumpily. 
She winks at him, "Well I got mine." 
"Oh did you now?" he smiles. They get out of bed, strip 

down and hop in the shower. They soap up, dry off and dress. 
They head out to tend to their gardens all over the city, 
wherever they find someopen earth. One man noticed their 
ganja plants, "You can't plant that there, that's against the law." 

"Are you the law?" Molly asks. 
"No," he says meekly, then, regaining confidence adds, 

"But I could tell someone." 
"That's fine, my friend." 
"You're not scared?" 
"We're homegrown guerillas," she smiles. 
"Is that all you do, plant plants you're not supposed to?" 
"No, no," she laughs, "we slink through your dreams 

when  you  sleep  in  the  dark.” 



He looks at her a bit bewildered. "Oh, okay," he laughs 
off his confusion. Fucking wackjobs, he thinks and wanders 
off. 

"You think he'll bite?" she asks her man. 
"I don't know. What was that "I could tell on you" shit 

all about? He didn't seem like the rattype." 
"Don't know. I'm sure we'll be seeing him again though, 

he had a little twinkle in his eye everytime he looked at her," 
she giggles, pointing at the ganja. 
  
 The guy slouches away from the self-proclaimed rebels. 
What a bunch of queers, he jaunts to himself, homegrown 
revolution, that shit is laughable. And fucking slinking through 
dreams, aw god, that shit is too good. He laughs in circles 
down the street. 
 Dizzying, he stops to catch the ground. He pulls his 
backpack off his shoulder and grabs a beer from it. He chugs 
the beer, pisses in the bottle and chucks it through a window. 
Fucking punks, he chuckles. 
 Walking along, he asks himself, what can I do now? He 
never cares much for decision making ahead of time, so he 
continues down the same road, only turning when an energy 
draws him that way. A truly go with flow type character, 
thoughts  somehow  eluding  his  mind,  he’s  able  to  walk  to  a  
rhythm without any interruption, passing people as though they 
were shadows from a strange world.  
 He pops back a mushroom cap and envisions the couple 
from earlier. 
 “See?  I  told  you  that  son  of  a  bitch  would  be  back.  He  
picked  all  the  buds  from  these  plants.” 
 “Yeah,  but  he  left  us  a  little  surprise  in  return,”  he  
points at the patches of mushrooms scattered about. They catch 
a giggle as though butterflies were tickling their insides. 
 “Oh  my,”  she  gasps,  trying  to  regain  her  breath.  “You  
think  they’re  the  magic  kind?” 
 “I  guess  we  gotta  try  them  to  know  for  sure.”   



 By  the  time  his  words  reach  her,  she’s  already  picking 
the bigger ones, then, tossing them up into the air, she catches 
the toadstools as if they were raindrops. 
 “Mmm,”  she  savors  the  funny  fungi,  “let’s  be  pirates  
and  raid  other  gardens.” 
 “Aye,  aye  captain,”  he  salutes  and  they  set  sail  for  the  
day’s  adventure. 

  



 

 





savant-garde 
by hot sizzle 

 
keepin it funky and twisted, 

like a spliff of that icky sticky 
 

 After blunts of smoking, the city-dwellers slowly fade 
into a starry scape of linguistic inconsistencies. Playing with 
words, edgingon political incorrectness and straight up 
rudeness, ignorance laughs and laughs and laughs, because 
nobody gives a flying fuck. 

Soon, the munchies kick in and we speed down steps, 
roll down a hill and guffaw  in  the  street.  We’re  off  to find some 
food. 
 We walk into Savant Project, a bar for deviants, misfits 
and  miscreants  alike.  We  find  a  table  in  the  backyard.  “What,  
are  we  in  the  orient?”  Fences  of  bamboo  surround  us,  ivy  
grows through the cracks and over the top. We nestle into our 
seats. 
 “What  up,  plaayas?”  The waiter swaggers over, he 
jokes  again,  “Oh  no!  Our  waiter  must  be  drunk…  and  stoned.”  
He proceeds to spit quick wit so abundantly that it turns to 
nonsense, but still having the effect of a lullaby, his banterings 
usher us into the word of absurdity. 
 “There’s  a  secret  menu,”  he  taunts.   
 Our  imaginations  jump,  sounds  enticing,  “Can  we  see  
it?” 
 “No,”  his  look  says  idiot,  “it’s  in  my  head,”  he  points  to  
his  mind.  “It’s  a  meal  with  a  drink.” 
 “Well,  what’s  in  it?” 
 “I  told  you,  it’s  a  secret.” 
 “No  hints?” 
 He switches to a dignified British  accent,  “Some  
describe  it  as  nectar  and  ambrosia.”   
 “Sold,  we’ll  take  it.” 



 “Okay,  I’ll  be  right  back,”  from  table  to  table  he  hip  
hops  like  a  beat  boy  poet,  then  he’s  off  to  conjure  up  our  meals. 
 As we wait, we chatter like children, the excitement for 
our mystery meal takes hold. We fling jokes back and forth, 
tossing our words as though they were rocks from our 
slingshots. 
 “Ow  man!  That  shit  hurts!” 
 “Oh  come  on!  I’m  just  kidding.  Remember,  sticks  and  
stones will— 
 “Yeah,  shut  the  fuck  up.” 
 The  waiter  hurries  back  with  a  round  of  shots.  “On  me,”  
he  says,  gulping  one  down.  “Cheers.”  He  treats  every  table  
with  the  same  kindness.  He’s  hammered.  The  next  time  he  
appears,  he  has  our  meals.  “Hey!  No  smoking  back  here.  Ah,  
I’m  just  kiddin,  I  don’t  care  if  you  smoke.” 
 He’s  really hammered.  “Dude,  no  one’s  smoking.” 
 “Fuck,  what!?  Enjoy  bitches.”  He  twists  his  face  and  
turns  to  the  rest  of  the  people.  “Excuse  me,  folks.  Yes,  can  I  
have your attention? Due to a city ordinance, we have to ask 
you  to  vacate  the  patio  in  half  an  hour.  But  don’t  worry,  there’s  
plenty  of  room  and  music  inside.  Okay,  that’s  it.”   
 “What’s  that  shit  all  about?” 
 “People  live  above  the  bar,”  he  points  to  the  deck  
upstairs.  “Not  allowed  to  disturb  the  peace…  or  something.  
They  called  the  cops  last  night.” 
 “Fuck  that. You live  above  a  bar,  what  do  you  expect?” 
 The waiter gets a glint in his eye. Inspired, he climbs a 
support column and like an ape he’s  on  the  deck  in  no  time.  
“Hey  fuckers!”  he  bangs  on  the door and pees on the knob, 
“Come  on  out,  fuckers!” 
 “He’s  yammered,”  someone  laughs. 
 “Is  this  actually  happening?”  someone  else  is  stunned  
into disbelief. 
 “Hey!  Get  down  from  there,”  the  owner  of  the  bar  
comes  out,  “What  did  I  tell  you  about  doing  that  shit?” 



 The waiter climbs down, his head held low. The boss 
walks over and strangles him. When he looks ready to enter 
blackness, the boss lets go. Gasping for a breath, the waiter 
takes in too much too soon and spews chunks, spraying juices 
everywhere. 
 “What  is  this, a Gallagher show? The front row should 
have  been  given  plastic  covers!” 
 “Disgusting!”  Some  people  wipe  vomit  from  their  
bodies, others applaud furiously, hoping for an encore. 
 “I’m  sorry  folks,”  the  boss  apologizes,  “but  we’re  
gonna have to  charge  you  for  that,  there’s  a  lot  of  alcohol  in  
there,”  he  points  to  unwiped  throw  up,  slowly  seeping  into  their  
porous skin. 
 “Is  this  really  happening?” 
 A jazz trumpet, wandering out from the inside, rips us 
from the grotesque show taking place. We tumble float with 
the notes, following them closer to their source. 
 “Ahhhh,”  we  lean  back  on  a  banister  and  the  upright  
bass gives us a cushion. Much better than that strange brew the 
waiter produced. Ugh, how awful! Our noses grimace as we 
recall the smell. But then the memory gets dragged 
downstream by the musical current, and we are purring once 
more, so satisfied by the sound. 



  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 





mindful sabotage 
by dick richey 

 
Traveling through the contours of his body, Frederick 

expels a word, like a burp,  but  not  nearly  as  smelly,  “Hello.” 
 “Oh  hello!  So  nice  of  you  to  join  us!”  The  woman,  
Maggie, is overly excited. 
 “Yes,  I’m  sorry  it’s  taken me such a long time to come 
out,  but  here  I  am.” 
 “Very  nice.  Shall  we  begin?”  People  nod  their  heads  in  
unison. “Very  good.  Now,  as  you  all  know,  this  is  Frederick.  
We’ve  been  eyeing  you  for  some  time  now,  Frederick,  trying  
over  and  over  to  bring  you  into  our  group.” 
 He  blushes,  “So,  you  really  had  cameras  on  me  the  
whole  time?” 
 “Yes,  silly,”  she  slaps  his  arm  softly,  “how  do  you  think  
we  know  so  much  about  you?”  The  circle  laughs  as  one  person  
squeaks,  “You  masturbate  a  lot.” 
 “Yes,”  the  lady  who  leads  shoots  the  commentator  an  
evil  eye.  She  continues,  “It’s  all  out  in  the  open,  as  though  
you’ve  been  turned  inside out. What you thought was private is 
actually  public.” 
 “Huh…” 
 “Yes,  there’s  no  place  to  hide  these  days.” 
 “Well  now  that  I’m  here,  what  is  it  that  you  want  from  
me?” 
 “Your  soul,  you  silly  goose.” 
 “My  soul?”  he  lets  out  a  confused  noise  trimmed  by a 
bit of laughter.  
 “And  how  do  you  plan  to  take…  my  soul?” 
 “Well,  it’s  not  like  we’re  going  to  extract  it  from  you,  
so    there  won’t  be  any  physical  pain,  but  we  will  systematically  
condition you, then condition your condition and condition that 
condition…”  she  trails  off,  eyeing  her  nails. 
 “Wait.  I’m  confused.” 
 “Exactly.” 



 “Exactly?”  but  his  thoughts  move  on,  “Is  this  some  sort  
of  cult?” 
 “Ohh,  cult  is  such  a  dirty  word.  We  don’t  like  to  use  
that  around  here,  do  we?”  The  people,  who  are  looking  more 
and  more  like  living  manikins,  all  shake  their  heads.  “We  
prefer the word culture.  It  has  a  better  ring  to  it,  doesn’t  it?”  
she smiles. 
 Frederick notices, for the first time, the drab feeling in 
the air, the white walls and the uniformlike suits everyone is 
wearing. Brown and blue and black. Man, I see more colors in 
my dreams, he thinks, I gotta get outta here. 
 “You’re  not  going  anywhere,”  she  states  bluntly. 
 “Excuse  me?”  his  eyes  flash  paranoialy. 
 “I  saw  that  look  on  your  face.  Everyone  gets  that  look 
at  first,  but  it’s  okay,  I  promise.  Once  you  adopt  our  mindset  
you’ll  be  happy  as  a  clam.” 
 He  begins  to  whine  like  a  child,  “But  I  don’t  wanna  be  
a  clam,  I  don’t  wanna  be  another  catchphrase,  another  cliché.”  
He  pauses,  thinks,  and  out  loud  says,  “This  can’t  be  real.” 
 “Oh  I  assure  you,  this  is  most  definitely  real.” 
 “No.  I  refuse  to  accept  this.” 
 “Well,  that’s  just  going  to  make  it  that  much  more  
difficult.  You  have  to  accept  the  facts  in  life,”  she  smiles  an  
empty  smile,  “you  have  to  come  to  terms  with  what’s  real.” 
 “But  I  don’t  wanna!”  His  whine  comes  to  a  peak,  “How  
come you get to define reality? Why are your facts the right 
facts?”  His  mind  speeds,  banging  into  wall  after  wall  like  a  
scared  little  pinball.  This  can’t  be  real,  this  can’t  be  real,  he 
tries to convince himself. 

But then something clicks. Of course this is real, he 
laughs,  this  is  very  real.  But  it’s  my  reality,  so  why  let  them  
make up all the rules? 

The woman detects a change in his demeanor, and she 
is frightened for the first time. As she stares at him, his shape 
and form take on a vague, mistlike appearance. Thinking her 



sight is growing hazy, she rubs her eyes. When she opens them, 
she’s  in  the  same  room,  but  now  it’s  just  her  and  him. 

“Where’d  everyone  go?”  panic  nestles  into  her being. 
“Shhh…  it’s  okay,  just  sit  for  a  minute  and  let  it  sink  

in.” 
“But  – 
“Accept  it,”  he  mocks  as  he  gets  up  to  leave. 
“How’d  this  happen?  I  don’t  – 
He slams the door on her sentence. She blinks and the 

room is full of people again, save Frederick. 
“What  happened?”  she  shrieks. 
The group members stare at her for a moment, then 

someone  speaks  up,  “The  two  of  you  stared  at  each  other  in  
silence  and  then  he  got  up  and  left.” 

“And  no  one  stopped  him?!” 
“We  take  orders  from  you  and  you watched him leave. 

You  even  said  goodbye,  have  a  nice  day.” 
“I  did  no  such  thing,”  she’s  horrified. 
The group suddenly sees her as a raving lunatic. She 

realizes this as well and tries to regain her composure. Keep it 
together, she thinks, accept it and move on. 

She gets out of her chair and heads for the door. What 
just happened? she cracks up in laughter. Oh my lord, what has 
gotten into me? 

 
Frederick walks down the street smiling. What just 

happened? He  lets  loose  a  chuckle.  Wow…  Culture?  They  
consider themselves to be the dictators of culture? There was 
no life in there, no love. It must have been a governmental 
agency, he decides, or some corporate hoo-ha’s.     



  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

a strange brew indeed 



  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

spread the love 
 

from a sleep so deep in public streets, 
a yawn like a lion silently yells, 

 
wild humans! 

free your hearts from the confines of mindlines 
and embrace your madness for life! 
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last words 
by a dying old man 

 
 I am 84 years old, or 85, maybe older, maybe younger; 
it  bears  no  significance.  I  live  alone,  not  to  say  I’m  lonely.  I  
have no surviving family, friends, acquaintances, nobody. They 
are all dead, passed away, on to the next life. 
 My mind is still sharp, I think, but my body is giving up 
on me. My knees are weak, my back aches, my neck is stiff, 
my  arms  are  strings  that  flap  in  the  wind.  It’s  difficult  for  me  to  
walk down the street to buy groceries; one trip a week exhausts 
me, condemns me to my bed for days. 
 I sleep sporadically throughout the day and night, 
waking up every 3 or 4 hours only to stay up for 3 or 4 hours, 
and the cycle continues. My shades are always down, which 
leaves  me  unsure  of  whether  it’s  night  or  day,  dark  or  bright. 
 When I am awake, I read, listen to music or write the 
first words which enter into my mind. My thoughts are 
uninteresting  and  undeniably  boring.  I’ve  found  ways  to  stifle  
any thoughts of the future, but, on occasions, unwelcome 
fantasies of that life sneak, creep, slip their way into my mind; 
for I am only human. For the most part, I live in a world of the 
mystical; my mind is devoted to stories, music, and dreams, 
which come to visit me every night and day. 
 Structured time no longer holds its spell on me. Days, 
months, years come and go, slipping beneath my radar. I 
couldn’t  tell  you  if  it  was  Tuesday  or  Sunday  or  the  4th or the 
22nd. My life continues to be lived hour to hour, the minutes 
blending into one another like the shades of a watercolor 
painting. Sometimes the minutes go by slowly, other times they 
move quickly, weaving in and out of my conscious mind like a 
snake slipping in and out of the tall blades of grass. 
 As I said before, I live alone, not to be confused with 
living  in  loneliness.  I  don’t  need  or  yearn  for  people  to  
converse  with;;  I’ve  known every type of person in my life, and 



the constant exposure to people has worn down the 
effectiveness of just talking to or connecting with them. 
 I talk to myself when I am not occupied by books or 
music or dreams. I talk to the birds and squirrels when I find 
myself outside. This may seem like a desperate cry for human 
contact, but, I assure you, it is not. Animals only listen; they do 
not  judge  or  sympathize  or  offer  me  opinions  I  don’t  want  to  
hear. 
 All I am doing is passing time, existing, waiting; 
waiting to die, to pass on, to feel the sweet, comforting 
embrace  of  death’s  hand.  I  am  ready  for  the  end,  I  am  not  
scared or afraid, truly, I am at peace; I welcome my end with 
open arms. I can feel death breathing down my neck, 
whispering to me, taunting me, teasing me. 
 Hope  plays  less  and  less  of  a  role  in  my  life;;  it  isn’t  the  
motive  for  enduring  the  hardships  that  life  has  to  offer,  it  isn’t  
the reason for waking up in the morning to see another day. 
The only hope I have is for a quiet, peaceful death.  
 When I find myself reflecting on life, I look at my 
twenties and remember thinking, Oh, how stupid and naïve you 
were in your teenage years. Then I look at my thirties and 
remember thinking, Oh, how stupid and naïve you were in your 
twenties. Then I look back on my forties, fifties, and so on and 
so forth, and remember having the same thoughts every time. 
Now, I look back on my entire life and the same phrase comes 
to mind, Oh,  how  stupid  and  naïve  you’ve  been  your  entire  life. 
 I wonder what I will think when I am reflecting on my 
life  from  death’s  perspective?  I  wonder  if  I  will  think  at  all?  
Soon  enough  I  will  know,  or  perhaps  I  won’t.  Who’s  to  tell? 
 Someone,  somewhere  once  said,  “What  I  know  is  not  
God;;  what  I  know  not  is  God.”  And  only  after  having  lived a 
lifetime believing that I know something of importance have I 
come to understand and accept that I know nothing at all. We 
know  nothing,  about  life,  about  death.  It’s  absurd  really;;  
thrown into an existence with no instructions, directions, 



advice for what is right or wrong. We just make it all up. What 
does  this  matter?  It  doesn’t  really,  but…  it  could. 
 
 The other day I bought some heroin on a whim. 
Although my life has been full of numerous amounts of drugs 
and  alcohol,  I’ve  never  had  the  pleasure of this one. With death 
so close at hand, I figured, why not? 
 The syringe appears to be right at home gripped in my 
wiry, cigarette-stained fingers, and the belt tied tightly around 
my flimsy bicep reminds me of a noose snugly choking the 
neck of a small child. The veins on my forearm protrude out, 
begging to be struck by the steel needle. I choose one at 
random and inject the lethal serum. I close my eyes and let the 
drug swim through my system, allowing it to sweep over me 
entirely, engulfing me with its enchanting spell, overtaking and 
overpowering me like a massive wave crashing down, taking 
me under, surrounding me in the brilliant depths of the dark 
abyss of the sea. 
 As  if  by  magic,  Beethoven’s  9th Symphony manifests 
itself out of thin air! I sit back, eyes closed, and listen. The 
music flows majestically through the air into my body, 
speaking to me, it becomes a part of me. It vibrates my ears 
first, and like a high-speed train, it advances through the rest of 
me, hitting every possible stop on its journey. The violins 
dance with the other stringed instruments, playing childish 
games with one another; the horns and trumpets call out, 
slicing and ripping their way through the thin air, tugging at my 
heart-strings; the percussion roars with a crash-like thunder in 
the still night air, standing my arm hairs on end like soldiers 
called to attention; the flutes, clarinets, oboes, and other 
woodwinds prance about like children running through an open 
field free from worry and concern, giving in to their hearts 
deepest desires; altos, sopranos, tenors, and bass sing directly 
to me in a language I cannot decipher, but I am touched by the 
staggering brilliance of the unperturbed sounds; my heart races 
in beat with the music, my mind and body are at the beck and 



call of every radiating note! Tears of wet beauty stream down 
my face, forming rivers in the wrinkles of my skin; the beads 
of tears fall gracefully from my chin like an unimpeded 
waterfall, soaking my shirt with every heavenly droplet.  I 
cannot begin to describe the feelings and emotions that have 
just flooded into my heart like an overflowing river; language 
and words only fall short! I am one with the music; I am living, 
growing inside it like a baby maturing  in  her  mother’s  
nourishing womb, strengthened by every admittance of these 
divine sounds; God descends from the heavens and personally 
massages every ounce of my being, every part of my mind, 
body, and soul. Life surges through me! 
 My head floats amongst the clouds, while angels in 
white fly around me, smiling at me with immaculate lips and 
skin, beckoning me to come along, to follow their heavenly 
shapes. Have these elegant Valkyries come to bring me to 
God?  Is  this  truly  what  I’ve  been  waiting  for? Is this really 
death? I hope so, because it is uncontrollably passionate and 
wildly beautiful. 
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