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 When I was in seventh grade, I got a role in the school play. I was Moose, or Bull, or Bear or 
something; a star quarterback with a monosyllabic vocabulary. I played him like a mobster sidekick in 
a Warner Brothers cartoon, because when you are thirteen that is what you do.
 At that time in my life I had two friends. One had recently gone to private school - we lived 
down the street and only saw each other on weekends - and the other would move to Vermont the 
next year. I wasn't a great student until college, so I would routinely get into trouble with my teachers 
for what they perceived as a lack of effort. One particular teacher sent home a note informing my 
mother that I might not be worth the effort of educating. I never made a big deal of letting people know 
I was the reason he was fired; some of the more athletic kids thought he was a pretty cool guy, and I 
was already getting bullied enough as it was, because in the pantheon of adolescent stereotypes, I 
very closely resembled a loser.
 I could, of course, pretend to be a jock. I was larger than most of my classmates, the very trait 
that won me the role of Moose or Bull or Bear; a role surely coveted by some, if only because, as a 
star quarterback, he was constantly followed by a throng of cheerleaders, mostly played by attractive 
blonde girls who would sit around me and on me and cause my hormonal teenage mind much 
trepidation. I would concentrate on grunting my lines like a Moose or Bear or Bull, if not to stay in 
character than to keep this too-cool quarterback's voice from squeaking like a rusty swing in the 
wind.
 Years later, I would run the improv group at my school. There was a local tragedy, involving a 
former student and a bout of cancer, after which the student's college buddies decided to put together 
a charity improv show, with the proceeds going to cancer research or something. We were invited to 
perform, but only after coaching from the leader of the event. At some point it came up that I was 
accepted to a college, and hoped to study film; a coincidence indeed, as he knew the head of the film 
program personally and, by strange twist of fate, he would be at the show. Would I like to meet him?
 My first impression of Jay was that he was a mad genius. He'd had a handful of films to his 
name, and he was happy to meet a new young mind. He told me the same thing months later, during 
the first class I took with him, before I reminded him we'd already met, to which he shrugged and 
muttered, "Of course...!" He didn't look anyone in the eye without looking at everyone, 
simultaneously, a feat that can only be accomplished with his gentle lifestyle of making a film career 
in Vermont and having lived through the hippy period in Vermont. The man told a lot of stories that 
began and ended in a haze of burning green and purple, and the people who were still enthralled by 
them at the end of the semester got the privilege of working on his next film for free.
 I only saw him once more after my first semester, in the dining hall, discussing something at 
length with his sycophantic assistant, a Junior who once accidentally praised The Godfather before 
remembering, horrified, that it wasn't French. I was transferring to another school, but I approached 
them and thanked Jay for the influence he'd had on both my life and academic career. He smiled, 
looking at me and through me, trying to remember who I was.

Evan Wins The Day
By Evan Hatten



 I wonder what he saw when he looked at me. I'll never know whether he was trying to 
remember my name or if he simply didn't recognize me. I had to pretend I wasn't disappointed, 
that I was just a dumb jock who couldn't pick up from his facial expressions that he had no idea 
who was talking to him. Moose or Bull or Bear wouldn't have known; he'd have simply trudged 
on with his life, oblivious to the insult if it even penetrated his thick barrier of cheerleaders.
 One day, when the play's director called "cut!", I was left to sit stage right in the middle of 
my usual haze of preteen girls. One of the smaller ones, sitting on my lap, turned to me and 
made the only direct comment any of them would make to me:
 "Don't worry, we don't really like you. We're only pretending."
 I knew that, of course. It got pretty easy to figure out when they would discuss who in the 
play was cute while I sat right there. But I guess you can't act like you're something you're not, 
because people will pick up on it pretty easily. You can't just pretend to be a good teacher if you 
just want to seem cool to a bunch of kids, just like you can't pretend you don't like The 
Godfather even though you think the only cultured opinion to have is to hate any film that came 
out of Hollywood. I couldn't convince anyone I was popular any more than I could convince this 
girl that she wanted to be around me.
 I don't know who that girl grew up to be. Maybe she's very successful. Maybe her dreams 
came true. Or maybe they didn't; maybe she's working a job she doesn't like, living with a man 
she doesn't love, hanging out with friends who don't respect her. Maybe she's satisfied. Maybe 
she's not. Maybe she's pretending.



broken record
By Nick Jones

 

I was a human.
I was cool as fucking shit, man.

I was known around town for saying, “fuck that.”
 

I didn’t consume.
I created!

 
I didn’t jack off into a left hand napkin.

I let nature take its course,
then wiped it on my sheets.

 
I had a television,
but I don’t anymore.
I love to tell people that.

 



January 8; Approx 2:13 a.m.

Can't sleep. Average amount of sleep each night now reaching a peak of three hours. 
Not much more than that. I've completely supplemented my coffee intake with 
straight bourbon at this point. So many months of remaining clean and the most 
recent gig has destroyed all I've worked for. Susan is going to be down here in a 
month if this keeps up, no doubt about that. She was my saving grace once, but I 
doubt you can be pulled from Hell's greasy fingers twice. Anyway, it's been almost 
three months now since the Riddle Sticks thing opened, and I have no idea what the 
hell is going on anymore. Truth be told, it wasn't this case that drove me back to the 
bottle. I'd be lying to myself (and looking this back over, I just did), if I said I hadn't 
fallen off the wagon a week before that shit owner of Riddle Sticks called me. The 
situation that day brought me close to vomiting. Of course, I was more hungover 
than I'd been in six months that day too.'

January 16; 4:09 p.m.

Somehow managed to spill a glass of Seagram's on this journal. As I jot away, I'm 
trudging the ballpoint through a murky dried puddle of a brown stain. The cover is 
completely destroyed. Glad I'm only using a legal pad at this point and not some high-
end Moleskine bullshit journal. Doesn't matter anyway. Woke up on the floor, 
thinking I was back in the apartment. Jilly, it felt, was right there next to me, 
asleep, almost spooning with me, as gross as that sounds. Not many who can say 
they've spooned with their dogs, but shit, we used to. Now it's just me, awake on the 
cold floor of a small pre-fab home I only got through a settlement. Unbelievable. 
That's how it is these days. "Hey, dick, so, here's some cash to make you feel better." 
Some folks think that's how it goes, and so on. 
	 Not much progress as of late on the R.S. deal. Keep going over my notes again 
and again. I've been to the scene at least twice a week now for the last three months, 
always after hours so as not to raise suspicion. That's at the request of fine-tooth 
combed dickhead Phil the owner. His head must be filled with a gallon of lobster jizz 
if he thinks that poor lady hasn't spread the word yet. No sense in rubbing salt in an 
open wound, though, I suppose. I was there this morning, around six or so, looking at 
the area. Then the headache came on as I looked at the door, which still had a dent in 
it from when these dick bags belted it open with a hammer before shooting up like 
Christmas-Eve kiddies in the ball pit, laughing, smiling, probably close enough to 
fucking they were so high, and leaving their remnants behind for that poor boy to 
benefit from. He's still in a coma, too.

From The Notes of Hank Applecock
By Matt Perkins



January 19; 6:32 a.m.

Something strange is going on now, no idea what. Odd memories and strange dreams 
floating up, though I'm having trouble now figuring out if they're dreams OR memories. 
The reality of the dreams seems too real to be fake, and yet the memories seem so odd and 
ridiculous to be real. My paranoia and guilt have been getting the better of me. Note to 
self: no more shots as night caps. The liquid is filling my brain with anxiety and I don't 
have the physical wherewithal to withstand it. My eye lids have been itching for days, and 
I seem to have some kind of rash on the inside of my thigh by my crotch. Sarah, I know it 
was her. That cunt told me she was fine, and now look at me. It's probably crabs. I'll check 
it out in the a.m. I've seen the doctor twice this month now after tomorrow. The first time 
was right after New Year's, when I was sure I developed a hiatal hernia. Found out it was 
just aggressive indigestion and he gave me a week's supply of omeprazole. Now I'm going 
to have to face the embarrassment that I have crabs. Shit, these fucking dreams! What the 
hell, why so vivid and translucent? Phil has been on my ass for days now, wondering 
where the fuck the results are, why I haven't found a lead. I told him I'm working on it, 
but I know he could smell the bourbon. I reek of it now, it's emitting from my pores the 
way breath emits from the mouth upon walking into a blizzard from a warm abode. 
Steaming and expelling, gaseous, just emitting out of me.

February 1; noon

I hit a guy today. Walking out of the grocery with an overstuffed bag of food – my first 
supply since around Martin Luther King Day. I’ve been running off of fumes, mostly 
created by the burning digestion of bread and whiskey. I’ve lost a lot of weight, probably 
close to twenty pounds now. Doctor laughed when I mentioned crabs a few weeks ago. Said 
it was from not wearing fresh underwear. When he mentioned it a thought struck me: I 
hadn’t changed my clothes in almost a week. No wonder I stunk of booze. Phil has 
threatened to cut my pay in half unless I deliver a lead or some kind of tangible evidence 
that I know what happened and who caused it. The boy is still in the coma, though I’ve 
heard he’s expected to come out of it soon. Amazing that morphine could have an effect on 
such a boy. But it did. What’s worse, I can’t even tell Phil about the lead that I have, 
because I haven’t come to realize that it even is a lead at this point. I’ve been through it 
over and over again and there’s no way it holds water, and I’m not going to throw it at him 
if it doesn’t. One thing is for sure – something is about to crash down on someone. I could 
be fucked here.



Oh sneaker book store, bring me something once more.
Trodden chucks and squishy toes, the broke down palace freely flows.

Easy comes, it easy goes, the breeze of life will let you know.

The things in which we learn to grow affect your heart, your thoughts, your 
goals.

A clear muddy mindset cradles you with care, not to let you bring your 
mouth to a breath of air.

So, as your broken reading quite content, the words will grab your mental 
mind and start on the descent. Down the chilly corridor, along the icy 

falls, over pencils, broomsticks bend with feathers Oh-Kee-Pah.

It seems you clean up nicely once you’ve cried yourself to sleep. The growth 

begins, the change occurs, these gears begin to creep. The timing’s off the 
rocker’s tipped, it overflowed, and all the words come spewing out of faucets 

left on cold.

Uncle G.



 Anna first fell in love at the age of fourteen; she felt her heart splinter into an evil game of pick up 
sticks two years later when Phish broke up with their fans, and each other. She never stopped believing in 
them though, and after five years of picking up on possible hints of a reunion, it finally paid off.  
 Her blond dreads hung long and loose, nearly sweeping away her Birkenstock footprints in the dirt as 
she bent down to pick up a piece of glass.  
 “Here, babe,” Jay said, then held out his hand and dumped its contents into Anna’s patchwork purse. 
His blue, starry eyes smiled at her before returning to the ground.
 It was the second night of Phall Tour ’09, and the back corner of Shakedown Street was a freshly 
paved graveyard of glasswork that had been smashed by the Albany police officers the night before. Before 
the show started, Anna and Jay were salvaging what pieces they could to smooth down into dread beads to 
sell at Shakedown the next night in Portland, in order to make enough money to get home.  
 “You guys wanna smoke?” 
 Anna looked up to find herself face to face with a burly, red-faced, fully-bearded, 30-something 
wookie (someone whose sole purpose in life is selling enough veggie burritos, garlic grilled cheese, or bottled 
waters to follow their jam band of choice to the next venue, leaving little to no time for bathing or shaving). 
She looked up, and her internal police radar registered immediately: 
 Seven cops within fifty feet: At 3 o’clock - two on foot taking orders from one on horseback, 12 o’clock - 
two on bike have put down their kickstands and are confabulating, 9 o’clock - two more point at a curious 
looking group.  
 It’s much easier to spot them, Anna realizes, in this parking lot teeming with thousands of hippies, 
wookies, and spunions (tripping hippies). Jay notices her nerves rising.
 “Thanks man, but I think we’re all set for now,” he admits. The big man looks up, he had plopped 
himself on someone’s tailgate and had already started packing his pipe.  
 “Oh... alright,” he seemed disappointed. 
 “Maybe in a little bit? I mean, we’re pretty baked already,” Anna made up an excuse. This guy 
seemed fragile, and was on something for sure.  
 “Rule  #1,” she whispers to Jay, being sure to make eye contact. The two of them had made a list of 
rules, contrived of quotes from Fear and Loathing, that they could use to communicate when they saw 
problems or opportunities arising. 
 Jay remembered easily: 

“One of the things you learn from years of dealing with drug people, is that you can turn your back on a person, 
but never turn your back on a drug.”  
 
This guy seemed harmless to Jay, but he nodded to let Anna know that he wouldn’t let anything happen to 
her.
 “Really?! Alright!” the wookie exclaimed. Something in his face went soft. “I’m Scott, who are you?”  
His dream-dazed eyes settled on Anna’s simple, beautiful face.
 “I’m Anna, and this is my boyfriend, Jay,” she said, wiping her hand off on her flowing bohemian 
skirt, then offered it to Scott, who looked at it sheepishly.
 “Can I have a hug? A group hug?” he asked, gently. The couple smiled and obliged. “Hey, have you 
ever seen a million dinosaurs?” 
 Anna and Jay exchanged a knowing smile. By this point in the night, they’d be lucky to engage in 
anything other than ridiculous conversation.
 “Can’t say that I have, man. Have you?” Jay instigated.   

Spin Spine Spun

By Brittany Ross



 “I saw Lady Gaga at the bakery about ten minutes ago, but I see her on TV all the time. When’s the 
last time you saw a million dinosaurs on TV? I never have. But I heard ‘em. Last night, when we were all at 
the show.” Scott looked at them closely, as though he were reading their auras, gathering their vibes.
 “But you didn’t see them? How do you know they were dinosaurs?” Anna implored. She felt safer 
now. Scott just wanted someone to talk to him.  
 “Oh, they were dinosaurs alright. They were slappin’ at the building, trying to take it down with 
their tails. They were trying to get in and see my girlfriend,” Scott said.
 Rule #3:

“Drug reasoning. The rhythms were brutally clear - and, to him, they made excellent sense.” 

Anna caught Jay’s smile as he made sure she saw his hand was holding out three fingers.
 “Oh... word?” Jay smirked a childish grin, loving where the conversation was going. “Where’s your 
girlfriend now?”
 “Probably backstage doing something wild, something I’d much rather be doing... no offense of 
course,” he added the last part quickly, as if he was afraid of losing our approval.
 “None taken,” Anna and Jay agreed. They were starting to have fun with this.  
 “Do you guys have floor seats tonight?” An eager look of excitement swallowed his nervous stare. “I 
wanna get down there, I wanna watch my girlfriend go crazy. Did you see her last night? Up on stage? 
UNBELIEVABLE!”  The volume and pitch of Scott’s voice rose with each question he asked. 
 Jay and Anna stifled their giggles, they didn’t want to upset him. There hadn’t been a single woman 
on stage last night, just Trey, Mike, Fishman, and Page, the four male band members. What was this guy 
on: Molly? Acid? Boomers? Whatever it was had made him, hands down, the most curious, interesting 
character they had met on lot, and was providing entertainment for himself and whoever he came in contact 
with.  
 Scott carried on talking about dinosaurs while perpetually sneaking in stories about his girlfriend. 
As it got closer to show time, Anna noticed he was beginning to shiver.
 “Are you cold, Scott? I’m selling hats if you’d like one; they’re $15,”  Anna offered.
 “Really? Woah, yeah... but I only have $5 on me.”
 “Sold,” Anna said. She couldn’t just let the guy freeze, so she tossed him one of her Head-Ease 
winter hats that she’d made.
 “Oh wow, um, wanna come rob a bank with me? I’ll give you some more cash if you do." The way he 
asked seemed too nonchalant, like he wasn’t worried about the process at all.
 “Uh, no man, that’s cool. I can’t be getting into any trouble, but thanks...” Anna responded. Scott 
picked up on her nerves, and quickly explained himself.
 “I don’t mean really rob a bank. I have my mom’s debit card, and there’s an ATM down the street.”
 “Oh,” she looked at Jay for a second opinion, who nodded in approval. “Sure thing. I’ll be right 
back, baby.” 
 Jay smiled. He was proud of Anna for how cool she was being. He’d been to plenty of Phish shows, 
and the like, but this was her first and he didn’t know how she’d respond to the scene that surrounds it.
 Scott and Anna danced through the tables that were lining the lot, covered in handcrafted goods: 
hats, jewelry, crystal wraps, tie-dyes, batik shirts, Phish posters, crystal wraps, veggie burritos, grilled 
cheese, coffee.  Anything that could sell, would sell at Shakedown Street, and these vendors took full 
advantage of the spunions.  
 Once at the ATM, Anna watched as this 36-year old man took over $300 out of what he said was his 
mother’s bank account, but she wasn’t sure what to believe anymore.
 “How much more do you want for that hat?  Is $20 enough?”  Anna’s eyes showed her surprise.
 “That’s plenty, too much even.” He slipped her a $20, petty cash for him, it seemed. 
 “Thank you so much, you’re helping me get to Portland for tomorrow’s show!” 
 They started heading back, but not before Scott had a chance to hug a bum and stare into his soul as 
he asked the him what kind of dinosaur he would be. Anna could see Jay now, he had rejoined a group of 
their friends.



“I really want to grab your ass right now,” Scott’s voice interrupted Anna’s thoughts.
 “Woah, Scott. That’s kind of uncalled for." She remained gentle with him though, understanding 
that his knowledge of what was appropriate (or inappropriate) was a little skewed at the moment.
 “I know, I’m sorry,” he looked at the ground as he walked, “I’m just saying what I’m thinking. I 
need to filter a little better, I know.”
 “Apology accepted,” Anna said, smiling at him so he knew she wasn’t mad. As they approached Jay 
and the others, Scott immediately started talking, hugging, and meeting our friends, and making them his 
own.  
 “Scott, I was wondering...what’s you’re girlfriend’s name?” Jay asked, as though he had figured 
this out already. Scott looked up at him, smiling as though he’d been waiting for someone to ask that simple 
question.
 “Trey Anastastio,” he claimed so proudly. It all made sense now, and this guy was more spun than 
we knew; we doubted that Scott had ever even met Trey face to face, though we all understood his undying 
love for the man. 
 “I thought so. Well, it’s probably time we went and saw her play, wouldn’t you say?” Jay smirked.
 They all made their way down the street, where over 17,000 Phans waited to get into the Times 
Union Center. Scott got lost in the crowd, which was okay with Anna, who’d started to feel mentally 
infringed by him. She tugged on Jay’s sleeve, and whispered into his ear.
 “Rule #2, baby. So happy to be here with you.” 
 
“There was madness in any direction, at any hour. You could strike sparks anywhere. There was a fantastic 
universal sense that whatever we were doing was right, that we were winning.”



LIFE CONTINUES ON STEEZY STREET...
BY PAUL MARTIN

 “First things first,” Fred says, “we gotta hit up The Chemist.”
 “Who’s The Chemist?”
 “Gee, I dunno Bern,” Fred says as he crosses his eyes and knocks on his head. Bern half expects a hollow 
sound to come out, but is sadly disappointed.  “What does it sound like?”
 “Alright, dick,” Bernard mutters as they walk out of Fred’s house towards the short masonry wall 
separating the yard from the driveway. “Who’s car do you want to take?”
 “We can take mine,” Fred decides, then stops and thinks for a moment. “On second thought, maybe we 
should take yours,” he says, then hops down to the driveway off of the wall.
 “Why the sudden change of heart?”
 “No reason...my car’s just a little messy right now.”
 “Can’t be any worse than mine,” Bernard says. 
 Fred opens Bernard’s car door and a waterfall of assorted soda cans and coffee cups pours onto the 
driveway.
 “Holy shit. Okay, I guess we can take mine,” Fred says hesitantly, scampering to pick up the cans and 
cups that have now rolled down the driveway towards the trash bin, then jogs back and throws them into 
Bernard’s car.
 “Why did you do that?” Bernard asks.
 “Do what?”
 “You threw the trash back into my car.”
 “Yeah...”
 “They rolled right by the trash bin.”
 “Okay...”
 “Do I seriously have to spell this out for you?”
 “I think it’d be best that you did, rather than engage in this tense back and forth.”
 “You could have thrown those in the trash.”
 “No, I couldn’t have.”
 “Why not?”
 “Because I’m not a fuckin’ neanderthal, Bern. That shit needs to be recycled.”
 “Since when have you been a member of the Green Party?”
 “Since that boring ass Al Gore video. I figure it this way, if I just do all that shit he said to do, then I 
won’t have to watch another shitty movie of his. Watching him talk is like taking a visual dose of Nyquil.” Fred 
flicks his cigarette on the ground next to him.
 “You’re ridiculous,” Bernard says, shaking his head as he gets into Fred’s car.
 “What’s so ridiculous about that?” Fred stoops into the car and starts the engine.
 “The fact that you flicked a butt on the ground right after your little speech.”
 “Listen, Bern, it’s my goddamn driveway and I’ll do whatever I damn want to it. It’s already been 
littered anyways.”
 “Yeah, by you. Just now.”
 “No. The minute they poured mixed concrete onto the spot, it was littered,” Fred says as he hastily pulls 
out of the driveway, causing the tires to screech ever so slightly. “That’s what really taps my ass, man, is how 
you can get a fine for littering out on the highway and on the streets and shit...where’s their fine for littering, 
huh? Where’s their fine for cutting down all those trees and blasting through all that rock and laying out a hard 
lifeless substance all throughout the wilderness?”
 “They being who, exactly?”
 “Oh, Bern, come on...I think you know exactly who they are.  The universal Them...”



 “Guys in black suits and sunglasses?”
 “Yeah, something like that, but a lot less cliche and obvious. Anyways, my point is that we’re all slaves to 
the man.”
 “How did we arrive at that point?”
 “I don’t have time to get into this with you. Let’s save it for another time,” Fred says, which Bernard 
knows really means that he doesn’t have a good answer.
 Bernard looks around the car. There is a pine tree air freshener dangling from the rearview, and the 
floors look freshly vacuumed and shampooed.
 “Car looks nice,” Bernard says.
 “Thanks, just got it cleaned.”
 Bernard laughs. “You’re such a bastard.”
 “What?”
 “You wanted to take my car because you said your car was too dirty, but now you say you just got it 
cleaned.”
 “Yeah,” Fred laughs, “I just didn’t really want to take this car...”
 “Why?”
 “No reason really, just paranoia...”
 “Why would you be paranoid?”
 “I kinda got tailed while driving my car back from this guy’s place last time...”
 Bernard’s eyes twitch, and he tastes his heart on the back of his tongue. “Why the hell didn’t you 
mention that before we left?”
 “I don’t know, I didn’t think to...”
 “How could you let that slip your mind?!”
 “I just didn’t want to freak you out or anything.”
 “But this is worse! Now I’m really freaked out! Turn around, we’ll take my car!”
 “Alright, alright,” Fred says and pulls a U-turn in the middle of the road.
 “Jesus!”
 “Huh?”
 “What the fuck is the matter with you?  You don’t just pull U-turns like that!”
 “I don’t?”
 “No!”
 “What, is there like some kind of law against that?”
 “Yes!”
 “Hm...so what are we going to do about all those cans and cups in your car?”
 “Can’t we just toss them in your driveway? I thought it was ‘your driveway and you could do whatever 
you wanted with it.’”
 “That just happens to be so, Bern, but tell me this...why would I ever want to throw a bunch of trash all 
over my driveway?”
 “You mean recyclables?”
 “Recyca-what?”
 “Fred...sometimes I want to kill you.”
 “Thanks, bud. The feeling’s mutual,” Fred says as they pull back into his driveway. “I got a big garbage 
bag in the garage. We’ll fill that up and bring it with us, make a lil extra cash with those cans.”
 “I don’t think we really need it,” Bernard says and flashes his wad of bills. 
 “Oh yeah,” Fred says, “well then, I’ll just give it to a homeless person or something.”
 “You’re a charitable man, Fred.”
 “Yeah, I try,” Fred says as he cuts the engine and they exit the car.
 Bernard walks to his white Ford Taurus (secretly known to Bernard as the ‘White Stallion).
 “I’ll be right out,” Fred says as he walks back into his house.
 Bernard gets in the car, sparks up a joint and pops in night two of Phish New Years Miami ’10. He feels 
himself blissfully drifting away in sweet memories as he waits for Fred to drop The Huxtables off at the pool.



We stepped into the top-frozen snow with a thud
Sounding like a twig being snapped in a wet towel. 

I watched you lead the way with arrogant steps,
Never looking back at me or stopping along the way.

I straggled along stepping in your sunken shoe-prints;
A nuisance at your flank, useless in your eyes,

Like your human hunting with a duck, because the dogs 
Got distracted and roll around with slack faces.

I pause to stand on a rock on the bank
Of the frozen river to watch the water 

Flow under the thin ice. You call back for me 
To keep up. My apathy extends only to you now 

As the light snowfall melts onto my scalp 
and the blue jay’s perched motionless in the pine tree

watching the silent river with archaic eyes 
and wet ruffled feathers—and your gone.

You push forward towards an endless trail
And leave me in a comfortable silence, 

Petting the dumb dogs.  

DUMB DOGS
BY NICK 

ANTONOPOULOS



Why Iʼm Addicted To Chinese Food

By Bobby Martin

Ding!

The microwave went off in such an idiotic fashion. Ding. Really? I mean, my fucking food was done 
and all the thing could say was ding.

A disgrace, I thought to myself as I opened up the microwave to eat my three day old Chinese 
leftovers. The funny thing was, it wasnʼt even all from one meal. This was several Mandarin Taste 
visits combined into a wretched, yet needed, pile of MSG filled gunk.

I grabbed the sides of the plate with both hands and burned them. I didnʼt care. I knew that the first 
bite I bit off of a Rangoon would bite me too, but did I care? No. I ate accordingly. I ate it all in one 
bite and made sure I doused the rest in Duck sauce. This, this, is the true American way.

As I did this, my cat laid in a bed that looked more like a linen and pillow fortress. To the untrained 
eye, there was way more than some pussy under there. No, that was something to not awaken, 
especially when a plate full of Mandarin is staring at you.

Better than cocaine, I thought, as I wished I had cocaine.

Damn!

My brain went off in such an idiotic fashion. Damn. Really? I mean, I had been fucking clean for 
months and god damn chink food had to set me off?

Fuck it.

I poured a glass of Worcestershire sauce on three cubes of ice. Drank the whole thing. Washed it 
down with a piping hot crab Rangoon. Poured Worcestershire on three new cubes of ice. Repeat.

This was my life, and Annie The Cat had no idea I was staring at her, loving the Rangoons. What a 
narcissistic view. What reality.

I sat on the end of the bed and dipped each Rangoon into duck sauce while slowly sipping 
Worcestershire sauce.

The thing is, Iʼm really not weird. Iʼm pretty sure, at least. Of course, the Worcestershire thing is 
weird, but so is picking your nose and eating it. And I did that, too.

But I got over it! And I can get over this, too. Not the Rangoons. Just the Worcestershire.

I turned on the television to find a blue screen. I thought about playing Goldeneye, but instead I 
decided to write, which is what Iʼm doing now.

Hence, the present tense.

I turned on Goldeneye again, but turned it off immediately and went back to writing. No, I thought. 
This is how youʼll get through this.

Get through what? What was going on? Then I remembered, I wasnʼt on Earth at all. I was in space, 
traveling through the vacuums of time towards what humans normally call, what?

Sorry, I nodded off. That must have been Frank. Sometimes he comes in and has a word with my 
brain, convincing it certain aspects. Alas, that is my story.
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