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Because as my good friend Kathy Acker likes to say, ‘When they go low, we…(smiles)…we 

shove our fist up a defenseless Trout’s asshole.’
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#1 - Vietnam 

 

I’m afraid that once I start writing this I won’t be able to stop. 

I’ve spent the first five episodes of this PBS special ‘Ken Burns Presents Vietnam Brought To 

You By The Bank Of America And A Generous Donation From David J. Koch’ waiting to see a 

vet who reminds me of my dad. Who knows, maybe he’ll be in it? As I write this, my dad and I 

haven’t spoken in 15 years, but I was raised on Vietnam. In my early teens he started giving me 

endless books to read and taking me to see the glut of late-80’s Vietnam movies that crammed 
the theaters in the wake of Platoon’s box-office success. 

My dad spent most of 1968 and part of 1969 on a mountain northeast of DaNang that the US 

forces named Monkey Mountain. The Vietnamese call it sơn trà, which translates as ‘painted 

tea.’ And if you want to know why the decade-plus US intervention over there was a failure, 

arriving in a country and renaming ‘Painted Tea’ as ‘Monkey Mountain’ not only signifies that 

you’re there as imperialist aggressors intent on Vietnam’s continued existence as a western 

colony, it also signifies that you have no respect for their culture and no poetry in your soul . 

And at this point in Vietnam history, the people there were really, really sensitive about 

colonialism. So the US intervention, much like the past two decades of post-9/11 US 

interventions, was doomed from the start, and for pretty much the same reasons, i.e. it’s hard to 

win the hearts & minds of a native population when you’re simultaneously dropping bombs that 
scatter their hearts & minds all over the fucking ground. 

But then sometimes it seems like this country never learns anything. Or maybe it just doesn’t 

care. For a certain segment of the US population (wealthy, business-owning) Vietnam was a 

great war. They made shitloads of money without ever jeopardizing their own personal safety or 

the safety of their children. War, uh, what is it good for? It’s good for business motherfuckers. 
And don’t you ever forget it. 

It wasn’t very good for my dad though. He’d already experienced plenty of trauma before he ever 

set foot in Vietnam—alcoholic & abusive father, extreme poverty, etc.—but according to people 

who knew him well at the time, Vietnam kind of broke him. After he got back, he spent the early 

70’s telling my mom how she was going to come home one day and find his brains blown out. 

The VA told my mom there wasn’t anything they could do. Their marriage didn’t last. When I 

was 13 I chose to go and live with him b/c life with my mom had meant moving all the time, 
being shifted from relative to relative, and missing huge chunks of school. 

One of the most terrifying moments I’ve ever experienced inside a car is the ride home with my 

dad after going to see Hamburger Hill in the theater when I was 14. The movie itself isn’t 

anything special, but its story works pretty well as a metaphor for the war itself. The plot, based 

on a real-life battle, revolves around an army platoon fighting to capture a hill. They take on 

heavy losses (hence the hill’s name—again, imposed by the US), but eventually they triumph, 
only to be helicoptered out a week later. The pointlessness of the war is the point of the movie. 
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So we go to leave and my dad’s so pissed he can’t even speak. If I hadn’t followed him to the car, 

I’d have probably gotten left behind, but I jump in and he peels out of the parking lot. The whole 

way home my dad’s just slamming the car through stop signs and squealing tires. When he 

finally pulls into a parking space and stops so we can get dinner, he just sits there squeezing the 

life out of the steering wheel and panting like someone who just ran a marathon. He doesn’t look 

at me, or acknowledge my presence in any way. I have, at this point in my life, already learned 

not to say anything to my dad when he gets like this, to be very careful not to do anything to 
provoke him. 

He eventually got himself under control and managed to say, in a voice coming from somewhere 
far away, with a look in his eyes that I can only describe as terror, ‘Let’s get something to eat.’ 

I don’t remember what we talked about after that. 

So yeah, you bet your ass I was sitting there on the couch as the PBS series aired. And despite 

the fact that the series was seriously biased & seriously flawed, the footage was amazing, and the 

sad, slow inevitable tragedy as the US involvement began to unfold was moving & powerful & all 

those other critical pull-quote buzzwords. Still, I couldn’t get past how every veteran they 

interviewed appeared so calm & reasonable, as if every soldier who came home went on to 

become a writer, or a teacher. None of these men bore any resemblance to the Vietnam vets I 
have known. 

Then Ron Ferrizzi opened Epsiode 6, and my blood froze. In the scene, Ferrizzi has this 

handlebar moustache and these wild eyes and he’s talking about being a helicopter pilot, how 

you can float above everything and it makes you feel like god. Ferrizzi grew up in a blue -collar 

part of Philadelphia, so he doesn’t hold back as he talks. He describes how his job was to draw 

enemy fire, to ‘get shot at,’ in order for the enemy to reveal themselves . He tells us that as you’re 

getting shot at you have to scream as loud as you can to cover up the sound of the bullets 

exploding all around you. He starts off telling the story calmly, deliberately, but gets more 

animated as he continues. He starts jabbing with two fingers—his index & middle, extended like 

a child shooting his pretend gun—to get his point across the same way my dad used to jab his 

fingers into my chest to get his point across. A narrator interrupts to give us some information & 

statistics about Vietnam helicopters, pronouncing the word ‘sorties’ with a weird emphasis on 

the second syllable, you can hear the click against his teeth as he clearly enunciates the ‘t’ in a 

way I’ve never heard before. The documentary then returns to Ferrizzi, telling a story about 

returning to his base after being shot at and how there’s a woman standing there, a reporter, a 

‘beautiful woman.’ Ferrizzi emphasizes that she has round eyes, which is a strange illuminating 

detail he repeats twice and has haunted me as much as anything else in his story. Ferrizzi knows 

the description will make people uncomfortable, the unspoken corollary being that her eyes are 

not like the Vietnamese, whose eyes are slanted, but what the detail lacks in cultural sensitivity, 

it makes up for with its honesty. It implies that this is exactly what you would have noticed 

about the woman if you’d been in Vietnam too. But you weren’t, Ferrizzi was. So this (‘beautiful’, 

‘round-eyed’) reporter asks him what it was like out there, and I’m already flinching because I 

know from my experiences that’s a really bad question to ask. The tone in Ferrizzi’s response is 
incredulous. It’s taunting. It’s terrifying. 
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How does it feel that a 50-caliber just opened up shooting a half-inch piece of lead at you?  (He 

claws intensely at his chin for a few seconds before continuing) When you…it’s hard to 

describe. It’s shitty. I mean, isn’t it…isn’t it apparent what it’s like? You want to know what it’s 
like. Go look at it. 

He sounds like he might burst into hysterical laughter; he sounds like he might start weeping 
and never stop until he blows his head off. He continues. 

Go out there. Go see the bodies. I was ready to whack her.  I wanted to blast her. I was ready 
to…whoa! 

And then he begins shouting, lunging towards the camera as he screams. 

You want to know what it’s like? Boom! (he mimics punching her to the ground) There it is! I’ll 

give it to you right now! You want to feel it? You want to see it? I’ll give it to you if that’s what 
you want! Is that what you want? 

He leans back and laughs—except laughter isn’t the right word, it’s this desperate high-pitched 

cackle. Ferrizzi sounds like a ghost, calmer now. I don’t want to tell you what it’s like because I 

don’t want to remember it. That’s the insanity it brings out. And just like that the switch flips 
back and he’s himself again. 

The documentary cuts away to its title, but I don’t think I breathed for a full minute. I could feel 
my blood pulsing between my ears. I grew up around that. 

Give a Vietnam vet long enough to talk and they’ll eventually contradict themselves. Every vet 

has conflicting feelings about the war—it was a horror show, an unjust & unnecessary war, but 

they’re proud to have served unlike those fucking college students & draft dodgers…you get the 

idea. My dad used to say he’d disown me if I ever joined the military while also threatening to 

send me to military school if I got a bad grade (bad in this case being anything less than an A) in 

order to ‘make a man out of me.’ Neither of those things happened. In the end he did eventually 
disown me, but that was just b/c I wasn’t paying my student loans. 

Ferrizzi is by some distance the most compelling person in the whole series. Even more so than 

Tim O’Brien, whose book The Things They Carried my dad gave me while I was in college. My 

dad said it would help me understand him, but it still took me five years before I got around to 

reading it—I’d had enough Vietnam assignments by that point, thanks dad. For what it’s worth, 

my dad was right about the book, and it’s definitely the best book I’ve ever read about Vietnam, 

but by then my dad & I were no longer speaking. But in the PBS series, Tim O’Brien—who was 

born within two months of my father, who wears a Red Sox hat like my father—did not remind 

me of my father. Ron Ferrizzi reminded me of my father. And I guess the fact that I greeted each 

subsequent Ferrizzi appearance with joy & anticipation goes to show that it’s impossible for a 
son’s love for his father to be completely extinguished. 

I’m not sure how I feel about this fact, especially as it concerns my own son. He is three years 

old, and we have had our share of conflicts, as parents & toddlers will. Like Ferrizzi, I am able to 
control my anger, but like Ferrizzi, I everyone around me is still aware that my anger exists. 



My wife’s finishing the last year of her PhD, which means she is very, very busy, and so I’ve been 

watching the series by myself, at night, after our son’s gone to bed. Sometimes she sits for a few 

minutes and watches w/me while she’s making something to eat. I give her my opinions about 

the show, what I think they’re getting right, what I think they’re getting wrong, what I think 

they’ve missed altogether. But I had watched the Ferrizzi episode in the afternoon, during our 

son’s nap. And so when my wife gets home from her class I can’t wait to tell her what I saw. My 

son and I are playing out in the front yard when she pulls up, and when she meets me at the 

steps I start rambling about how I saw this guy on the show who reminded me of my dad. I 

being to act out Ferrizzi’s story, complete w/the bug eyes & the jabbing fingers, the raised voices 
& the threats, when she calmly raises her hands and  asks me to stop. 

‘You’re scaring your son,’ she says. Then looking over my shoulder she adds, ‘And it looks like 

you might be scaring our neighbors too.’ I don’t understand what she’s talking about, and so she 

continues, ‘I know you aren’t talking to me like that, but I’m not sure everyone else does.’ So I 

start smiling and laughing like an idiot, to let everyone around me—especially the neighbors and 

our son—know that I’m not actually angry. My wife  goes on to tell me that I would’ve made a 
really good actor. Too good. 

Later that night she comes downstairs to make a snack and I call her into the room. ‘Here, now 

you can watch it,’ I say as I load the Ferrizzi episode and find the scene. She sits down next to me 

on the couch and watches the whole thing. When it’s over she says again how I’m a really good 

mimic, and how I had really scared her earlier, and I start to feel this wave of panic rising in my 

chest. She’s not getting it. She doesn’t understand why I showed it to her. That’s my father up 

there. That’s the person who haunts me, who screams at me in nightmares that leave me jittery 

& shaken well into the next day. I want her to see what I’ve seen, in the hope that she’ll better 
understand me—why I am the way I am, why everyday I struggle to be a good father to our son. 

No matter how close you are to your partner, there are always going to be times when you fail to 

connect, when it feels like a distance exists between the two of you that is impossible to bridge, 

but right now is not a good time for that to happen. She tells me she has to go upstairs, that she 

has an assignment due in the morning for school. I say nothing as she leaves. I just sit there 

staring at the paused screen and thinking. 

It occurs to me that maybe the fundamental difference between us as people, my wife & I, is that 

while I was watching the clip and thinking about the vet’s experience, she was thinking about the 
interviewer’s. 

A week later I’m finally ready to watch the rest of the series. And as I watch Tim O’Brien struggle 

through his memories, I suddenly feel an urge to run upstairs and grab my copy of The Things 

They Carried and thrust it into my wife’s hands in a desperate attempt to maybe explain to her 

part of how I became the way I am and why this war is so important to me. And then I feel this 

chill; my internal temperature turns to frozen dust, the scrapings of ice from a freezer-burned 

package of vegetables. I think about my son sleeping upstairs. Would I one day be thrusting the 

book into his hands the way my father thrust it into mine, each of us begging to be understood? 

Would he one day be telling his wife—or his husband, or his programmed AI silicon love robot—

about Vietnam as a way of explaining who he is? Would he need to explain why he has 



nightmares about his father? Would I be able to continue to be a good father, not hitting him, 

not screaming & belittling his every mistake, for 20 more years, assuming I’m able to live that 
long? 

For christ’s sake, will there ever be a time when this war no longer affects us? 

 

  



#2 - Fisting The Trout 

 

It’s been said by people wiser than me that there’s more than one way to fist a trout. I’m here to 

tell you that simply isn’t true. There’s one way, and one way only. 

Assuming any trout are still left on the planet by the time you read this, that they haven’t all 

been boiled into oblivion by the warming tides, you need to know that fisting a trout isn’t as easy 

as it sounds. First off, they don’t reproduce sexually, that is to say, they don’t have vaginas. So if 

you want to get your hand—and we’re talking the whole hand—into an orifice that isn’t a mouth 

lined w/teeth, you’re going to have to go in through the asshole. 

Now trout don’t technically have assholes. They shit out of something called a peduncle. Which 

sounds like a grade-school taunt—way to go peduncle, but a peduncle is even smaller than an 

asshole, especially on the inside. So there’s not a lot of room to move around in there, which 

means if you’re going to fist that trout, you’re going to need something small. Maybe find a baby 

with particularly small hands, or a kitten that’s been declawed. 

And you might want to put some rubber gloves on that baby. There’s a saying among 

recreational trout fisters—the fatter the trout, the thicker the shit. And after seeing a video of a 

goldfish evacuating its bowels, I hate to imagine what the trout, much larger than a goldfish, 

might have up in there. 

But if you do encounter any poop, you might want to hold onto it b/c that shit is valuable. 

There’s an organic farm in Australia powered by shit from rainbow trout. And once the trout’s 

all pooped out, he gets eaten for dinner. The farmer harvests several trout at a time, catching 

them in a net at night when their vision is poor. He makes sure to stroke their bellies before they 

are lifted from the water. He says this has a calming effect on the trout. ‘They taste better killing 

them in a stress-free manner like that.’ 

So understand that trout are sensitive—-they aren’t like you and I. They are able to process 

actual emotions. They feel pain, they experience regret, and they die in a state of trembling 

panic. So trout fisters, be sure to stroke your trout’s belly before you begin, unless you’re a sadist 

or something. 

You should also know that the trout will probably squirm. It will thrash in your hands like a 

person being electrocuted for a crime he didn’t commit by a shitbag republican governor, most 

likely the governor of Texas, a state responsible for 1/3 of US executions in the past 40 years 

(fun fact: US is the only western democracy that kills its citizens). The governor doesn’t want to 

appear soft on crime because his entire campaign was just one long dog whistle about how poor 

people, and black people, and especially poor black people, were destroying the country, so, uh 

here’s a little painful death to make people feel safer, and too bad if you happen to be mentally 

http://www.abc.net.au/news/2016-01-22/aquaponics-loomberah-gunagulla/7072870


disabled. Maybe the state of Texas, or Georgia, or Mississippi, should hire people to gently rub 

the bellies of the about-to-be-executed (creating jobs!), so their deaths can be as stress-free as a 

farmed trout. 

You should know your trout will not have access to legal counsel. The trout is a fish, and much 

like poor people, fish don’t have a whole lot of rights in our society, to say nothing of their lack of 

representation in our government. 

Trout Fisting In America. The important thing is to know that it’s actually possible. That the 

only thing holding you back until now has been your imagination, and the only thing holding 

you back now is your fear. You might object. You might say something about morals, ethics, the 

difference between right or wrong, and maybe you’d have a point if we were talking about Trout 

Fisting In Sweden, but we aren’t. This is America. And in America there’s no such thing as 

morality, just different stages of fear. 

You can do anything you want to in this country if you think you can get away with it, and if you 

aren’t afraid. And I suppose I should probably say something here about the sheer psychic 

horror of being alive in a moment such as this.  

So yeah, let’s do this. Fifty fistings. One for every state in the union. Sorry about your luck DC & 

Puerto Rico—and I mean that sincerely. DC & Puerto Rico’s lack of govt. representation is a 

serious injustice—but it’s like our great military leader Donald Rumsfeld used to say: you fist the 

trout of the nation you live in, not the nation you might want to or wish to live in at a later time.  



#3 - Donald John Trump 

 

What a sad fat fucking sack of pus. 

I’m not here to make fun of him—his hair, his skin, his hands, his narcissism, his endless 

bumbling stupidity, his very real bigotry. It’s all mockable, and it deserves to be mocked, but I 

find myself lately trying to imagine what Donald John Trump might be like as an actual person, 

for those several minutes each day when he’s off camera and no longer performing, and I 

wonder how he got this way. 

Jesus was a sad guy he must be. It’s the kind of life that, experienced by someone less ugly & 

cruel, would cause an onlooker to weep. I pity him. I can only hope his imminent death will 

bring him the satisfaction he’s been unable to obtain in his pathetic life.  

His personal history is a recipe for psychological nightmares: an abusive, emotionally distant 

dad. Sent off to a military academy as a child—and I ask you to consider what it means that the 

prep schools that train our elites are also dens of pederasty and emotional/physical violence. 

How many senators, how many CEOs, how many presidents, got sent away by their parents to 

be raped by their teachers? 

I can imagine Donald as a young boy living in his barracks—little Donald who only ever wanted 

his father’s approval, who at a tender age was told that he needed to be tough, that he needed to 

be a winner. How many nights did little Donald cry himself to sleep? 

He was never good enough for daddy, and now nothing is good enough for him. He has the self-

esteem of an abused potato left on the sidewalk to rot. You’d be a syphilitic drug fiend too if 

you’d spent your entire life frantically trying to never feel bad—to never reflect, or contemplate, 

or self-examine—ever, ever again. 

The sins of the fathers are visited upon their sons, and the abused becomes the abuser. His 

whole life is a history of inflicting violence on others; it’s the only language he speaks fluently. 

He (allegedly) forced his cock into his ex-wife’s mouth and ripped her hair out after his baldness 

operation went poorly. He (allegedly) slapped his son for wearing a New York Yankees jersey to 

go to a Yankees game instead of a suit. He grabs women by the pussy—this one’s not alleged, this 

one’s a point of pride. He’s a sick, sad man whose inner life is either non-existent or horrifically 

ugly. 

I mean his mentor in life, his fucking surrogate father figure, was Roy Cohn—as big a sack of 

human garbage who has ever lived. Cohn was the kind of guy who, back in the 1950’s, convinced 

President Eisenhower to ban homosexuals from working for the federal govt. in case the Soviet 

Union blackmailed them for information. Of course, Cohn, b/c life is nothing if not packed 

https://www.bostonglobe.com/metro/2016/05/06/private-schools-painful-secrets/OaRI9PFpRnCTJxCzko5hkN/story.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2016/04/18/us/prep-schools-wrestle-with-sex-abuse-accusations-against-teachers.html?_r=0


w/sick irony after sick irony, spent his entire life as a closeted homosexual, dying of AIDS in 

1986 while continuing to publicly insist that he had liver cancer. 

 Say what you want to about death, it’s the only thing on this planet that even remotely 

resembles justice. 

Sometimes it seems like there’s no louder announcement of one’s homosexuality than hating 

homosexuals and being a political conservative. More Roy Cohn: he led the McCarthy 

inquisition, badgered a witness into providing the (likely false) testimony that got Julius & Ethel 

Rosenberg executed, was a member of the John Birch Society. He went into a comatose client’s 

hospital room and forged his signature on a will that left everything to the client’s 

granddaughter, and Roy Cohn—this last one got him disbarred. And oh yeah, back in the early 

1970’s he took a young Donald John Trump under his wing and guided him through the 

formative part of his career (DJT broke w/Cohn after his mentor got AIDS—hearts of fucking 

gold these two). One can only hope that DJT learned his lessons so well that he too will be fired 

from his job on account of being a complete and utter shitbag crook and then promptly die a 

lonely horrific embarrassing death. 

I will give Donald John Trump credit for one thing. His election is probably the greatest revenge 

story ever played out in real life. To go from being mocked by the president in front of all of 

Washington to replacing that president and undoing all of his policies, and to do it as someone 

with no experience in politics at all, that’s some of the most hardcore revenge shit I’ve ever 

heard. 

But he’s still not satisfied. Is that all there is? sings the voice that Donald John Trump has tried 

all his life to silence—through money, through gold, through sex, through drugs, through his sick 

twisted vision of what it means to win. He’s the sick greedy American id thrust front & center, to 

define the terms by which we will be governed. 

And so everything around us becomes chaos and madness. We are subjected to his delusional 

realities, ensnared by his projections, persecuted by his hallucinations, and quite possibly, 

before this is all over, we will eventually all be destroyed by his phantoms. 

 

  



#4 - Questions 

I am consumed these days by questions that will never be answered. Not to my satisfaction 

anyway. 

How many congresscritter chucklefucks does it take to change a lightbulb? 

Does Paul Ryan even remember getting social security money after his father died? 

Is there any scenario in which someone who voted for this healthcare bill isn’t some kind of 

amoral monster? 

If you insert a provision into a health care bill that says pregnant women can be denied 

healthcare, but the men who impregnated them are still eligible, doesn’t that mean you hate 

women? 

If you insert a provision into that same health care bill that says domestic violence victims can 

be denied health insurance, doesn’t that mean you’ve beaten up a woman, or at least are on the 

side of the woman-beaters? 

If you insert a provision that says victims of rape can be denied health insurance, doesn’t that 

mean you’ve raped someone, or are at least on the side of rapists? 

If you had an infinite number of Paul Ryans sitting at an infinite number of typewriters would 

they eventually write an infinite number of suicide notes and put an infinite number of bullets 

through their infinite number of skulls? 

Why is the assassination of a republican less ethically defensible—in terms of quantifying the 

amount of inflicted suffering and death—than voting for one? 

If a handicapped child falls in the forest does a republican congressman even give a fuck? 

When we kill people through direct violence, we call it murder. When we kill people through 

indirect public policy, we call it government. 

What becomes of the broken-hearted? 

Baby, baby, where did our love go? 

http://www.newyorker.com/news/daily-comment/paul-ryans-father-and-al-smiths
http://www.cnn.com/2017/05/04/health/pre-existing-condition-rape-domestic-violence-insurance/
http://www.cnn.com/2017/05/04/health/pre-existing-condition-rape-domestic-violence-insurance/


What is the sound of one hand clapping because the other hand had to be amputated after you 

tried to treat your staph infection with over-the-counter antibiotics instead of going to the 

doctor right away because you couldn’t afford it? 

If a plane crashes and half of the plane is lying in Canada and half in the USA, how many of the 

passengers get free health care and how many are left to die at the hands of the marketplace? 

How many demons can dance on the head of a state? 

What’s higher than the highest infant mortality rate in the so-called civilized world? 

And what does it mean that the people who voted for this healthcare bill included a provision to 

ensure that they and their staff would get to keep their healthcare, i.e. they would not be affected 

by the bill they were voting for? 

The state I live in, Georgia, voted this week to allow guns on college campuses, but guns are 

forbidden in the buildings where these lawmakers voted. Are they hypocrites? Are they stupid? 

Am I? 

Is it really just because they get campaign contributions from insurance companies? From the 

NRA? Is it that simple? That corrupt? You give a congressperson money and they vote the way 

you want them to—the same way you hand the cashier money and they give you a cheeseburger? 

If jesus was right when he said that love of money is the root of all evil, then why do jesus lovers 

love money so much? 

What the fuck does it even mean to call yourself a christian in this country? 

Is this all just spitting into the wind? Shitting into the din? Flitting into the spin? 

How do you talk to people who refuse to listen, who have their responses, no matter how ill-

informed or inaccurate, provided for them ahead of time and take great delight in reciting them 

to you? 

Are we flooded with so much information, so much noise, so much chatter, that it becomes 

impossible to hear anything clearly? 

Why do the people I agree with politically act like hysterical neurotics on social media, 

constantly fighting amongst themselves and engaging in games of self-righteous posturing & 

one-upmanship that benefits absolutely nobody?  



Why are most democratic politicians so spineless? Why can they only define themselves as ‘not-

as-bad-as-the-scary-republicans’ (which to be fair, has been a very good reason over the past 

25yrs to get me to vote for them, because republicans really are scary as fuck)? 

Is being only slightly less corrupt than the congressperson sitting across from you really 

something to be proud of? 

Why do democrats campaign behind banal platitudes and double-talk? Who the fuck was 

supposed to be inspired by ‘Stronger Together’ or ‘I’m With Her‘? I mean, ‘Love Trumps Hate’? 

Do democrats think the voting public is made up of stupid, shallow, ill-informed children? 

Let’s forget I asked that one. 

Capitalism’s going to kill us all, isn’t it? 

There’s only one thing I know for sure.  

The republican party has one guiding principal: tax cuts for the wealthy. The needless death & 

suffering for the poor is merely an unfortunate, but acceptable, side effect. And to vote 

republican—for any reason—is to go through this life with blood on your hands and death in 

your heart. 

And oh yeah, whenever you hear the word freedom, it means that someone is about to die. 

 

 

 

 

  



#5 - The Letter E 

 

I hate the word edgy. I’ve never liked the word extreme. Same goes for eclectic. I’m okay with the 

word ecumenical, but that’s only because I’m not 100% sure what it means. All of these words 

start with the letter E. 

In its capitalized form, the fifth letter of our alphabet looks like a broken pitchfork turned on its 

side, or a crudely drawn mirror image of the number 3. Written in lowercase, it looks like a 

bodiless head laughing at you, mocking your failures & embarrassments. It’s the most 

commonly used letter, and all of us are common & pathetic for using it. 

Georges Perec is a hero, a visionary & a prophet, and if I could follow his example and strike the 

letter E from every word in this essay (another word I hate, another word that begins with e) , I 

would. It’s a letter loved by typographers & codebreakers; I hate typographers & codebreakers. 

It’s chosen so often on Wheel of Fortune—a nightly parade of jovial dipshittery overseen by an 

ultra-rightwing conspiracy theorist and his brittle near-mute hostess—that in the final round 

they just go ahead and give it to you automatically, to save everyone the tedium of hearing you 

choose it. 

Musically, E is for the Eagles. It’s for Englebert Humperdinck. Electric Light Orchestra. Eagle 

Eye Cherry. EMF. Eddie Vedder. Elton John. Eric Clapton. Everclear. All of these artists are 

objectively terrible—do not under any circumstances @ me about this. Seeing the letter E at the 

beginning of a musician’s name/project means you’re about to be introduced to an artistic 

compost heap filled w/the aural equivalent of leprosy & chlamydia. And because it’s the first 

letter in the word ecstasy, and because ecstasy was a popular drug in the UK during the early 

90’s, a fistful of giggling Briton buffoons thought they were geniuses for working the letter E—

which I will again remind you is far & away the most frequently used letter of our alphabet—into 

their songs. 

Even photographers at the most popular UK music newspaper couldn’t help themselves. This is 

a picture of the lead singer of a band called Happy Mondays, posing for a picture on the roof of 

his hotel. 



 

The founders of this country may not have known much, but one thing they did know for sure is 

that no US state should ever begin with the letter E. It’s there in the constitution just before the 

emoluments clause. Go check. And if you ever happen to come across a city or town that starts 

with the letter E on your next road trip, just keep driving because each and every one of them is 

a rotting shithole that’s been abandoned by god: El Paso, Eugene, my hometown of El Cajon, 

Ellensburg, East Hampton (so many East ____’s). 

It’s a letter so untrustworthy that scholastic grading systems just skip it entirely, moving straight 

from D to F. Followed by an exclamation point, it’s the worst channel on basic cable that doesn’t 

involve the word Fox. It equals mc2, and if E is my least favorite letter, MC is my least favorite 

two-letter combination at the beginning of a word—McDonald’s, MC Hammer, half my Irish 

ancestors. It’s also used as a mathematical constant, but we all know that nothing is constant 

except for this sharp stabbing pain behind both my temples and the suffering we all endure until 

our inevitable death. Everything else in this clogged toilet of a universe is chaos & flux and so 

fuck E for trying to tell us any different. 

 

  



#6 - Syria 

 

Let’s all take a deep breath and try not to overreact. We aren’t at war, nobody got killed, and the 

intended USA message—however garbled & back masked—appears to have been sent. 

Of course, the message I got this week is that every journalist is a whore, every politician is 

corrupt, and your average US citizen is that parent of a murderous child in a horror movie who 

refuses to see the blood & dead bodies rising all around them. In this sense, the enemy is 

ourselves; the USA is a monster. 

The scariest thing about our missile launch into Syria is that it proves nobody’s learned anything 

from the disasters in Iraq & Afghanistan. When it comes to justification for war, your typical 

American is still pathetically trusting & naive. There’s dead children! We need to do something! 

Didn’t we just do the whole  brutal dictator gassing his own people, including women and 

children. thing? 

The Pentagon must focus group this stuff  in advance, because for the past 20 yrs (50yrs? 

100yrs? 200yrs?) every US intervention has been framed as a humanitarian effort, an attempt to 

stop the suffering of women and children. I bet the questions go like this: 

Under which of these scenarios would you be okay with US military involvement? 

1. A brutal civil war in Syria where everyone involved is horrible and unworthy of 

support. 

2. Did we mention one of the opposition armies is ISIS? 

3. And another is Al-Qaeda? 

4. And the guy on the other side, the guy currently in charge of Syria, the guy who’s 

fighting not Al-Qaeda or ISIS, used chemical weapons on his own people. 

5. Did we mention that he used them…on children? 

 

It turns out Americans will think going to war based on #1 through #4, but throw in #5 and 

they’re ready for us to start bombing because (in a desperate, hysterical voice) ‘we have to do 

something.’ 

And yes, Assad should be considered a war criminal. So should George Bush, Dick Cheney, and 

Henry Kissinger, and if there’s any justice in this world (spoiler alert: there isn’t) maybe they can 

all share a cell together one day. They’d have a lot to talk about. 

We should know by now that nothing good comes from the worship of children, up to and 

including the worship of fetuses (feti?). Children are people just like you and I are people. That 

is to say they’re selfish, manipulative monsters whose primary motive in life—their own 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_armed_groups_in_the_Syrian_Civil_War
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_armed_groups_in_the_Syrian_Civil_War


pleasure—is occasionally offset by fleeting moments of kindness, generosity, and love. They are 

not angels. They are not pure (though they tend to be more clear about their true motivations 

than most adults, which makes for a nice change sometimes). 

Of course, our country kills innocent kids all the time, it’s only when you kill them with gas that 

you become a monster. Now it’s, okay to kill adults with gas, and it’s always okay to kill innocent 

civilians—the violence of which gets washed away by the neutered euphemism ‘collateral 

damage,’ and you can bet there was some high-fiving around the pentagon the day our military 

came up with that one (back in 1961, in case you’re curious)—just make sure they’re over 12 yrs 

old. Or maybe 16, or maybe 10. The science on this is a little unclear. 

Our missile attacks and our military interventions, their own form of horrific death, are always 

sold as a humanitarian effort, liberation, a removal of a dictator, a spreading of democracy. And 

it’s amazing how many people still fall for it. Or maybe we just love to look at the flashing lights. 

Or maybe it’s just nice to see this country accomplish something…anything. 

As the US continues its decline from an empire—an empire built through the extermination of 

its native population and the import/exploitation of slave labor—to an ignorant backwater with 

more weapons than sense (that is to say, as we all become residents of rural Texas), war is the 

only thing we’re still capable of doing successfully. Though technically, we’re only successful at 

‘starting a war.’ We suck at finishing them. 

Killing isn’t just what we do best, it’s literally the only thing we’re able to agree on. Feeding 

people, providing health care, or even an education, all of that is somehow controversial, but 

shooting missiles is something that (nearly) everyone can get behind. Just look at the reaction 

this week from the jackals in our congress and the weasels in our media, whose ratings go 

through the fucking roof whenever we drop a bomb through someone’s, uh, fucking roof . 

(Nearly) everyone benefits from a military action. The media gets richer, the stock market goes 

up, and the government appears strong. Well pretty much everyone. As for the people who have 

to actually go fight these wars, thank you for your service and sorry about your PTSD. (On the 

bright side, if we’re perpetually at war then it’s just TSD, no chance for the P.)  

What happened this week was more publicity stunt than humanitarian effort. Two days later 

they’re launching planes from the airfield we just bombed. This week’s attack, like Donald 

Trump’s entire presidency so far, was just a meaningless effort designed to make the president 

look good. It accomplishes nothing besides making Donald Trump more popular, or at least 

providing a distraction from his corruption & incompetence. 

And all the smart-asses patting themselves on the pack for pointing out the ‘contradiction’ of 

bombing an airfield in response to the suffering of Syrian children while also banning these 

same Syrian children from entering the US because they might one day become terrorists need 

to pay closer attention. Trump’s actions aren’t a contradiction, or inconsistency, or even 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Civilian_casualties_from_U.S._drone_strikes
http://www.politico.com/magazine/story/2015/04/oklahoma-death-penalty-gas-chamber-117156


hypocrisy. They’re completely consistent in how we deal with the Arab world. People need to get 

this through their thick crew-cut covered skulls: our actions in the middle-east have nothing to 

do with liberation, or humanitarianism, or saving any goddamn children. Our actions are about 

controlling a region and by extension controlling its resources—this empire can’t run on corn & 

wheat. Anything else is a smokescreen.  

As far as the Unites States is concerned, the Arab world has  two choices—total submission or 

death. This is a bipartisan position. Even Hillary Clinton emerged from her exile to give the 

attack her blessing. And given her silence about nearly every other goddamn thing these past 

three months, we have to assume this issue is very important to her, that she cares more about 

US hegemony than US health care, or US protests, or US citizens. So fuck Hillary Clinton. 

It’s no coincidence that Israel, our only true friend in the region, shares our philosophy re: the 

middle-east. Israel wants the Palestinian land, but they don’t want the Palestinians  that come 

with it. To the US and Israel, Arabs are nothing more than an irritant, an obstacle; they are a 

thing to be removed. And their death, either through the hands of our military or the hands of 

each other, is always considered a good thing. 

Every time this government acts, or any government acts, you need to ask yourself who stands to 

benefit from their actions. Quick hint: it usually isn’t you. And it usually isn’t foreign children. 

 

 

  



#7 - Drugs 

 

It all makes sense once you realize that everyone in this country is on drugs. All the stupidity 

and selfishness, the poor driving skills, the total & complete lack of critical thinking ability—all 

of it can be explained by drugs. 

Because everyone you meet is strung out on pills, strung out on powders, upscale & downscale, 

expensive & cheap. The person on the phone with slurred speech & half-opened eyes, the car in 

front of you that keeps drifting onto the shoulder, that crater-faced guy talking to himself in the 

parking lot, in 2017, that’s simply America. 

It’s also the mother of three loading the groceries into her Lexus, the grad student sitting across 

from you on the bus, the congressman, the senator, the president, the pundit. It’s the ADHD 

middle-schooler walking down the street with chapped knuckles and sunken eyes at three in the 

afternoon. The celebrity on TV jabbering nonsensically w/overenthusiasm. 

We’re talking everyone. A whole country full of nasty self-medicated dirtbags. 

Rural USA is fucked up on OxyContin. And if the pills ever run out they quickly turn to heroin. 

Of course the good thing about living in West Virginia—quite possibly the only good thing—is 

that the pills never run out. 780 million pills in six years. In one fucking state. Of course, it’s 

good for the pharmaceutical companies, good for the doctors, good for the customer service reps 

and their commissions. It’s good for everyone, except for the people who take them.  

But at least they, along with most of suburbia, are slamming the good stuff—that is to say it’s all 

legal and verified by the FDA, unlike the street shit that’s cut with christ knows what. 

Sometimes the suburban kids move to the big city—no one else can afford to live there 

anymore—and when they aren’t popping their meds (anti-depressants, anti-anxieties), they’re 

shoveling coke up their nostrils like it’s going out of style. And please god let it go out of style 

soon. 

Of course everyone’s smoking pot. But nobody cares about that unless you’re black, or Jeff 

Sessions, who if he gets his way will be throwing more of the former in prison than ever before. 

And then there’s crystal meth. Which is the devil. 

No drugs for me, of course. Just a little coffee, a multivitamin, maybe some probiotics if my 

digestive system gets surly about having to process so many corn dogs. The only upside of 

spending three years working the graveyard shift at a 7-11 in semi-rural California is it makes 

you really, really, uh, skeptical about the benefits of drugs. 

http://www.wvgazettemail.com/news-health/20161217/drug-firms-poured-780m-painkillers-into-wv-amid-rise-of-overdoses


Because in my experience, people on drugs make impulsive decisions. They are some of the most 

selfish people you’ve ever met. They have an unmatched capacity for self-pity & deceit. They 

surround themselves with people as fucked-up as they are because it makes them feel better 

about themselves. Drugs give you an inflated sense of your own self-importance. You find 

yourself up at all hours, posting misspelled gibberish on social media. You want your immediate 

family as far away from you as possible, preferably in an entirely different state… 

You know, now that I think about it, white working class rage may not have been as big a factor 

in this past election as people think it was. And the current president’s (toxic, obvious) racism 

may not be the only reason people identify with him. 

Look, I don’t blame anyone for using drugs. Nobody wants to feel the way that they’re feeling, 

however they might be feeling at any given time. Most days it seems nobody wants to feel 

anything at all, and given the current state of our society/economy that seems like a totally sane 

rational response. The problem isn’t the lack of good jobs, it’s the lack of good anything. In a 

country like this one, a pigfucking backwater of perversity & incest where the game is already 

rigged for or against you on the day you’re born, there’s not much point in, like, striving to better 

yourself. People in this country may be misguided, they may be uninformed, but they aren’t 

stupid. The whole situation just makes you kind of just want to pull the curtains on everything if 

you know what I mean. Like first you obliterate the view and then you obliterate yourself. 

Because to be alone in a room with only one’s own thoughts for company in 2017, direct & 

unfiltered, seems almost cruel.  

And that’s as true for the children of the aristocracy as much as it is for the children of 

Elizabethton, TN. Everything around us is monetized & beige & crumbling & screaming. And to 

try to hold on to one’s soul in the face of all that, to refuse to buy what’s being sold to you , takes 

almost heroic amounts of restraint. 

And restraint isn’t good for the economy—legitimate or otherwise. The nation is a cesspool of 

amoral greed & consumption and if the best we can hope for is a little distraction to take our 

minds off the suffering all around us, if the best feeling we’ll ever feel can only be found in a pill 

or a powder, then who am I to judge anyone for their pills & powders. 

Actually, uh, now that I think about it, I, uh, got something I need to go take care of. I’ll be back 

later. I need to call this guy I know. See what he’s up to. I’ll, uh, I’ll give you a call later maybe.  

  



#8 - Pets 

 

There’s a story I tell that almost always horrifies animal lovers. I was 9 years old and living in 

the small town of Plains, Ga (pop. 650, and yes that is Jimmy Carter’s hometown). Every day I 

would walk home from school, and when I got to my grandparents’ street this big dog would 

come tearing across the yard barking at me. It would stop in front of me, snarling & growling, 

and block the sidewalk (this dog, it goes without saying, wasn’t on a leash). If I crossed the 

street, the dog crossed the street too. So eventually I’d have to turn around and walk over and up 

the next street and come back down my grandparents’ street from the opposite direction.  

After a week of this, I told my uncle Bobby about the dog. He said he’d show me what to do, and 

he promised to meet me at the corner the next afternoon. Sure enough the dog came running & 

barking like it always did. But instead of stopping, Bobby calmly kept walking towards the dog, 

and just before it reached him, he planted his left foot and kicked the dog in the face w/his right 

foot as hard as he could. The dog did a little backwards flip and, whimpering & crying, sprinted 

back to its house. The dog never bothered me again. 

Now there’s two living creatures in this story you can feel sorry for. One is the threatening & 

untethered dog, and the other is the scared, defenseless child of recently divorced parents who 

had just relocated from a city in Arizona to a small Georgia town where half his classmates 

didn’t wear shoes, a child who was now being terrorized every day by an animal nearly as big as 

he was. 

You’d be surprised to hear how many people get upset about the dog. Or maybe you wouldn’t. 

Now you have to understand that I’ve got nothing against pets or animals in general. There’s a 

cat sleeping down the hall from me as I write this named Xochiquetzal, who for all her 

occasional biting & hissing (she was the runt of the litter, picked on as a kitten, and occasionally 

exhibits PTSD-like flashbacks), has been a beautiful, loving cat for the past 10 years. Whenever 

someone’s upset or crying, she’s there in an instant with a gentle nuzzle and a concerned look on 

her face. 

So maybe it’s not pets that drive me crazy, but their owners. Just like it’s not the kids who are 

the real assholes, it’s the parents. Of course with some dog owners, the ones who think of their 

owner/pet relationship as identical to a parent/child relationship, you can actually get the worst 

of both. 

By the way, did you know there’s a digital daycare service for your dog called PetChatz? You can 

call your pet on your favorite technological device via a two-way video cam, or for an extra price 

there’s a button they can use to call you. There’s even a button you can press on the screen that 

to dispense a treat. The smiley gushy love in the commercial has to be seen to believed, but the 

device should probably come w/a warning: Will Not Work With Cats. 

https://petchatz.com/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vhi_hKAShBU


So I’m not a dog kicker, or a monkey puncher, or a kitty slapper, or even an iguana thumper. I 

love animals, but only to a point. 

Animal lovers make me nervous. The anthropomorphizing of animals, the ascribing of human 

emotions—empathy, joy, sadness, regret—to one’s pets while at the same time complaining how 

one’s fellow humans are incapable of such emotions, terrifies me. Referring to your dogs as ‘your 

children’ says very little about your pets, but it says a great deal about you. It says you’ve been so 

traumatized by previous interactions with your fellow humans that forming interpersonal 

relationships is really, really hard for you, and so you’ve turned to interspecies relationships 

because an animal will love you ‘unconditionally.’ Never mind the fact that your pet would 

fucking eat you if you didn’t feed them for a couple of days. Shit, one dog ate the diabetic toes off 

its live owner’s body. I mean, say what you want to about human nature, but if you didn’t feed 

me for a couple of days, I’d probably just go make myself a sandwich or something.  

Over 900 people go to the emergency room for dog bites every year, and more than half of those 

attacks happen in the home, i.e. by someone’s pet. 

And yet, and yet…people act as if their pet is some kind of higher being, operating on a deeper 

spiritual plane than the person sitting across from them on the bus. Show me someone who 

loves animals unconditionally, I mean really loves animals, to the point where they break down 

and cry when they hear about a squirrel getting hit by a car, or post 12 photos a day on social 

media of shelter animals in need of adoption, and I’ll show you someone who probably hates 

people. And not just ‘certain people,’ we’re talking the entire species of mankind. 

Look, I get that human interaction can be traumatic, anxiety-inducing, and psychologically 

painful. And the attendant emotional baggage we carry around, esp. the emotional baggage 

animal lovers carry around is sad, and completely deserving of empathy—it’s even inspiring in 

the way it shows that no matter how beaten down a human being might become, they’re still 

driven by a desire to love and be loved, to protect and be protected. I suppose there’s something 

beautiful in that. 

If there’s any similarity between humans & domesticated animals, it’s simply that both groups 

contain good & bad elements. There are good dogs and bad dogs, good people and bad people, 

and you should be careful which ones you get involved with. 

  

https://www.buzzfeed.com/natashaumer/cats-eat-your-face-after-you-die?utm_term=.jk54zLzd5#.bc9DENElp
https://www.buzzfeed.com/natashaumer/cats-eat-your-face-after-you-die?utm_term=.jk54zLzd5#.bc9DENElp
http://www.dailytribune.com/20110307/dog-ate-three-of-his-owners-toes-as-he-slept
http://www.dailytribune.com/20110307/dog-ate-three-of-his-owners-toes-as-he-slept


#9 - Sleep Deprivation 

 

this isn’t writer’s block it’s a brain fog that refuses to lift brought on by lack of sleep which is 

itself brought on by a little boy 2 ¾ years old who wakes up every morning promptly at 6:45am 

saying hey daddy hey daddy hey daddy which is sweet and all but i haven’t gotten the necessary 

8hrs of sleep in a couple weeks now as my wife navigates her way through phd comps and is up 

late working each night and so i spent saturday working on this column with a plan to finish it 

on monday night but i woke up monday morning just past 5am and couldn’t get back to sleep 

and so last night was even more delirious & scattered (i just now had to right-click on delirious 

after two failed attempts to spell it correctly) b/c of course whenever i go to bed, even early, i’m  

wide-awake thrashing & restless and so the cycle repeats and so now i’m jacked & peaking on 

coffee & cinnamon donuts from kroger ($1.50 for a box of 12) and while i don’t have the mental 

strength & alacrity to organize all the trout fisting in america works in progress: cops, 

meritocracy, disney, guns, fathers, with an additional dozen or so topics to cover in the future) it 

did occur to me this morning just how tired it seems everyone is and how we’re always expected 

to be working or thinking of working and it reminded me of this book i read a couple of years 

back put out by verso called 24/7 about how capitalism’s rapacious need for ever-increasing 

profits has seen the concept of ‘work hours’  keep expanding both in the amount of time stores 

are open and the amount of time we, particularly we americans, are expected to work i mean i’m 

old enough to remember when they repealed the blue laws in massachusetts which prohibited 

stores from being open on sundays (and always remember that new england had its own 

religious fanatics centuries before the bible belt even existed) and how our era’s obsession with 

more more more is making us all work harder and driving us as a society fucking crazy i mean 

i’m not even getting paid for this shit it’s just an idea i had to probe our society from about 50 

different angles and in the end have a book that most likely no one will publish but i can at least 

add to my own psychic bibliography or something to somehow justify my existence and 

temporarily hold off the feelings of ennui & pointlessness & non-self-existence that threaten to 

consume me from time to time i’m three donuts in now and threatening to spill god how i wish 

my sleep deprivation was caused by insomnia instead of an infant b/c the only person to blame 

then is yourself and it’s much easier to live a life consumed by self-loathing than the irrational 

loathing of others (more irritation than loathing to be honest) but then most of my life i’ve been 

able to find time to do both b/c i too am consumed by the disease of more and my artistic 

endeavors are fueled as much by the desire for financial comfort as the desire to make great art 

but that’s a subject for another post so i guess what i’m saying is all of us are trout and all of us 

are fisted and some people believe that it doesn’t hurt as much if the fist tearing you apart is 

wearing diamonds and some people dream of smaller or more gentler fists but life is pain and 

the pharmacy is always open and so i guess all i have to say is good luck & allah bless & may 

trump have mercy on our souls and can you even fucking imagine 

 

  



#10 - Empathy 

 

The first time I worked graveyard shift at 7-11 lasted about a year. I did it two nights a week and 

worked 3pm-11pm the other three nights. I was just out of high school and had just dropped out 

of community college—’dropping out’ meaning I showed up less and less frequently until it 

seemed stupid to bother showing up at all. My mom suggested I get a job while I figured out 

what to do next, and since my mom managed a 7-11 in Oceanside she gave me a lead about a 7-11 

near San Diego State that was hiring. 

Up to this point I’d worked for RGIS doing inventories and at a dilapidated amusement park in 

Lakeside called Marshal Scotty’s. 

This 7-11 wasn’t in the worst neighborhood in San Diego County, but it definitely wasn’t in the 

best. Moms buying nickel candy with food stamps so they could pocket the 95 cents change, 

endless customers buying lottery tickets & GPC cigarettes, occasional crackheads, and the 

frequent stealing of beer. One guy, upset because I kept watching him in the mirror while he got 

ready to steal beer (a repeat offender), came up to the register to tell me he was going to kill me 

‘when the race war breaks out,’ which for all I know, he still might. 

So anyway, one night I was working graveyard when this guy came in and asked me for help. He 

wasn’t much older than me. He told me how his money had been stolen and he needed to get a 

bus back home (somewhere upstate, I think near Victorville). His story seemed sketchy, so I 

decided to ask him some questions. He answered them all, perfectly, and I got a little less 

skeptical. He promised to send the money back as soon as he got home, asked for my address (I 

know, right?), gave me his address, etc. I felt trapped. If he was telling the truth, then how could 

I say no? And if I assumed he was lying, then what kind of person was I not to believe a 

desperate man? 

Even as I gave him the money, I was pretty sure I wasn’t going to see it again. I think I told 

myself that even if he was lying, he at least needed the money more than I did. Sure, I lived in an 

apartment complex in El Cajon and drove a car that shook whenever I took it on the freeway, but 

I was still doing better than this guy. When I told my mom what I’d done, she shook her head 

and told me there was no way I was going to see the money again. She turned out to be right. 

For what it’s worth, I never saw that guy again. Who knows? Maybe he really did need the 

money to go home. Maybe he meant to send the money but never got around to it—in those days 

I knew all about the inability to follow through on one’s good intentions. Maybe he bought drugs 

with it. Maybe he bought a sandwich. 

I had no way of knowing at the time that within 18mos of this encounter I myself would be 

homeless—sometimes living in my car, sometimes crashing on friends’ couches, sometimes 

sleeping on the roof of a Dairy Queen, bouncing from one part-time job to another. This 



situation lasted a little over 6mos, and even after I found a full-time job (working the overnight 

shift at a 7-11 in Jamul, b/c irony doesn’t laugh it screams) and a place to live, I subsisted on 

minimum wage and continued to live in deep, deep poverty for the next several years. 

Not once during that time did I ever ask someone for money. I stole things from time to time—

usually from places where a friend was working—but it seemed pointless to ask anyone for 

anything. It wasn’t pride that kept me from asking for money. Just that it would hurt too much if 

someone said no, and I was already carrying enough emotional fallout from people letting me 

down (I include myself in that category btw) to take on more hurt. Besides, you could always sell 

your plasma for $25, and because my part-time jobs included Dairy Queen and Little Caesars, 

and my full-time shift job included 7-11, I was usually able to get fed at work (they inventory the 

hot dogs but not the buns, so you can squirt some chili on a bun and have some free…chili 

bun…it tastes better than it sounds). 

Today, I rarely give money to strangers. I give food when I have it, and most of the time people 

appreciate it. I’ve given hotline numbers and addresses of local non-profits that can help 

someone to get a shower, to get a phone, to get an address (you need all these things to get a 

job). When I worked at the public library, I had the most patience & enthusiasm for the people 

who needed to use our computers to apply for a job online, many of whom had no idea how to 

use a computer, let alone navigate the internet. And yet even after being ripped off and lied to all 

those years ago, I always feel bad when I refuse to give someone money. I always feel a little 

quiver of shame inside. 

I think most people do. Their internal sadness & frustration might manifest itself as anger, or 

rants against laziness, alcoholism, public nuisances, whatever, but I think empathy’s a really 

hard thing to turn off. Evolutionarily speaking, it’s about as hard-wired into our reptilian brain 

as our sex drives, i.e. empathy & cooperation have been so essential to the survival of humanity 

for so long that it’s impossible to completely do away with. So we build defenses, we embrace 

philosophies that attempt to justify our selfishness (c.f. Rand, Ayn), and we get angry when we 

still feel it anyway. 

In days like these, with rational thought crumbling all around us and man’s inhumanity to man 

on full display on our televisions and in our politics—sometimes to the exclusion of everything 

else—I turn to this idea sometimes for consolation. That the joy people take in the suffering of 

others is just a defense-mechanism, that in actuality their guts are churning and their brains are 

burning, and they get angry at those who suffer, those who lack, for making them experience 

feelings of shame & guilt and so they say fuck the poor and fuck the hungry and fuck the sick—

for making them feel this way, for making them feel badly. I tell myself that the existence of their 

anger only proves the existence of their empathy. They are trying to kill it, but it refuses to die. 

This also describes their relationship concerning the poor. 



It’s a stupid way for those people to live, to punish the helpless for triggering feelings of 

empathy. It seems like it would be easier to share, to help one’s fellow man, but then no one ever 

said that intelligence was hard-wired into our reptilian brains.  



#11 - Capitalism 

 

Let’s be as clear & direct as possible: we live in a society that requires money in order to get 

food/shelter/necessities, and the only way to get this money is to work at a job. But because 

society hasn’t figured out how to provide jobs for everyone, especially jobs that pay enough to 

buy food/shelter/necessities, without any other means of support these people will go without 

food/shelter/necessities. They will suffer and eventually they might die. Now keep in mind none 

of us chose to be born into this kind of society; none of us played a part in its creation or the 

creation of these rules. And yet here we are. 

So when some government official, or one of your neighbors, talks about denying or cutting 

unemployment benefits, or food assistance, or medical care, they are saying that even though we 

live in a society where some people don’t have enough money—through no fault of their own 

(keep in mind we have more people than jobs, and definitely more people than good-paying 

jobs)—it’s okay for those people to suffer, it’s okay for them to die. 

It’s beyond heartless. People who talk this way are cruel and they’re sick, and they fit into any 

definition of sociopath you want to throw at them. 

In this country, weirdly enough, a lot of these people have the audacity to call themselves 

christians, to favorably compare themselves to Jesus Christ, one of the most compassionate 

icons in our culture. These christians do this very loudly & publicly. Sometimes it feels like they 

never shut up about it. 

Well since Jesus loved allegories so much, I’m going to tell a story, and yes there will be animals 

involved. 

There’s a cow pasture near our house, and whenever I take my little toddler for a walk we make 

it a point to stop in and see how the cows are doing (his ‘moo’ is both very adorable & 

exceptionally cow-like). The field has plenty of grass for the cows to eat, and they seem to have 

no problem sharing it among themselves. 

But if we went there tomorrow and one of the cows had taken all the grass and was now forcing 

the others to perform meaningless tasks in exchange for the grass, and the weaker cows, or the 

cows unable to find a task, were all starving or dead, we’d think there was something seriously 

wrong with the cow in charge, that it had somehow gone crazy, that it needed to be stopped. 

If it were allowed to exist, if my son & I had to walk past this scene every time we went out for a 

walk, averting our eyes from the dead & starving cows, I wouldn’t know how to explain it to him. 

And yet. 



And yet this is how we live. 1 in 6 americans don’t have access to nutritional food on a regular 

basis. There’s enough for everyone, and yet each election we voluntarily, and sometimes 

enthusiastically, vote people into office on the promise that they will ensure our fellow human 

beings needlessly suffer and in some cases eventually die, so we can have more for ourselves. 

Some people even think they’re doing these people a favor.  

This isn’t a civilization; it’s a collective mental illness. 

 

 

  



#12 - The Military 

One good thing about the inevitable upcoming war in the Middle East and/or China and/or 

North Korea and/or Wherever Else is it will weed out some of the dumbfuck US soldiers who, by 

a huge margin, voted for this dumbfuck president. These two deserve each other. I mean, of all 

the political issues that I, as a hypothetical military member, would care about, I’d think which 

candidate is least likely to get me killed for no good reason would be at the top of the list. 

And yet, and yet…they overwhelmingly voted for an impulsive thin-skinned bully with no self-

control, who could walk into a fucking Quaker revival and start a fight, who even as I write this 

is killing the fuck out of innocent people. (Fun trivia facts: the only US President since WWII to 

not drop bombs on another country? Jimmy Carter. The number of white people since WWII to 

get US bombs dropped on them? Zero.) 

Speaking of thin-skinned bullies picking fights, maybe it’s because I grew up near San Diego, 

surrounded by military bases, both navy and marine, and a county-wide unflagging patriotism 

that nevertheless involved a hell of a lot of actual flags, but I don’t think of the military as a 

bunch of sacred heroes. To me, the word ‘soldier’ conjures up images of guys starting fights in 

bars, stumbling drunk down the streets of Tijuana, or through the strip clubs around the sports 

arena, shouting racist & homophobic slurs while they’re out looking for whores. 

That’s to say nothing of the heroes in Abu Gharib who sodomized children, or the large numbers 

of white nationalists currently serving, or the large number of rapists. In a recent Military Times 

poll, troops rated white nationalism a greater national threat than Syria, Iraq, or Afghanistan, 

but then this country has a long history of not listening to the actual troops on the ground when 

what they have to say isn’t what we want to hear. 

You can tell a lot about a culture by the things it holds sacred. And in 21st century America you 

can criticize & mock anything except for the police or the military. They are the only heroes that 

our society still believes in; they are the only heroes we’re told to believe in. 

But as definitions of heroism go, killing another person because your boss told you to, i.e. doing 

the exact same thing as every single person around you, has to rank pretty low on the bravery 

list. It’s easy to participate in an atrocity when someone’s ordered to. It’s much harder, and 

requires a lot more courage, to say no. The pointlessness of the ground wars in 

Vietnam/Iraq/Afghanistan, to say nothing of the amorality of those wars, is beyond rational 

debate at this point. Many people knew those wars were amoral & pointless while they were 

happening. Those people were called stupid, they were called unpatriotic, they were called 

cowards, but they were right. 

Those people are owed an apology. 

https://theintercept.com/2017/03/26/trumps-war-on-terror-has-quickly-become-as-barbaric-and-savage-as-he-promised/
https://www.salon.com/2004/07/15/hersh_7/
https://www.militarytimes.com/news/pentagon-congress/2017/10/23/military-times-poll-one-in-four-troops-sees-white-nationalism-in-the-ranks/#.We5VNAn3iDc.twitter
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sexual_assault_in_the_United_States_military


Look I can respect the soldiers for doing a shitty job that nobody wants to do, especially the 

fucking people who send them into these wars in the first place—and it should be noted how 

many of these fucking war-mongering tough guy politicians: Bush, Cheney, Rumsfeld, Trump, 

Bannon, O’Reilly, etc. were too chickenshit to fight in a war when they had their chance. There’s 

something to be said for doing your job. And there’s no job shittier than putting yourself in 

mortal danger—especially when the necessity of you being in mortal danger is, at best, 

ambiguous. But despite their training, despite the 100% deliberate & thought-out effort that 

goes into the psychological re-mantling that turns people into soldiers, not one of these soldiers 

comes back without being wracked by trauma or guilt. They’re haunted for the rest of their lives 

by the things they saw, the things they did, even the things they did that were completely 

justified. 

The real cowards in this country are your average US citizens who fellate the military, who puff 

up their chests with empty patriotism and insist that this year’s war is noble & necessary. 

Because the US military is ALWAYS looking for volunteers, and if you think the military’s so 

great, and its wars so just, then go fucking sign up.  

Our society’s worship of the military, all of its magnets & flags, isn’t patriotism; it’s survivor’s 

guilt. 

The military is the single biggest cash suck in our government. Trillions of disappeared dollars 

unaccounted for, but we’re supposed to be outraged at the food stamp recipient for wasting our 

tax money on soda, or the college kid who wants a good education, or the cancer patient who 

can’t afford health insurance. That money could be spent on making this country less of an 

impoverished drug-infested shithole—hell, you could station all our overseas military here and 

have them build bridges & roads. 

This is the part where someone throws out the tired phrase about protecting our freedom, but 

labor unions, school teachers, and political protesters have done more to secure freedom for the 

people of this country than any military action this country’s undertaken in the past 50 years. If 

you want to thank someone for their service—and remember plenty of veterans think you’re an 

asshole when you say that—go thank one of those people. 

***** 

There’s a personal element to all this. I lost one of my best friends from high school to the 

military. As far as I know he’s still alive, but in five years he went from being a kind, thoughtful 

sweet kid—someone who once hid a tape recorder in the crack of his butt so he could get past 

security and secretly record a Morrissey concert—to someone who spewed violent hateful 

jarhead bullshit whenever I saw him. 

He accepted an ROTC scholarship from the marines in order to go to the University of 

Pennsylvania. For a kid from El Cajon whose family life was a mess, who shared a bedroom with 

https://www.nytimes.com/2015/02/22/sunday-review/please-dont-thank-me-for-my-service.html?_r=0
https://www.nytimes.com/2015/02/22/sunday-review/please-dont-thank-me-for-my-service.html?_r=0


his older brother all through high school, I guess the opportunity to go to an Ivy League school 

was too good to pass up, and if he couldn’t afford to pay for it, he’d do what he had to do. 

Once at school, he experienced the typical fish-out-of-water loneliness (new city, new coastline, 

new peers), but I can imagine the loneliness was amplified by doing ROTC . It isn’t easy making 

friends at a school like Penn when your head’s shaved and you wear a military uniform around 

campus. I always figured that a big reason he embraced military life so totally & completely 

(initially, he just joined for the cash—he wanted to major in history and become a teacher) was 

the lack of other social options. 

I wish I’d talked to him more about it. I wish I’d been a better friend. But then I had my own shit 

I was dealing with, and El Cajon guys in their early 20’s aren’t known for talking about their 

feelings. 

Years later, he was stationed at Camp Pendleton and called me up out of the blue one night to 

invite me out with his roommates. I got to their house early enough to hear them getting ready 

for a night out on the town, which involved a lot of shouting about how they were going to fuck 

shit up, kick some asses, pound some pussy, etc. The night turned out to be go-to-a-bar-in-

Oceanside-and-play-pool. I remember a couple of guys squaring up to some townies at one 

point, but nothing much happened besides a lot of drinking and a lot of noise. 

The last time we hung out, he and I went to Tijuana, where he complained bitterly throughout 

the night about how he thought our cab driver had ripped us off. As he kept trying to tell me 

about how ‘these people’ were—I’d lived in Tecate for a year-and-a-half at one point, but nothing 

I said had any effect—the whole thing became too sad for words. 

Last I heard, he was living in Tennessee and working as a recruiter. In the wake of 9/11 and its 

two ensuing wars, I think of him often. I wonder about the long-term psychic effects of 

recruiting people to die for no good reason, simply b/c it’s your job. 

I wonder if he still listens to The Smiths. I wonder if he’ll read this. I wonder if he’ll think I’m an 

asshole. I wish he had become a history professor instead; I wonder what wishes might be 

rattling around in his brain. 

I wonder if someone else will read this. And I wonder if maybe they’ll choose to go work at 7-11 

when they finish high school instead of joining the military. That’s what I did. And say what you 

want to about the slow psychic death of working a minimum wage job—you don’t wake up crying 

when people shoot off fireworks at night. 

  



#13 - Meritocracy 

 

Every motivational speaker, every Ted Talker, every successful person, can take their positivist 

bullshit and shove it right through their protestant sphincter. To pretend we live in a 

meritocracy, a land where the harder you work the more you succeed, is to reveal yourself as 

either a propagandist or a fool. 

Of course it’s possible to be both. 

‘Through hard work, perseverance and a faith in God, you can live your dreams.’  

--Benjamin Carson 

I’m not saying there’s no point in working hard, just that there isn’t any cause & effect, no 

causation, no correlation, between hard work and success (for this exercise, we’re sticking w/the 

standard US definition of success: possessing lots of money and/or power). There are plenty of 

successful people out who didn’t work hard for it, and plenty of hard-working people that have 

fuck-all to show for it. 

And that’s true today more than ever, when most current jobs don’t pay a living wage, or offer 

full-time employment. If you work really hard, and get lucky, maybe after a year you’ll get a 25-

cent raise. Even if you do get promoted, you’ll just get put on salary and forced to work 60hrs a 

week with no overtime. 

Back when I was working at 7-11, I once actually got a 10-cent raise at my annual performance 

review. It was my two-year anniversary (I got a pin to put on my smock!... I used to wear a 

smock!), and during the review my manager asked if I felt I was working up to my full potential. 

I chose to go deep on the question—a huge mistake—and wondered if anyone ever truly reaches 

their full potential. After all, I could skip my lunch break (or whatever meal you call it when 

you’re eating at 1am after waking up at 3pm) and dust every single item in the store on a nightly 

basis instead of once a week. I could offer to carry the customers’ purchases out to their truck.  I 

could make up the difference whenever a customer was short, thereby winning their enduring 

loyalty. You get the idea. 

But despite the fact that I’d been working there for two years and never once called in sick 

(couldn’t afford to), never stolen anything, never gotten a write-up; despite the fact I always had 

the store clean & stocked for the next shift, my drawer always balanced, and never got robbbed; 

despite ALL OF THESE THINGS, I ended up getting the lowest possible raise because I, and I’m 

quoting the manager from memory here, wasn’t working up to my full potential. 

I told them just to keep the 10-cents. There’s something to be said for holding on to one’s 

dignity. 



I quit 7-11 about six months later, but that’s not the point. The point is that I had worked hard. I 

had done a great job. I had created wealth for my employer and helped maintain the GDP of our 

great nation through my work ethic And what did I get for it? A 10-cent an hour raise. No health 

care. No sick days (remind me to tell you about the time I puked in the deli sink). No promotion. 

No future. 

It’s too bad. I actually liked the job. You could listen to whatever music you wanted to—I had a 

cheap boombox with a sticker over the cassette part that read GUNS DON’T KILL PEOPLE. 

ROCK MUSIC KILLS PEOPLE. 

You hear it all the time. Work hard and you’ll get ahead, and if you don’t then it’s your fault. You 

weren’t smart enough. You didn’t work hard enough. You didn’t deserve it. 

But all of that is an insidiously abusive gaslighting lie. Because even if every US person had an 

IQ of 150 and the work ethic of a highly-aspirational mule, there still aren’t enough good jobs for 

everyone, and so some people are going to be shut out no matter how hard they work. It’s true 

that there will always be winners & losers, but all the hard work in the world isn’t going to 

change the fact that the single best way to become successful in America is to make sure the first 

birth canal you crawl out of belongs to a person with a lot of money. Period. Wealth begets 

wealth. 

When Ivy League schools still admit legacy applicants just because their parents went there, you 

know the system is rigged in their favor. Harvard admits more white legacy applicants each year 

than all black students. It doesn’t matter if the children of the elite are dumb as dirt, or if they 

even want to go to these colleges. These kids are given access to wealth & power that the vast 

majority of their US counterparts will never even sniff. Did you ever help one of your friends get 

a job? Access to the wealthy & powerful works exactly like that. 

Speaking of friends and jobs, during the 2 ½ yrs I worked at 7-11, a friend of mine held over 15 

jobs. He wasn’t stupid, or incompetent. He just had a strategy, and because he still lived at home 

while going to community college, he could afford to take the risk. Once he started working at 

one of these jobs, he would basically steal everything he could get his hands on until he 

eventually got fired, then he’d get a job somewhere else and do the exact same thing. The last I 

heard, he’d finished college and was teaching history at a nearby high school. 

I’m not mad at him. Even back then, I wasn’t mad at him. My friend simply understood the 

system better than I did. After all, any objective look at US History will tell you that theft gets 

you a lot further than hard work. 

So the next time you’re pissed off because the Burger King drive thru fucked up your order, or 

the line at the post office moves slower than a hangover shit of guinness & cheese, or that person 

on the phone isn’t in a hurry to help you, remind yourself that there is absolutely zero incentive 

for anyone in America to give a shit about anything when they’re at work. Even investment 

https://thinkprogress.org/why-do-colleges-still-give-preference-to-kids-whose-parents-went-there-ef3abe20407b


bankers who crash the economy and cost their investors billions suffer no consequences and feel 

no shame. And let’s not even talk about the work ethic of the current US president. 

And yet, while meritocracy may be a lie, it’s an extremely valuable one. Capitalism wouldn’t 

function nearly as well without it. I mean, how are you going to convince people to work hard 

when most of the wealth they generate is going to someone else? Capitalism isn’t an ethos, it’s a 

scam. It’s a pyramid scheme that feasts on people’s dreams and their need to survive, and the 

people who work the hardest are the ones who are most deluded.  



#14 - Failure 

 

Because in a sense, all of us are failures. You can sell a million books, or a million albums, just in 

the USA alone, and that still means 320 million people said ‘nah, not for me thanks.’ In my town 

of Athens, Georgia—pop. 150,000 if you include the college students—500 people in a music 

venue is considered a great night. Which means that even if you’re one of the most popular local 

bans in Athens, then 149,500 people, or 99.7% of the population, think you suck. 

So the numbers would suggest that failure is just a question of degree. 

I’m a failure too. I don’t get paid to write this column. The places that have published my 

writing, some more regular than others, all passed on it. I wasn’t surprised. The title is crude, 

probably offensive, and definitely immature. And though I think this world, and what passes for 

our society, is so sick and riddled w/hypocrisy & murder that it deserves to be treated with as 

much disrespect/scorn/mockery/yelling as possible, I understand that some people think good 

manners are more important. Me, I think good manners enable sociopaths. 

And I still believe that a well-timed middle finger can be more effective than a perfectly-worded 

essay. 

While I recognize that I’ve been luckier than most aspiring writers, my ‘writing career’ has been, 

commercially at least, pretty much an unending series of humiliations. Fun fact: despite having 

had two books published, along with hundreds of essays about music, film, books, and my own 

weird personal experiences, all of those things only happened b/c someone asked me to write for 

them. Whenever I’ve asked someone to publish something I’ve written, or represent me as a 

writer—and this includes seven novels, a couple dozen short stories, over 75 poems, and, uh, this 

column you’re skimming through—I’ve gotten nothing but rejection letters, assuming anyone 

ever responded at all. 

One of my paid writing gigs is anonymous; you couldn’t find it unless you knew where to look. I 

write press releases for small record labels—I spent this morning writing liner notes for a reissue 

of mediocre shoegaze music from the early 90’s. I don’t always like the music, but I definitely 

like the $100 they pay me, which is double what I get over at The Fanzine—and even then, the 

$50 I get there is considered pretty good for freelancing, esp. considering the check arrives 

promptly and w/o me having to ask. 

I tell myself it’s okay to write those press releases, which are essentially advertisements, which 

are telling people they need to buy an album that I personally wouldn’t listen to for free. I tell 

myself it’s okay b/c these are small labels, run by nice people—if they aren’t always friends, then 

they’re at least friends of friends—but I know these are the same kind of rationalizations that 

people use to sell bombs & missiles & expensive cars and as such I’m one more cog in the gears 

of capitalism/consumerism that are slowing crushing us to death. 

http://thefanzine.com/author/scottcreney/


I tell myself that writing these things is just a form of creative nonfiction, that I’m exercising my 

writing muscles and getting paid to do it. I tell myself that it’s a zen exercise, and if all music is 

just sound particles moving through air, then surely it’s just my own received prejudices that 

make me hear one set of music as somehow better or superior to another, and so writing a press 

release becomes a fun game to imagine a world where I would like this music, where I’d want to 

hear it again & again. 

But I can’t make myself forget that most of the sickness & cruelty in this world starts out as a lie 

we tell ourselves in order to justify our less-admirable actions. 

Then there are also the lies we tell ourselves to justify our failures. A writer will invoke Kafka, or 

Emily Dickinson, to console themselves that they’re in good company, that rejection is actually a 

sign of their greatness. A musician will think of Arthur Russell, or Big Star, or even the Velvet 

Underground—artists who were underappreciated in their time who later proved to be hugely 

influential. 

Of course the only real difference between failure & success, as measured in this society, is how 

much money you’ve got in your bank account. And either way, whether you have too much or 

not enough, you still get singled out as a freak, to be pointed at until people’s attention passes 

and eventually you’re forgotten. 

Still, it’s better to have money than not have money, and so I continue to dream. I tell myself 

that this column will continue to grow a larger audience. I tell myself its reach will continue to 

spread, and by the end of the year it will become a phenomenon whereupon it will then become 

a book, a book that will sell 250,000 copies and allow me to pay off my student loans and buy a 

modest home in the US southwest desert at which point I will pursue creative non-commercial 

projects like ambient drone music and minimalist poetry; I will paint our house in psychedelic 

colors and rise every morning w/the sun to commune w/the desert all around me. 

There is nothing special—about me or my dream. We all tell ourselves lies about our future 

success to distract ourselves from the pain of our present failure. 

And to think someone out there still wonders why poor people vote Republican.  



#15 - Death 

You’re going to fucking die. 

That’s not a threat. It’s just a biological fact. Everyone dies. Hell, it’s possible you might die 

before you even finish reading this. It’s possible I might die before I finish writing it, and all of 

this has been posthumously edited in a way that my living self would find appalling. 

Let me put it this way. You know the infant mortality rate people are always talking about? Well 

technically speaking, the infant mortality rate is 100%. Because all infants are eventually, given 

enough time, going to die. And as long as we’re on the subject, let me point out that if it weren’t 

for Chile, Mexico, Turkey, and Slovakia, the US would have the highest infant mortality rate in 

the civilized* world. Our health care system is murderous and broken because, for all of our very 

real fear of Death, this society has absolutely zero fear when it comes to killing. 

(*not my choice of words, but I’m going to leave it here b/c I appreciate the irony in calling a 

country ‘civilized’ that allows people to needlessly die so that stockholders can make a little 

more money off their investments.) 

But either way, Death is coming for all of us (and if any word is going to get capitalized in this 

series, it’s going to be Death), and this fact terrifies us. And b/c we tend to hate the things that 

scare us, so we hate Death—along with its shadow, aging. I think if most people were to be 

honest about their personal goals, #1 would be to avoid Death for long as possible. 

Especially if you’re a kid. I’m guessing that when the Make-A-Wish foundation tells the 

terminally kids they get to make a wish, being a ballerina for a night isn’t usually their first 

choice. And whenever I see a bald kid sitting in a MLB dugout, I’m pretty sure his presence there 

was the result of some serious negotiations: 

Kid: Wow! So I get to make a wish? Any wish at all? 

Make-A-Wish Rep: You bet, kid. 

Kid: Well, I guess my first wish would be, and I bet this is a popular one…I wish to not have 

cancer! 

Make-A-Wish Rep: Yeah, sorry, we can’t really do that one. 

Kid: Oh... Well, how about live long enough to graduate high school? 

Make-A-Wish Rep: Um…say kid, do you like baseball? I bet you like baseball. Tell me Aiden—it 

is Aiden, right?—who’s your favorite baseball player? 

On the bright side, Death is the only thing in this world that’s fair, in the sense that it happens to 

everyone. Though like most things American, even Death is racist and hates poor people , so it’s 

not completely fair, but you get the idea. 

http://time.com/4410610/race-poverty-health-death/


Now, some people might think I’m sick for talking about this, or even thinking about this, but 

when I look around it’s the people who can’t accept their own mortality who seem the sickest to 

me. They end up pursuing pleasure & wealth in an effort to distract themselves from the 

inevitable. I remember years ago sitting in the HR department of a fluorescent light factory in 

Americus, Ga. during a job interview (and after 20 years of writing, including 4 yrs of college, I 

still can’t spell the word fluorescent w/o help) and seeing a poster on the interviewer’s wall that 

said ‘He Who Dies With The Most Toys Wins.’ That poster has haunted me all this time, even 

more than the year I spent working as a machine press operator in Americus, Ga. Not only is 

that poster insane, it’s completely wrong. Because obviously you don’t win anything by having a 

lot of toys when you die. You’re dead. (I should note that the ‘toy’ on his motivational poster was 

a picture of a speedboat, as opposed to a stained-glass dildo). I get that this idea might seem 

controversial during a time when so many people use their bank accounts, or the size of their 

house, or the size of their car, as a way to keep score in some kind of manufactured bullshit 

competition against their fellow human beings, but it’s true. So many of the sicknesses, the 

pathological fucked-up ideologies, of this society can be traced back to people’s inability to 

accept the inevitability of Death—their own impending Death, along with the impending Death 

of their loved ones. 

Also, imagine how crowded the planet would be right now if nobody ever died. Imagine a planet 

where 99.9% of the population were just senior citizens getting older and older, their flesh 

continuing to sag, their bodies continuing to decay. The idea is horrible, and not just because 

that means more people watching Fox News—or, if we want to horrify the right, more people 

receiving medicare & social security, Death is necessary & good b/c Death is what makes 

evolution possible. Biologically speaking, the only reason for our existence is to reproduce and 

then get the fuck out of the way for the next generation. Without Death, most humans would still 

be five feet tall, dragging their knuckles on the ground as they walked and cowering in fear 

during the next solar eclipse. The desire to live forever is selfish. It insists that your life is more 

valuable than the lives that will follow after you. It implies that none of us have any 

responsibility to anyone, that society exists first & foremost as a tool to help us fulfill our own 

selfish desires, that we are the most important person on the planet. 

Many people, almost all of them simple-minded hypocrites, like to call themselves pro-life. Me, 

as I get older, I find myself becoming more and more pro-Death. And on some days, when my 

mood is black and I’m consumed by loathings both universal & self-, I’m so pro-Death that it 

almost makes my gums bleed. 

Because in the end we’re all just a bunch of organs and tissues, each of us inhabiting a body that 

will eventually be skullfucked by worms while we fertilize some soil to help the grass grow, 

which cows can then eat to grow bigger & stronger so that some other human can then eat the 

cows. We euphemistically call this the Great Cycle Of Life, but the Great Cycle Of Death is every 

bit as true and sounds like a way healthier, and more honest, perspective. 

And don’t worry, I have no illusions about how this all ends for me. I’m married. I love my 

partner dearly—she’s my best friend, soulmate, etc. Nevertheless, the best-case scenario ends 



with one of us watching the other die. You say, but wait Scott, you could die together, like in a 

plane crash or something, Yeah, except we have a kid, which means that your particular best-

case scenario would result in our son losing both of his parents simultaneously. 

The only way for me to have avoided this gruesome scenario (watching my partner die, or my 

partner watching me die) would have been to die alone, having never loved, having never—in a 

real sense—ever having lived. And back in high school, when I first started thinking deeply about 

my future Death, it didn’t take long to conclude that the best thing you can do is make the most 

of your time here. Create lots of great memories and maybe leave something behind so people 

can remember you. Because immortality doesn’t happen when you ascend to heaven and St. 

Peter opens the gates for you (I still can’t believe people seriously think this), immortality 

happens when you’re remembered, when people tell stories about you after you’re gone. You 

become immortal when your grandchildren tell stories about you. 

This week, our  2-yr-old says he wants to be a firefighter when he grows up. So I tell him the 

story of Bill Bussey, my great-grandfather who died long before I was born. Grampa Bussey was 

a firefighter in Brockton and was a local hero—pronounced dead a half-dozen times, the kind of 

guy who even when he wasn’t working still rushed to a fire to help out. He also, from some of the 

stories I’ve heard, sounds like he might have been a violent lunatic, but, you know, so weren’t 

most of my relatives. Still, as I talked about him, Bill Bussey was as alive in that moment as any 

of Noam’s living relatives. For a few minutes, and maybe longer depending on my son’s ability to 

retain information, Bill Bussey became immortal. We can spend our time on this earth 

accumulating wealth, or we can spend it building a spiritual inheritance for others.  

I never got any cash from Grampa Bussey, but hearing stories about him instilled a belief in me 

that I too could one day be a hero. And if this series of essays is about anything, it’s about me 

wanting to become a hero through telling stories driven by vulgar insights & poetic hate. 

My kid will probably be glad I wrote it though, assuming he ever learns to read. As long as he’s 

here, I might as well say hi to him. Hi kid! It was great knowing you! You’re a really great 

person! If I’m not haunting you, then that definitely means that ghosts don’t exist! Because if I 

existed in a spiritual realm and possessed any sentient faculties whatsoever, you’d better 

believe I’d come visit!  



#16 - Psychedelics 

 

It’s Saturday morning in my local Kroger grocery store, and thanks to psilocybin—or more 

accurately, my past experiences w/psilocybin—it’s possible for me to sit in the ‘cafe seating’ area 

(the sign has an accent over the ‘e’ in cafe, but I’m not going to sift through these weak-ass 

google docs menus trying to find it, not that it matters in the grand cosmic scheme of things 

anyway) and find the moment beautiful. The seating area is upstairs from the sales floor, with a 

view overlooking the produce section that allows me to watch the shoppers make their way 

through the store, and when the in-house speakers start to play ‘I Can See Clearly Now’ by 

Johnny Nash, a favorite song of my wife’s mom, who died before I got to meet her, I am moved 

nearly to tears. 

Psilocybin has allowed me to see people going about their regular lives and recognize the tedium 

as somehow beautiful & necessary, that the shared experience of say, buying groceries—no two 

cartloads ever exactly alike—connects us all to each other while at the same time differentiating 

us from each other, an experience simultaneously universal as well as unique.  

They’re playing ‘Wind Beneath My Wings’ now. As an undernourished high school kid, I 

participated in Academic League, which was kind of like team Jeopardy (team Jeopardy! if I’m 

being punctuationally specific—the exclamation point is part of the game show’s title  after all). 

Because I was a failed basketball player, good enough to make the team but not good enough to 

play in a game that was even remotely competitive, I brought an intensity to Academic League 

that most of my other teammates did not. Anyway, the big county-wide tournament (and San 

Diego County is a big motherfucking county, about the size of Massachusetts) took place in 

Fallbrook every year. After our team romped through the first three matches of the morning 

session, led by a dominant performance from yours truly, who for that morning at least was the 

Michael Jordan of Academic League, the late Peter Sebastian—a teacher who once bet actual 

real money against my then-current english teacher that I would get a perfect score on my AP 

English test (I did not)—told the team that we were going to eat lunch ‘wherever Scott wants to 

eat’ and then proceeded to serenade me w/this Bette Midler song ‘Wind Beneath My Wings’ 

(which I’d never heard before—my favorite band at the time was The Smiths). 

I decided we would eat at Burger King. In those days I always wanted to eat at Burger King. 

Back here in Kroger, the PA plays Lynyrd Skynyrd’s ‘Sweet Home Alabama’ and I remember that 

every high is followed by an inevitable crash, and the greater the heights the greater the 

subsequent psychic carnage. 

Because I don’t count marijuana as a psychedelic (a mild hallucinogen at best, and one I’ve 

never much cared for), my first psychedelic experience took place in the summer of 2001 as a 

29-year-old college student. It was wonderful. At a time in my life when I mostly felt lonely, 

anxious, & isolated (living in a big city, esp. a northeastern city like Boston tends to exasperate 



this stuff), those feelings instantly vanished when I took mushrooms and I felt empathetic love 

for everything. Even once the bad feelings returned, as feelings inevitably will, my perspective 

on them—my ability to step outside my reality and see it from a more subjective point-of-view—

was changed forever. 

I could go on about the other half-dozen or so times I took psilocybin, but like stories about our 

dreams, the specifics tend to be way more interesting to the participant than the observer. So 

I’m going to limit the stories to a couple of good ones. 

My friend and I collaborated on a poem that first time, which wasn’t easy since the computer 

cursor resembled a blinking monolith, and I still remember turning on the TV as we began to 

return to normal. We put on the Red Sox game and the first thing we heard was announcer Sean 

McDonough saying, ‘We’ve just been struck by lightning here in the booth,’ which seemed 

amazing & hilarious to us in our still semi-altered states. 

The third experience with this friend resulted in a third poem. By then we were living in 

Prescott, AZ and again, as we started coming down we decided to engage w/the outside world. 

So we walked into town to get something to eat, and as we entered the restaurant the hostess 

asked us a simple question: How many of you are there? We stood there speechless for a minute, 

pondering the depths of her question before collapsing in laughter. 

I mean, it is a pretty deep question when you really think about it—esp. in the cosmic sense, 

parallel universes & the like. 

And by the way, isn’t it nice that I can write about taking illegal drugs w/o fear of being 

arrested? To think that some dumb racist stumpy-headed motherfuckers still insist there’s no 

such thing as white privilege. The idea that psychedelics are illegal, that every now & then people 

actually get arrested for this stuff, only proves we live in a society w/fucked-up priorities. Study 

after study tells us that psilocybin can be used to treat depression, anxiety, addiction, and a host 

of other psychological disorders—disorders, I should point out, that we are currently not very 

good at treating. But then we live in a society that seems to create depression, anxiety, and 

addiction: the side effects of living in a consumerist culture of impoverished scarcity. I think the 

lawmakers & job creators believe the workers won’t work as hard if the workers aren’t worried 

about making as much money as possible. If people had a healthy perspective on life, that might 

be bad for the stock market or something. 

Fuck those people. For your next vacation, I’d urge you to consider planning a trip that doesn’t 

involve leaving your house. 
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#17 - Divorce 

 

Let’s all sing it like the Tammy Wynette song—D-I-V-O-R-C-E. It’s more fun that way, more of a 

celebration and less of a wake. Not that there’s anything fun about that song, but when it comes 

to earthquake implosions of anger & blame you take your smiles where you can get them. 

Our parents lied to us in oh so many ways, but when they told us the divorce they were getting 

wasn’t our fault, that may have been the biggest lie of them all. Because as the proud parent of a 

bouncing baby toddler, let me tell you that this kid does not like it when his mom & dad have a 

conversation with each other while he’s in the room. Stop talking! he’ll sometimes shout. Or 

Mommy, I want you to stop talking to daddy when he’s feeling especially verbal. And yeah, we 

tell him to be patient, and if he persists, tell him he’s being rude and he should probably go hang 

out in his room until he’s ready to be nice etc. etc. But while I’ve explained to him that he 

definitely has a vested interest in making sure his mom & dad continue to, uh, like each other, 

he still bristles a bit when we’re having a grown-up conversation. 

So while he’s working so hard to keep my wife & I from talking to each other, and in the process 

remembering why we fell in love—which is an important thing to carry around in your brain 

and/or heart (depending on where you think the abstract concept of love might physically 

reside) when you’re both going through the inherent struggles that come with raising a toddler—

I have to say that the success of our future relationship, my wife & I, our ability to endure these 

struggles and come out the other side with our relationship more or less unscathed, will happen 

(assuming/hoping that it does happen) in spite of the selfish little fucker. 

The flipside of which, of course, is that if we don’t make it, then he’s at the very least partly 

responsible. So yeah, your parents’ divorce? Probably your fault. 

Not that you knew any better. The toddler psyche is a complicated place. The toddler psyche 

sees the world as a zero-sum game. The toddler psyche has a hard time achieving perspective & 

distance. The toddler psyche, so excited to be learning all these new words, gets upset when it 

can’t understand the words coming out of their parents’ mouths, esp. when they aren’t talking to 

him. So while my particular toddler is better than most at handling his emotions (former 

preschool TA here writing this), the day-to-day parenting experience is a lot like taking a class 

taught by a drunk sadistic professor who insists on giving you 30 different tests throughout the 

day, a drunk sadistic professor who, in my case, every now and then pees his pants out of spite 

when I don’t put him in his favorite shopping cart at the grocery store (the fire engine, which is 

good b/c I refuse to put him in the police car b/c fuck the police, that’s why). 

So think about all those married couples you see in public who never seem to look each other in 

the eye, who rarely speak directly to each other. That’s a couple where one (or both, probably 

both) of the partners has lost their shit on the other. They lost their temper in the heat of the 

moment, probably exasperated & exhausted, and said horrible things they could never take 



back. Because there are certain phrases so toxic that once you say them your relationship has 

been poisoned and will never fully recover. You can probably imagine the most obvious ones, 

but here’s another: What the fuck is wrong with you? You have to watch out for this one 

because there’s going to come a time when it will pop in your head (esp. if you had a dad like 

mine—HI DAD!1—and you might feel justified in saying it.  

But it’s important that you don’t say it, even if you think your partner deserves it, especially if 

you think your partner deserves it. Because once they hear that phrase, what the fuck is wrong 

with you? their brain is going to try and answer the question, and in the process it’s going to 

dredge up every dark, depressing, pathetic thing they’ve ever thought about themselves, and 

they are going to feel horrible; they are going to feel the totality of their existence being judged 

by you. And who the fuck are you? Standing there with a shit-stained blanket in your hand 

judging your partner? Like you never made a mistake in your life, like you never knew what to 

do when the baby shits on his blanket. 

It is important to remember that just because a situation involving your child feels like life & 

death, that doesn’t mean you need to kill your partner’s love for you. 

So my wife and I play in this band, and this band has had enough modest success that we’ve 

gotten to tour around the eastern half of the US several times and the entire UK twice. After we 

got back from the second US tour, she told me she didn’t want to tour anymore. It turned out 

that our band relationship, especially our touring relationship, was a lot different than the 

relationship we were used to at home, and dealing w/the stressful situations, less privacy, less 

room for compromise, all made being on tour w/each other an awful experience. So we talked 

for a while, and I remember saying that one day, if we had kids, we were going to find ourselves 

in a similar kind of situation—not getting enough sleep, surfing waves of joy & disappointment, 

being super=emotionally invested in what we were doing—but if we could learn to handle all 

that stuff in the context of touring and work through our bullshit, it might help us down the line 

when we were parents. 

So far, it seems like I was right. We learned to get along on tour and work as a team. And when I 

couldn’t find my passport five days before we were supposed to fly to England for a UK tour and 

I ended up driving to Atlanta and shelling out a couple hundred dollars to get one expedited, she 

didn’t call me stupid. Even when I found the original 6mos later in the pocket of an old jacket, 

she still didn’t call me stupid. 

And as parents, so far neither of us have lost our cool with each other and unleashed a torrent of 

spleen & abuse that we can never take back—b/c if you’re ever going to just start fucking 

screaming at your partner and berating them, it’s going to be at 3am when neither of you has 

 
1 Just kidding. My dad and I haven’t talked since 2003. 



had a good night’s sleep in over a week and there’s a situation that needs resolving and neither 

of you have any idea what to do. 

So far so good, but you know, life may be as tedious as the weather, it may even be as tedious as 

talking about the weather, or as tedious as invoking the weather as a symbol in an essay about 

divorce, but hey life is also full of fucking surprises! The week’s not over yet, and the kid still 

isn’t showing any signs that he’s going to grow up to be a marriage counselor. 

So one day at a time and all that shit, but it’s important to remember that when it comes to 

marriage there are no happy endings b/c every marriage ends in either failure or death. 

  



#18 - Assassination 

It’s like my dad used to say: assassination makes two asses out of I and the nation. Of course like 

a lot of things my dad used to say, it doesn’t make any fucking sense, but there you go. 

Speaking of assassination, last week a guy shot congressperson Steve Scalise with the intent of 

making him well and truly dead. There are a lot of ironies in all this, a lot of ideological chickens 

ricocheting all over this story. Scalise, naturally, is a big gun rights guy, earning an A+ from the 

National Rifle Association. This means he advocates (or advocated—we’ll have to ask him about 

his position again if/when he wakes up) for domestic violence offenders to own guns even 

though there’s a clear link between domestic violence and mass shootings. Naturally, the guy 

who shot him had a previous domestic violence connection. Scalise is fiercely anti-LGBTQ 

rights, and a queer woman named Crystal Griner helped save his life. He’s also racist enough to 

compare himself favorably to former KKK Imperial Wizard David Duke, and of course Crystal 

Griner is black—and married to a woman (Scalise has repeatedly voted against gay marriage). 

Lastly, Garner was wounded in the process of saving Scalise, meaning she risked her life to save 

a man who sees her as less than human, or at least undeserving of the same rights as humans 

like himself. 

But while the story’s dripping with irony, it’s not an especially interesting irony. It’s just the 

inevitable contradictions that pile-up when you live life as a public bigot making a living off 

other people’s bigotry and sad pathetic fears. If your ethos revolves around the idea that some 

humans are less human than you are, that ethos is going to get proven wrong again and again. 

That’s not irony so much as you’re just going through life as a dumb misguided motherfucker. If 

I think gravity isn’t real so I walk under a falling piano and get crushed to death, yeah it’s a little 

ironic, but it’s mostly an indictment of my stupidity. 

So as I write this, Scalise is still in critical condition, and other republican congresspersons are 

so shaken that while their current position on guns—every white person gets a gun no matter 

what’—isn’t going to change anytime soon, they were still literally crying on the floor of the 

House. 

Now I’ve called my congresspersons more times than I’m willing to admit (Hi Jody Hice! Yes, I 

still think you’re a skunk!), and I’ve been involved in plenty of protests and marches, but I’ve 

never been able to make a congressperson cry. In fact as far as I can tell, I haven’t had any effect 

whatsoever. My current representative, Jody Hice, voted against the first Trumpcare bill like I 

asked him to, but he only did it because that particular bill wasn’t cruel enough. Nothing affects 

these people. Sandy Hook didn’t affect these people, Trayvon Martin didn’t affect them. But this  

shotting scared the hell out of them; it touched them on a deep, personal level. 

It makes me wonder if maybe I’ve been doing this protest thing all wrong. 

http://www.newyorker.com/news/news-desk/the-link-between-domestic-violence-and-mass-shootings-james-hodgkinson-steve-scalise


It’s as if it never occurred to these congresspeople that arming the entire country might be a bad 

idea. For people who talk a good game about citizens needing an arsenal of guns to protect 

yourself from the government, you think they’d realize someone might take one of their guns 

and shoot it at a congressperson, i.e. part of the government. But then nothing in America is a 

tragedy until it happens to you or someone you care about. Until then, fuck everyone else. We 

think about politics the way think about our favorite sports team—it’s good when my side does it 

but the embodiment of all evil when your side does it—and it’s a big part of the reason we’re well 

and truly fucked as a country. That way of thinking is how you get right-wingers decrying the 

‘liberal hate’ that fueled last week’s attack while a talentless draft-dodging coward like Ted 

Nugent can call for Barack Obama and Hillary Clinton to be hung for treason without a single 

republican objecting. Even today, Nugent still appears regularly on the most popular news 

channel in the US and was recently invited to the White House as a guest of honor courtesy of 

our new president. There’s no word strong enough to convey the rank hypocrisy, the bent & 

twisted fanaticism, the maggot-infested corruption that is the US right-wing. It’s sick. Not that 

left-wingers aren’t capable of propaganda, but at this point the republican party is only 

propaganda, it’s only corruption. It’s more grift than government. The government that runs this 

country is fucked; it hasn’t cared about the middle-class or the lower class in 30 years, and it has 

no intention of even listening to them. That’s true of both parties. 

Now I’m not saying we should all go get guns and start shooting at congresspeople. Historically 

speaking, violence only begets violence, and once people start shooting it’s almost impossible to 

get them to stop (see the past 100yrs of dumb US foreign policy and weapon sales). But if Clive 

Bundy and Osama Bin Laden and this week’s shooter have anything in common, it’s this: when 

people think you aren’t listening to them, they tend to turn violent. This government doesn’t 

listen to its citizens. Most of the time it doesn’t even pretend to. That’s a serious problem, and 

one that needs to be rectified—quick. The only thing I hope happens from this week’s shooting is 

that our government becomes better listeners. 

Not that I have any hope of that ever happening. I mean, while I was out driving today I saw a 

sticker on the back window of a jeep featuring Calvin from Calvin & Hobbes pissing on the word 

CANCER. It reminded me that we live in a country so defined by stupid smug self-satisfied 

meanness that even our prayers for physical health are caked in pettiness & arrogance. It’s hard 

to be optimistic about the future of this country when there are rats in a laboratory mere hours 

from death who have a better understanding of cause & effect than most Americans. 

Because in the US, killing people with a gun for a deliberate reason is the work of a madman, but 

killing people indiscriminately as a result of your inhumane policies—that’s good politics, or 

freedom, or patriotism, or some other bullshit. There is nothing more American than the idea 

that it’s okay to kill people indirectly, from a distance—whether it be through politics that deny 

people access to health care, or bombs dropped from a tremendous height. These are considered 

sane, rational acts, but to shoot someone on purpose, to send a message to someone in power, 

that’s the work of a madman. 



But I ask you, who is more of a violent sociopath, a person who votes against the Violence 

Against Women act and advocates cutting social programs for the most vulnerable in our society 

(political positions that will almost certainly lead to unnecessary suffering & death), or a person 

who shoots that person because of their positions? 

It’s a trick question, of course. They’re both violent sociopaths. But then these days, I’m starting 

to think so aren’t most americans. It may even be our defining characteristic. 

 

  



#19 - Cops 

 

I’ve been working on this entry for three months now, and every time I think it’s ready to go 

another police killing (a/k/a murder, or at the very least homicide) happens and I realize I 

haven’t said enough. There’s yet another shooting of an unarmed black male, usually with a 

video that churns your guts and fills you with impotent rage—and makes you feel guilty for 

watching, one more snuff film. Then the cop goes free, if they were ever even charged in the first 

place. People riot, people talk, people argue. It isn’t shocking anymore, it’s just the sad, stupid 

way we live in this country. 

Last week saw Philando Castile’s killer go free. Did you watch the video? a friend asked me. I 

hadn’t. I stopped watching after the first couple of videos. I found myself starting to feel like a 

witness to a series of lynchings, knowing full well that some people laugh while they watch these 

videos, they crack jokes at the victim’s expense . As for my friend, I could tell she was horrified by 

the Castile video, but this was the first time I’d heard her mention it. Never mind taking to the 

streets, she hadn’t even taken to her facebook page, and when she brought up the subject she 

knew perfectly well that everyone at the table saw Castile’s death as an outrage, as a tragedy.  

Some of us feel so powerless in this country that it hurts to imagine doing anything. I 

understand that feeling very well—what the fuck are we supposed to do when nobody listens. To 

care about justice in this country is to be considered an enemy of the state, and as far as the state 

is concerned, an enemy is something that you either imprison indefinitely or you kill. When it 

comes to protesting the state, you reach a point where you either back down or you become the 

Weather Underground. 

Hey, let’s hear a story about kids. Years ago I worked at Asheville City Schools Preschool (as a 

state employee, my take home pay, in 2004, was $1118.18 a month). One day a police officer 

came to visit the kids and one of the 3-year-olds walked up to him, looked him in the eye, and 

said, ‘You a pig,’ to which the cop smiled and said, ‘Well actually my name is Sergeant _____ of 

the Asheville police department. And what’s your name?’ The cop laughed it off, but you know if 

that kid said that shit as an adult he wouldn’t have gotten away with it. Hell, Tamir Rice was 

only 12 years old and all he did was…well he didn’t actually fucking do anything, but the cop was 

scared and so the cop killed him and that was all the justification the jury needed to hear. 

The latest killing turned out to be a black police officer shot by one of his  white co-workers who 

mistook him for a criminal. Go ahead and read it. It turns out white cops shooting black cops b/c 

they showed up to a crime scene and assumed the black cop was the criminal is a thing. 

This country would be a better place if the police were armed with social worker degrees instead 

of guns. 

 

https://www.theguardian.com/us-news/2017/jun/24/black-st-louis-police-officer-shot-white-colleague


Personally, I don’t like it when people call policemen pigs. Pigs are sensitive creatures, with kind 

eyes, and they taste delicious when eaten. Cops are none of those things. Cops are bullies. 

They’re prone to overreaction, prone to violence. Combine all those qualities with a thin-skinned 

hypersensitivity and the knowledge that they’ll almost never be punished for anything they do, 

and you get the worst people in our country today. What a bunch of hypersensitive cowardly 

shits. When I think of the years of abuse I was expected to take working in the service industry—

the number of times I had to stand there while someone cussed me out, or threatened to beat me 

up after my shift, or tried to get me fired for rolling my eyes. Shit, if I’d become a cop I could’ve 

just shot them, or beaten them to death with a club, and in some people’s eyes I would’ve been a 

hero. 

1/3 of all people killed by strangers in the US are killed by police. 97% of the officers aren’t 

charged w/a crime, and 99% are not convicted. The people they kill, especially the unarmed 

people they kill, are disproportionately black. They’re almost always male (I can’t use the word 

‘men’ b/c so many of their victims are under 18). To your average white american there is 

nothing scarier than a young black male, but statistically there’s nothing scarier than a white 

policeman. I’ve worked with them, gone to school with them, eaten with them, drank with them, 

danced with them, watched tv with them, played video games with them, laughed with them, 

lived in their neighborhoods. I’m more afraid of my senator harming me or my child than a 

black person.  

But then of course, police departments, like everything else american, are incredibly, stupidly, 

unnecessarily racist This isn’t made up. There’s nothing hypothetical or imagined about their 

racism. There is an abundance of fucking evidence to support the theory. When the skin color of 

the people you incarcerated for nonviolent crimes and kill without justification is 

disproportionately black, then your police force, and your justice system, is racist. Or to put it 

another way, you’ll find way more drugs in fraternity houses than in public housing, but the cops 

aren’t patrolling fraternity houses. And there’s more theft on Wall Street, more corruption in 

congress, more illegal killing of innocents perpetrated by our military, than there could ever be 

in black neighborhoods. But then police work isn’t about catching criminals—it’s about catching 

a specific type of criminal. 

I mean, police departments are filled, literally filled, with white supremacists. They’re 

deliberately targeted by neonazis as good places for neonazis to work. As opposed to, say, 

Greenpeace, which is a terrible place for neonazis to work. There seems to be nothing a white 

police officer can’t do to a black person, on tape no less, and get away with. The  term Black Lives 

Matter, a phrase that should be met with universal agreement—’of course they matter, of course 

they should’—inspires fear & retribution among the people who are supposed to, in theory, be 

protecting black lives. 

And don’t talk to me about the good cops. If you cover for a bad cop, then you’re a bad cop too. I 

think the legal term might be accessory, or harboring a fugitive). As much as we hear about how 

moderate muslims need to denounce the extremists in their ranks, no one ever demands the 

http://fusion.kinja.com/graphic-video-shows-police-officers-husband-pinning-man-1795857801
https://mappingpoliceviolence.org/
http://gawker.com/heres-audio-of-what-sounds-like-an-nypd-captain-pressur-1783544682
https://theintercept.com/2017/01/31/the-fbi-has-quietly-investigated-white-supremacist-infiltration-of-law-enforcement/
https://www.washingtonpost.com/posteverything/wp/2014/12/06/i-was-a-st-louis-cop-my-peers-were-racist-and-violent-and-theres-only-one-fix/
http://www.salon.com/2016/07/14/sorry_conservatives_new_research_from_harvard_shows_a_profound_amount_of_racism_by_policenot_less_of_it/
https://www.nytimes.com/2016/04/14/us/chicago-police-dept-plagued-by-systemic-racism-task-force-finds.html
https://fivethirtyeight.com/features/why-are-so-many-black-americans-killed-by-police/
http://www.counterpunch.org/2016/07/18/why-black-lives-matter-wont-go-away-a-primer-on-systemic-racism-in-america/
http://www.latimes.com/nation/la-na-maina-kiai-united-nations-snap-story.html
http://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/news/a55695/white-supremacist-law-enforcement/
http://www.mintpressnews.com/police-bully-family-farm-over-black-lives-matter-sign/210417/


same from police officers. It’s one thing to have a few bad apples, it’s another thing to know 

these apples are poisonous and watch people eat them and die while you say nothing. 

And the fact that police officers are, by definition, employees of the community who should be 

answerable to that community’s citizens the same way a landfill worker is, or even a firefighter 

is, should tell you there’s a problem. Our police force is answerable to no one. In fact, the very 

idea that the police should be held accountable for their actions, should stand trial for their 

crimes, is outrageous to the police. And isn’t it fucking fascinating that despite republican hatred 

of unions, especially ‘public-sector’ unions, they fucking love their police unions. 

Let’s talk about the people who see a video of a cop killing an unarmed person and rush in to 

defend the cop. These people are bootlicking proto-fascist cowards whose lives are consumed by 

fear, mistrust, and spiritual death. Their inability to see humanity in others, to identify with 

anyone they perceive as being not like them, means they live a life adrift, disconnected, and 

extremely lonely. They aren’t victims—they’re enablers of death—but their suffering is real, one 

more link in a chain that, were a policeman to wrap it around the neck of an unarmed black boy 

and choke the life out of him, these people would be glad to see that black boy dead. These 

people are sick, twisted fucks—at least a policeman gets paid for his cruelty. These people refuse 

to grant others the dignity of life, and in the process they themselves become less dignified, less 

human, more monstrous. Cop lovers are snails who are able to imagine themselves as bears 

through aligning themselves with the violence done by others. 

At least a policeman is, in some sense, just doing his job. But then a policeman has one job 

really, and that is to enforce the power of the state. The police protect the powerful. If you’re at 

the bottom of the economic ladder—or, because of your skin color, you’re assumed to be at the 

bottom of the economic ladder—any encounter you have with the police is probably not going to 

be a good one. In this country, the police are the people who hit you when you protest, who 

arrest you for demanding your rights, who use pepper spray when you sit someplace you aren’t 

supposed to. They hate it when you exercise free speech, or free assembly, or free press. 

In the sense that they are just doing their job, that they are the public face of evil that allows the 

true horror of everyday life to maintain its smiling facade, I’m able to feel some kind of pity for 

them. But not much.  

I’m tempted here to repeat the maxim that the only good cop is a dead cop, but even when one 

dies they just hire a replacement (sign up today to be a sheriff deputy and get a $3000 bonus 

says the billboard next to our county jail). So I’d say the only good cop is a retired cop, but then 

retired cops, just like retired military, tend to puff out their chests a little more than they 

deserve, and usually the ones who were the biggest cowards when they served act like the 

biggest tough guys after they’ve finished. I would say the only good cop is a brave cop, except our 

society often mistakes murder for bravery and cowardice for strength. 



So let’s just say that the only good cop is a good cop and I wish a few more of them actually 

existed. But you know what they say, wish in one hand and pour the blood of the latest unarmed 

victim murdered by a cop into the other, and see which one fills up first. 

  



#20 - 4th of July 

 

Patriotism is the first refuge of a fascist and all that, but for all the ranting & bile in this column, 

I feel like I need to be clear about something: you don’t write something like Trout Fisting In 

America because you hate America, and you especially don’t write it because you hate the 

American people. You write it because you love America, you love its people, and you want it to 

live up to its fucking ideals for once in its goddamn existence. 

Maybe it’s b/c I was born near Boston, Massachusetts a few years before the bicentennial. My 

parents, at that time still attempting to be good parents, took me to walk the Freedom Trail, to 

see the Tall Ships. My birthday cake that year was shaped like one of those drums you see in 

Revolutionary War paintings and decorated red, white, & blue. The night before I started 

preschool I stayed up reading my US history books because I wanted to be ready for my first day 

of school (I get call cynical a lot, but got a naively idealistic side you wouldn’t believe). 

So you could say I bought into American exceptionalism at an early age. I swallowed every myth, 

and got a little flutter in my heart when I heard a patriotic song. Even today I can’t help 

believing, as Melville wrote, that ‘the Declaration of Independence’ makes a difference, that 

there’s a power in condemning tyranny & injustice, not only as immoral, but as unamerican. 

And while there’s a danger in that kind of thinking—the subtle implication that human rights 

abuses are less offensive when they happen in other countries—it’s the source of my anger, my 

disappointment, and ultimately it’s the source of my hope. The Declaration of Independence was 

a radical document in 1776, and it’s still radical today (most of it is even written in iambic 

pentameter), to the point where I don’t think Jefferson had any idea how many people would 

look to it for their liberation. The country was rooted in slavery, and genocide, and misogyny, 

and the freedoms in the Declaration were assumed to be for white rich landowners, and yet… 

And yet it’s the foundation of every subsequent freedom that’s been won by its citizens—from 

women’s suffrage, to worker’s rights, to civil rights. The intentions of the Founding Fathers Inc. 

were rooted in self-interest and greed, but they forgot to close the door behind them. 

On this day the 4th of July, a day that happens to be my son’s birthday, I take time to reflect on 

all the things I love about this country. I reflect on how good it felt to come back here after 

touring Europe for several weeks. As Chuck Berry sang, anything you want they got it right here 

in the USA, and Chuck should know. America made him rich & famous, America barred him 

from restaurants & hotels because he was black, and America sent his ass to jail for, essentially, 

being a successful black man. 

But then there’s a hint of Stockhom Syndrome behind any form of patriotism, a relationship 

between citizen and country not unlike the relationship between a victim and an abuser. You 

look at the good qualities and hope for a better future. You believe they can change. You believe 

you can appeal to their better instincts because they say they want to be better. 



It’s important to draw a distinction between the American people and the American 

government. No matter which party is in power, they like to hide behind ‘America,’ as if 

criticizing them were the same thing as criticizing the country, or the people who live there. 

America is not Mitch McConnell or Barack Obama, and it damn sure isn’t the Air Force. America 

is the people who live there. Those other people are just employees. They flip the script on us so 

we’ll think they’re in charge when actually they’re just overpaid employees who are robbing us 

blind. The fact is most Americans overwhelmingly support free universal healthcare, 

reproductive rights, and non-discriminatory policies. They believe everyone should be paid a 

living wage and there should be safety nets for the less fortunate. They believe public education 

should be free and well-funded and that we should only go to war as a last resort. 

And they believe Wall Street should be bombed off the face of the fucking earth and every CEO 

should commit hari-kari. 

I don’t have any statistics to back up that last assertion, but I feel I could get elected senator on 

that platform. 

Anyway, I guess I’m saying that you could take 535 average Americans off the street and put 

them in Congress and they would do a better job than a Harvard-educated elite like Ted Cruz. 

That is what gives me hope. And on this day at least, even as the republican party is working to 

deny people their right to vote, and what could be more unamerican than that (unamerican as 

an idea, not as a historical fact), I recognize that things have the potential to get better. There is 

power in a union. If people are able to stick together despite the forces seeking to drive us apart, 

we can create a fairer, more just society for everyone. I’m not sure when, or if, that’s ever going 

to happen—and most days lately it seems likelier that we will slide even further under the power 

of authoritarianism; a govt. that doesn’t represent its citizens, and a police-state that obliterates 

whatever freedoms we are supposed to possess—but the potential is there. 

Because a revolution without moments of hope—for a better future, for its own success—is a 

revolution with a corpse in its mouth. And because the only alternative is giving up. 

 

 

  

https://twitter.com/staceyhopkinsga/status/882244576500752384
https://twitter.com/staceyhopkinsga/status/882244576500752384


#21 - Sloth 

 

Indolence. Lethargy. Torpor. Whatever. 

 

 

  

https://scottcreney.com/author/scottcreney/
https://scottcreney.com/author/scottcreney/
https://www.google.com/search?q=laziness+americans&rlz=1C1CHBF_enUS744US744&oq=laziness+americans&aqs=chrome..69i57.2728j0j4&sourceid=chrome&ie=UTF-8


#22 – Bicycles 

 

I remember one time this therapist said to me that whenever I got down on everything and was 

overcome w/despair for the human race, had convinced myself that everything was hopeless and 

that people were basically scum, I should remind myself that if there was a baby, or a small 

child, in danger—say about to be hit by a train—nearly every single person would rush to save it, 

even if that meant putting themselves in danger. 

 

The scenario made me feel a little better, though I think I was desperate enough at the time that 

I kind of just decided not to think about it too deeply—any psychic port in a storm and all that—

but these days lately I’m not sure I believe in it. 

 

I mean, the whole idea is basically just another angle on that whole Mr. Rogers ‘look for the 

helpers’ coping-mechanism quote that pops up whenever an ‘unimaginable tragedy’ happens 

(and if there’s a tragedy you can’t imagine, you’re probably living in deep valleys of denial). 

Anyway, here’s that quote in full for anyone who’s never encountered it:  

 

“When I was a boy and I would see scary things in the news, my mother would say to me, 

“Look for the helpers. You will always find people who are helping.” To this day, especially in 

times of “disaster,” I remember my mother’s words and I am always comforted by realizing 

that there are still so many helpers – so many caring people in this world.” 

 

And while there are a lot of caring people in this world, no one’s a caring person all the time. As I 

get older, I think there may be no such thing as a good person or a bad person—just good actions 

and bad actions, and all of us are capable of each. There’s a reason Google’s corporate motto was 

Don’t Be Evil, because one can do evil, lots & lots of it, w/o being evil. It takes a lot of individual 

actions over a long period of time to define our character. And yet even then…a person who’s 

spent their whole life as a functioning productive member of society is always capable of 

snapping. 

 

Anyway, I’ve been thinking about that baby/train scenario a lot lately, for reasons I’ll get to in a 

second, but first I want to point out that sometimes people just take your five-year-old and 

throw it in front of a fucking oncoming train, and my therapist did not mention this during our 

sessions. 

 

So I like to ride my bicycle. But because I live in a town that isn’t bike-friendly—most roads don’t 

have designated bike lanes, and let’s just say that college students aren’t the most alert drivers—

I’m very careful about where I ride. My wife grew up here, and she flat-out refuses to let me ride 

on busy roads without a bike lane b/c she knows dozens of incidents where a cyclist got hit by a 

car. It turns out, reassuring ideas about infants & trains aside, that if a driver decides to cross 

over the double-yellow line in order to pass a cyclist and they come around a curve to find an 

oncoming car about to hit them and they’re suddenly faced w/a choice between the car hitting 

them or them hitting the cyclist, the cyclist is going to get it every fucking time. 

 

Last month in Portland, Oregon some men intervened when a white supremacist started yelling 

http://www.nydailynews.com/news/national/new-jersey-woman-throws-child-train-tracks-article-1.2959468
http://www.nydailynews.com/news/national/new-jersey-woman-throws-child-train-tracks-article-1.2959468


racist & abusive shit at a couple of muslim girls. The white supremacist (and btw how fucking 

misguided & pathetic & lonely do you have to become before you not only become a white 

supremacist, but like, base your identity around it and wear it as a badge of honor) responded by 

stabbing the men and killing a couple in the process. The victims were rightly acknowledged as 

heroes (I saw the shit out of some Mr. Rogers memes being posted on the internet this week), as 

true angels of our better nature etc. One of them even dismissed his hero-status as the product 

of the US white savior complex, meaning these guys were woke as fuck and as close to an 

example of being a good white ally as we’re likely to find. 

 

And yet when they decided to intervene, they didn’t know they were going to get stabbed. They 

had no way of knowing the situation would escalate the way it did. So I can’t help wondering if 

they still would’ve gotten involved if they’d known how it would play out? It’s a pointless 

question—you can think about it forever and still never know the answer. And any conclusion 

you arrive at says more about you, and what you need to believe, than it does about these men. 

But me, I keep coming back to those drivers who knock cyclists off the road to save themselves. 

The baby/train scenario, comforting as it might be, isn’t based in any real-world data. It may in 

fact just be a comforting fable we tell ourselves to keep from psychically imploding at the visible 

and very real examples of inhumanity all around us. It makes sense that people would turn to 

Mr. Rogers for comfort. His show was meant to soothe childhood fears, and childhood might be 

the last time any of us believed that the world was a good place where people cared about us. In 

the adult world, life plays out a little darker. 

 

Because everything about this country suggests that people, especially people who vote, will 

choose to further their own wealth even if it comes at the expense of someone else’s survival. 

Which is an even more extreme demonstration of the motorist/cyclist scenario. To support a 

political party, or a budget, that slashes food/health/etc. for the most vulnerable so you can hold 

on to a little bit more of your money is even uglier than the motorist/cyclist scenario, i.e. 

choosing your survival over another’s. This is closer to running a cyclist off the road simply 

because they’re in your way and you want to get to your destination a few seconds faster, and 

maybe you’ve seen stories on the news trying to convince you that cyclists embody everything 

wrong in the US today so actually you’re doing everyone a favor. 

 

I guess it says something reassuring that people need to be convinced, that they need to be 

indoctrinated into fucked-up systems of thinking before they’ll deny someone their humanity, 

but I can’t help thinking that if the baby in question abandoned on those train tracks was poor, 

or a baby of color, that there are people out there who not only would allow the baby get hit by a 

train, they’d line up to give the train driver a fucking medal. 

 

 



#23 - Steal This Book 

 

There’s two stories I left out of my 2006 book Dear Al-Qaeda: Letters to The World’s Most 

Notorious Terror Organization and they both involve bookstores. For the handful of you who’ve 

never read the book, it details the 6mos I spent living in central Florida during the Bush re -

election as the Iraq War became a quagmire and I drove past Terry Schiavo-philes on my way 

home from my catering job to the two-room apartment I shared w/my then-girlfriend. The book 

was written in five non-consecutive nights, fueled by 24-oz cans of Budweiser, endless pots of 

coffee (endless like the Olive Garden pasta bowl—that is to say though there is a termination 

point, it’s one decidedly on entirely by the person ingesting the product) after a walk home from 

the local convenience store, a walk through a minefield of losing lottery scratch tickets & broken 

glass. The premise of the book was simple—letters written to Al-Qaeda suggesting their next 

target, a target that would bring me satisfaction while satisfying A-Q’s goal of striking fear in the 

heart of America. psychotics make strange bedfellows and all that. Along the way Al-Qaeda 

became, in the words of the publisher, ‘a sort of confidant,’ and I, our narrator, underwent a 

moral evolution to the point where he/I became eternally weary & disillusioned at old 

testament-style ideas of violent retribution. In the end, I was alone. And that’s how I wanted it. 

 

Anyway, there’s two stories from back then that didn’t make it into the book. Both stories 

concern national chain bookstores, one of which went bankrupt and no longer exists, the other 

of which is in a sort-of corporate hospice and will be lucky to survive the decade. 

 

The first store is a Borders Books & Music in St. Petersburg, FL near the Tyrone Mall, where one 

day the girlfriend & I were drinking coffee in the cafe when she returned from the bathroom w/a 

cellphone someone had left on the counter. We started going through it, reading her text 

messages, looking at her pictures, etc. (did I mention that, much like the US at that time, my 

day-to-day life was steered by rampaging nihilism & crude self-interest?) So eventually we 

eventually found some naked pics from her beach vacation, posing in the mirror fully nude. As 

the girlfriend & I were laughing we suddenly had a brilliant idea: let’s text the pictures to her 

dad. 

 

And so I did. Accompanied by the words just thinking of u today daddy! love yr little girl. xo. 

The girlfriend went & put the phone back in the bathroom where she found it and we left. 

 

Another time, in that same bathroom, the girlfriend walked in on two 14-year-old girls having a 

loud passionate sexual encounter in one of the stalls. 

 

I’m still mystified how I could’ve forgotten to put the Borders cellphone story in the book. It 

would’ve fit perfectly w/the rest of the book’s vibe. Anyway, the other story concerns how the 

girlfriend & I spent our first couple of months in Florida stealing books from Barnes & Noble in 

order to feed ourselves. Now understand that B&N’s security policies & equipment might have 

changed in the past 12yrs and this is in no way meant to be read as some kind of instruction 

manual. 

 

So here’s how the scam worked. You walk out the Barnes & Noble door w/some books—the best 



were computer instruction books for their high price, and the latest Mitch Albom hardcover 

(Tuesdays With Morrie) b/c it was the size of an envelope—then return them to Borders for 

store credit. With the store credit you can feed yourself in the cafe, or you can buy some stuff 

sold at both Borders & Wal-Mart (board games, mainly) and then return that stuff to Wal-Mart 

for store credit, which will buy you groceries & gas. If you need cash, you can scour the Wal-

Mart parking lot for discarded receipts. Once you find one where the person paid cash, you then 

use your store credit to buy the same thing that’s on the receipt, go back in w/the product & the 

receipt and collect your cash. 

 

Getting the books was no problem. You just sit on the floor reading a book w/the ones you’re 

going to steal underneath, then discreetly slide them into your courier bag w/o drawing 

attention to yourself. If stopped (we never were, and we cleaned out five stores in that time) you 

just say you came in with those books and this is harassment. I had books of my own in the bag 

to hold up as examples of stuff I came in with, though like I said, it never came to that. It’s 

important to keep in mind that your typical service industry employees, even the ones working 

in a bookstore, are, like most Americans, paid barely above minimum wage and given part-time 

hours w/no benefits and little hope of advancement, and as such, have little incentive to actually 

give a fuck about anything. You get your occasional do-gooder now & then, but the odds are in 

your favor. 

 

So we did the scam for a couple of months until we found steady work catering. For what it’s 

worth, working a job is an easier way to support yourself than stealing books, but if you’re living 

in Florida and surrounded by brain-dead materialistic fuck-you overload on all sides it’s easy to 

uh, justify joining the nihilistic gang-bang if you get my drift, esp. when your military drags 

innocent men around on a leash for giggles. 

 

I do know why the Barnes & Noble story didn’t make it into the book. I wasn’t sure it’d be good 

for my would-be burgeoning literary career. More importantly though, I figured if I went on a 

reading tour it’d be even easier to steal books, and I didn’t want anyone looking over my 

shoulder while I was in the Barnes & Noble. Of course, the publisher’s distribution fell through 

just as the book came out, and then so did my relationship—both w/the girlfriend & the 

publisher—and I only ended up doing a couple of readings in N. Georgia at cool independent 

bookstores, which I NEVER would have stolen from, even in my darkest moments even if your 

typical small-business owner is just as big of a cocksucker as their corporate brethren. 

 

Anyway, I stopped shoplifting around the time the relationship ended. It was a combination of a 

lot of things—a little less nihilism, leaving Florida, being in a better space head-wise, and also 

the realization that it’s just easier to show up to work every couple of days and collect a paycheck 

than spend your days hustling & scamming your way through life, and also that sometimes the 

distance between fucking over the system & fucking over yourself is closer than you realize. 

 

But if/when these particular screeds of angry ideology-bashing eventually get collected in a 

book, I won’t mind if you grab one w/o paying. Though I feel obligated to point out that your 

local library will lend you a copy for free. 

 



As for D-AQ, you can learn more about it here if you’re interested. Here’s an algorithmically-

provided list of common terms & phrases that can be found in it via Google Books that are as 

good a synopsis as any: 

 

already American anymore Anyway beautiful BEEP believe Bible bleachersBoston 

BumperNuts cable called Cannibal Corpse catering Citibank colorDear Al-Qaeda death metal 

Debutante decided dollars donuts drag racingDunkin Donuts Fallujah float Florida fucking 

funny Gavin Gavin DeGrawgirl girlfriend Goatwhore guess guys hair hate hell Hess hijack 

Hollisterimagine Jesus Joe Iraq John Kerry joke kids kill laugh live look MayaMaya’s mean 

months morning Napalm Death never night Orange BlossomPapa Gino’s pissed plane play 

player president probably Qaeda Ralph Nader raspberry scary seems September 11th shit 

soldiers someone soundstop student loans Swan Camp t-shirts talk television tell 

terrorismterrorist There’s thing truck trying understand Wal-Mart walk watch weekwoman 

World Trade Center yeah 

 

You can steal that book too as far as I’m concerned. Hell, I’ve still got a dozen or so copies in my 

closet. Drop me a line: pitabreadisyummy@gmail.com 

 

 

  

https://books.google.com/books/about/Dear_Al_Qaeda.html?id=2p4bAQAAIAAJ


Interlude - America Runs On Dunkin 

 

As cusping-pubescent girls braid each other’s hair and the spartans all self-immolate in their 

nissan sentras, the difference between swagger & stagger is but a single letter. Same w/polar 

& solar. Or coffee & toffee. 

 

It seems like the public-place chair cushions get less & less inflated year after year, or whatever 

fluffy filling it is that they shoot between the seams. More & more often I’m left w/assbone 

against wood, shifting sideways back & forth like a spatula on a frozen pea. So yeah the Saturday 

afternoon Dunkin Donuts is mess. I mean, what degree of cross-species inbreeding did it take to 

get this 10-year-old girl to eat her ice cream cone from the bottom up. And the way her dad 

calmly hands her the empty cardboard tray his BigMac came in to help catch the drippings, it’s 

almost like this isn’t an experiment she’s conducting, or an impulsive rebellion against culinary 

norms. I think this is just how this girl eats ice cream. And maybe someone should say 

something. Set her straight. At least get her some more napkins. But the girl’s a goddamn mess, 

a cold 10-year-old mess, and her dad I can see now has a visible gun tucked into the waistband 

of his pants and clipped to his belt and I know that I for damn sure don’t feel safer. If anything 

were to ‘go down’ or ‘flare up’ or ‘fart sideways’ it looks like I’d be in the middle of a goddamn 

firefight—which isn’t safe at all. And yeah, the chairs are made of what feels like titanium-wood, 

but I don’t think they’re thick enough to stop bullets when I’m hiding under one of them. He’s 

wearing a camouflaged hat featuring the University of Georgia G. It’s possible he’s an alumnus, 

but more likely just a fan of the football team. 

 

Georgia’s an open-carry state if you have a permit, but asking a gun owner if they have a permit 

is kind of a lose-lose proposition, if you get my drift. There’s zero potential upside, and infinite 

amounts of potential downside. 

 

The ice cream girl goes to the bathroom to clean up and now she’s come back and is flicking 

water into her dad’s face and god part of me kind of hopes he shoots her. 

 

That’s not actually true. The shooting wish. Not on purpose anyway. 

 

But this is America and accidents happen. Some days it seems like they’re the only things that 

happen. 

  



#24 - Something Wild 

My favorite movie ever made is Something Wild. Ten years ago I probably would’ve said Harold 

& Maude. Ten years before that I might’ve said Grosse Point Blank. And ten years before that I 

would’ve probably said Breaking Away (great bicycle movie about US class differences—go 

watch it). Five years before that I was five years old and Star Wars had just come out and Star 

Wars wasn’t just my favorite movie, it was everyone’s favorite movie. It was also my favorite 

sheets, curtains, pajamas, and t-shirt. 

I finally got to see Something Wild on the big screen last week as part of a two-film Jonathan 

Demme retrospective at my local art-house cinema. I hadn’t watched it since I wrote this thing a 

couple years ago comparing/contrasting it w/the better-known Blue Velvet—after doing a 

critical deep-dive on something I usually need some time away from the thing. It’s like E.B. 

White (I think it was him) said about comedy being like a frog: you can dissect it, but the frog 

tends to die in the process. 

Anyway, seeing Something Wild again, this time on the big screen filled me w/so much joy & 

sadness I thought I’d overflow, that I might just turn to liquid in my seat and flood the cushion 

w/tears. Because you know how it is, the longer you hold the emotions in, the greater the 

velocity of their flow. 

Why the joy? Because it’s as beautiful a picture of a free integrated multicultural America as 

you’ll ever see committed to film  (excepting the fact that the leads are white, of course). In this 

America the song ‘Wild Thing’ functions as part folk song, part national anthem. It’s a song 

everybody knows. And the scene where Lulu & Charlie & the car full of hitchhikers take turns 

singing the verse is the purest, most aesthetically beautiful vision of America I’ve seen. 

I was 14 in 1986, the year Something Wild came out, and I can say that in 1986, the 60’s were 

remembered as this mythical time, a time when anything seemed possible. At the time I thought 

that was a bunch of bullshit. For all the stock footage of hippies frolicking in the park, most 

people in the 1960’s were tight-assed sexually-repressed crewcuts, and the music I listened to at 

the time, even more mainstream stuff like Suzanne Vega, Tracy Chapman, REM, U2, Midnight 

Oil, and 10,000 Maniacs were more socially conscious than anything the 1960’s charts coughed-

up. Throw in underground stuff going on at the time like hip-hop, punk, UK Indie, etc. (all of 

which is represented in Something Wild’s soundtrack) and the baby boomer insistence back 

then that their generation had the ‘real music’ that ‘meant something’ and 80’s stuff was all fluff 

sounds as hollow, stupid & smugly self-congratulatory as most things that generation says. 

And yet for all that, the 1960’s were a time of expanding possibilities, and the 1980’s were a time 

of contraction, of increasing repression, Seen in that light, Demme’s film comes across as both a 

rebellion against the current world and a requiem for a world that was quickly vanishing. The 

fact that the world kept on spinning further into neoliberal fear & self-consciousness & 

surveillance both govt. and self-, only makes the film more beautiful, more moving. 

http://thefanzine.com/coolness-class-and-the-canon-blue-velvet-vs-something-wild/


Demme’s version of freedom doesn’t deny the possibility of danger, the possibility of death—it 

can bring you Lulu but it can also bring you Ray—but the alternative, trading your freedom for 

the promise of security and/or comfort, means a spiritual death so complete that to even spend 

a single day in that state isn’t just a waste of your time on the planet, it’s the betrayal of a 

beautiful gift you’ve been given. The message I take from Demme’s film is Let go, feel how good 

it is to be alive. 

America is a vastly different place than it was even 20 years ago. 9/11 and the internet changed it 

completely (and the fact that both payphones & the twin towers are featured so prominently in 

Something Wild should be enough to convince you that ideas about a collective unconscious are 

probably real). The America depicted in Demme’s film, an America that for all its flaws he’s 

obviously in love with, doesn’t exist anymore. For that matter, neither does Jonathan Demme. 

The people in the film exhibit a lack of self-consciousness in their movements, in their speech, 

that feels jarring—people don’t live this way anymore. Instead, we exist in an age of meta-

narrative followed by meta-meta-narrative and so on into dialectic oblivion to the point where 

simple narratives have ceased to exist. Our behaviors, our mannerisms, are so sculpted by 

medias both social & mass, endlessly shaped & fragmented over & over, that it’s hard to know 

what a ‘self’ would even look like. 

We’re so busy thinking about ourselves that we’re forgetting to live. 

I’m getting off-track here. All I’m saying is that the America in Something Wild no longer exists. 

It’s as much a time capsule as a movie. And while I won’t deny there are positives to living 

today—go ask any queer person, or person of non-binary gender if the 1980’s were a more free 

time—even within your fringe subcultures, modes of expression are fiercely regulated. And while 

we might engage in wilder acts, more extreme models of behavior, it doesn’t mean we’re any 

more free. We live in a surveillance state—partly created by the govt., partly created by 

ourselves. The legacy of 9/11’s aftermath is then-White House spokesman Ari Fleischer saying 

that ‘all Americans need to watch what they say, watch what they do.’ And we do. The 

government watches us, we watch each other, and most importantly we watch ourselves. We 

even watch ourselves watching, watch ourselves being watched, an endless culture of 

observation. 

Watch what you say, watch what you do. Deviation from the majority is a threat, an offense, an 

aggression. You can fall in line or you can get the fuck out, or go find a group where your out-of-

stepness is in step—and then make sure you fall in line there. 

In this day & age it seems like everyone (including me, obviously) is a would-be cultural critic 

rushing to comment, to bestow their take, to evaluate what everyone else is doing. But of course 

the flipside of this hyper-analyzation of culture & each other is that we can’t help turning the 

knife in on ourselves. And while a little self-reflection can be a good thing, too much of it can 

paralyze. It can induce crippling self-censorship & endless anxiety. And then we see a lack of 



self-consciousness in others as a sign of stupidity, or naiveté, or as an affront to our way of 

living—where do they get off being so self-confident. All you ever have to do is color outside the 

lines and every single person who got told as a kid that they needed to color inside the lines, that 

heard—as my father used to say—if they weren’t going to do it right then they shouldn’t do it at 

all, is going to come after you w/a vengeance. We live in a society where people pride themselves 

on knowing the rules—rules in this case referring as much to social norms within any given 

culture/subculture at any given moment as any specific govt. statutes—and in demonstrating 

their knowledge of these rules to each other as a way of gaining acceptance. Even the snarkier, 

more ironic corners of twitter require a group that knows you’re being snarky or ironic. If you 

write something that plays dumb and someone responds w/something dumb in return how do 

you know whether or not they’re just playing along w/your ironic dumbness? 

This isn’t a society; it’s a blender filled w/neurotic ping-pong balls incapable of loving 

themselves or each other. 

Something about conformity. And fascism. And my fear for the future. 

But yeah, anyway, Something Wild. Great film. Try not to weep. 

  



#25 - Exclamation Points! 

We got a postcard in the mail last week! It was a sympathy card from the vet who put down our 

sister’s dog! It said ‘Deepest sympathies for the loss of your dog Waffles!’ And I get that 

exclamation points have become so common as a means to express enthusiasm! and excitement! 

and happiness! that to end your sentences with a simple period means marking yourself as a 

dour depressed sourpuss! I understand that! I understand that everyone wants to be liked or at 

least not be disliked and so you want the person you’re communicating at to know that you 

enjoy communicating to them! This isn’t a chore! This isn’t something I have less than 100% 

enthusiasm for! And yeah Fitzgerald said that using an exclamation point was like laughing at 

your own joke but what’s wrong with laughing at your jokes! I’m funny! You’re funny! Let’s 

laugh at our own motherfucking jokes! Deepest sympathies to that girl who the white 

supremacist plowed his car into! Deepest sympathies to her family! All of 21st century US life is 

a performance that we put on for others! A means of signifying towards people we want to like 

us that we are ourselves worthy of being liked! And yeah most of the social media exclamation 

point enthusiasts also suffer from anxiety and are very very depressed but it’s our contradictions 

that makes us interesting and so what if we write with false joy while we die in real tears! There’s 

nothing wrong with that! There’s nothing wrong with any of us! I’m not hysterical! You’re the 

one who’s hysterical! Eat more avocados! Change your profile picture to a still from Raiders of 

the Lost Ark doctored to show Indiana (Indie) Jones buttfucking a Nazi with Dona ld Trump’s 

face! You’re an inspiration to all of us! Just please be sure to vote! In every goddamn election! Or 

the next tweet/e-mail/f—-book post you see from me will end with a period! Or maybe a fucking 

ellipsis! Don’t test me you fucking faceless panopticon! My imaginary audience that tortures my 

subconscious! Have I convinced you of my enthusiasm! Have I convinced you of my deep-

seated/deep-seeded reservoirs of intense fucking joy! 

 

 

  



#26 - Charlottesville 

This shit has always existed in America. And it’s existed as the lifeblood of the Republican party 

since 1964. Man, the ugly shit politicians will align themselves with just so they can get the 

chance to cut taxes for the goddamn wealthy. 

Republican politicians have been enabling & empowering racists/white supremacists for 50 

years now. They made a deal with the devil back in 1964 and Donald Trump is just the latest in a 

long string of groveling fools, and his voters are just the latest in a long line of suckers. Look, it 

doesn’t even matter whether Republican voters/pols are actually racist or not—the policies they 

put into action are racist as fuck and the people who vote for this party are all complicit in 

violence & hate & injustice. Here’s a quick history lesson from the NYT obituary of Harry Dent, a 

man known as ‘the architect of the southern strategy.’ 

“In the 1950s, Mr. Dent joined the staff of Senator Strom Thurmond of South Carolina, who 

was then a Democrat and had run for president as a segregationist Dixiecrat in 1948. 

When President Lyndon B. Johnson championed the Civil Rights Act of 1964 and the Voting 

Rights Act of 1965, some Republican strategists saw a potential bonanza in the South. They 

thought their party could reap the votes of white people uneasy with Democrats, or downright 

hostile to them, for advancing the cause of black people. 

Mr. Thurmond became a Republican and campaigned for his new party’s presidential 

candidate, Barry Goldwater, in 1964. Goldwater was beaten overwhelmingly by Johnson, but 

he did carry five states in the Deep South. He had campaigned in part on “states’ rights,” and 

he had voted against civil rights legislation, facts not lost on vote-counters in either party. 

Four years later, Mr. Thurmond helped hold much of the region for Nixon by reassuring 

Southerners that, as president, he would not be too aggressive on civil rights issues.”  

It worked in pockets of the north as well—Maine, Pennsylvania, Ohio. Shit, in 1984 Ronald 

Reagan won every state except Minnesota and Massachusetts. And back in 1980 he declared his 

candidacy next to the graves of slain civil rights leaders while he talked to his white southern 

audience about state’s rights, a phrase that was/is a well-known rallying cry for segregationists 

& white supremacists. Remember George W. Bush? That fucknut declared his 2000 candidacy 

at Bob Jones University in Greenville, SC. At the time, BJU was nationally notorious for its band 

on interracial dating. And when it looked like GWB was going to lose his 2000 SC primary to 

John McCain, his campaign had people call SC voters to tell them McCain’s adopted black 

daughter was actually born out of wedlock and McCain was her biological father (not true). Bush 

came from behind in the polls to easily win South Carolina. McCain, revealing himself as the 

true political coward who he actually is, kissed Bush’s ass in the hope that he’d be the 2008 

nomination. Remind to one day ask him if it was worth it. 

http://www.nytimes.com/2007/10/02/us/02dent.html


This is all common knowledge by the way. The GOP’s lust for power, coupled w/the odiousness 

of their ideology (destroy social safety nets, take all power from working people) left them 

w/only one path to victory: prey on people’s worst prejudices & fears in order to get them to vote 

for you. Go look up Willie Horton and the 1988 campaign. Read about Reagan/Bush campaign 

strategist Lee Atwater talking in 1981 about how you can’t use the word nigger anymore so you 

say things like busing, state’s rights, and talk about cutting entitlements in order to play on 

people’s racist fears and get them to vote for you.  

And that’s just the dog whistle shit. Trying to keep black people from voting has been 

Republican territory for 50 years and is only getting more intense. Jeb Bush, your ‘reasonable’ 

‘level-headed’ 2016 GOP candidate helped purge shitloads of eligible black voters from the rolls 

in 2000 in order to help his brother win. 

Even the Republicans who decry this week’s violence, even the ones who went so far as to 

denounce white supremacists, work their asses off to keep black people from voting. It’s the only 

way they can win. And to a Republican in 2016, winning means everything.  

This weekend in Charlottesville, what side do you think the Republican party sympathizes with? 

Because it damn sure isn’t  the protesters. This year Republican lawmakers in Florida, North 

Dakota, and Tennessee have introduced legislation this year to make it legal to hit a protester 

w/your car. It probably goes w/o saying that George Gainer, the FL state senator who thinks you 

should be allowed to run over protesters, has had nothing to say about the attack on his twitter 

beyond a vague biblical platitude about love. 

Republican politicians and white supremacists are tied together by their feelings of self-pity & 

impotence, a perversion of Marx’s ‘I am nothing and I should be everything.’ And so they 

scapegoat, and so they threaten, and so they rage. The people they turn into ‘the other’ are just 

distorted projections of their worst fears of themselves. The way they see black 

people/foreigners/etc.—lazy, worthless, and dangerous—describes our current president a lot 

more than, it does, say, Barack Obama. Because in reality there is nothing more 

lazy/worthless/dangerous than a privileged white person. They are somehow able to see 

themselves as both omnipotent & oppressed, just like their fearless/fearful leader Donald 

Trump, a man who sees himself as the most powerful man in the world and also persecuted by a 

goddamn cable news channel. 

The KKK is like the world’s worst self-help group come to life. 

People wonder what Donald Trump believes, what he supports, but Donald Trump has no 

ideology. He’s an opportunist, a scam artist who would sell his own mother if he need the 

money. Hell, if he was hard-up enough and the lighting was right, he might even fuck her. When 

Donald Trump dog-whistles—shit when he just opens his mouth up and speaks—he’s echoing a 

half century of Republican racism both subtle and not-fucking-subtle-at-all. I mean, Ronald 

Reagan talked about a ‘young buck’ (buck a US south derogatory term for black man) using his 

http://nymag.com/daily/intelligencer/2017/08/how-the-indiana-gop-skewed-early-voting-opportunities.html
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/wonk/wp/2017/02/24/republican-lawmakers-introduce-bills-to-curb-protesting-in-at-least-17-states/?utm_term=.5bb13133a8f8


food stamps to buy t-bone steaks and jesus that sounds a lot like something our current 

president would say, don’t you think? 

And for the pro-confederate gathering in Charlottesville this weekend, whatever you want to call 

these people—alt-right, KKK, white nationalists/supremacists,  neo-nazis, lonely pathetic 

toxically confused chucklefuck treason-losers—just make sure to call them Republicans. Because 

while not all Republican voters are violent white supremacists, all violent white supremacists 

vote Republican. 

And without white supremacists—violent or subtle, crude or otherwise—the Republican party 

wouldn’t exist as a viable national party that wins elections. And without voters motivated by 

their hate/fear of LGBTQ people, or women’s rights, or gun control, all that’s left of the 

Republican party is a handful of billionaires and aspiring billionaires and if that’s all you have 

then Donald Trump’s election numbers look a lot like Jill fucking Stein’s. In 2017, the 

Republican party is a party fueled by a feedback loop of fear & hate and if someone doesn’t break 

this pattern real fucking quick the body count is only going to continue to rise. 

 

 

  



#27 - Ulcer 

It looks like a spanish verb, doesn’t it? Ulgo, Ulces, Ulce, Ulcemeos, Ulceron. Never really 

learned 2nd person plural, the vosotros form—growing up 15mi from Mexico I guess nobody 

thought we needed to learn it. 

I still wonder how this whole parenting experience would be different if our kid hadn’t gotten 

sick when he was two weeks old. It was a life-threatening illness—two different ‘superbug’ 

strains of e-coli residing in his urinary tract. He had lost a little bit of weight since he was born 

(normal), turned a little yellow (also normal), had trouble learning to breastfeed (extremely 

normal) but it wasn’t until the morning he spiked a fever that we called the pediatrician who told 

us to bring him in. 

She weighed him, took his temperature, did a couple of more tests and came back into the room. 

‘I’ve gone ahead and called the hospital, and they’re holding a room for you. I think you’ll get 

there faster if you drive yourselves instead of taking an ambulance.’ 

And we were off. I still remember the drive, the way we had to fill out the paperwork and process 

our insurance info before they’d admit him—which considering we’d been told to get there as 

fast as we could, seemed a little un-hippocratical (at the time he was covered under my wife’s 

insurance, which we lost three weeks later when her grad school assistantship wasn’t renewed—

we scrambled to get him covered under medicaid, which he is still covered under today thank 

you very much). They got him hooked up to an IV. At the time I thought our son was very brave 

for not crying when they put the needle in, I realized later that he was just that sick. Anyway, the 

IV helped, and within a few days they’d found a strain of antibiotic that could fight off the 

bacteria. It wasn’t approved for children under a year old, but we didn’t have much choice, and 

thankfully subsequent tests in Atlanta revealed there was no damage to his kidneys or his 

hearing (possible side-effects from the antibiotics). 

At the time, I said I’d be happy to donate one of my kidneys if he needed it, even if it meant he’d 

look a little weird for a few years until he grew into it. Nobody laughed, so don’t feel bad for not 

thinking I’m funny. I’m used to it. 

So yeah, within a few days he was out of the woods, the life-threatening woods anyway, which if 

you don’t know that those woods are real and can come for your loved ones at anytime, well let’s 

just say that his mom & I were already well too aware of the chaotic destructive forces of the 

universe and if you aren’t well then I envy you your innocence. 

But there was still a problem, because his nutritional needs were being met through the IV, and 

because he’d been a lethargic breast-feeder up until now, there were supply & demand problems 

re: milk that needed to be solved. Luckily we had a great lactation consultant who came up with 

a plan that turned out to be successful. Unfortunately it involved feeding the little guy around 

the clock every three hours. It went like this: the alarm goes off on my phone and we spring into 



action. While my wife feeds him 10min on each side I prepare a bottle of milk for him, which 

involves warming up her pumped milk from the last session and topping it off w/pre -made 

formula provided by the hospital. After his feeding session w/my wife, I’d then tape a thin tube 

to my fingertip and, holding the bottle above my finger like an IV bag, put my finger in my son’s 

mouth and let him drink that milk through the tube. And while he drank, my wife would pump 

for the next session, and once he finished the bottle  I’d made for him, we’d try and get him back 

to sleep and then use whatever time was left to sleep for ourselves. 

I need to be clear: if the alarm went off at 11pm, the next session started at 2am, regardless of 

how long it took to feed him or get him to sleep. And then the next alarm went off at 5am. And 

so on. We did this for four straight days. It worked—he was able to feed into his second year—

but you can imagine what kind of zombies we were after 4 straight days of this. 

Another side-effect was the adrenaline rush that came w/being woken up by an alarm every 

3hrs, in part b/c you have to rely on your adrenaline to get you through something like that, to 

help you cope w/the exhaustion. 

I’ve always been a heavy sleeper. Years of sleeping in your car, or next to an airport, or with loud 

roommates, will enable you to sleep through anything. But even now, three years after that 10-

day hospital stay, I’m the first one to wake up when he makes noise. And it’s only lately that I 

start waking up w/o an accompanying rush of adrenaline that makes it impossible to fall right 

back to sleep. When he was tiny and waking up in the middle of the night, I’d have to go 

downstairs and have a bowl of cereal, or some peanut butter sandwiches (single slice w/PB on 

the left side and then folded in half) before I could get back to sleep. As a result, I started eating 

more than I’d ever eaten in my life, and despite being considered underweight, began to develop 

a gut. 

It’s also around this time I started experiencing stomach pains  unlike anything I’d ever felt 

before. If I was frustrated, irritated, upset,  or pissed-off, then it got even worse (note: if your 

child is under a year old you will feel these things often—usually it has more to do w/your own 

lack of sleep than the child’s actual behavior). As my stomach continued to churn & bloat, as I 

found myself continuing to eat huge quantities of food, I started to think i should go see a 

doctor. 

Luckily, my kid’s medicaid meant I got medicaid too, and so I called my doctor. She ran some 

tests and told me to ease back on the coffee, the spicy foods, the alcohol etc. b/c it wasn’t an 

ulcer yet, but there was some serious gastrointestinal stuff going on. I got a prescription for 

some pills that were basically extra-strength pepcid. I got my bike fixed, got a trailer for the kid, 

and started getting some goddamned exercise. My pants started to fit again, the bloating 

subsided, but the adrenaline rushes didn’t. Every time my kid woke up in the middle of the night 

I was like a firefighter leaping into action, and it’s only been the past couple of months that I’ve 

started to calmly walk across the bedroom floor instead of blindly, frantically stumbling. 



And yet, and yet, the experience of him getting sick, followed by nursing him back to health, 

brought some serious real-world stuff into what had, up until then, been a cool weird trip. 

Before he got sick I was just some guy hanging out with a baby, afterwards I was a father 

prepared to do anything so my son might live. You bet your ass I would’ve had a lot more fun if 

he hadn’t gotten sick. The stomach pain still surfaces from time to time, but I just pop a pill and 

remind myself to chill the fuck out. 

A glass of ice water w/a lime wedge in it also helps, and that was a public service announcement 

that all by itself justifies the price of this book. 

And while I’m not exactly sure what this story has to do with Trout Fisting and/or America, it 

still feels somehow relevant to the overall story I’m attempting to tell here, a story in which all of 

us are suffering despite doing the best that we can to get by, in which all of us are killing 

ourselves in order to live and feeling scared & isolated & terrified while our bodies are filled 

w/vast oceans of bile that inflict tremendous amount of pain and turn our bodies distended and 

cause us to rant into the abyss even as we all spin further out of control. 

 

 

  



#28 - Escape 

Every night I go to sleep frantically pivoting between two apps on my e-reader, Realtor & Maps. 

Where could we go? Where could we live? My criteria are simple. The next town has to be cheap, 

and it has to be interesting. There needs to be a grocery store or convenience store close by, a 

place I could find quick easy work in a pinch. Yeah, ideally I’d be bartending, or barista-ing, or 

doing something with a little extra tip money, but you need to plan for emergencies in this 

country. 

Last year it was Vermont—Brattleboro to be specific. Maybe Greenfield, Massachusetts if we 

couldn’t find decent work in Brattleboro. But then I read about the heroin epidemic in 

Greenfield. I started worrying about buying some old drafty house that was a hundred years old 

and not being able to afford to fix it up. Say what you want to about the high desert, but you 

aren’t going to freeze to death. 

So my thoughts turned to Bisbee, Arizona, up in the mountains of SE Arizona. Decent houses 

available for less than $80,000. Close to Mexico. Only an hour-plus drive from Tucson, one of 

three cities in the US to host the glorious fast-food quintella of Waffle House, In-N-Out Burger, 

Krispy Kreme, Jack In The Box, and Dunkin Donuts. The other two are Phoenix and Dallas, both 

of which are unlivable due to both their climate & culture. 

In both Brattleboro and Bisbee, I’ve imagined myself getting a shift at the local community radio 

station. At Bisbee’s station, the improbably/inevitably named KBRP, I imagine a morning show, 

‘You’re listening to (belch) K-BURP radio, where you can’t keep good music down.’ I imagine the 

depth & breadth of my music knowledge will help me make friends, or at least provide a semi-

creative outlet. 

I’ve added these cities/towns to my weather app, so I can check them each day and 

compare/contrast w/my current existence. 

Last night my Bisbee fantasy drifted 20mi east until it reached Douglas—why not Douglas? The 

real estate’s even cheaper, and it’s right there on the Mexico border. They even have a Denny’s. I 

haven’t been to a Denny’s in years. I imagine myself going there at 3am and waiting impatiently 

for my distracted methed-out waitress to eventually return and refill my coffee. Yeah, let’s go to 

Denny’s, I think. It’ll be awesome. It will be terrible. It will be everything emblematic of this dull 

distorted empty life all at the same time and what could be more American than that? 

And yet lately I also find myself drawn to Nova Scotia. You have to understand, my wife is 

coming down the home stretch of her PhD and so a lot of our possibilities are academic-based 

and this town called Antigonish has one of the best universities in all of Canada. It’s near the 

ocean. I bet the lobsters there just fucking walk right up onto your plate and cover themselves in 

butter. Of course the truth is she could get offered a six-figure job next year in the pacific 

northwest or some shit and all these places would go out the window. Even if we both agree that 



buying a $50,000 house in Bisbee, AZ and spending the rest of our days painting Bob Ross-type 

landscapes dotted w/UFO’s and selling them to tourists seems like a noble career, as noble as 

anything else, it’s hard to turn down the big bucks, assuming they ever get offered. And yet we 

both know that even if you win the rat race, you’re still only just king of the rats. So why not find 

a place with some beautiful scenery and a decent library and a school system decent enough that 

our kid won’t get too beaten down intellectually or even physically (not just talking about 

neighborhood violence either corporal punishment in schools is real y’all). 

But I feel like I need to run somewhere. I imagine myself in southeastern Arizona, driving a 

highway at night, my headlights the only illumination for miles. Mexico on my right, the US on 

my left, an infinity of possibilities stretching out ahead of me. In Douglas, there’s a Pizza Hut 

restaurant that hasn’t yet been converted into a sex toy store or a pharmacy or a sushi bar. They 

have a lunch buffet. All of Arizona has mexican food in abundance, the kind I haven’t eaten since 

I left California all those years ago to pursue whatever weird-ass literary dreams were festering 

inside me. But yeah, I imagine my radio show as a way to make friends, to become part of a 

community all over again. 

As for the town I live in now, the vibe has changed somehow, the vortexes all spun shut. The 

psychedelics have all been washed out of the municipal water system, to be replaced by 

antidepressants, fratboy piss, and nosebleed residue laced w/cocaine. Once upon a time I loved 

this town like no other. I still love many of the people here, people I’ve known for years, but 

everything about this town feels claustrophobic, stifling, predictable, and dull. Maybe the magic 

still exists, and I’m no longer able to find it. Maybe this town only reveals its magic at night, and 

I am too much in the day, too much in the sun with my son in this moist unforgiving light with 

the summer heat so oppressive you can only see the world though a squint and when you wipe 

the sweat from your forehead the salt burns your eyes and it turns out not all pain is 

transcendent or capable of making you stronger. Sometimes pain only teaches us that it hurts to 

hurt, and that pain is something you’d best try to avoid. 

And yet, and yet, I have a community of friends here, very good friends; brilliant, sensitive, 

funny people who you can count on. So what the fuck is wrong with me? What the fuck is wrong 

with us? This desire to run, where does it come from. I remember feeling like this back in 2004 

when I was living in Asheville and dissatisfied with everything. I eventually decided on moving 

to Nogales—living in Mexico, working in Arizona—but then this girl came to visit and suggested 

I spend the winter in Florida working a catering gig w/her and saving up money, but then things 

got serious and so we ended up in here in Athens and even as I fell out of love w/the girl I fell 

into love w/the town and then I met the girl, a different girl, and I fell in love w/her too and 

eventually she became my wife b/c we wanted to have a kid and you want to make sure 

everything’s legally clear about who’s doing what. And oh yeah, at some point we’d formed a 

band that got to put out records and tour places and go the UK. Life was good. Hell, to any 

outside observer it’s still good. 

But I go on craigslist and look at job listings in other towns. I search google maps for their coffee 

shops, thrift stores, book stores, record stores, bars, restaurants. There has to be a better life out 

http://www.npr.org/sections/ed/2017/04/12/521944429/where-corporal-punishment-is-still-used-its-roots-go-deep
http://usedtobeapizzahut.blogspot.com/


there, a place to feel a connection to something…anything. I don’t know. Maybe everyone’s on 

the run in some form or another and that’s just life in America (except for people  in 

Massachusetts—they never leave Massachusetts). People trying to stay one step ahead of their 

nightmares, believing their winning lottery ticket is just across the next state line, and when 

people run out of road, they grab a gun—or a syringe, or a bottle—and kill everything inside of 

them until their burial becomes just a formality. And though I use ‘running out of road’ in the 

metaphorical sense, it’s no accident that two US terminus points, California & Florida, are 

ground zero for a violent collective insanity, places where having one’s face voluntarily 

rearranged with a scalpel is a privilege for which you pay many thousands of dollars. 

When all you feel is isolation, maybe it’s better to go someplace where you know you’re all alone. 

My violence is all internal, constantly patrolled & always contained, or allowed out through 

approved methods of catharsis—exercise, art, performance, etc. But I am, for better or worse an 

American, and Americans understand the language of violence, murder, and death better and 

more clearly than anything involving love or forgiveness. Go ask the Indians about our capacity 

for peace. And while social genetics are bullshit, and psychological inheritances are flimsy at 

best, we live in a nation where we fear our neighbor and want to kill the things we fear. And 

when most art/culture/tv/internet works double-time to convince us otherwise, to instill the 

belief that we live in a society that is moral and just, it’s no wonder that most people are wracked 

by anxiety & dread. You either numb yourself or you go insane. Or you go grab a gun and never 

start shooting. 

This country owes its very existence to the ideal that you have a right to take what you want and 

kill anyone who gets in your way. We’re a nation of thieves dressed up as saints, of murderers 

dressed as missionaries, and it’s time people at least took off their costumes before they inflict 

suffering on their neighbor. 

Some days I guess the only feeling I’m sure of is this desire for everything around me to 

completely & irreversibly change. I need to believe that such things are possible. 

 

 

  



#29 - Houston 

I mean, how do you not politicize a tragedy when shitty politics are what made the tragedy 

possible? This is a political disaster because everything about this disaster was preventable. This 

is what happens when the atmosphere warms up. This is what happens when your city council 

allows developers to build whatever they want wherever they want to, with no concern for 

ecosystems, with no concern about, you know, whether the area where you built your 

subdivision floods during heavy storms. This is what happens when you neglect your 

infrastructure—once upon a time this country built reservoirs and dams, as govt. officials took 

(literally) concrete steps to ensure that the future would be as un-shitty as possible. 

This is what you get when government/citizenship/community become a nothing more than a 

nihilistic freeform capitalistic gangbang, a nation’s id unleashed upon itself. As I write this 

column every week, I have to keep reminding myself not to blame the people who believe the 

lies, but to save my anger for the people who spread the lies. Climate change is real. And it’s only 

through the efforts & $$$ of billionaires & corporations, along w/the tv stations owned by the 

billionaires & corporations, that anyone argues otherwise. It’s one thing to live in an oligarchy, 

but it’s even worse to live in an oligarchy that’s so poorly run that the oligarchs are willing to 

jeopardize human existence in order to maximize their next-quarter profits. 

As for Houston, the city allowed developers to build houses in areas prone to flooding in return, 

it’s safe to assume, for shitloads of kickbacks & bribes (euphemistically referred to in this 

political day & age as ‘donations,’ or as the supreme court called it a decade ago, ‘speech.’ 

Houston used to have 166,000 acres of coastal prairie to absorb rainwater (narrator voice: they 

paved it). Local officials shitcanned things like ‘building regulations.’ In the past decade they 

built 7000 homes in places designated by fucking FEMA as ‘flood zones.’ The city hasn’t built a 

reservoir since the 1940’s. ProPublica ran this story on Houston’s flood vulnerability last year. 

What’s happening this week shouldn’t be a surprise, and yet…and yet… 

It is. 

It’s tempting to blame the dumbfucks who vote republican, who vote for human pieces of 

smirking foul shit like Ted Cruz, a man who argued against federal relief for Hurricane Sandy 

victims but this week is begging for some sweet federal cash for his own state. And if that isn’t 

conservatism neatly summed up—no government handouts for anyone…unless I need it—then I 

don’t know what is. It’s tempting to blame the dumbfucks who think they’re trolling liberals 

when they deny climate change. There’s a part of me that wants to watch those fuckers drown, or 

at least waterboard Ted Cruz thick jelly face w/the entire 8 trillion gallons of water that’s falling 

on Houston right now. 

And oh yeah, the current administration, led by liposuctioned residue stuffed into a discarded 

mannequin from Men’s Wearhouse aka Donald Trump, cut FEMA funding 5mos ago—after all, 

climate change is just a chinese hoax, right? 

https://projects.propublica.org/houston-cypress/?utm_campaign=sprout&utm_medium=social&utm_source=twitter&utm_content=1503846942


Because some people, I guess, just want to watch the world drown. 

But the victims rare just that—victims. And nobody deserves to die for being a sucker. But jesus, 

if nobody learns anything from this, and if people keep voting republican b/c of jesus & 

abortions & snowflakes & ebola & immigrants & whatever the fuck boogeyman the conservative 

media (and not-so-conservative media, hey NYT go write some more headlines about Hillary 

Clinton’s fucking e-mails, why don’t you?) is rolling out this week, then every coastal 

metropolitan area is at risk. Because in 50 yrs Miami’s going to look like Atlantis, and in 100yrs 

Manhattan’s going to be called The Skyscraper Islands or some shit. And this is as good a time 

as any to shout that even if global warming were untrue (which it fucking isn’t), the transition to 

clean energy and a more ecologically decent future is a transition that has absolutely zero long-

term downside, and apart from fucking up some company’s short-term profits, has absolutely no 

downside at all. 

And if it seems like our govt. is incapable of making anything better, and can only make things 

worse, let’s just say that a lot of conservatives put in lot of effort over the past 50yrs getting you 

to think that way. It doesn’t have to be like this. We don’t have to live like this. We’ve never had 

to. 

In the meantime, some govt. jobs rebuilding this nation’s crumbling lack of infrastructure seems 

like a better investment than more bullshit war in Afghanistan. Situations like Houston can be 

prevented. And I’m willing to take the radical view that they should be. 

 

 

  



#30 - Freewrite Aug 2017 

And the poisoned lips of the servants spoke of fighter planes & white supremacy, their lisps 

dripped w/proclivities learned from bootlegged videos of french new wave films (just the nude 

scenes) and so they communicated through sighs & ennui, gravity-defying breasts & lenses that 

ogled—a fetish for vulgar accordions & excrement exquisitely filmed expressive faces. You’re not 

Georges—in this century, none of us are Georges, none of are gorgeous. Gaping. Juniper. 

Unwanted 

jealousy, the small-minded literalness of an undereducated slug. Which laundry detergent do 

you use when you wash that US flag outside your house, whichever makes it the whitest. You 

know what happened to Hansel & Gretel when they strayed to far from the straight & narrow 

and in a way we’re all filipinos being ground into dust. A threat to the state must be dealt with, 

by persuasion if possible, by intimidation if necessary, but by violence if forced. Our minds 

turned to sand with the privatization of water; the rice remains stiff, its tendrils gasping & 

parched. 

I want to be a tree, any kind of tree. I want to be grass; I want to be dirt. I want to wear loose-

fitting clothes & flinch at the sound of my own voice. I want to be a cow. I want to be a pig. I 

want to hear so many drums that the sound blurs into a single wave. I want to be a human. I 

want to be dead. 

Slowly trudging through a field all of us in the early morning haze navigating the overgrown 

path, Shelly dances like a chicken, Shelly dances like no one on earth through fields of wheat 

heading towards downtown to make a little money on the street. There’s always a need for fresh 

talent in these our american cities. Fire defies gravity, or at least it tries to. Not houses. Houses 

are always attempting to dig their graves 

Put your shirt back on, I think it’s about to rain. My back crunches when I bend; it relaxes when 

I slouch, it is never far from my fruitless hateful thoughts. 

The dilapidated dismay of cobblestone pyramids propping up the awning, chasm between 

vehicles both automatic & shuttered. The cars move in ellipses through the parking lot like 

sharks angling for a prayer of a space. Sandals and socks may be the saddest accessorization. 

The downhill slope towards the stoplight is the hardest to navigate. The face of the 3-story 

apartment complex goes like this—the bottom two floors painted a dijon mustard color w/the 

topfloor painted brown, an Arby’s kind of brown both the restaurant decor & the meat. 

Pulling a trailer behind you as you approach the light only complicates things further. Boiled 

peanuts are god’s way of saying you don’t have enough farts. The world is changing and this may 

not be a good thing. 



A father’s overprotection/overprojection re: his pubescent daughter, seeing only corruption in 

the innocence. There should be more words in our language for regret. There should be fewer 

flags. There should be fewer men. 

And even a topiary can turn tragic when given too much moss. I’m a concrete boy given to the 

mixing of water & clay. Buzzsaw perspective & underwater emotions. I’m taking my jest to 

Brazil, or at least Nova Scotia and some days it feels like every goal is arbitrary and lifegoals in 

particular are the best way to feel 23-years-old looking at a picture of 13-year-old you and 

thinking what a fucking idiot you were, or 33-year-old you at 23-year-old you, and if you were an 

idiot then you’re probably an idiot now—what you at 13 would have called a retard and you at 23 

would have called a fucktard and you at 33 would’ve ironically & self-consciously called a tard 

and you at 43 would’ve called a dumb faggot for reasons that make no sense whatsoever except 

you were blackout drunk & lonely that night and trying to break out of your brain if not your 

skin and sometimes the only escape we can find is breaking a taboo and one consenting adult’s 

sexual kink is another’s linguistic kink and sometimes mine is saying the unsayable  in order to 

feel alive and this is not something I’m proud of and I also inflict poor decisions on myself in the 

name of feeling alive which is why I guess utopias, both personal & societal, must be the 

province of fools b/c the only way to win this life is to get out of it w/o destroying absolutely 

everyone in your path along w/everything in your brain. 

Identity, causal beliefs, and partisan competition. 

We all leave our engines running when we enter the store 

to stock up on salted faux-mexican snacks and unsalted beer 

Our headlights reflected back to us in the glass 

He puts on weight and then he elongates. 

And so the vast stanzas of bamboo in the backyard loomed large & leafy above the porch, two 

stories high & swaying like sanfrancisco skyscrapers in an earthquake. The wind blows and they 

make a sound like a bathtub filled w/drowning snakes. 

River Cancer is a disease that predominantly affects asian people, usually occurring in their 

upper stomachs. Is it racist or is it funny? Is it neither, is it both? Compare it to sickle-cell and 

make the awfulness complete—oh how sickle-cell can always be counted on to square the circle. 

Half of this was written while drunk, while trying to break free from all my self-placed restraints. 

The passing of cars along a busy street in the early evening as their headlights are on while the 

sky is still light, is one of the saddest feelings I know. But it’s a sadness offset by this subtext of 



potential energy—its fleeting quality suggests that change is, if not imminent, then at least not 

completely out of the question. Which weirdly enough also amplifies the sadness. Because you 

just know that the onset of evening brings out the dreamers, and most dreams never come true 

to the point where the dream starts to eventually exist as a lie, as a fork in the eye, a pitchfork in 

the tits. And you know nothing sets off the violence volcano quicker than a lie. To have been lied 

to means that all your actions/reactions to come are not your fault. You were provoked. You 

were lied to. You are not inflicting violence (either on others or on yourself), you are avenging a 

wrong. Others may call you a violent psychopath, a sadist who needs to be arrested. But you 

know the truth, that you are a crusader for justice. You were lied to. And in your fragile twisted 

psyche, your distorted sense of right & wrong, that is all the justification you need, for anything 

you desire to do. 

A wool hat—in Georgia, even in late summer—is a sign of pretension. Or rebelliousness. I 

suppose it could be rebelliousness. Like that time back in El Cajon I found that purple jacket at 

Amvets during the heat wave and decided to wear it until the heat wave subsided, as a late-

20thcentury version of a rain dance. Only I was dancing for brisker weather and not actually 

willing to dance. I loved that jacket and wonder now 20yrs later what happened to it. I wonder 

during which sudden impetuous immediate moving of home I decided I no longer needed it, 

back in the days when if it didn’t fit in my car then it didn’t make the journey. 

I see more stars—manufactured in a factory & then purchased—on the walls of restaurants & 

bars than I see in the skies these days, obliterated by light pollution & this everpresent blanket of 

clouds & smog. 

I’m pretty sure if I ever appear before a judge, part of my sentence will include not being allowed 

to play darts in public. 

If you have a pocket on your t-shirt then you should be required to put your teeth there after I 

finish punching them out of your mouth. 

We use wine bottles for chess pieces, coasters for playing cards. This sad lonelines of existence 

that forces women to listen to the endlessly pedantic boring stories of men. 

At least give me mass-prouced artistic mediocrity that knows what it is. The crasser the better, if 

you can’t be brilliant then at least be clear. Ambition makes muddles of us all. 

Staggered shelves of nautical torpor 

is all that I see 

when I hold onto the sink and pray to the mirror 



Oh my god I’m so glad I no longer exist. 

Five mass-produced orange lights, each w/a light no brighter than a candle, suspended 

along/above the bar, the skinniest & most inept basketball team ever assembled. 

When there is a group out in public consisting of two men & two women, you will be able to hear 

the men no matter in which corner of the room you sit. And in this age of uncertainty I suppose 

this can be, in a sense, slightly reassuring. 

Though I too have played games in bars w/people I was hoping to fuck, in the hope that the 

shared experience created by pool/cornhole/darts/mspacman would translate into a shared 

experience of orgasm later in the night. And while I’ve been wrong about many things in my life, 

many things I’d like to take back, this particular wrongness is the one I’d most like to take 

back—all the times I was so focused on potential sex that I missed the chance to actually 

intersect w/another human being, in those situations I think everyone missed out and, 

regardless of what may or may not have taken place later in the night, all of us were ultimately 

unhappy. 

I miss the days of adderall & christmas lights, an abundance of time & potential ideas. I don’t 

remember eating back then, but I’m sure I must have eaten. I don’t think I set foot inside a 

grocery store for nearly two years. The bodega had tuna fish. The bodega had macaroni & 

cheese. The bodega had peanut butter. The bodega had bread. 

That word normal, so pregnant w/meaning you could crawl inside & die. What is normal—there 

is nothing more normal than death, nothing more normal than the attempt to fend off despair 

and god how I love eating boiled fucking peanuts, nothing more normal than a desperately 

manufactured public attempt at joy, nothing more normal than pretending to enjoy the thing 

that everyone around you is pretending to enjoy, nothing more normal than the perfectly normal 

desire to not feel alone, nothing more normal than a job that doesn’t inspire, a partner who one 

night you fucked and you both kept fucking and so you became a couple and so here you are. 

And so even as the world spirals more multi-dimensionally out of control, our 

art/culture/surroundings become somehow ever more staid & beige, as if in reaction, as if in 

rebellion, against this kaleidoscopic explosion of information & ideas. Normal: only one letter 

removed from Garfield’s nemesis, that infernally cute kitten of sweetness & light. 

We live in a time where the louder someone shouts SHUT UP the less likely they are to mean it. 

And if my son reads this one day, I’d like him to know that I actually liked him. And not just b/c 

he was my son, I mean I actually liked him as a person. If we had been closer in age and not so 

genetically entwined, I like to believe we would have been friends. 

When I knock on the door of my mother’s apartment, there to pick up my son, the first thing she 

always says is ‘uh-oh.’ 



That is 100% true. And yeah I know she means it as a joke and her hyper-self-consciousness & 

constant nervousness is the result of spending 10yrs married to my father, but it still seems to 

me a strange thing to say when you know the person on the other side of the door can hear you 

and like what’s the fucking point of being self-conscious & worried all the time if you do creepy-

ass shit like say ‘uh-oh’ when someone knocks on the door and you’re alone w/a 3yr old and you 

were raised catholic and half your immediate family are perverts and/or pederasts? 

People who wear their work nametags in public are the answer to my prayers. I mean, if you’re 

not going to judge people by what they wear, then how are you supposed to judge them? You 

can’t judge them by what they do. That would require following them around, and stalking is a 

crime. 

The male gaze is so powerful that most dudes could sexualize a wheelchair filled w/rotting slugs. 

It is well worth remembering that most people’s idea of a fun friday night is being as stupid as 

possible, only a lot louder than most other nights. Men get excited about the dumbest shit. 

Actually, so do women. And me, I haven’t been excited about anything since 2011. Which of us is 

the biggest fucker, which of us the biggest fool? But still, if you close your eyes while a bunch of 

dudes are playing darts, it sounds like they’re all taking a massive shit and assigning scores to 

the size of their turds. 

I guess in the end, in my most lowest moments, i pity everyone around me and hate myself 

w/the white-hot intensity of a nation of pyromaniac klansmen. How else to explain the enduring 

popularity of a whingeing otherwise nothing-dog like Radiohead? 

I think all of us are in some ways looking for anything that will make us explode. Me personally, 

I tend to gravitate towards nacho cheese. And carpenter pants. Somewhere right now there is 

someone watching Atlanta Braves baseball in late august and that person is both very sad and 

yet somehow also very, very happy. And somewhere right now it is late august regardless of 

where I am as I’m re-reading it. It’s important to know that time is elastic and immeasurable in 

any sort of cosmic sense. 

Is everything horrible or am I just seeing everything too clearly. The word literally, as currently 

used, would make more sense if it were spelled w/two T’s. Sometimes I write for money, 

sometimes I write for fun. Occasionally I write for both, lately I write for neither. 

White people ironically pretending to dance by dancing for five seconds and then stopping 

are…they’re something…I don’t know what it means but I feel like if I filmed it again & again 

that place them all on a loop and saturated the walls that eventually I would understand 

everything about human existence that has never quite been adequately articulated in a peer-

review journal, underappreciated & inscrutable. 

Curmudgeon. Cur bludgeon. Fur dungeon. There’s a particular tone to an indierock synthesizer 

that sounds like a parrot trying to fuck a blueberry muffin. 



i wrote 3000 words on the meaning of the word normal. and like one of those thing where the 

more you say a word the less sense it makes, i have no idea what the word normal means and 

‘clear formatting’ is my favorite command in google docs. Cutting & pasting is, in a barthelemic 

sense, the most contemporary means of artistic expression. And I strive to be, in a barthelemic 

sense, nothing if not contemporary. Which means I think Barthelme is irrelevant as I have now 

embraced the lyrical essay genre (some more lyrical than others) and am currently dream-

negotiating a six-figure advance for these my collected thoughtless thoughts. To be disordered 

and have no responsibility to anyone not even myself and sometimes it’s easier just to let your 

fat stupid fingers type the typo and then go back and right click on the mess of letters that’s 

supposed to be a word instead of backspacing all that way and squinting your eyes into focus to 

try and make things right all by yr lonesome cheating heart and what do you even say about an 

adult softball team w/Chico’s Bail Bonds on the back of their amateur softball jersey in 

homage/tribute to the Bad News Bears, a 1970’s movie about kids drinking & swearing, and 

yeah I get that you don’t actually say anything, but what do you think? Is it just a joke that  went 

too far? Something one guy (and you know it was a guy) felt so strongly about that no one had 

the heart to intervene and maybe try to suggest a better idea. Oh well, at least no one’s number 

is 69, right. 

All of 21st century existence is a drug if only you could take the time to notice. A girl w/dark hair 

& muscular shoulders and why is nobody laughing. My new game when out at a coffeeshop/bar 

is ‘guess that pandora station’ and I’m pretty sure the station in this place is TV On The Radio 

and I don’t know what that means or if it even means anything at all. But I wish the cars 

wouldn’t drive so fast, and I wish the people wouldn’t move so slow. 

 

  



#31 - Butts 

My kid likes to ask questions. And lately he’s become fascinated by cigarettes & litter and the 

reasons for their existence. I brush off the questions as best I can, not wanting to get drawn into 

the real reasons—reasons that I understand all too well. So I tell him I don’t know. Or I tell him 

that maybe the person doesn’t know it’s bad to do that stuff. But it’s like my dad used to say: 

‘Never bullshit a bullshitter,’ and while kids tend to keep it 100% real for the most part—their 

likes & dislikes, opinions, feelings, etc.—they’re also well-known liars, able to fabricate stories 

out of thin air that are as incredibly creative as they are impossible to believe. And so my kid, an 

expert in withholding information himself, can tell when I’m not telling him the whole truth.  

‘But why, daddy?’ 

So the other day I told him, ‘Look, the actual reasons are pretty dark. There’s some serious 

darkness in this world, and you’re a kid, and you should kind of get to enjoy being innocent & 

joyful for as long as you can. Just trust me on this.’ 

‘But I really want to know.’ 

I should mention that my son just turned 3yrs old. 

And maybe it was the lack of sleep, maybe I was tired of being asked endless questions, getting 

besieged by endless requests, maybe I just couldn’t think of anything better to say, but I decided 

to just give it to him straight. 

‘Okay, here’s the deal. A lot of people feel so beaten down by life, with no options, no hope of a 

better future, that it makes them feel nihilistic to the point where they think if their time on this 

planet is going to just be one long slow humiliating death where everything is out of their 

control, then why not smoke cigarettes and at least have some agency in that long slow death. 

Does that make sense?’ 

He nodded, and then he asked me what about litter. 

‘It’s a way to break the law without going to jail. Also, I think it was Dostoevsky who said a man 

never feels more free, more alive, than when he is doing something that goes against his best 

interests. There’s a kick to self-sabotage. It makes you feel like you aren’t a robot, like you aren’t 

just a machine. So when you people smoking, or you see litter on the ground somewhere, you’re 

looking at a the inevitable result of society that makes people feel unfree, restrained, and out of 

control—all of which is true. Were you able to follow all that?’ 

He told me he followed, but 3yr olds are known for their ability to lie, or at least misunderstand 

the truth. 



So they’re building a Hardee’s near our house, in the Wal-Mart shopping center (or centre, as 

they so classily spell it), and b/c the day-in/day-out parenting life allows way more opportunities 

for eating than exercise, and b/c the kid’s going through a fascination w/construction machines 

right now, I like to put him in his bike trailer and ride him out to the Hardee’s site. Over the past 

3mos, we’ve seen it go from a flat patch of dirt to just about ready to open, and during that time 

I’ve had a lot of time to think. Today, we were watching them lay the asphalt in the parking lot 

and I thought about the summer I spent laying asphalt, and the year I spent as a machine press 

operator working in a fluorescent light factory, and I thought about how I enjoyed the work 

because I was young and it made me feel strong, made me feel capable, and how I’d been raised 

to value manual labor over sitting at a desk, blue collar over white collar. I was raised to believe 

that it was more noble to be the offensive lineman than the quarterback; to set the screen, or 

make the pass, than to make the shot. And I thought about how even though my dad was, at his 

worst, a part-time sadist unable to shake off the effects of the cruelty he experienced as a child, I 

still internalized those values and still to a large part believe in them today. And I worried, like I 

believe every father worries, about whether I was raising my son too softly, with too much value 

placed on his emotions & feelings, a value that the rest of the world will never come close to 

reciprocating. And I thought about the inevitable hazing that comes with jobs like that—the new 

guy always gets stuck with the shittiest job, and how you respond to it will determine how you 

get treated for the rest of the time you work there. I thought about how saying someone hurt 

your feelings is the worst thing you can do in that situation and yet here we are teaching our son 

to talk about his feelings. Maybe in school he’ll learn that the best thing to do is laugh it off. 

Make a joke about being the rookie, shrug your shoulders, and do the shit job. Maybe the 

situation is actually hostile, and the time might come when you have to make a stand or else be 

bullied forever, but you have to at least first give people the benefit of the doubt. And anyway, 

it’s best not to take yourself too seriously. If you show you’re able to take it, people will handle it 

better when it comes time to dish it out. These are the things I think about as we stand there 

watching them lay the asphalt in the parking lot. 

We rode across the street to the convenience store/gas station to get some peanut butter 

crackers and have a picnic right there on the sidewalk outside the store. And when we finished 

our crackers, I got up to throw the wrapper away, to set a good example. And as I threw it away I 

wondered if I was sending him the right message, wondered if I was really preparing him for life 

in the USA. 

Like wouldn’t it be a better lesson to just crumple up the wrapper and throw it into the parking 

lot? Fuck it, man. Someone else will pick it up. Or maybe they won’t, who gives a fuck? Not my 

problem. Seems like that lesson might save him some time, instead of teaching him to share, to 

be thoughtful and considerate—which is going to do what, exactly? Give him false ideas about a 

goodness in society that doesn’t exist. Create a optimism in him that will be defeated & crushed. 

The other day we were at the park and he saw a kid around his age wearing a shirt with a fire 

truck on it. He is also very interested in fire trucks and so he go excited when he saw the kid’s 

shirt. I told him he should go over and tell the kid he likes the fire engine on his shirt. So he 

climbed the stairs to one of the playground structures that has all the slides while I 

eavesdropped from below. 



‘Hey kid, I like the fire engine on your shirt,’ said my son, making me proud. 

‘I’m going down first!’ shouted the kid, elbowing his way past my son and going down the slide. 

To his credit, my son didn’t cry. He just looked perplexed. I told him I was proud of him, and he 

needed to understand that all human interaction is kind of unpredictable & chaotic, and that’s 

what makes it so special & exciting when you meet someone you get along with, but I’m not sure 

he was able to follow that idea either. 

We enrolled him in preschool last week. It’s only two mornings a week, but we feel it’ll be a good 

thing for him socially. It’s obvious I know nothing about how to make friends with 3-year-olds. 

And there are lessons he needs to learn, lessons about interacting with others, that I am plainly 

not capable of teaching. 

 

 

  



#32 - Flee Marketing, A Journey Through Dirt Parking Lots & Seminal German Electronic 

Music In The Age of Republican Class War 

I mean if you want to buy local and make sure every dollar you spend goes back into your local 

community, it doesn’t get any more local than this. I’m at the J&J Flea Market out on highway 

441 about 5mi north of Athens, Ga. I’m here mainly for the food. The Flea Bite Cafe here serves 

an egg biscuit the size of your hand for $2.50, tax included (not the size of my hand, which is 

above-average enough in size to palm a regulation size basketball provided the basketball is 

made of rubber instead of leather). 

And yeah The Flea Bite only scored an 86 on their latest health inspection, but that’s still better 

than I did in my first 3yrs of high school english (fuck you Beowulf, and fuck you Silas Marner, 

and fuck you The Mayor of Casterbridge), and considering the building that houses the Flea Bite 

is as dilapidated & crumbling as most US infrastructure built more than 15yrs ago, I’d say the 

score, unlike the biscuit, should be taken with a grain of salt. 

After finishing my biscuit & coffee (only $1.50 for the coffee btw), I decide to walk the J&J 

parking lot/marketplace in search of undervalued treasure. 

The early morning J&J is filled with sleepy children rubbing their eyes. You know their parents 

are here every weekend trying to earn a little extra cash. Because even if you only make $40 a 

day that works out to about $325 a month, which is the difference between survival & starvation.  

So they’re here selling whatever shit they can get their hands on. I used to do this with books—

find it at a thrift store for a dollar then turn around and sell it for four. I had a bookcase set up in 

a friend’s shop (Captain Scott’s Book Nook, if you must know) for a few months before the shop 

closed, and I made enough money to pay the utility bills and all I had to do was go thrift store 

shopping every couple of weeks. 

You have to appreciate the hustle. And any congresscritter who wants to tell you how poor 

people are lazy—and I should mention here that the J&J vendor demographic skews way more 

diverse than your typical democrat fundraiser or Trump rally and there’s no sign of any inter-

demographic animosity—take the congresscritter out to your local flea market and let them see 

how hard these savvy-ass entrepreneurs are working to get by. And unlike Captain Scott’s Book 

Nook, they aren’t doing it by choice, they’re doing it because they have to, because most jobs 

don’t pay enough to live on, let alone enough to pay for health insurance. Most available jobs 

these days pay under $10 p/hr and only hire part-time. They schedule you for 4 hours here and 

5 hours there. You find out on Friday if you’re scheduled to work Sunday (and no they aren’t 

going to call you, you need to come in and check). Your boss looks at you skeptically when you 

ask what time your break is, and people have mouths to feed and children to soothe. They need 

clothes and sneakers and backpacks and, uh, food. So during the week they’re looking out for 

bargains, and on the weekend they’re selling those bargains out at J&J Flea Market. 



The US poor are barely hanging on by a string. Most of the cars here will be lucky to last another 

couple of years before the cost of repairs is more than the value of the car. And what then? 

People here aren’t just selling their old excess shit, the stuff they had lying around the house, 

they’re selling anything they’ve found during the week that they think someone might buy. The 

merchants have been buying in bulk and are now selling loosies. You could do half your grocery 

shopping here. You can get cereal, laundry detergent, coffee, candy, snacks—all of it cheaper 

than at your local grocery store. Panties 3 for $10. Cellphone cases, car stereo equipment, and 

mattresses. Baseball cards, video games, and endless massive piles of old DVDs. 

There’s also locally grown produce that’s a fuck of a lot cheaper than the stuff they sell at the 

downtown farmer’s market, and the strawberries here taste just as fresh & delicious. There also 

aren’t any rich dudes in beards singing bluegrass, which, for me anyway, is a definite plus . 

Americana, of course, like all things that start w/the word America, means something done by 

white people. 

(Remind me to tell you about the time I got a gig at the Farmer’s Market and decided to 

improvise an entire set of Eagles covers in honor of the then-recently-deceased Glenn Frey. The 

Eagles had been my favorite band from age 8 to age 9, and so I’ve always assumed that Eagle 

fans see the world the way I did when I was nine—through a lens of childlike ignorance 

accompanied by feelings of abandonment brought on by their parents’ recent divorce. Anyway, 

my performance, more a tribute to Andy Kaufman than Mr. Frey, wasn’t well received, and the 

the donated food in my ‘payment basket’ was, um, as bruised & rotten & misunderstood as my 

art.) 

There’s a couple of vape shops when you head inside to the long metal sheds, like airport 

hangars for planes without wings. It’s basically more of the same stuff you get outside, only with 

more sunshine-vulnerable stuff like mattresses, vinyl records, etc. 

You get the feeling people will sell anything if someone’s willing to buy it, and  what could be 

more American than that? I mean, even the guy selling the confederate flags has a Mexican 

national flag hanging for sale next to it. So even though the confederate flag is a  symbol of racial 

hate & intimidation, in this case it also symbolizes an intense laser-like pragmatism on the part 

of the seller, a pragmatism rooted in the belief that they are all alone in this world, that life in 

the 21st century US is a zero-sum game of winners & losers and their survival depends on doing 

whatever it takes to put food on their table even if it means symbolically fucking over some of 

the people walking past them. And as awful as it might feel to think about it, this worldview 

happens to be true. I get the feeling, if people were willing to buy them, this guy would sell pro-

Hillary Clinton flags w/all proceeds going to ISIS. 

Of course the people buying the confederate flags aren’t buying them out of pragmatism, or the 

altruistic desire to put some money in the seller’s pocket. So while my spiel back there implying 

that the seller wasn’t politically motivated brought me a little comfort, it’s important to 

remember in these crude flowing-rivers-of-bullshit times, that if something comforts you it’s 



probably a lie. And whether it’s a lie you tell yourself, or a lie you tell other people, in the end it 

doesn’t make a whole hell of a lot of difference. 

As I continue walking the grounds a question occurs to me. Does my Minutemen t-shirt make 

Mexicans nervous? 

The t-shirt in question refers to these Minutemen: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R5yqjInV0h8 

As opposed to these fucking assholes: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n1CqceMKZaE 

In the end I break down and buy a Kraftwerk record, Radio-Activity, from one of the booths 

selling music At $20, it’s a total impulse buy, and if I hadn’t just had a good couple of good 

weeks freelancing I couldn’t have afforded it, but my wife & I are thinking about moving to the 

desert next year—some nights imagining myself there is the only thing that brings enough peace 

for me to sleep—and looking at the Kraftwerk record, a record I’ve heard before, I imagined 

listening to its slow deliberate synths & creepy geiger crackles out there among the skeleton 

trees & desert silence and my heart did a sudden unexpected dance of joy, a feeling unfamiliar 

enough to me these days that I decided to buy the record right then & there in the hope that 

listening to it at home would allow me to re-experience this feeling, allow my desert dreams to 

bloom and possibly take root. Because In my bleakest, most lonely moments, it takes a record 

even bleaker & lonelier in order for music to bring me a sense of peace. And while the record is 

only 37 minutes long, at this point I’ll take what I can get—any port in a unipolar depressive 

storm and all that. 

On my way through the parking lot back to my car I see a little girl, around 3 years old, crying. 

Actually, crying isn’t a clear enough description. She looks like her whole world is falling apart, 

like she’s been overwhelmed by terror & panic so traumatizing that she can’t fully process it. 

She’s too sad to call it a temper tantrum, but it’s every bit as desperate & unhinged, and I wish 

her father would stop and try to comfort here, or at least acknowledge her existence. He’s 

holding her hand, but he doesn’t pay any attention to her tears as he pulls her roughly behind 

him. And it could be the dehydration of walking around for over an hour in the midsummer 

Georgia sweltering heat, but for an instant I think to myself that in a sense we are all that little 

girl and our government is the father, or maybe capitalism is the father, or maybe our fathers are 

the father. 

But the panic I see around me is real, and as I sit among the confederate flags & the tacos, the 

obscure records & the racist bumper stickers, I think again about something I’ve been thinking a 

lot about lately—how the poor, even the bigoted & prejudiced poor, aren’t the enemy. Plenty of 

middle-class and rich people voted for Trump too. Anyone is capable of being a douchebag, 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R5yqjInV0h8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R5yqjInV0h8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n1CqceMKZaE
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n1CqceMKZaE


regardless of how much money’s in their bank account. We are all walking fleshy sacs of bile & 

pus and ‘the better angels of our nature’ are fleeting & mercurial. But the people out there in 

power, the ones who exploit people’s prejudices, who knowingly prey on the general public’s 

ignorance for their own personal gain so they can line their pockets and consolidate their power, 

those people are the enemy. And I hope anyone reading this remembers that in chess, you don’t 

win by killing the pawns. You win by killing the king. 

Until then, go visit your local flea market (called ‘swap meet’ over on the west coast, called ‘swap 

meat’ on the first Nirvana album). There’s a lot of cool shit for sale and the biscuits are, if not to 

fucking die for, then at least to get heatstroke for. 

  



#33 - Honesty Time 

I am 45 years old and I’ve been writing seriously for 25 years now. 

In that time I’ve had two books published. One of them was a collection held together by staples 

and published by a group of poets, half whom I lived with at the time. 

The other book had a barcode. It was published by a friend of mine, an ex-roommate & college 

classmate. 

I don’t think we’re friends anymore. 

I still get e-mails from him. Not from him but from his literary persona. Which is too bad. I 

always liked the person a lot more than the persona. He writes with a lot of exclamation points 

now and a lot of enthusiasm. His most recent book is called The Truth Is We Are Perfect, which 

you have to admit is quite a lot of fucking enthusiasm. One of our most recent interactions was 

him instructing me in a facebook comment that I needed to play the game if I wanted to get 

ahead. He didn’t make it sound like very much fun. 

That book was published in 2006: that’s a long time ago. I’ve written four novels since them. 

Two of them got looked at by agents who eventually decided no. I wrote a non-fiction book 

proposal that was rejected. Since our son was born, I’ve written a rough draft of a novel and will 

consider—once this is project is finished and exists in a state of grace—trying to get these 

published as a book. 

It should go without saying that I’m not optimistic. About anything. 

I can’t stop thinking that I’m running out of energy, that the fire which once burned within me is 

harder to find, harder to maintain. 

Our 3yr old child, and the full-time care I provide for him, may be partly responsible for that. 

***** 

I wish I was a better father. I wish I was a better husband. I imagine everyone feels this way, but 

given the shitty examples of fatherhood & love I grew up around, I have to fight off a lot of my 

‘natural instincts,’ most of which are ugly. 

Many days I feel as if I am letting everyone down, including myself. 



I am here right now writing this (write now, righting this) on a Friday night as my wife puts our 

son to sleep. She believes that one day these things I write will make us rich. If not these things, 

then the next things. And if not those things, then maybe the old things. I find her faith in me 

disturbing & reassuring all at the same time. 

***** 

My biggest complaint about writing as a means of expression is that it’s impossible to convey 

more than one idea at a single given time. As opposed to film, or music, which can thrive on the 

tension between image & sound, or lyrics & sound, writing can’t do a split screen: and doing a 

montage w/o any clear signposting will get you labelled as ‘experimental.’ 

Everything is experimental. It’s just that most of it is a bad experiment. 

***** 

I can’t stop thinking about this poetry/music/art performance my wife and I did at a recent 

unveiling of the local university’s lit mag. And how our mix of drum 

machine/bass/guitar/poetry cleared the room and afterwards how one of the editors came over 

and made self-conscious jokes at our expense. But it’s not the jokes that bothered me, it’s how 

incredulous she was that I’d shouted the word ‘fuck’ during one of our songs (it was a Wall of 

Voodoo cover: in the original the guy says ‘SCREW YOU’ but I was feeling nervous so I took it 

one step further b/c taking it one step further is what I do when I’m nervous). She couldn’t get 

over that I’d shouted it with the head editor in the room and everything. Which first off, I had no 

fucking idea who the editor of the Georgia Review was at the time, but I have to assume he’s 

heard the word fuck before (or even if he’s a born-again christian he’s at least heard the phrase 

‘fucky-wucky’) and most likely he’s said it and most likely he’s done it, but I’m also going to go 

out on a limb and assume that every one of those MFA poetry perenium-puckerers watches 

themselves a shitload of ‘prestige television’ on HBO and the like, and goddamn me if that 

means they don’t hear the word fuck constantly on those shows. So like what the fuck was that 

all about? 

The person who invited us to perform, who’s a big fan of the band we play in (also noisy, also 

confrontational, also able to clear a room) hasn’t spoken to me since. So there’s that. 

***** 

I fervently believe that my wife will one day be a much more successful writer than me once 

she’s able to turn her full attention to writing. It doesn’t matter that it was my bookshelf where 

she found the Kathy Acker, the Angela Carter, the Kelly Link. She’ll be able to take those 

influences farther than I have. 



People tend to like her a lot when they first meet her. People tend to only like me a lot after 

they’ve gotten to know me better. That friend who published my book told me it’s important for 

a writer to make himself likeable. I think that’s why he uses so many exclamation points. 

***** 

Even my friends think I’m blunt. Someone told me that the other day: that I was blunt. He 

meant it as a compliment, or he at least kept talking until it felt like a compliment, or that he 

intended it as a compliment. Or I guess maybe he just didn’t want to hurt my feelings. It’s hard 

to tell. He’s not as blunt as I am. 

And yet, and yet, in the neighborhoods I grew up in, the family I was around growing up, I was 

almost always the most sensitive, diplomatic person in the room. Especially among my friends, I 

try to err on the side of not saying something so truthful that it fucks with the person’s head for 

long periods of time, even by accident. And so I keep a lot of opinions & thoughts to myself. And 

I’m still considered blunt. 

Maybe that’s because of the way I write. And for the past five years or so, while I haven’t gotten 

any books published, I’ve gotten all kinds of reviews & thinkpieces & etc. published. And because 

my friends are my friends they read these things, and because those things are opinionated & 

direct (b/c like who the fuck wants to read a book review that says ‘yeah it’s kind of cool I 

guess’), and because those things are personal—or, to be as technically correct as possible, 

written in a personal style—then my writing style becomes a reflection of me. And if I’m tearing 

into some shitty band, or some shitty writer, or some shitty film, or some shitty country, then 

my friends probably read it and think, ‘Jesus, I wonder what he thinks of me.’ But of course 

writing is a performance the way music is a performance, the way professional sports is a 

performance: your audience expects you to put on a show. And while this series of essays is real 

as hell, it is still, like all public acts in the 21st century, first & foremost a performance. 

Last night my wife came home from class nearly in tears b/c the teacher asked her to define 

‘performativity’ and she couldn’t figure out how to answer the question without sounding like a 

tautological 5th grader who hadn’t done their homework (i.e. using multiple variations of the 

word ‘performance’) and so she, the wife, just said she didn’t think she could answer that 

question. 

I would’ve said ‘It’s a way to measure how good your car is at doing car stuff, for example: the 

Nissan Altima’s performativity was ranked third in its class by Car & Driver magazine.’ 

There are very good reasons why it takes people a while before they like me. 

***** 



This morning my son peed all over his rug and shit in his pajamas. There was shit on his pillow 

(now in the garbage, literally shitcanned), shit on his mattress, shit on the wooden bars of his 

bed. Most likely there’s shit in places that I still haven’t found yet. He wasn’t sick, just 

psychologically troubled by something—probably starting school, possibly something more 

sinister that we haven’t yet discovered. This afternoon he peed on his library books. We have 

had several talks throughout the day. Tonight he’ll be wearing a diaper to bed . I did not yell at 

him for any of this and so in that sense I guess this was a good day. 

I try to tell myself that one day he will not pee on his library books to express his displeasure 

with life. Maybe he’ll write essays on his website, or make discordant post-punk inspired poetry 

rock (I had told the person who invited us to perform that we sounded like a cross between the 

first—and best, don’t fucking @ me—New Order album & Steve Reich, and she enthusiastically 

said after the show that my description has been 100% correct). Who knows, maybe because all 

life is cyclical he’ll shoot heroin one day and end up shitting his pants all over again and then his 

life will have come full circle in some kind of eastern religion bliss: for what is pee & poop except 

a bodily waste version of a yin-yang relationship. 

***** 

This life, this tenuous existence within my own thin skin is completely endurable as long as I 

never interact with another human being ever. I was able to figure out at an early age how to 

manage being alone. To the point where it started to get too easy and it became kind of boring 

and so I decided to be more social. Most days I think this was a good idea. 

But it’s been a rough couple of days. And a rough few years. And if I keep going back: a hard 

decade, a hard life, but then I guess if living was easy everyone would do it. 

I feel like most people feel this way sometimes but we rarely talk about it in public. Even our bad 

thoughts get filtered through this positivistic shell. 

There’s something about being humiliated, completely humbled, at the end of one’s 

psychological tether, over & over again day after day that makes you want to be honest. It also 

makes you want to ingest lots & lots of chemicals into your body, but it’s better to be honest. 

Besides, honesty is itself a kind of drug I guess. It’s just that people won’t buy honesty from you 

the way they’ll buy drugs. 

 

 

  



#34 - 9/11 

However you want to look at it, by any objective standard you want to use, the events of 

September 11, 2001 were an unqualified success. 

For Al-Qaeda of course. The US may not have been destroyed on 9/11, but it’s been steadily 

destroying itself ever since. The events of September 11th changed this country: some days it 

feels like forever. It’s a global catastrophe that continues to unfold. 

Before we get started, I know all of this stuff already existed before 9/11 in some form or 

another. But everything became more accelerated & amplified, more amphetamined & angered, 

after the attacks and there’s no sign of the insanity slowing down anytime soon. 

—9/11 turned the US into a surveillance police state. 

—9/11 turned the US into a warmongering nation that defies international law and kills who it 

wants. 

—9/11 turned the US population against each other. If a fellow American disagreed w/a political 

policy—whether it be left or right, liberal or conservative—we began seeing them as a threat to 

America, as less American than you. Because the very existence of America (if not ‘western 

civilization’) was now at stake, electing the ‘wrong’ leader, passing the ‘wrong law,’ threatened—

in theory—the very existence of our nation. All politics became a matter of life & death because 

for all we knew politics was life & death. (And let the record show that the people living in NYC 

vote overwhelmingly democrat.) 

—9/11 militarized the police. It militarized the culture. It narrowed the boundaries of acceptable 

public speech, under the auspices of good taste, under the auspices of patriotism. 

—9/11, through heightened airport security measures, turned every plane flight into a state-

sponsored act of intimidation, a demonstration of power. 

—9/11 turned America—as a concept, as a life lived within its borders—both murderous & 

suicidal. And so aren’t all of us, in a sense, now terrorists. We terrorize each other. We drive cars 

into each other. America has never been more armed, more violent, more ready to explode. 

But the violence is just a product of our fear. We live in Elsinore now. We look over our 

shoulders before speaking. We fear our neighbors. Sometimes we even fear ourselves. This is 

what it means to live in a state of terror. We have been terrorized. The terror continues like a 

virus running amuck. We murder innocent people in foreign countries, and we commit murder 

on each other here at home. Because in 2017, incarceration & mass murder are the only things 

left that politicians left that this country can do even remotely well. 



It was the collapse of the towers, their vertical implosion, that captured our imaginations. More 

than the impact of the planes, and more than the Pentagon attack, which is talked about now as 

a mere footnote, the destruction of the World Trade Center was a symbolic destruction. And 

because the US is as much a nation of symbols as anything else, the collapse of the towers—

representative of hegemony & corporate order—shook us to our core. Our symbols are 

essentially all we have that bind us together, that make us Americans. A couple of founding 

documents, some founding fathers, and a handful of patriotic songs: that is what it means to be 

an American. The attack created a void at the heart of US life, a fracture. For most Americans, 

the only choice left in this nation, a nation founded in theory on the freedom to choose, is the 

choice between murder or suicide. Some, much like Al-Qaeda did 16 years ago, even decide to 

choose both.  

And it only took less than a couple of hours. Unless you count the years they spent living among 

us. And maybe it’s that—that the attackers spent time living here among us. They used the banal 

stupidity of everyday American life as camouflage. that it was easy, as the details of the story 

emerged, to wonder if the attacks could have been prevented, if only we had been more vigilant, 

if only someone had done something. Our present day xenophobia, embodied by the rise of 

Trump, a rise fuelled by white supremacy & pointlessly cruel immigration policies—policies so 

cruel that cruelty is their only reason for existing—is unimaginable without the events of 9/11. 

On 9/11, THE 9/11, I was working at a Marriott hotel next to MIT while I went to college. The 

planes had taken off from Boston. The attackers had stayed in a hotel (my memory says they 

stayed at the Marriott in Copley Square but I can’t find any evidence to support this). If they’d 

been staying at my hotel, would I have noticed something suspicious? Or would I have made 

friendly small talk, gone out of my way to make them feel comfortable? Half this country sees 

multiculturalism as, at best, naive. At its worst, they see it as enabling terrorists. For many 

people on the US right, multiculturalism means putting every American life in danger. And 

yeah, they’re wrong/misguided/etc. but they aren’t insane. They are responding to a real event. 

They are responding the way some in power want them to, because it’s easy to control people, to 

influence the way they vote and therefore gain power, when they’re afraid. And that’s something 

that’s been exploited by both parties in the ensuing fallout of 9/11. 

We talk a lot about the horror of dying in the Twin Towers; we don’t talk much about the horror 

of working in them day after day before the attacks. We had been dreaming of the moment for 

years, in our movies, in our popular culture. The money shot in Independence Day isn’t Will 

Smith blowing up the aliens, it’s the aliens blowing up the White House. How could people stand 

there and call the events an unimaginable tragedy when we’d been making so many movies 

about it for the past decade. Hell, Condoleeza Rice, George Bush, et, al. received memos saying 

not only that it was possible, that Bin Laden was determined to do it. 

Let me be clear: there was no conspiracy. There may, however, have been a temporary paralysis, 

a false feeling of invincibility, maybe even a weird subconscious anxiety at being the world’s 

superpower. Hegemony does not occur naturally in nature, or in human psyches. 

http://fox45now.com/news/local/attempted-murder-suicide-under-investigation-in-jefferson-township
http://fox45now.com/news/local/attempted-murder-suicide-under-investigation-in-jefferson-township


And so since 9/11 we have been constantly under attack. Only we’re the ones doing the 

attacking, and there are getting to be fewer and fewer places for anyone to hide. All 21st century 

US life is a form of terrorism. 

 

  



#35 - Controversy 

From a Google news search for ‘controversial’ done at 9:30pm on Friday September 15, 2017: 

Stephen Colbert’s Controversial Trump Comments  

Chelsea Manning Isn’t The Only Controversial Guest Harvard Invited… 

Floyd Mayweather On Trump’s Controversial ‘Locker-Room’ Talk 

Ben Shapiro: Who Is He And Why Is He So Controversial 

Controversial Atlantic Sunrise Pipeline Gets Green LIght From Feds 

Man Indicted On 4 Counts In Controversial Chase 

Former Newstalk Broadcaster Says George Hill’s Controversial Comments Were Foreseeable, 

Inevitable, and Manageable 

Breaking Down WWE’s Most Controversial, Shocking Stories For The Week of Sept. 15th  

Clay Travis: Five Things To Know About The Controversial Fox Sports Host 

Protesters Gather At Coliseum Ahead of Controversial Roger Waters Concert 

Controversial Painting Removed From Capitol To Be Exhibited At JJ Hill House  

Coming Soon: Louis CK’s Controversial Movie About An Alleged Sexual Abuser 

Everything You Need To Know About The iPhone X’s Controversial Notch 

Hollywood Reacts To Jemele Hill Controversy 

You get the idea. It seems like any idea more complicated than ‘the earth is flat’ gets labelled 

controversial. Thank god we can all agree that the earth is round. 

Shit. 

The word gets used for a reason; the word is deliberately chosen. It’s used to both attract 

attention and deflect criticism. It says that there are many opinions on both sides of the issue. 

http://www.foxnews.com/entertainment/2017/09/15/stephen-colberts-controversial-trump-comments.html
http://www.foxnews.com/entertainment/2017/09/15/stephen-colberts-controversial-trump-comments.html
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/answer-sheet/wp/2017/09/15/chelsea-manning-isnt-the-only-controversial-guest-harvard-invited-to-be-a-visiting-fellow/
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/answer-sheet/wp/2017/09/15/chelsea-manning-isnt-the-only-controversial-guest-harvard-invited-to-be-a-visiting-fellow/
http://www.businessinsider.com/floyd-mayweather-donald-trump-locker-room-talk-2017-9
http://www.businessinsider.com/floyd-mayweather-donald-trump-locker-room-talk-2017-9
http://www.foxnews.com/us/2017/09/14/ben-shapiro-who-is-and-why-is-so-controversial.html
http://www.foxnews.com/us/2017/09/14/ben-shapiro-who-is-and-why-is-so-controversial.html
http://lancasteronline.com/news/local/controversial-atlantic-sunrise-pipeline-gets-green-light-from-feds-to/article_472f2282-9a4d-11e7-bdb9-072666082cc3.html
http://lancasteronline.com/news/local/controversial-atlantic-sunrise-pipeline-gets-green-light-from-feds-to/article_472f2282-9a4d-11e7-bdb9-072666082cc3.html
http://www.nj.com/hudson/index.ssf/2017/09/man_indicted_in_fiery_police_pursuit_that_injured.html
http://www.nj.com/hudson/index.ssf/2017/09/man_indicted_in_fiery_police_pursuit_that_injured.html
http://www.independent.ie/irish-news/former-newstalk-broadcaster-says-george-hooks-controversial-comments-were-foreseeable-inevitable-and-manageable-36135489.html
http://www.independent.ie/irish-news/former-newstalk-broadcaster-says-george-hooks-controversial-comments-were-foreseeable-inevitable-and-manageable-36135489.html
http://bleacherreport.com/articles/2733420-breaking-down-wwes-most-controversial-shocking-stories-for-the-week-of-sept-15
http://bleacherreport.com/articles/2733420-breaking-down-wwes-most-controversial-shocking-stories-for-the-week-of-sept-15
http://hollywoodlife.com/2017/09/15/who-is-clay-travis-facts-controversial-fox-sports-host/
http://hollywoodlife.com/2017/09/15/who-is-clay-travis-facts-controversial-fox-sports-host/
http://longisland.news12.com/story/36375749/protesters-gather-at-coliseum-ahead-of-controversial-roger-waters-concert
http://longisland.news12.com/story/36375749/protesters-gather-at-coliseum-ahead-of-controversial-roger-waters-concert
http://www.twincities.com/2017/09/14/controversial-painting-removed-from-capitol-to-be-exhibited-at-j-j-hill-house/
http://www.twincities.com/2017/09/14/controversial-painting-removed-from-capitol-to-be-exhibited-at-j-j-hill-house/
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/entry/louis-ck-i-love-you-daddy-movie_us_59bab714e4b0edff971a1ebf
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/entry/louis-ck-i-love-you-daddy-movie_us_59bab714e4b0edff971a1ebf
http://variety.com/2017/tv/news/hollywood-reacts-jemele-hill-controversy-tweets-1202559682/
http://variety.com/2017/tv/news/hollywood-reacts-jemele-hill-controversy-tweets-1202559682/
http://bleacherreport.com/articles/2697993-kyrie-irving-discusses-controversy-surrounding-his-flat-earth-comments
http://bleacherreport.com/articles/2697993-kyrie-irving-discusses-controversy-surrounding-his-flat-earth-comments


That you the information receiver will be expected to have an opinion about this ‘controversial’ 

issue. That there is no objectively right or wrong opinion, and whichever side you choose you 

can take comfort in knowing there are others who share your opinion. 

Except writers & editors use the word as a way to deflect thought, or more accurately to deflect 

criticism. By saying something is controversial—even something like white-supremacy, which 

you’d hope would be non-controversial seeing as how there’s only one correct opinion about 

white-supremacy (it’s fucking horrible)—you’ve avoided taking a stance. It’s a word for cowards. 

It’s a word for equivocators. It’s a word for people who don’t want to be criticized. 

Editors also do this all the time with question marks in their headlines—designed to draw traffic, 

designed to attract hits. A Guardian article with the headline Is Harry Styles Really the New 

David Bowie? should be exactly one word long, two words long if you need to put the word ‘hell’ 

in front of your ‘no. And yet…and yet…it isn’t. 

Look, if everything is ‘controversial’, and everything is controversial because there are different 

opinions on the issue being discussed and so who are we, the writer/editor, to say one opinion is 

more or less correct than the other, then you’re saying that no opinion can be false. And if 

nothing can be false, then nothing can be true. And if nothing is true then everything is 

permitted. 

And that, coupled w/a financial cratering brought about by the internet—is how you end up 

living through a journalistic age defined by nihilism & fear: the freedom of postmodernity 

turned back on itself again & again until instead of multiple truths, you end up with so many 

truths that truth of any kind ceases to exist. And then it’s just down to who can shout the 

loudest, and wouldn’t you know it, it turns out the people w/the most money have the easiest 

time being heard. 

Truth may be relative, but facts are real as hell. 

If anything out there is ‘fake news,’ it’s this gutless shit peddled by established writers & outlets 

who ought to know better. People like Trump, Hannity, etc. are just taking the free-floating 

groundless nature of mainstream news reporting (I mean the New York Fucking Times runs 

‘climate change is a hoax’ stories on their editorial page) and using it to their own ends.  

And there’s nothing controversial about that. 

 

 

  

https://www.theguardian.com/music/musicblog/2017/apr/07/harry-styles-sign-of-the-times


#36 - Customer Service 

In a sense, all US jobs now are customer service jobs. The service industry is the only industry 

we have left. Even your typical US congresscritter is just a glorified version of Burger King fry 

cook (albeit w/free healthcare that Burger King employees can only dream of—you’re welcome, 

congresscritter assholes). Do you really think Mitch McConnell believes climate change is a 

hoax? Or Paul Ryan? Does it even make a difference? Those guys are paid to say that shit, and 

they’re paid even more to make sure they vote the right way. In the congresscritters’ case, their 

customers are billionaire donors—and in the interest of partisan fairness, there’s no doubt some 

of Barack Obama’s policies were influenced by his own personal desire for shitloads of money. 

That’s just our current political reality. Because in the service industry, there are no principles.  

And you should always keep in mind that just because someone works at Arby’s, it doesn’t mean 

they love roast beef. 

Which might be for the best, this workplace pragmatism. I mean, you always see these help 

wanted ads: ‘MUST HAVE A PASSION FOR _____’ I saw one of them outside a Johnny’s Pizza 

one time, and let me tell you: if you care even a little bit about pizza do not get a job at Johnny’s 

Pizza. Working there because you have a passion for pizza is like getting a job at a glue factory 

because you love animals. 

And having worked in the coffee industry for years, the worst employees are always the people 

who are ‘passionate’ about coffee. When I was a manager, I’d have to explain to these guys (and 

they were always guys) that the customers also had a passion. They had a passion for not being 

late to work, and so maybe they could add a little brevity to their breves if you get what I’m 

saying. As it turned out, the customers had many passions. They were passionate about getting 

the drink they ordered without the barista telling them their drink was going to taste terrible 

and they should order something different. They were passionate about the barista making their 

drink with skim milk, even if the barista thought it wouldn’t taste as good. They were passionate 

about the barista steaming the drink to the temperature they asked them to steam it to. You get 

the idea. Because even when a customer orders a drink that’s going to taste terrible —and I mean 

objectively terrible, like a chai latte steamed to 200 degrees—you go ahead and make it for them, 

regardless of your personal passions. Because if you won’t make their drink the way they want 

you to, they’re just going to go somewhere else. 

I knew all this because I was forced to attend yearly customer service training classes while I 

worked for the Marriott corporation (two years as a front desk clerk followed by three years 

bellstand/valet parking/doorman). And yeah, customer service is a bunch of fake-ass bullshit. 

But just because something is a bunch of fake-ass bullshit doesn’t mean it doesn’t actually exist 

(see also white middle-class social norms). 

The first Marriott I worked at, the San Diego Courtyard by Marriott (Courtyard being the 

Marriott branch ‘designed for the business traveler’) was actually named Hotel of the Year three 

http://www.ibtimes.com/political-capital/obamas-recent-speeches-include-administration-connected-private-equity-firm
http://johnnyspizza.com/


years straight. That’s out of every single Marriott hotel in the world, jack. And I bet you’re 

wondering: how exactly do you evaluate a hotel? Well you know those customer service surveys? 

They come in the mail, or in your e-mail, or whatever, and you score different aspects of your 

customer service experience on a scale of 1-10, or 1-5, or true-false? Well these get compiled, 

tabulated, evaluated, and turned into hard data that is then used to evaluate whether the 

customer service people are doing a good job. The results are taken at face value, not open to 

interpretation, and—at the SD Courtyard at least—a drop in overall score by even a couple 

percentage points can be a reason for an all-employee emergency meeting. 

And our scores were higher than any other Marriott in the world. Now I’m not saying we didn’t 

do a good job, but the SD Courtyard had a number of advantages when it came to customer 

surveys. We were located in Sorrento Valley, a tech hub of San Diego that was so business-

centric that everything in the area basically shut down at 6pm. That means probably 85-90% of 

our guests weren’t paying for their rooms. And you know, it’s hard to have a bad customer 

experience when that experience is free. 

In the other direction, you have this Goodwill by my house here in Athens, Ga, which in addition 

to a half-dozen or so thrift stores, also has the highest poverty rate for a city its size in the United 

States. That means you’ve got a lot of bitter, resentful people at the bottom end of the economic 

ladder with a massive chip on their shoulder and an even more massive bag of chips in their 

bellies. So this Goodwill has an electronic machine by the front door with a sign that says ‘How 

Are We Doing?’ and four buttons underneath: a green smiley face, a green less-smiley face, a red 

frowny face, and a red face that’s as frowny as my 3-year-old’s when I tell him he can’t go play 

outside. The idea is you press the button that best represents your experience at Goodwill. 

Every time I go there, I see people doing exactly what I would’ve done when I was younger: 

mashing the shit out of that red button on the right for like five straight minutes. And because 

I’m older now and have been on the receiving end of enough ultra-serious employee meetings, I 

try to mash the far-left green button to even it out, but I can tell it isn’t working, and I’m sure the 

Goodwill employees are hearing about how they need to do a better job greeting customers, or 

smiling, or whatever. 

But that’s America: suspicious of everything & everyone unless it comes in the form of a number. 

We live in an age where we believe in our ability to accurately quantify everything. If I had 

10,000 more twitter followers, I’d have a book deal—I actually had an agent tell me this: that my 

book sounded really interesting but I didn’t have enough of a fanbase (fuck him, and I guess fuck 

you for not following me on twitter, and I guess oh yeah fuck me for not tweeting enough). 

There’s this belief that we can measure attention, that we can measure good customer service, 

that we can measure anything. We can be certain of what the numbers tell us because the 

numbers don’t lie. 

And yet, and yet, I remember when the owner of this coffee shop I used to work for almost 

banned music from the Five Points location after getting a voicemail from a customer 

https://www.happy-or-not.com/en/


complaining about the music the employees were listening to. The next day the customer came 

in, the one who’d made the phone call, and told the person working what they’d done. The 

employee was incredulous. This was one of their favorite customers, why would they do that? 

The person laughed. I don’t know, I saw the number on the receipt, and I was really stoned and 

I thought it’d be funny. The customer was horrified that they’d been taken seriously, and called 

the customer service hotline to let them know she’d been joking. And that’s the story of how the 

Five Points location got to keep their stereo and why if you go there today you don’t have to 

listen to piped-in Starbucks-type music (the owner was obsessed with the success of Starbucks 

and constantly strove to emulate whatever it was they were doing at any particular moment—

when customers pointed out to me ‘if I wanted to get coffee at Starbucks, I’d just fucking go to 

Starbucks,’ there wasn’t much I could do besides agree w/them). 

That shows you how much power a customer has. And how little power an employee has. But 

with so many of us working in customer service, that means we’re trapped in this weird binary of 

power relations: either you’re the customer (all the power), or you’re the service (no power). And 

even if you’re the service, once you clock out, now you’re the customer. It’s turned US working 

life into endless weeks of eating shit while saddled with all these unresolvable contradictions. 

You already know the biggest contradiction: The Customer Is Always Right. I sniffed this one 

out pretty quick on my very first day working in the snack bar at Marshal Scotty’s (a local 

amusement park that was more like a carnival that never left town). ‘What if the customer wants 

me to give them ten dollars out of the drawer?’ I asked. The manager training me huffed and 

rolled his eyes. ‘Don’t give it to them.’ 

‘So then the customer isn’t always right?’ More huffing. ‘What if he wants me to like give him a 

blow job or something?’ (everyone working there was between the ages of 17-20 so this kind of 

talk was normal, for better or worse). The manager guy said, ‘Jesus, Creney, just try not to piss 

off any customers, alright?’ 

Which is actually probably the best advice for anyone working in customer service, followed 

closely by ‘always make sure to cover your ass.’ You should also know that good customer service 

involves lying, or at least dishonesty. And honesty, that is to say bad customer service, will get 

you fired within a month. And so customer service is always a performance, one rooted in 

dishonesty. Given how many people work in customer service, it goes without saying there’s no 

such thing as an ‘honest day’s work.’ We all lie for a living. We are all con-men. And you wonder 

how people are able to relate to the president. We are emotional manipulators—to such a 

degree that when we clock out and now become the customer, we expect passive-aggressive fake 

cheerfulness, and you damn sure better expect a negative Yelp review, or Google review, or 

whatever, if we don’t get it. 

We have all of us been reduced to desperate vermin scuttling for crumbs, faking our way 

through our jobs in order to barely eat, in order to survive. A nation full of liars, using pragmatic 

zero-sum logic to justify our lies. A race to the ethical bottom with no end in sight. 



Get out there and make some sales. The future of the company, and someone else’s potential 

wealth, is depending on it. 

 

 

  



#37 - Guns 

It takes a lot of cognitive dissonance to be fanatically pro-gun in 21st century america, but if, as 

Maury Povich once said, the test of a first-rate mind is the ability to hold two contradictory ideas 

in your mind at the same time and still function,’ then gun lovers are seriously fucking first-rate. 

But mostly all you need to love guns is just shiploads & shiploads of irrational fear—usually 

manufactured by people who make a lot of $$$ when people buy guns. I don’t need to rehash 

the pro-gun vs. anti-gun  arguments here. We’ve all heard them a million times and the whole 

thing makes me sick, but there’s something no one’s ever been able to explain to me. 

Pro-gun simultaneously believe two things: 

1. The world is a dangerous, chaotic place filled with criminals—no one can be trusted 

and you need a gun in order to protect yourself from death. 

2. Every registered gun owner is sane, rational and will always act responsibly. 

 

Like how does that even work? The world, the country, the neighborhood, is filled with people 

who want to hurt you, to the point where you feel like you need to carry a fucking gun with you 

in order to be safe. These hypothetical people who want to hurt you are violent, irrational 

criminals. And let’s just say that when your typical NRA member imagines a criminal, they 

aren’t thinking of someone at Goldman Sachs. The criminal in this fantasy scenario is breaking 

into their house to steal stuff, or holding them up at gunpoint. It turns out that, like most things 

USA, the NRA is racist—or at least willing to exploit people’s deep racial fears in order to 

maximize their power & profit. 

https://youtu.be/PrnIVVWtAag 

And oh yeah, the proliferation of guns is bad for women. Not that anyone gives a fuck about 

them either. 

But once someone legally buys a gun, or gets a conceal & carry permit (shit, 12 states have 

‘constitutional carry’ policies, meaning the existence of the constitution is the only permit you 

need), once that happens, a person automatically becomes a ‘good guy’ and is no longer capable 

of violence, or criminal activity. 

And yet, and yet, you can’t bring guns into an NRA convention. No guns in congress, in state 

houses, in federal buildings. You have to check your gun before you enter a fucking gun show, 

and correct me if I’m wrong, but isn’t a gun show filled present/future responsible gun owners? 

So my wife, a student at the University of Georgia, is safer if guns are allowed on campus, but 

the head of the NRA, or the congresscritters who passed the campus carry law, are somehow less 

safe if there are guns around? 

http://www.motherjones.com/politics/2017/05/florida-stand-your-ground-guns-rights-race-donald-trump-national-rifle-association/
https://youtu.be/PrnIVVWtAag
https://www.theguardian.com/us-news/2017/apr/11/domestic-violence-shooting-deaths-women-husbands-boyfriends
https://reg.uga.edu/hb280_campus_carry


I smell a fucking rat, and that rat is filled w/plague & beginning to rot. 

And by the way, I can’t think of anything less fucking christian than shooting someone for 

trespassing. Jesus was extremely clear on how to handle trespassers. And if you’re thinking, well 

easy for Jesus to say, they didn’t have expensive HD TV’s back in his day, let me point out that 

soldiers go to war with months of indoctrination & training behind them. They find themselves 

in a ‘kill or be killed’ situation. They’ve been orders to kill. And despite all these justifications for 

killing someone, they spend the rest of their lives haunted & traumatized b/c they took another 

life. 

Let’s try another angle. Cops are trained to make split-second decisions on whether to use their 

firearm, a hell of a lot more training than your typical civilian permit holder, and they literally 

fuck up all the time. How do these fucking gun-toting NRA yahoos think they’re going to make 

the right decision on when to use their gun, and not be haunted by all kinds of deep-seeded (or 

is it deep-seated? I’m not sure, maybe it’s both) guilt for the rest of their lives? How do they 

think they’re somehow superior to cops & soldiers (two groups, incidentally, that they verbally 

fellate constantly—and two groups that are fucking always looking for people to join. If you 

assholes love the military and/or policeman so much, go fucking be one. They aren’t picky). 

I mean, call me a naive peace-loving hippie, but I’d rather some dude rob me than live with the 

psychic weight of killing someone for the rest of my life. Trust me, I’m the son of a Vietnam vet. 

You are literally haunted by ghosts. 

If you’re that scared of the  world, maybe get some counseling, or at least get some perspective. 

Here, maybe this cool chart will help. 



 

The things we’re told to be afraid of in this country, honest to god. Of course, most Americans 

agree with me.  A Quinnipiac poll this summer asked Americans “Do you support or oppose 

requiring background checks for all gun buyers.” 94% support. 5% oppose. Of course that 

number changes if you only include households that own a gun. In that case only 92% support 

background checks. This means the NRA, like any group in the US that holds any kind of power, 

doesn’t give a fuck about anyone except themselves, and doesn’t give a fuck about anything 

besides making money. The NRA doesn’t represent the average gun owner. They represent gun 

manufacturers and rich donors. That is to say, they’re as unpatriotic, undemocratic, and as big 

of money-grubbing whores as the congress that accepts their money. 

Much like the way we legislate everything else in this country, the gun laws in this country have 

very little to do with what the vast majority of Americans actually want. 



But even beyond all this stuff, there are basically two main reasons why I don’t own guns. One is 

Richard Pryor, and the other is Kurt Cobain. Because if I’d had a gun in my house all these years,  

there’s a damn good chance it would’ve ended up getting pointed at someone else, or more 

likely, pointed at myself. 

But let’s just assume I had a gun in my house—for whatever reason, let’s say I live way out in 

extreme northeastern Vermont, miles away from any police force or animal control, and I’m 

tired of stepping around a family of huge motherfucking bears every time I need to drive 

somewhere. I also have a small child in my house. Now as an (extremely hypothetical) gun 

owning parent, I’d have to make sure to keep my gun locked away, out of reach, and unloaded at 

all times. But now let’s say that the commonest reason why people say you need a gun happens, 

i.e. someone breaks into my house in the middle of the night, the dreaded ‘home intruder.’ What 

fucking good is that gun going to do me if I need to go unlock it, unlock the bullets, and load the 

thing before it’ll do me any good. 

Or I could keep my gun loaded and hope my kid, or my kid’s friend, never finds it. That usually 

turns out about as well as you’d think. 

If knives are dangerous, if motorcycles are dangerous, if pets are dangerous, if fucking liaisons 

are dangerous, I’m going to go ahead and assume that guns—a thing manufactured for one 

reason: to inflict pain & death on other humans—are also dangerous. Another thing that’s 

dangerous is news channels, politicians, and gun lobbyists stoking people’s irrational fears for 

money & power. They want people to be afraid. After all, people will buy all kinds of shit when 

they’re afraid. 

  

http://www.newsweek.com/guns-kids-third-leading-cause-death-627209
http://www.newsweek.com/guns-kids-third-leading-cause-death-627209
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FbB2oBlP2uI
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FbB2oBlP2uI


#38 - Setups 

Did you hear the one about the magic tractor. 

Did you hear the one about the squirrel who nailed his genitals to a clock. 

Did you hear the one about London England. 

Did you hear the one about the surrealist home. 

Did you hear the one about the dyslexic satanist. 

Did you hear the one about the guy who gave up his job as a fishmonger. 

Did you hear about the man who drank 5 liters of water. 

Did you hear the one about Alfred. 

Did you hear about the man who put on a clean pair of socks every day of the week. 

Did you hear the price of duck soup has gone up. 

Did you hear about the neurotic octopus. 

Did you hear about the two ghosts who fell madly in love. 

Did you hear about the famous artist who was arrested last night by the police. 

Did you hear about the woman who couldn’t find a singing partner. 

Did you hear the one about the pro football player who joined the army. 

Did you hear about this week’s illegal bombing of Yemen that killed many innocent people. 

Did you hear about the restaurant on the moon. 

Did you hear about the paranoid with low self-esteem. 

Did you hear about the child who was named after his father. 



Did you hear about the plummeting fertility rate in Flint. 

Did you hear about the guy who lived next door to a sewer and killed himself. 

Did you hear about the extremely vain actor. 

Did you hear about the piglets who wanted to do something special for their mother’s birthday. 

 

 

  



#39 - Buddhism for Motherfuckers 

Parenthood can be a time of great inner turmoil for a woman. Yet parenting books invariably 

focus on nurturing children rather than the motherfuckers who struggle to raise them. This book 

is different. It is a book for motherfuckers. 

Buddhism for Motherfuckers explores the potential to be with your children in the all-important 

present moment, to gain the most joy out of being with them. How can this be done calmly and 

with a minimum of anger, worry and negative thinking? How can motherfuckers negotiate the 

changed conditions of their relationships with partners, family and even with friends? 

Using Buddhist practices, Scott Creney offers ways of coping with the day-to-day challenges of 

motherfuckerhood. Ways that also allow space for deeper reflections about who we are and what 

makes us happy. By acknowledging the sorrows as well as the joys of motherfuckering, 

Buddhism for Motherfuckers can help you shift your perspective so that your mind actually 

helps you through your day rather than dragging you down. This is Buddhism at its most 

accessible, applied to the daily realities of ordinary motherfuckers. 

Even if exploring Buddhism at this busy stage of your life is not where you thought you’d be, it’s 

well worthwhile reading this book. It can make a difference. 

And if after reading this book you decide to slaughter some villagers in Myanmar for not being 

buddhists, well I guess you’re just as capable of being a motherfucker as every other religion. 

 

 

  

http://www.abc.net.au/news/2017-09-01/reports-of-women-and-children-among-dead-in-myanmar-massacre/8862164
http://www.abc.net.au/news/2017-09-01/reports-of-women-and-children-among-dead-in-myanmar-massacre/8862164
https://aeon.co/essays/buddhism-can-be-as-violent-as-any-other-religion


#40 - Las Vegas 

“When I was a boy and I would see scary things in the news my mom would always say ‘Look for 

the legislators. Call those fuckers. We don’t have to live like this.’ ” – Fred Rogers. 

The picture at the top of this article sickens me. It makes me angry; it makes me shudder. But I 

feel I should have to look at it. I feel like we all should. I feel like maybe if it was everywhere we 

looked, enough of us would do what we need to do as citizens in order to stop it. If something 

could have been done to prevent a tragedy from happening, then it isn’t a tragedy—it’s a failure. 

And so the Las Vegas is a failure of government, a failure by legislators to enact laws in order to 

keep us safer. But it’s also a failure—given our theoretical ability as citizens to organize and exert 

pressure on elected officials—of self-government. It’s our own failure as citizens to subdue, 

demonize, and render politically irrelevant the domestic terrorist group better known as the 

NRA. At this point, there are no ‘responsible gun owners’ in a group that has so much political 

power, a group that uses its political power to intimidate legislators while preying on the worst 

fears of Americans in order to line their own pockets. 

The idea that we can’t have background checks, or effective gun regulations because a bunch of 

sad weird men want to pretend to be army men & cops (fun fact: you can JOIN the military 

and/or police any time you want to!) is a sad indictment of everything America in the 21st 

century. The fact that most Americans WANT stricter gun laws and yet legislators don’t give a 

fuck is a sad indictment of everything congressional in the 21st century. This  isn’t a democracy. 

it’s a corrupt oligarchy and the oligarchs are really, really fucking bad at running a society.  

But it can be changed if enough people push hard enough for a long enough time. And while I 

may be on the phone today, I could have done more. I wish I had done more. When all your 

candidates are corrupt, then voting simply isn’t enough. 

When politicians paint their opponent as an enemy, as a potential criminal bent on the 

destruction of all things America, as someone who might round up gun-owning Americans and 

put them in camps, it only enhances people’s paranoia. Enough Americans feel isolated & afraid, 

desperate & paranoid, that for a news channel, or a politician, or a lobbyist group to stoke their 

fears for their own political/economic advantage is beyond irresponsible. It’s simply assuming 

that when the bullets eventually fly, you won’t be the one to get hit. 

Because while wealth never ever trickles down, hate flows like a river to the sea.  

Publicly demonizing large groups of your fellow citizens and simultaneously overarming the 

general population is a terrible idea. For most of us anyway. It’s good business for the NRA. And 

also a tremendous source of income for US politicians. But like I wrote ten days ago, go ask 

yourself why they don’t allow guns at NRA conventions or in the halls of Congress. Look, I don’t 

care what this guy’s politics were. I don’t care what his motivation was. He never should have 

https://scottcreney.com/2017/09/22/trout-fisting-in-america-36-guns/


been able to get his hands on those kinds of weapons. No one should. And as long as people are 

able to get their hands on these weapons and take them anywhere they like, then none of us 

anywhere are safe. 

The idea that this is a price we pay for our freedom, the idea that grown adults would actually 

say this, makes me want to puke. Please call and berate your elected officials. Please work to 

make gun control as important to the candidates your party nominates as the NRA and their 

supporters do for theirs. Please keep pushing. And please don’t be scared of your fellow 

Americans, no matter what political team colors they like to wear. There is more that ties us 

together than separates us, and there’s a hell of a lot more of us than there is of them.  

 

 

  



#41 - Chaos 

Everything is chaos & flux as I write this—even me, the writer. This world is senseless and the 

stories we tell ourselves, the stories we pay money to watch and/or read, are little more than 

defense mechanisms, an attempt to steel ourselves against the void. 

Even when we try to destroy a story, all we end up doing is creating a different story. 

Everything around us is strange, and it’s only because the strangeness sometimes repeats itself 

that we’re able to find patterns in the meaninglessness, to trick ourselves that there’s some kind 

of overarching logic at work. Even when we invented god, an omnipotent/omniscient creator 

who rules over our universe, it still didn’t make the chaos go away. If anything, the existence of 

god only made things more unfathomable. We say god works in mysterious ways because even 

our benevolent god, in the end, turned out to be an agent of destructive chaos, sowing cancer & 

genocide & famine & loss. 

We desperately try to create meaning, to create narratives. One question haunts the human 

species: What does it all mean? A terrible question to ask because it’s a terrible question to 

answer. The only honest answer is: nothing. It all means nothing. 

Time is a human construct. Language is a human construct. Borders & clocks & monogamy & 

traffic lights & laws & mathematics, all of it a human construct, constructed to keep us from 

going insane. 

If we understood the true logic behind everything—that is to say the absence of any logic 

whatsoever—we would lose our minds. The terror would overwhelm us. There’s a reason small 

children are afraid of the dark. Darkness surrounds us. It is something that, despite our 

invention of artificial light, we are ultimately unable to control. Some nights darkness threatens 

to drown us in our sleep as we return again and again to the depths of our consciousness and 

upon waking the first thing we do is either push it back down into the depths of our 

consciousness or play it over and over again in a desperate attempt to find meaning, to turn the 

chaos into a story. Because that’s what we do when confronted by chaos: we turn it into a story.  

Because even a story that terrifies us is preferable to the vague terror of simple existence. 

 

 

  



#42 - The Future 

Assuming Donald John Trump lives long enough, assuming his death is as tediously drawn out 

& painful as his own sick life, there is no headline too impossible to imagine. President called 

someone a nigger? Hey he’s said it before. Called a woman a cunt? You bet your ass he would. 

There’s no language too ugly, no political position too odious for our current president. Voter 

suppression. Election fraud. Treason. White supremacy. Is he racist? You bet. Is he sexist? You 

bet your fucking ass he is. 

Donald John Trump has proven himself to be just an ugly, ugly person—inside & out. A grifter, a 

con man. One so supremely stupid & cocky that he doesn’t even bother to cover his tracks. He 

has no shame. He has no scruples. He has no loyalty. The man has literally zero redeeming 

qualities. 

And in all of this, all of these characteristics, he is truly a president for our times, a president for 

our nation. In the 1990’s, in my hometown of El Cajon, California, I stood behind the counter of 

a 7-11 from 1993-1996 and during that time I heard it all.  I never heard anyone say a good word 

about Hillary Clinton (or Bill for that matter). In fact during that time, I regularly heard Hillary 

Clinton referred to as ‘that bitch in the White House,’ or a ‘fucking bulldyke,’ etc. When Trump 

supporters say their candidate ‘just says what everyone else is thinking,’ they’re right in a sense. 

It’s just that their definition of everyone means ‘everyone like me.’ 

Trump is a mirror. He embodies the worst parts of the republican party, and he embodies the 

worst parts of america. But those parts are real and they fucking exist. Sometimes they appear in 

more acceptable forms. Sometimes they’re even cruder & uglier. But they are real. Trump is as 

american as cheeseburgers and poor foreign policy decisions—two things that he loves very 

much, assuming he is capable of love, assuming any of us are at this point. 

As for the future, things might one day get better. As long as the apparatus for self-government 

continues to exist, america can always change its ways, but any of that shit is a long way off. The 

only thing certain about tomorrow is it’s going to be uglier than today. There is no scenario too 

bleak to imagine. Hell, right now I’m typing this in a restaurant that features an inebriated 

moose in its logo; college football is on all the televisions and a Gwen Stefani song is playing 

over the in-house music. It’s 2017—nihilism is all the rage and all the rage is nihilistic. If 

tomorrow’s headline read ‘President Calls Rachel Maddow A Dumb Lesbian Cunt’ would any of 

us truly be surprised. Hell, half the people around me right now would probably be cheering, 

such are our shackles and the depths of our hate. 

 

 

  

https://www.google.com/search?q=donald+trump+nigger&rlz=1CASMAE_enUS538US538&oq=donald+trump+nigger&aqs=chrome..69i57.2368j0j9&sourceid=chrome&ie=UTF-8
https://thinkprogress.org/watch-donald-trump-casually-drop-the-c-word-in-public-83941827ea9a/
https://www.brookings.edu/blog/fixgov/2017/05/12/few-women-hold-key-positions-in-trump-administration/
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/wonk/wp/2017/07/05/white-house-gender-pay-gap-more-than-triples-under-trump/?utm_term=.754d49ab575e


#43 - The Confederacy 

You could just sit and laugh at these sad misguided grandaddyfuckers all day long if it weren’t 

for the power they were able to call upon—the vast & subtle white supremacist violence that 

already exists within the police, within the government, and within more of my fellow citizens 

than I care to admit. 

But first let’s laugh at them. I mean, there’s no better example of a ‘participation trophy’ than a 

fucking confederate monument and no flag that screams ‘loser’ louder than a confederate flag. 

It’s pathetic. Imagine if I told you that each year people in Boston dress up as the Red Sox and 

re-enact the 1986 World Series? Or dress up as the Atlanta Falcons and re-enact the 2017 Super 

Bowl (for all I know this may soon be happening, such seems to be the southern drive to relive 

every humiliation it’s ever suffered)Why do this to yourself? Why relive your defeat in a horrible 

war, a war that your ancestors started for reasons that, in their immoral mix of greed & racism, 

embody everything evil in the US past/present/future? 

I know these dumb motherfuckers’ love of history stops when they get to the parts they don’t 

like, but the history of this flag is every bit as stupid, self-righteous and eternally confused as the 

people who worship it. 

So the flag we call ‘the confederate flag’ wasn’t actually the flag of the Confederate States of 

America. It was a battle flag designed after the first battle of Manassas after it turned out that 

the CSA flag was so similar to the US flag that the southern commanders couldn’t tell which 

army was which. So General Beauregard insisted they change the flag (hey! there’s a bar here in 

Athens, Ga called General Beauregard’s! I’m sure a bar like that wouldn’t go to a local print shop 

to have menus printed featuring a drink called the ‘niggerita’ that had watermelon in it, would 

they? OH SHIT THEY DID AND THERE’S NO DRINKS ABOUT STATE’S RIGHTS), but the 

CSA congress refused so they decided to have a separate flag during their battles. That’s the flag 

we now call ‘the confederate flag,’ mainly b/c that’s the flag most post-war veteran’s groups 

continued to fly. 

When you see the confederate flag getting flown in places like Maine, or Michigan, or 

Pennsylvania, or Montana, you can bet your ass they aren’t flying it to honor their ancestors. 

They’re flying it because they hate niggers. Or they hate liberals. Or they hate liberal niggers. 

They’re flying it because they’re proud to be white. Don’t take my word for it. William Tappan 

Thompson was a editor of a newspaper in Savannah, Georgia. Here’s his thoughts on the 

confederate flag: 

As a people, we are fighting to maintain the Heaven-ordained supremacy of the white man 

over the inferior or colored race; a white flag would thus be emblematical of our cause. 

He wrote those words in an editorial advocating for a new confederate flag that slapped the 

battle flag into the corner of a large white flag. In the sense that it no longer looked like the US 

https://www.nytimes.com/2017/08/25/us/charlottesville-protest-police.html
https://www.washingtonpost.com/national/federal-government-has-long-ignored-white-supremacist-threats-critics-say/2017/09/02/bf2ed00c-8698-11e7-961d-2f373b3977ee_story.html
http://www.ajc.com/news/local/general-beauregard-closed-after-alleged-racist-drink-incident/juRAtXYArcRX2vlAMWzK1M/


flag, this new flag was a success. In the sense that the flag looked like the south was surrendering 

every time they went into a battle, it was not a success. It was also scrapped, and there’s even 

more comical bullshit around the creation & design of this flag. It’s well worth checking out if 

you have the time, but getting back to the General Beauregard’s story. So a friend of mine was 

working at the University of Georgia when the menu thing blew up, and her office manager (a 

white woman in her late-30’s) announced to the young, diverse office that she had never seen 

why the watermelon stereotype re: black people even existed b/c she personally loved 

watermelon, which then induced all kinds of sitcom-like cringing levels of embarrassment 

among the employees. 

It’s a dumb flag flown by dumb people to support a dumb cause, and the dumbest confederate-

phile award this year goes to a young man named Allen Armentrout—a last name that I’m 

thinking got shortened at Ellis Island from its original Armentroutfistinginamerica. Anyway, 

he’s the dude up there in the picture getting flipped off. Turns out some people recognized him 

during his little vacation to Charlottesville a couple of weeks ago. Mr. 

Armentroutfistinginamerica had his scholarship revoked by Pensacola Christian College (more 

like Politically Correct Communists, am I right?) and probably won’t get to complete his senior 

year. But we don’t give a fuck about that, we just want to hear what he had to say for himself.  

I’m a born-again Christian and I believe this wrench has hindered my attempt to serve the 

Lord. I believe a Christian institution should support patriotic individuals who want to stand 

for American tradition and beliefs. It really hurts me a lot when you try to do what’s right and 

you get attacked. 

The patriotic individual he’s referring to is Robert E. Lee, a man he called, and I’m directly 

quoting here, ‘the greatest American who ever lived.’ Now I get that patriotism is hugely 

subjective, believe me I do, but I can’t think of anything less patriotic than fighting a war against 

the USA and killing as many Americans as possible. If you think Robert fucking E. Lee is the 

greatest American, who’s in second place? Timothy McVeigh?  

You hear the phrase ‘America: Love It Or Leave It,’ I guess being a confederate means you get to 

have both. Because if you place Robert E. Lee above, say, William Tecumseh Sherman, you can 

call yourself many things, but you can’t call yourself a fucking patriot. And while I’ve hated many 

things America’s done, and while I hate many thing America continues to do, I’ve never for one 

second felt sympathy or pride or anything other than fucking outright contempt for a single 

fucking thing about the confederacy. 

Look, people have the right to honor their klancestors however they want to. But to do it without 

any sense of shame about what they were fighting for (a glorious slave empire that would extend 

all the way to fucking South America), makes them no better than the original treasonous scum 

who began that stupid war in the first place. And to call yourself a patriot, or think you’re 

bringing anything into the world that isn’t as cruel & stupid as it was 150 years ago, just means 

https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/morning-mix/wp/2015/06/23/the-confederacys-pathetic-case-of-flag-envy/?utm_term=.fd295c1fc5ae
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/morning-mix/wp/2015/06/23/the-confederacys-pathetic-case-of-flag-envy/?utm_term=.fd295c1fc5ae
https://scottcreney.com/2017/07/04/trout-fisting-in-america-19-the-4th-of-july/
https://scottcreney.com/trout-fisting-in-america/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Golden_Circle_(proposed_country)


you’re the biggest fucking moron on the block. And going through life stupid and armed w/an 

automatic assault rifle is no kind of life at all—for any of us. 

The confederate flag, and all those confederate statues, exist as a rebuttal to reconstruction and 

to the civil rights movement. At best, they are intended as propaganda, but most often they are 

used to intimidate & invoke terror. The sad misshapen dipshits who like to appear in public—the 

current republican party acting as the sunlight to they, the moths—are simply terrorists posing 

as historians. And while they may suck as historians, they have a true talent for terrorism. 

 

 

  



#44 - Consumerism 

And even your brand new luxury dream car eventually just becomes the thing that you drive 

around the parking lot in circles, ever-dwindling & numb as you—in your desire to consume, to 

be the consumer—become the consumed, one more ouroboros in the outer boroughs. No longer 

able to laugh, and more tragically, no longer able to weep; a corpse searching the mall for the 

finest coffin money can buy. 

 

 

  



#45 - Purity 

To insist on purity is to insist that people are incapable of growth, incapable of learning from 

their mistakes. It says that who they are, and who we are, is who we will always be. 

Self-righteousness is cheap; it costs you nothing. Empathy is hard. When you exercise empathy, 

you risk implicating yourself. 

 

 

  



#46 - Israel 

I always thought the name of the country was an abbreviation for ‘Is real bad idea to occupy 

Palestine.’ The Israeli occupation and settlement (after settlement) of Palestine is immoral, 

illegal, and nearly-universally condemned. The only two countries on earth who don’t think 

Israel’s ongoing actions are illegal are Israel (duh) and the United States. 

Israel receives billions of dollars each year in US Aid (38 last year!) along w/unconditional 

moral (sic) support. As the only free, democratic state—or more accurately, the most democratic 

state—in the Middle East, they’re our best friend, our closest ally. Of course, they’re also the 

most feared & despised nation in that region, in part b/c of those shitloads of weapons we give 

them every year, and also in part b/c of their treatment of the Palestinian people (spoiler alert: 

it’s not good). 

So some people & organizations, here in the US & all over the world, think Israel should cut the  

shit, and there’s three ways to try and convince a rogue nation to stop their bullshit (BTW if the 

entire world except for you & America think you need to stop your bullshit and you have no 

intention of doing so, then you are most definitely a rogue nation): Boycott, Divest, Sanction. 

Basically, don’t buy anything from Israel, protest your local university/corporation/whatever’s 

economic investments in Israel, and call on your govt. to impose sanctions on Israel until they 

allow Palestine, and more importantly Palestinians, to exist as a free nation w/all attendant 

rights, etc. 

Now, I need to be clear before I get dismissed as an anti-semite. The state of Israel has a right to 

exist, the Israeli people are not the same as the Israeli state (just like how you & I don’t like 

being looked at as murderous drone bombers…well I don’t anyway). There’s enough sand for 

everyone. There’s even enough coastline. Israel has a right to defend itself and to protect itself. 

But Israel uses ‘defense’ & ‘protection’ as justifications for 50 years of human rights violations. 

That’s bullshit and it needs to stop. 

So here’s a question: Is it possible here in the US to criticize Israel’s ongoing illegal settlement of 

Palestine (combining the worst parts of apartheid & gentrification all at once!) by supporting the 

BDS movement. 

Not for long. 

Republicans get a lot of shit around here, and deservedly so, but let’s point out that democrats 

are totally on board as well. Why? Same thing that motivates republicans—money. And probably 

several million votes in New York and Florida as well. Pro-Israel folks give a lot of money to the 

democrats, and as Bob Dylan once sang, money doesn’t talk, it charges you with a felony and 

throws your ass in prison for protesting injustice. If this bill passes, it’ll be easier to criticize our 

government than to criticize Israel’s government. 

https://www.hrw.org/news/2017/06/04/israel-50-years-occupation-abuses
https://theintercept.com/2017/07/19/u-s-lawmakers-seek-to-criminally-outlaw-support-for-boycott-campaign-against-israel/
https://theintercept.com/2015/09/25/dianne-feinstein-husband-threaten-univ-calif-demanding-ban-excessive-israel-criticism/
https://theintercept.com/2015/09/25/dianne-feinstein-husband-threaten-univ-calif-demanding-ban-excessive-israel-criticism/


But this is less a case of ‘love your neighbor’ and more a case of ‘the customer is always right.’ 

For those of you who didn’t click on that second link (and you know who you are), I’ll fill you in 

that Sen. Dianne Feinstein (D-CA) basically threatened the University of California if they don’t 

start punishing (that is to say, expelling) students who criticize Israel—the punchline being that 

Feinstein’s husband, Ronald Blum, is a defense contractor. Let me repeat that. Mr & Mrs. 

Blum/Feinstein think UC students should be suspended and/or expelled for criticizing Israel’s 

actions in Palestine, actions that every single nation on earth—aside from the US & Israel of 

course—have condemned as illegal, inhumane, etc. 

Then just this week, an exurb of Houston TX called Dickinson (presumably named for Jim 

Dickinson, producer of Big Star’s third album, or maybe Bruce Dickinson of Iron Maiden) 

required applicants for hurricane relief to promise they won’t take part in a boycott of Israel. 

Which sounds weird—for many, many reasons—until you hear that Texas recently passed a law 

requiring all state contractors to certify they are not, and will not, participate in a boycott of 

Israel. 

So why this irrational obsessive unconditional love from parts of the US that could best be 

described as ‘non-jew-friendly’? It turns out evangelical christians make up the biggest pro-

Israel group in the US—a Pew research poll a few years back said 82% of white evangelicals 

think God gave Israel to the Jewish people (that’s opposed to 40% of actual Jewish-Americans, 

who are nothing if not pragmatic). Evangelicals believe in the bible is the literal word of God, 

and for the bible’s first half at least, God is a huge fan of Israel (please don’t make me quote the 

scripture). Then in the book’s fiery (and intensely psychotic/psychedelic) conclusion, Israel 

plays a huge role in the rapture. So like most things evangelical & christian, their support of 

Israel is actually rooted in their own self-interest & self-righteousness: selfishness disguised as 

generosity and really what could be more christian than that? 

If I was Israel I’d be a little nervous (even more nervous than usual—Israel is an especially 

skittish political nation, and given their history understandably so). Your only friend on the 

planet doesn’t love you for you. They love you because you are useful to them. And the long 

twisted murderous history of the US suggests that once you are no longer useful they won’t 

hesitate to allow you to die. Better get your shit together now and make peace in that region 

while you still can. 

 

 

  

https://www.pri.org/stories/2016-10-24/why-american-evangelicals-are-huge-base-support-israel
https://www.pri.org/stories/2016-10-24/why-american-evangelicals-are-huge-base-support-israel
http://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2013/10/03/more-white-evangelicals-than-american-jews-say-god-gave-israel-to-the-jewish-people/


#47 - Racism 

No not ‘race.’ Or ‘race relations.’ We’re talking about fucking racism, which is real in a way that 

‘race’—an after-the-fact concept created to justify enslaving a group of people from a particular 

continent w/no scientific basis whatsoever since saying someone w/different skin color is a 

different ‘species’ or ‘breed’ or ‘race’ makes as much sense as saying that my wife & I are an 

interracial couple b/c she has green eyes and I have blue —is not. 

More broadly speaking, ‘race’ (and you’d better believe I’m going to keep writing that shit in 

quotes) is a tool created to rob people of their humanity. It’s used to exploit the working classes, 

to pit the powerless against each other. It’s used to created misdirected fear, misdirected 

resentment, and misdirected anger. That right there is the history of white racism in America. 

You know how I know ‘race’ is bullshit? I mean besides the fact that all valid science—biology, 

anthropology, genetics, psychology, sociology—rejects the idea? I know racism is bullshit b/c my 

grandparents weren’t considered white b/c they were irish and I’m not considered irish b/c I’m 

white.  

And let’s not about ‘race relations,’ as if the problems w/racism in this country stem from one 

big misunderstanding between black people & white people, that all we need is a ‘conversation’ 

so we can ‘understand each other,’ some kind of bullshit group counseling session, and all the 

problems will go away. You want to solve the ‘race problem’? Here you go. Racism will end when 

white people stop being racist. It’s that simple. White people created it. White people perpetuate 

it. And it continues to exist b/c white people profit from it. 

So let’s not talk about race, or race relations, let’s talk about racism. Because Racism is fucking 

real as hell. It’s been here for 400 years, and it’s never even come close to going away. Racism is 

the main fuel that drives one of the two major political parties in this country—I guess 

technically, the party is driven by wealth but it’s their willingness & enthusiasm to exploit the 

general populace’s racism that is the source of their power. As for the other party, their racism 

exists more as a kind of undiagnosed tumor. 

I mean, where the fuck did white people get the idea that they were superior to anyone? If it 

weren’t for black people the USA’s cultural legacy would be Doris Day walking around a beige 

room while listening to John Philip Sousa and reading Nathaniel Hawthorne. If white culture 

were a font it would be comic sans. So let’s write it like this:  

White Culture 

It is 2017 in this goddamned country and we have segregated schools, we have segregated 

neighborhoods, and we damn sure have segregated churches. There aren’t ‘two americas.’ There 



is one america, and black people don’t get to live in it. They’re kept from voting, they get 

imprisoned, they get killed, and they get called sons of bitches by our mayonnaise saltine 

marshmallow fluorescent-skinned fat-ass dumbfuck of a president if they protest. 

I’ve written 46 of these things so far, and every time I find myself asking why this country is so 

fucked up I always come back to capitalism and/or greed. But racism’s a close second. It’s what 

allows the minority of wealthy people in this country to have a stranglehold on this nation’s 

politics. And while yeah even racism is rooted in greed, if you could wipe out racism in this 

country you’d see the power of the oligarchs & the plutocrats well & truly fucked for so good. 

Because it isn’t the mexican who’s taking your job, or all those black college graduates: it’s the 

wealthy white motherfuckers who are giving them away and then hiring you to work for 

minimum wage. So all you white people reading this need to fix whatever’s dead in your 

motherfucking hearts. I’ll repeat this one more time for the people in the back:  

Racism will end when white people stop being racist. 

 

 

  



#48 - Civility 

For a nation that implicitly & silently supports mass murder and a white supremacist police 

state, we sure are sensitive about which words people use. 

You’d think after all this time people would realize that civility and good manners don’t mean 

shit. 

It’s who you are. It’s what you do. It’s what you stand for. It’s what you’re willing to live with.  

Or to put it another way, it’s okay to use curse words when you criticize a genocide. And 

moderation is just a way of enabling the status quo that threatens to erase all human life from 

the planet. 

 

 

  



#49 - Elections 

In theory it’s the only power any of us actually have, those of us without money, without access 

to power. No wonder the government wants to keep us from voting (note: all links open in a new 

tab, b/c there’s a fucking lot of them). 

Not all of us, just the ones who don’t vote the right way—i.e. the poor, the young, the non-white, 

the non-male. And not everyone in the government. Trying to keep those people from voting is a 

republican project, because those voters tend to vote democrat. 

Now you might think rigging an election would be the most unamerican thing someone could 

do, this being the Greatest Democracy Nation On Earth and all that, but to some people the 

ultimate American achievement isn’t justice, or something so naive as fairness. To them America 

is about winning. And in America, if you think you can cheat and get away with it then that’s 

what you do if you want to win. That actually, given this nation’s long history of not allowing 

everyone to vote, sounds a lot more ‘american’ So if you can rig an election, if you can 

deliberately purge voters from the rolls in a way that favors your party, you go ahead and do it. 

Fuck, even if you get caught, they just slap you with a five-figure fine. Don’t take my word for it, 

just listen to a senator from the state where I live. 

When neighboring DeKalb County, another stronghold of African American Democrats, 

opened an early voting location in a popular mall, Georgia State Senator Fran Millar (R) 

publicly lamented that “this location is dominated by African American shoppers and it is near 

several large African American mega churches.” He later added, “I would prefer more 

educated voters than a greater increase in the number of voters.” 

But tell me again how the Republican party isn’t racist. Or shit, tell me that the Democratic party 

isn’t racist either. Here’s their reaction to the $18,000 fine, which—and I’m no business major 

or anything—seems like a pretty cheap price to pay for an election. That’s cheaper than a brand 

new VW Jetta. 

We’re happy that the [settlement] is over and we’re able to move forward,” Erica Pines with 

the Fulton County Democratic Party told ThinkProgress. 

Happy? How can you be happy? And move forward to where? 19fiftyfuckingfour? 

And don’t fucking @ me about this, the evidence is easy to find and this entry has more citations 

than a drunk trustfund fratkid who keeps forgetting to feed the meter. During our last election, 1 

in every 4 black people weren’t able to vote in Florida. Nationally, more stringent photo-ID laws 

kept 21 million people from voting. That’s 11% of the voting-eligible population. Why? Because it 

costs money to get a fucking government ID and there’s a lot of people in this country who, uh, 

don’t have a lot of money. 

https://www.brennancenter.org/analysis/voting-laws-roundup-2017
https://thinkprogress.org/georgia-county-admits-to-illegally-disenfranchising-voters-a51592c8b904/
http://thinkprogress.org/justice/2014/09/09/3565073/georgia-senator-early-voting-suppression/
https://www.brookings.edu/blog/fixgov/2017/06/21/voter-suppression-and-election-integrity-commission/?utm_medium=social&utm_source=twitter&utm_campaign=gs


This isn’t a conspiracy. This is a fundamental tenet of the conservative movement as funded by 

the Kochs, the Mercers, etc. One of the first things our current president did upon taking office 

was appoint a guy named Kris Korbach (are you shitting me? what’s his middle name? Kevin? 

Kyle?) to head a commission to investigate voter fraud. Korbach’s been called ‘the most racist 

politician in America’ more than once and for all we know he took that as a compliment. 

Kris Korbach is a man who, back when he was Secretary of State in Kansas and in charge of their 

elections, threw provisional ballots in garbage cans and intentionally lost voter registration 

forms. Before we go any further, let’s be as clear as possible. No one has ever been able to prove 

that voter fraud exists. But voter suppression is real as fuck. It’s not a conspiracy. This is 

something that Republicans talk about openly, as a strategy, as a way to maintain power. 

On the night of Wisconsin’s 2016 primary, GOP Rep. Glenn Grothman, a backer of the law 

when he was in the state Senate, predicted that a Republican would carry the state in 

November, even though Wisconsin had gone for Barack Obama by 7 points in 2012. “I think 

Hillary Clinton is about the weakest candidate the Democrats have ever put up,” he told a local 

TV news reporter, “and now we have photo ID, and I think photo ID is going to make a little 

bit of a difference as well.” 

Working to keep people from voting is evil. And if you support that, or justify it, or apologize for 

it, you can call yourself many things, but don’t call yourself patriotic. And don’t tell me how 

much you love your fucking freedom.  

But there’s more than one way to cheat. How about hacking? Or if not hacking, then at least 

deliberately leaving your state’s voting systems unsecured even after the federal government 

warned you they were vulnerable? The enemy of my enemy is my friend, and Putin had a bug up 

his ass about sanctions imposed by the Obama Administration, so what’s a little hacking if it 

helps out my party, right Sec. of State Mark Kemp? That’s right. We’re back in my home state of 

Georgia where, when citizens file a lawsuit accusing you of election fraud, the very first thing you 

do is eliminate all the fucking evidence. 

Wiping the server “forestalls any forensic investigation at all,” said Richard DeMillo, a 

Georgia Tech computer scientist following the case. “People who have nothing to hide don’t 

behave this way.” 

But if voter suppression doesn’t work, and looking the other way while another country 

(definitely) hacks into your outdated computer voting systems and (possibly) affects the 

election, you can always just redraw the districts in a way that makes it impossible for 

Democrats in predominantly Republican states to have any representation at all. The goal was to 

create veto-proof supermajorities by craving democratic, progressive communities (like mine!) 

into pieces and surrounding them with so many republican, conservative communities that their 

votes wouldn’t count. The plan even had a name: REDMAP. It sounds like it’s from The Shining, 

http://www.theroot.com/the-troubling-history-of-the-most-racist-politician-in-1795244984
http://www.theroot.com/the-troubling-history-of-the-most-racist-politician-in-1795244984
https://www.dailykos.com/stories/2016/11/10/1595617/-The-architect-of-the-most-racist-law-in-modern-American-history-has-been-named-to-Trump-s-team
http://www.columbiatribune.com/1ef5a0f5-2a5e-5d21-a3e9-c4b718c695f6.html
https://www.huffingtonpost.com/entry/kris-kobach-nvra_us_598dcd41e4b08a247273eb29?uh
http://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/a13059059/hillary-wisconsin/
https://urldefense.proofpoint.com/v2/url?u=http-3A__www.tmj4.com_news_local-2Dnews_grothman-2Dvoter-2Did-2Dlaw-2Dwill-2Dhelp-2Deventual-2Dgop-2Dnominee-2Dwin-2Dwisconsin&d=DwMFaQ&c=B73tqXN8Ec0ocRmZHMCntw&r=C0G6Ae5N6o-49Sr-4B0ssYoInBjTRIEXRRb2OslIKxo&m=Qso0dmGGcVXi0Aoug0hRxSqn7oVeI__0QVKHBMf4JEw&s=oLzGH2Wqfjv4xtAJYw81onPI4xfj5UzBou_a1sJGTZk&e=
https://urldefense.proofpoint.com/v2/url?u=http-3A__www.tmj4.com_news_local-2Dnews_grothman-2Dvoter-2Did-2Dlaw-2Dwill-2Dhelp-2Deventual-2Dgop-2Dnominee-2Dwin-2Dwisconsin&d=DwMFaQ&c=B73tqXN8Ec0ocRmZHMCntw&r=C0G6Ae5N6o-49Sr-4B0ssYoInBjTRIEXRRb2OslIKxo&m=Qso0dmGGcVXi0Aoug0hRxSqn7oVeI__0QVKHBMf4JEw&s=oLzGH2Wqfjv4xtAJYw81onPI4xfj5UzBou_a1sJGTZk&e=
https://www.usatoday.com/story/news/politics/2017/06/06/mark-warner-more-state-election-systems-targeted-by-russians-nsa-senate-intelligence/102549928/
https://www.usatoday.com/story/news/politics/2017/06/06/mark-warner-more-state-election-systems-targeted-by-russians-nsa-senate-intelligence/102549928/
http://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/news/a55603/russia-hack-voting-totals/
http://www.mcclatchydc.com/news/politics-government/article106692837.html
http://www.chicagotribune.com/news/nationworld/politics/ct-georgia-election-server-wiped-20171026-story.html
http://www.redistrictingmajorityproject.com/


but this is way more horrific. REDMAP is an acronym (Redistricting Majority Project) that 

crawled from the diseased worming brain of Karl Rove. 

“People call us a vast right-wing conspiracy,” Karl Rove told potential donors to the project at 

an early fund-raiser in Dallas. “But we’re really a half-assed right-wing conspiracy. Now it’s 

time to get serious.” 

You can, and should, read more here. The takeaway is the plan worked beautifully. It’s how 

Pennsylvania democrats can get more votes but republicans have 13 of the 18 seats in congress, 

or how in a 50/50 state like Ohio that keeps us up late every four years, republicans control 12 of 

the 16 seats. If 50% of your voters are democrats, but 75% of their elected officials are 

republicans, is Ohio really a democracy? Or take my state, where roughly 45% of us vote for the 

democrat pres. candidate every four years, but 80%+ of our state senators are republican? 

And that’s how you create a government (anti-safety net, pro-war, pro-life, etc.) that doesn’t 

reflect the will of the people (pro-safety net, anti-war, pro-choice, etc.). You cheat. You do 

whatever it takes b/c you value power over democracy. So the next time one of these republican 

chucklefucks gets all teary-eyed and wraps themselves in the flag, or lectures you about how 

we’re the last best hope for freedom or some shit, do me a favor and puke all over their toupee. 

Because we don’t live in a democracy. We don’t even live in a representative democracy. Shit, 

these days it feels like we barely live in a country. 

And if you took the time to read all the links in this article, then you’ll never believe in anything 

American ever again, assuming you ever did. But please don’t get cynical. The far-right craves 

your cynicism. They work very hard, and very deliberately, to cultivate it. The only hope is that 

enough of us keep showing up, and those of us able to afford a driver’s license start showing up, 

and we vote these frauds out of office. Like I said before, it’s the only power we actually have.  

 

 

  

https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2016/06/27/ratfcked-the-influence-of-redistricting


#50 - Prisons 

Okay, before we get started: a show of hands. Any white person who has ever committed a crime 

please raise your hand, and please keep in mind that drugs like marijuana & cocaine are illegal, 

and prescription drugs w/o a prescription are also illegal. 

Right—pretty much everyone, just as I thought. So let’s not pretend that all the people currently 

in prison deserve to be there b/c they committed a crime and so fuck them and all the rest that 

comes w/it. Our justice system is seriously unjust. 

It’s also a waste of money. The majority of 4th graders in this country can’t read at grade level, 

but we spend 3x more $$$ on prisoners than pupils. Most of these prisoners are nonviolent 

offenders. Most of you are guilty of similar crimes. 

And while inmates skew disproportionately poor and disproportionately non-white (1 in 3 black 

and 1 in 6 hispanic boys (and if you think that’s b/c they’re disproportionately criminal you’ve 

never spent time around a fraternity house or a pack of US military on R&R), they also skew 

way, way disproportionately as victims of childhood abuse & trauma. And prison isn’t doing 

them any favors. Most US prisons are understaffed abominable shitholes, but b/c Louisiana is 

more understaffed/abominable/shithole-ish than nearly every other state, its prisons might be 

the worst: 

“Quite often, inmates at David Wade Correctional Center in extended lockdown are victims of 

unchecked or unrestrained physical abuse and sometimes sexual abuse at the hands of 

unprofessional and sadistic male guards,” the lawsuit alleges, “(and are) subjected to some of 

the most barbaric and inhumane living conditions today in the modernized prison system.” 

The lawsuit also alleged that inmates in lockdown were double bunked with “enemies”; some 

lockdown units lacked ventilation, fans and water fountains; drinking water was brown or 

orange; prison staff sprayed chemically agents excessively; mentally ill inmates were slapped 

and punched; and food serving areas in the units had roach infestations. A judge dismissed the 

case, after requesting but not receiving a “signed original complaint” within 30 days of the 

issued request. The lawsuit, while handwritten, had not been signed in the designated area of 

the form.” 

Holy shit! Those guards sure put the ‘erection’ in ‘correctional institute.’ 

And not only do you lose any & all human rights once you go to jail, you also get to go to work! 

Only in prison you don’t get paid! Every kid dreams of being a firefighter (I know mine does), 

and so when he asks me, ‘Daddy, how do you get to be a firefighter?’ I tell him ‘All you have to do 

is go to prison, son! You’ll get to fight the most dangerous fires in the country! For less than a 

fucking dollar an hour!’ 

https://www.nytimes.com/2017/10/15/us/childhood-trauma-prison-addiction.html
https://amp.shreveporttimes.com/amp/521299001
https://amp.shreveporttimes.com/amp/521299001
https://jezebel.com/incarcerated-women-are-fighting-on-the-front-lines-of-c-1819376951
https://jezebel.com/incarcerated-women-are-fighting-on-the-front-lines-of-c-1819376951


13% of California’s firefighters are in prison. But hey, if they didn’t want to be slaves, then I 

guess they shouldn’t have gone to prison. 

Quick question: If the majority of people we lock up are disproportionately poor & black, and the 

people who run the prisons turn around and sell their unpaid (or barely-paid) labor, doesn’t that 

create an incentive for US job creators to push for more inmates so they can pay lower wages? 

And doesn’t that just create a legal form of slavery? 

Oh shit I think it fucking does. 

Because when the US is looking for some unpaid labor they’ve been knocking on the same door 

for 300yrs now. And if you aren’t going to open it, they have no problem busting in. And if you 

try to run away, they have no problem shooting you. And if you somehow manage to break 

through the sea of over-educated 99%whiteness that gets us our information these days and 

manage to tell your story, you can be damn sure that most people aren’t going to listen and most 

of the people listening aren’t going to give a shit b/c the rationalizations & justifications for all 

the unjust/unnecessary bullshit in this country have already been provided to them. 

And if they aren’t even living here as legal citizens of the USA, then fuck it—you can just hold 

them indefinitely and do whatever you want to them. Nothing says ‘land of the free’ or ‘we’re in 

no way like the nazis’ like rounding up a specific demographic of people, holding them 

indefinitely in camps, and putting them to work. This country spends nearly $2billion a year to 

house illegal immigrants awaiting (and awaiting, and awaiting…) a hearing. Or to put it another 

way. These facilities rake in two billion annual dollars and so why the fuck wouldn’t they try to 

arrest as many people as possible? 

And now the private prisons are angling to get some of that sweet immigrant detainee $$$ into 

their pockets, and out of ours. It’s okay if you’ve never heard of the Corrections Corporation of 

America (CCA). They’ve never heard of you either. https://www.cca.com/. Or maybe they have. 

So the prison-industrial complex, that is to say locking people up for corporate profit, is 

especially odious & twisted b/c it combines capitalist greed & police-state authority and once it 

gets you in its grips you’re pretty much fucked as a citizen for the rest of your life.Once there’s 

money to be made, you’ve got to make it. Corporate create a financial incentive—a financial 

necessity—to lock people up. These corporation can then lobby/bribe/blackmail/whatever 

lawmakers for harsher penalties (more $$$!!!) even for victimless crimes, and no lawmaker 

wants to ever risk being labelled ‘soft on crime’ (oh you under-endowed men & yr fear of 

flaccidity!). 

And then once they’ve served their time, once they’ve—as it’s so euphemistically spoken—paid 

their debt to society, they spend the rest of their lives as a former convicted felon. In most states, 

they’re not even able to vote, even after they’re released from prison. And, like most US things, 

disenfranchising felons is an idea rooted in racism. 

https://www.theatlantic.com/business/archive/2015/09/prison-labor-in-america/406177/
http://www.aljazeera.com/indepth/opinion/2017/09/slavery-prison-system-170901082522072.html
https://www.cagedbirdmagazine.com/single-post/2017/03/28/50-Companies-Supporting-Modern-American-Slavery
https://www.alternet.org/story/151732/21st-century_slaves%3A_how_corporations_exploit_prison_labor
http://www.npr.org/sections/thetwo-way/2017/06/26/533988735/supreme-court-will-re-hear-immigrant-indefinite-detention-case
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“The white supremacists who championed such measures were very clear on their reasons. In 

1894, a white South Carolina newspaper argued that voting laws needed to be amended, lest 

whites be swept away at the polls by the black vote. In 1901 Alabama amended its Constitution 

to expand disenfranchisement to all crimes involving “moral turpitude” — a vague term that 

was applied to misdemeanors and even acts not punishable by law. The president of the 

constitutional convention argued that manipulating the ballot to exclude blacks was 

warranted, because they were inferior to whites and because the state needed to avert the 

“menace of Negro domination.” 

Uncoincidentally, two states that do allow prisoners to vote—Vermont & Maine—are 

predominantly white, and it turns out americans are less afraid of ‘criminals’ when the criminals 

are white. But this idea that the govt. can take away your voting rights b/c you’ve been convicted 

of a crime should terrify everyone. I mean, couldn’t some politician down the road deliberately 

target voters of the opposite party? Or people who protest against the government? 

Ah fuck. 

Y’know, as this series starts winding its way towards the Trout Fisting conclusion, it gets harder 

& harder to even pretend that we live in this bastion of freedom/tolerance/democracy we’re 

always told we live in. Because in this country freedom is a joke, and ‘justice for all’ is a fucking 

lie. 

Because rich people in this country don’t go to jail. Rob $50 from a convenience store and you’re 

a dangerous menace to society who needs to be taken off the streets. Steal millions and you’re 

just a good businessman. Mortgage lenders don’t go to jail for fraud, street hustlers do. 

Investment bankers (and congressmen) don’t go to jail for insider trading. Wells Fargo steals 

millions from their customers and gets off w/a fine. Hell, the Sackler family made $15billion 

selling OxyContin while advertising it as non-addictive—an advertisement they knew at the time 

was a lie. None of them are in prison, not even for turning most of the rural USA into a 

dangerous 3rd-world country. If back in 1995 I’d gone through West Virginia on a mass killing 

spree, the state would still be better off than it is today. In fact, I’ll go so far as to say that no 

terrorist has ever done as much damage to this country as the Sackler family. 

And, as we’ve talked about elsewhere, cops don’t go to jail for murder. Hell, they don’t even 

apologize. If you have money in this country, , or power, anything is possible. Want to get into 

Harvard despite your shitty grades? Get your dad to write a check for $2.5million. Raped some 

chick in the dirt by a dumpster? Get your parents to tell the judge how nice you are. If you’re 

rich, you get to molest children. You get to kill your wife. You get to sexually assault women 

without legal consequences. You get to do any drug you want to do without the threat of being 

arrested or the threat of ever running out of drugs (for most drug folks the latter is more of a 

concern than the former). 

But if you’re poor in this country, you’d better try not to get pulled over. 

https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/wonk/wp/2017/02/24/republican-lawmakers-introduce-bills-to-curb-protesting-in-at-least-17-states/
https://www.politico.com/story/2017/05/14/congress-stock-trading-conflict-of-interest-rules-238033


The most amazing thing about states that drug test food stamp & welfare recipients is that the 

tests bring back so few positive results. The tests end up costing infinitely more than the money 

saved by cutting benefits to offenders. Imagine if we drug tested students in Ivy League schools, 

or investment bankers, or (god fucking forbid) the senators & congresscritters who come up 

with this horseshit. There’d be a lot of empty classrooms, empty trading houses, and empty 

chambers. 

Injustice takes many forms. It’s Ollie North dealing guns to Iran and Ronald Reagan giving the 

money to the Contras. It’s Mark Fuhrman admitting he framed black people. It’s George W. 

Bush blowing up the Arab world and crashing the US economy and instituting torture policies. 

It’s knowingly exposing an entire community to lead poisoning. None of these people served 

time for their crimes. And the fact you’ve got some people in this country who blame Obama for 

everything tells you everything you need to know about how justice works—or more precisely 

doesn’t work—in this bullshit rig-job of a country. It’s the difference between rioting when your 

sports team wins and nobody goes to jail vs. rioting b/c you’re tired of being 

assaulted/profiled/killed by your local police and somebody definitely goes to jail. 

The USA is a fucking fascist police state. On some level we all know this, but we allow it to 

continue, to grow more powerful year after year, b/c we think it won’t affect us, because we are 

incapable of ascribing humanity to anyone who we perceive as different from ourselves. I for one 

welcome our new AI-injected robot overloads. They can’t have any less of a soul, and they at 

least might be capable of rational thought. Sometimes it feels like this entire country is a prison. 

It’s just that some cells have better views than others. 

 

 

  



Epigram 

‘Everyone alive knows, even if they don’t know they know. So you gentlemen know more than 

you think and are just pretending not to.’ 

  

–Clarice Lispector, The Hour of the Star 

 

  



#51 - Utopian Visions, Or Can Your Trout Fisting Dialectics Break Electric Bricks? 

To live without dead time, to live without restraints. 

The fascists are coming, those undersexed lowlifes. 

Ideology can only shatter to pieces when confronted w/radical subjectivity. 

/endless rupture & priceless ecstasy 

How will workers survive if there’s no work? How do workers survive now when the work that’s 

available isn’t enough to survive? They only want us for our ability to work, to generate their 

wealth. They will take us for suckers as long as we let them. 

What incentive do we have to do anything? A raise is impossible. A living wage is impossible. 

They feast on our sweat and keep all the profits for themselves. We are all exploited, overworked 

& underpaid. It’s been going on so long we can’t see how it works even though the signs are all 

around us. We are all of us waiting for something. 

The only reasonable path to liberty & justice for all lies in UBI—Universal Basic Income. 

UBI asks the question How much money do you need to meet your basic living needs? and 

answers it with Cool, here you go. Once our basic needs are met—and living under a capitalist 

system where even if we work our basic needs go unmet, how can one not see a problem that 

needs to be solved—we will be free to pursue our dreams, all of us entrepreneurs engaged in a 

system of play instead of exploitation. 

The less we are exploited, the less we will seek to exploit others. 

Even a free-enterprise champion like 20th century economist F.A. Hayek, a man who loathed 

government spending and influenced the Chicago school of economics, who basically laid the 

economic template for 20th century conservatism, even Hayek fervently believed in UBI. Here’s 

the money quote: 

“There is no reason why in a society which has reached the general level of wealth which ours 

has attained that security against severe physical privation, the certainty of a given minimum 

of sustenance for all; or more briefly, the security of a minimum income should not be 

guaranteed to all without endangering general freedom. There are difficult questions about 

the precise standard which should thus be assured… but there can be no doubt that some 

minimum of food, shelter, and clothing, sufficient to preserve health and the capacity to work, 

can be assured to everybody. Indeed, for a considerable part of the population of England this 

sort of security has long been achieved.” 



This is what the future should look like. It’s a future that, sitting in a grocery store parking lot 

early on a Friday night, is impossible to believe in. It’s  a future that makes you gag slightly as 

you watch the circling police cars, the staggering homeless, and the swaggering college students 

lugging suitcases of beer under their tanned forearms. The capitalists drive their oversized cars 

and struggle through the tarmac maze like servile mice unaware that they are trapped in a 

strange social experiment and the conclusions being drawn are that the mice are at once both 

interchangeable & doomed. And yet they still keep torturing us as they dream of one day owning 

all the cheese. 

Their tails should be sliced off and fed to them through their nostrils. 

It’s time to hang the landlords and smash every church to the ground. The community is not 

dead. Their asses may sleep in warm blankets, but their ideas are corpses that haunt our waking 

moments. There are more of us than there is of them. Revolt in daily life. In every revolutionary 

organization, assume there’s at least one undercover cop. 

Our tactics must be founded on the goal of individual realization, of each person realizing their 

potential. In order to survive each day we tramp down the best parts of ourselves—our humor, 

our creativity, our wicked spirit. And yet, and yet, we all have so much more to contribute. 

UBI is the only solution, the only tenable future. 

Thought this isn’t a prediction. it’s an epitaph. For what could have been. 

The bastards will shoot us in the streets before they allow us to live in such comfort. If we ever 

start dreaming, they will criminalize our dreams. 

 

  



#52 - The Conservative Movement 

‘The market is rational, the government is dumb,’ says the republican congressman, a member 

of the government, thinking himself smart. 

It goes by many names: anarcho-capitalism, libertarianism, free-market capitalism, public 

choice, the radical right, but they eventually settled on conservative b/c it would sound better to 

the general public. The Conservative Movement (TCM from here on out) spends a lot of their 

time & energy trying to figure out how to get US voters to elect candidates who will enact 

legislation that benefits wealthy people and fucks over everyone else. Their agenda is real. It is 

public & easily accessed. There are plenty of good, timely, readablebooks about TCM. And TCM, 

as well-coordinated a national movement as you will ever see, a pretty movement that’s been 

building since the 1950’s, pretty much defines our current political landscape. 

TCM hates & fears the power of the collective, because a collective is powerful. There is power in 

a union, formal or otherwise. And so they work to divide, to stoke divisive anger & seething 

resentment among the poor, break down the trust between the governing & the governed. They 

are on record as working for ‘the effective curtailment of majority rule,’ simply b/c they don’t 

like the way the majority votes. 

Today’s conservative movement, which for all intents & purposes is today’s republican party—no 

dissent or intra-party dissent allowed or we’ll primary your ass out of existence—is the single 

biggest threat to US democracy today. They envision a government for the billionaires, of the 

billionaires, and by the billionaires. They believe in freedom—but only for themselves. They 

believe in democracy—but only if they control it. And they’re willing to do anything to make that 

happen. Their vision of America—complete and total freedom for them & their business, and 

slavery & suffering for everyone else, including the people who (ahem) create their fucking 

profits, i.e. their employees—is built on a tower of untruths: the idea that tax breaks for the 

wealthy will benefit anyone besides the wealthy, that exploiting the general population, the 

nation’s resources, and our entire planet is their god-given right. They believe they work harder 

than anyone else, that they are smarter than anyone else, and that is why they have the wealth 

they do. The fact that nearly all of them were born into wealth, that all of them are white, all of 

them male, all of them given the greatest gift of higher education—that is, the kind of access to 

the powerful you can only get at an Ivy League school—seems to never have occurred to them, 

these sad aristocrats. 

If democracy is ‘one person, one vote,’ then we’re rapidly & deliberately being steered into a 

country where the philosophy is ‘one dollar, one vote.’ 

It is a top-down movement. That is to say, the people at the top create the movement, and like 

everything else in their small empty lives, it only exists b/c they’re able to pay for it. These men 

have names: Charles Koch, David Koch, Robert Mercer, Sheldon Adelson, Joe Ricketts, and 

there are many, many more of them. They fund think tanks, they fund candidates, they fund 

https://www.amazon.com/Dark-Money-History-Billionaires-Radical/dp/0307947904/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1511052851&sr=1-1&keywords=jane+mayer+koch
https://www.amazon.com/Democracy-Chains-History-Radical-Stealth/dp/1101980966/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1511052811&sr=1-1&keywords=democracy+in+chains
https://www.amazon.com/Before-Storm-Goldwater-Unmaking-Consensus/dp/1568584121


conservative news. They are the point in space-time where the difference between idealism & 

self-interest collapse into a single tiny dark star the size of the pinpoint. TCM has one guiding 

principle, a principle so strong that it means no other principles (or ethics, or morals) are 

necessary. I’ll write it in big block letters. 

THEY WANT THE FEDERAL GOVERNMENT TO STOP MAKING THEM PAY TAXES AND 

REGULATING THEIR BUSINESSES. 

That’s it. Anything else you hear come out of a conservative’s mouth is bullshit. It’s a cover. It’s a 

way to get people to vote them into office. They believe taxation is theft. They believe the 

government has no right to take their hard-earned (usually inherited) money and spend it on 

poor people, or roads, or public schools, or anything except the military & the police, and if that 

exception sounds strange to you—why fund that but not fund food?—you have to understand 

that they are in favor of anything government-wise that benefits them directly, but against 

anything that benefits somebody else. TCM isn’t just selfish, it’s insanely selfish, absurdly 

selfish. It’s a class war, not just against the poor, but against every single fucking american who 

isn’t insanely wealthy. They see self-government, legitimate self-government, the citizens of a 

country deciding how the country should govern, as a threat to their wealth—or as they call it, a 

threat to their freedom. They don’t give a fuck about anyone except for themselves, and they 

especially don’t give a fuck about the misguided confused souls who vote their puppets into 

office. 

And let’s address those voters. TCM, that is to say, the republican party, doesn’t give a fuck 

about gay people, or abortion, or the military (they send them into unnecessary wars and cut 

funding for their hospitals when they get back). They don’t give a fuck about state’s rights, or big 

government (they love big government when they control it). They don’t give a fuck about illegal 

immigration (most of them like it b/c it means they can pay people less, or universities (they try 

and stock them w/as many of their co-thinkers as possible b/c they love the legitimacy academia 

gives their bullshit ideas). They don’t give a fuck about the glory of the white race. They don’t 

give a fuck about any of that. They only care about making, and keeping, as much money for 

themselves as possible. All that other stuff? That’s just a way to get people to vote for them. 

Because ‘More Power To The Billionaires’ isn’t much of a slogan. If their candidates ran on what 

they actually believe in: gutting social safety nets, disempowering the poor in the workplace & 

election booths, deregulating environmental protections, etc. they couldn’t get elected. 

And don’t give me that ‘trickle down’ shit. TCM doesn’t believe in any kind of science that 

contradicts their wealth-accumulation project, especially economics. They hide the bias of their 

politics behind the rationality & science of economics (similar to how racists try and use biology 

to back up their bullshit) except there’s little actual economic theory involved. The shit they’re 

selling doesn’t work in theory, and it’s never worked in practice. It’s a science w/no empirical 

research, anecdotal or otherwise. 



But then it doesn’t matter whether tax cuts benefit anyone else. It benefits them. TCM, as an 

ideology, is a big fucking con. And for the people who take their money, it’s a big fucking grift. 

For a group that hates giving their away money, they sure have made a lot of people rich. A 

person without any scruples, or without any intelligence, and sometimes without either (get you 

a congresscritter who can be both), can make some serious bank getting billionaires to fund 

their shit. Want to start a far-right website that panders to white nationalism while peddling 

free-market propaganda? The Mercer family will make you fucking rich (consider the 

simultaneous video ads playing on this link to a Newsweek article a sort of immersion in 

contemporary hypermodern reality). All you have to do is push free-market ideology (i.e. Mercer 

gets to keep all his money) with one article while you race-bait w/the other. 

A system where you advertise that you’ll give money to anyone who peddles your ideas pretty 

much guarantees that the people who flock to you will be craven, amoral dipshits, or as they’re 

known on their birth certificates: Paul Ryan & Ted Cruz. 

TCM has a long & sordid history. It began in the 1950’s as a rebellion against New Deal reforms, 

but the spark that lit the fire was the Supreme Court’s Brown v. Board of Education decision (for 

anyone who slept through high school history, that’s the one where they ruled segregation was 

unconstitutional). To them the reforms of the depression era was ‘an illegitimate revolution.’ 

Their rallying cry was freedom. Their cause, they say, is liberty and justice. But they didn’t 

believe in any of ideals as anything more than vehicles for their own crude self-interest. The very 

real lack of freedom, liberty, injustice in this society that affects other people means nothing to 

them. Their vision of a ‘free society’ allows no dissent; it insists on total control of society by a 

select few—themselves. 

They ignored how the US Constitution is already set up to favor the wealthy and create 

inequality. the way its famous checks & balances functions as a brake on the masses. 

At first they called themselves libertarians, but it didn’t have the populist kick they were looking 

for. They tried out ‘radical’ but thought it was too polarizing. And so they settled on 

‘conservative,’ touching off a pattern—the need to hide their unpopular ideas under a cloak of 

reasonableness—that continues to this day. 

They did the only thing that rich people do well. They spent money. Shitloads of money. They 

poured it into think tanks where they paid people to strategize and come up with economic 

theories to make their philosophy sound smart. So instead of calling it the ‘it’s better for 

everyone if I just keep all my wealth, thanks’ theory—they called it ‘trickle-down economics.’ The 

capitalist as hero. Employees aren’t the ones who create your wealth—you are the one who 

creates their jobs. Without you, everyone would starve. Seen in that light, you’re a hero. And you 

pocketing all the excess money generated by your employees—refusing to invest it in things like 

their health-care, job security, a living wage—well why should you? You’re the man who made it 

all happen. You aren’t someone born into privilege who invested his inheritance. No sir, you are 

http://www.newsweek.com/2016/12/02/robert-mercer-trump-donor-bannon-pac-523366.html


a bold visionary. You are proof that the system works. That anyone can be wealthy if they just 

work hard enough (to be born into a wealthy family, I guess). The people who, uh, work for you? 

The ones who do work? Fuck them. Lazy, stupid and ungrateful, that’s all they are. You’re not an 

asshole for starving them. You’re doing them a favor. Making them work harder.. 

They funded universities and their programs, an ideological quid pro quo, where they would pay 

in order to dictate the curriculum, b/c TCM wanted an intellectual vocabulary that justified an 

economy like the US had in the 19th century. They wanted feudalism to sound rational. And so 

places like the University of Chicago and University of Virginia began to produce decades of 

rhetoric & pseudoscience that disguised the true aim of TCM’s only one real goal: more wealth 

for the wealthy.   

They funneled money into universities, in order to attach the prestige of academic thought to 

ideas that were unscientific and driven by their own personal agenda. The University of Virginia, 

reeling from the federal government’s demand that they integrate their schools, was enthusiastic 

about creating a school of economics that railed against federal government and preached free-

market economics. A decade of so later, when UVA realized their economics department wasn’t 

teaching actual economic theories, or hiring teachers who’d  never taken a course in economics, 

they fired the TCM’s professors. One professor insisted, back in the early 1960’s, that his lack of 

economic training made him ‘less biased.’ He was one of the ones fired, but today that kind of 

thinking might get him elected senator. 

These professors were lapdogs for the wealthy. They weren’t paid to conduct research; they were 

paid to create propaganda. And once they took over George Mason University, then in its 

infancy, the university’s proximity to Washington D.C. made it possible to turn the university’s 

law school into a training ground for conservative lawyers/judges and turn the university itself 

into a lobbying firm. 

They launched publishing arms—books, magazines, etc. They worked to generate better 

coverage in the mass media. They, the rich, invested their money in magazines, in publishing 

books. They could shovel money into this shit forever. And unlike most magazines, theirs didn’t 

have to make a profit, or generate revenue. It just had to get the message out. It just had to be 

taken seriously by enough people to sway opinion ever so slightly towards the idea that what’s 

good for the rich is good for the poor (though they had to admit, what’s good for the rich is good 

for America sounded a hell of a lot better). 

But getting back to the 1950’s, an idea I’m sure any conservative readers will greet with total 

enthusiasm, in 1956, there were no billionaires in the United States. It’s impossible, 60 years 

later, to imagine living in this kind of world. When Republicans talk about returning to the good 

old days, i.e. the making america great again-ness of their worldview, they leave out the part 

about taxing the fortunes of billionaires in order to fund infrastructure projects and create a 

more just society. The past they truly long to get back to isn’t the 1950’s—that’s just one more 

rope to lure in older voters—they want us to live in the 1910’s, or maybe even the 1850’s. 



And if anyone thinks Bill Clinton, who failed to implement liberal policies like universal health 

care while succeeding in implementing conservative policies like welfare reform, or Barack 

Obama, whose healthcare plan was developed by the fucking Heritage Foundtion, then you have 

no idea what a liberal, let alone a socialist, let alone a communist, actually looks like. It’s all 

propaganda. It’s not just lying, it’s lying and knowing that you’re lying but rationalizing that it’s 

good to lie b/c it’ll advance your fucking ‘philosophy’ or ‘belief,’ as if attaching a profound word 

to something as sordid as ‘simply your own crude self-interest’ made it somehow profound, 

made it somehow less sordid. 

Today, a toxic cynicism pervades every aspect of our country. This is intentional; it is by design. 

They prey on our fear & mistrust of the federal government—literally the only check against 

private power—as a way to get elected. No group has done more to corrupt our politics than. 

TCM. They hijacked the republican party as a means to an end. THE CM, through ALEC, writes 

legislation for the legislators they help get elected and they expect some return on their fucking 

investment. Of course if the congresscritters actually passed the legislation their donors want 

them to, they might get voted out of office, so they’ve spent this year—a year in which 

republicans have controlled all branches of govt.—somehow not passing any legislation. Their 

donors are currently, how should we put this, less than happy. I hate to say, though, that in their 

desire to spit on Mitch McConnell, there is at least some ideological common ground between 

myself & the billionaires. 

If the current tax bill goes through, it will quite simply be the end of America as we know it. 

Public education will be crushed. Debt, both national & personal, will reach unsustainable levels. 

Health-care will be crippled. Jet owners can write off their jets, but public teachers can’t write 

off school supplies. Students will pay taxes on the value of their scholarships. This is the country 

they want us to live in. This is intentional; this is by design. Private school tuition will be 

deductible; student loan interest will not. Even people on Wall Street think it’s a ‘ponzi scheme.’ 

The stock market is higher than it’s ever been. The wealthier are wealthier than they’ve ever 

been. And it still isn’t enough for these sociopathic, narcissistic fucks. This is a real life game of 

Monopoly and they won’t rest until all of us are bankrupt. 

https://www.alec.org/
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This is all TCM has ever been about—all the racism, the homophobia, the cruelty, the endless 

propaganda. It’s robbery plain & simple. Some days it feels like that’s all capitalism has ever 

been about. And for a certain group of Americans, the only thing America has ever been about is 

a system for them to increase their own vast personal wealth at the expense of the country & the 

people living all around them. 

 

  



#53 - The Democratic Party 

To belong to the Democratic party in 2017, or to even have a rooting interest in the party b/c the 

alternative is so much worse, is to be trapped in the backseat of a car while the two people in 

front engage in a screaming bloodfeud over whether you should stop for lunch at McDonald’s or 

Burger King (or I guess, to be more ideologically accurate, lunch at $300 a plate bistro or a $7 a 

plate vegan restaurant). Meanwhile the car is almost out of gas, the oil light keeps flickering on 

every time the car makes a turn—and you’d better believe the argument over whether to turn left 

or whether to turn right is fucking fierce & exhaustive—and was that a homeless pedestrian they 

just ran over at that last light? Holy shit, I think they ran over a homeless pedestrian. 

Which analogy should we go for here? Shooting yourself in the foot? Slapping yourself in the 

face? Kicking yourself in the gonads? 

I suggest we go with the old standby: tripping over one’s own dick. 

It’s one thing to trip over your dick, it’s another thing entirely to deliberately push your friend 

over their dick because they only agree with you, like, 90% of the time. It’s even worse when by 

doing so, you avoid tripping the fucking fascist bullies all around you in the process. The whole 

thing is a dick-tripping extravaganza. Trip over your own, trip up your intra-party competitors, 

take delight in their dick-trips while getting offended if they take delight in your own dick-trips. 

Two teams fighting against themselves forever, trapped in an ideological blood feud even though 

both sides share 90% of the same ultimate goals. 

To make the metaphor plain, and get past the dick-tripping image, which unlike most figures of 

speech isn’t even possible IRL, as opposed to the way you could, I suppose, have two birds in 

your hand at once, or sew up a hole in your dress in order to avoid using nine times that amount 

of thread to fix an even larger hole at a later date. You can’t literally trip over your own dick. I 

could maybe trip over your dick, but you’d have to, I guess, be lying in some really tall grass or 

something, but even then I’m still pretty sure I’d notice you, and I’d especially notice your dick 

in my path, which I’m assuming would be erect and hovering slightly off the ground. 

The point here is that thinking about the democratic party can create some strange thoughts. 

Especially for democrats. 

Ever since the 2016 primaries, a feud has been going on within the party that’s blown way past 

‘internal debate,’ or ‘hashing out of differences,’ and has now reached ‘you are everything wrong 

in america and I take comfort in knowing you will one day die.’ The two sides involved can be 

called, depending on how many big words you like to use, Leftists v. Liberals, or Democratic 

Socialists v. Neoliberals, or Bernie v. Hillary. Or Berniebro (despite his large numbers of female 

supporters, anti-Bernie folks target him and/or his supporters as racist/sexist) v. Hillarybot. (To 

Bernie supporters, anyone who supports Ms. Clinton is, in their eyes, a mindless automaton who 

has been programmed to support poor political candidates—note that ‘poor’ in this case 



describes the quality of Ms. Clinton as a campaigner as opposed to her cashflow). Liberals call 

the Lefitsts racist & sexist, despite the Left’s enthusiasm for Keith Ellison (black, muslim) or Jill 

Stein (female, whiter than a cloud at a Klan rally), and despite the fact that the opposing 

Left/Lib camps are more clearly divided by age (the olds prefer Hillary, the youngs prefer 

Bernie) than any other demographic. The Left advocates for issues of class while the Libs—a 

wealthier and more, shall we say, financially pragmatic—advocate for issues of identity. And 

while both groups might agree than gender is non-binary, when it comes to political issues 

democrats are very, very binary indeed. You are either on the bus or off the bus. Because nuance 

is for nincompoops and multivalence is for the servile multitudes. 

Now you’re probably thinking that this is all history at this point, and how long can someone 

hold a grudge about a political primary, esp. when we’re currently living in a state of 

political/social freefall that threatens to erode our system of government, etc. etc. You, my 

friend, are a voice of reason. And as such, there is no place for you in the democratic party. 

Of course, criticism within a party can make a party stronger. If it weren’t for the candidacy of 

Bernie Sanders, there’s no way the democratic party and their candidate would have integrated 

so many progressive policies into their platform (and said platform was the most progressive 

platform in recent party history, something that Leftists tend to conveniently forget). Not that 

Ms. Clinton made those policies the centerpiece of her campaign. Instead she opted for Trump’s 

A Bigot And Won’t Someone Please Think Of Our Poor Daughters. And hey, everyone on the 

planet thought she was going to win so why villainize people you’ll have to work with in the 

future, etc. etc. But then every single thing that could go wrong for Hillary Clinton did, and every 

single thing that needed to break Donald Trump’s way did. The improbable happened, and 

people needed to figure out whose fault it was. 

If you’re thinking that neither side mentions voter suppression a whole lot, you are very, very 

correct. Which is funny because both sides accuse the other of being racist so often, you’d think 

the democratic party was made up of mouth-breathing racists (as opposed to, you know, college-

educated racists). 

The truth is, it was a lot of factors—some of them the Clinton campaign’s fault and some of them 

not. It’s complicated. But then the one thing both sides have in common is a turn-of-the-century 

Lavigne-like aversion to matters of ideological complexity. 

But again, the Left and the Liberals have each taken the most extreme positions available (Left: 

all Clinton’s fault, Libs: not Clinton’s fault at all) and fiercely defend these positions today. 

Neither side makes any effort to compromise, or to hear what the other is saying. Because jesus 

christ do people on Twitter know how to pick a side and dig in their heels to the fucking bitter 

end. In online arguments we are all the Spartans and we shall not be moved. On Twitter this 

plays itself out w/all the worst aspects of online debate: willful misrepresentations, cognitive 

dissonance that you can’t tell is real or fake, ass-licking replies from followers, hyperbole & 

exaggeration on every side.  Temper tantrums, shouting, demonization, etc. Both sides are 



convinced of their own total righteousness, which is weird considering both sides have serious, 

and obvious, flaws. 

Liberals are guilty of maintaining & perpetuating the worst parts of capitalism, doing little to 

nothing about economic inequality that has brutal real-life consequences for many of their 

constituents. And that’s partly their fault (who among us  doesn’t love a few extra $$$ in our 

pocket?) but also the fault of the reality of campaign finance in the 21st century and the 

aftermath of the Supreme Court’s Citizens United decision. That is to say that politics today 

revolves around the (perceived) need for as much raw cash as possible. And there aren’t many 

billionaire donors who are going to fork over money to a socialist party. The Democratic party’s 

embrace of neoliberalism is more the sad inevitable result of life under an oligarchy (rule by the 

rich, if you don’t feel like looking it up). 

And yet Leftists have their own problems. They’re quick to assume the worst about anyone who 

disagrees w/their positions. They’d rather condemn someone than reach out and try to educate 

them. Their use of scorn & mockery puts their targets on the defensive and keeps them from 

listening. They emphasize purity—their own purity, their own perfection—to such an extent that 

it seems like their goal isn’t political change so much as signaling their own virtue. 

All of which is to say that in a party where no candidate is acceptable, then it stands to reason 

that no candidate will be electable. Sometimes you have to wonder how many of these people 

within the democratic party, both Leftists & Libs, might be infiltrators from the right there to 

breed dissension & chaos. 

As we turn the corner into 2018, the democratic party has become a circular firing squad so 

militantly short-sighted that it looks like they’ve lost track of who their real opponents are. Even 

worse, they seem to have lost track of the needs of their real supporters. The party might make 

huge electoral gains in the coming midterm elections. They may even recapture the White House 

in 2020. But if that happens, it will be more a case of people voting out republicans than voting 

in democrats. That is to say, once again the party will have succeeded in spite of itself. Because 

even if you trip over your own dick, you can still execute a perfect tumble-roll and come up 

smiling with your hands raised victoriously in the air. 

 

 

  



#54 - The Hypermodern Condition 

1. I’m not even going to try and make this cohere, to journey smoothly from idea to idea. 

That kind of linearity no longer exists, and as such it is a lie. 

2. By Hypermodernism I mean the era that has arrived in the wake of Postmodernism. In 

the 21st century an idea like Postmodernism feels outdated & quaint, but more 

importantly it feels inadequate. The relationship between signifier/signified no longer 

exists in a ‘state of play,’ They have each been obliterated into a twin death spiral of 

meaningless. They no longer function. They no longer have significance. 

Hypermodernism means an accelerated version of Postmodernism. Forget the blurring 

of high & low art, Hypermodernism obliterates them until art is as empty as everyday life 

and everyday life is as empty as art. 

3. The Totality is dead and all we can do is sift through its ashes. The destruction of the 

authority of the text has been extended to the destruction of subtext, to say nothing of 

the destruction of context. 

4. Our current reality makes a lot more sense once you stop assigning value to everything. 

Note that ‘value’ in this case doesn’t refer to morality or a sense of ethics. To navigate 

contemporary life w/o any kind of ethical foundation is to set yourself up for a front row 

seat at a holocaust, either as perpetrator or victim. But whose ethics? How do you form 

an ethical framework in a vacuum, or more accurately an oversaturation? This may be 

the most important question we face: How to be responsible in an irresponsible age. 

5. We live now in an empire of incoherent signs. There’s a reason why terms like 

‘alternative facts’ & ‘fake news’ spread through the culture and take on a life of their own 

to become buzzwords & catchphrases. Terms like these speak to our disorientation, that 

nagging feeling that there is more information out there than we can possibly consume. 

We all understand, whether consciously or not, that meaning is subjective. 

Hypermodernism is Postmodernism with power behind it, a deliberate acceleration into 

meaninglessness, the inevitable result of technological advances happening faster than 

advances in human thought. We are all infants thrust into an unfamiliar setting. Life in 

2017 feels simultaneously familiar & unfamiliar at the same time; it is profoundly 

disorienting. 

6. When confronted with something we don’t understand, our first impulse it to either 

laugh at it or simplify it (usually incorrectly). We are threatened by what we don’t know 

b/c we fear, secretly or otherwise, that the world we live in can no longer be understood. 

The advances of technological science are so deeply radical, so disturbing, upsetting, and 

revolutionary that they can no longer be fully understood. Is it any wonder that an older 

generation recoils in horror, is so easily manipulated into disbelieving science? Our 

bubbles are all deliberate & self-chosen. 

7. We are all of us more entangled/connected—in terms of quantity & information—than 

ever before in the history of our species. And yet we’ve never felt more isolated & alone. 

As our access to information becomes more unlimited, our certainty about that 

information becomes more limited. To the point where the only sane reaction to one’s 

twitter feed, or a single homepage of news, is churning vertigo. Each of us lives an 

existence so subjective that it’s impossible to be fully understood, or shared, by anyone. 



8. Does anyone really think for themselves? Can they? Have they ever? 

9. The 21st century is nothing but oceans of terror, and only the young understand it well 

enough to successfully ride its waves. Nostalgia is our greatest enemy. A map is 

something that tells you where you have been, and as such any maps we have are useless 

for navigating the future. The backlash we see, particularly among the older generation, 

is rooted in their fear of this new reality. For them, the societal clock is constantly 

flashing midnight and they have no idea how to set it. The recent votes for Brexit and 

Trump are many things, but they are—based on their disproportionate support among 

the older generations—rooted in a longing for a simpler, more understandable time, a 

time that no longer exists. Their actions are temper tantrums from a population segment 

that is unable to keep up. 

10. It’s an infinity of diffractions, a countless collision of waves overlapping & obliterating. 

The result, contemporary life, has become the ultimate panoramic distraction. 

11. We are all tarantulas on meth being stirred in a pot. Electronic quantum signals that 

stimulate our brains. Electronic quantum signals that numb our brains—the same signal, 

the same brain. The electrons are innocent; the people in control of them are corrupt. 

Because they have the power and power has the power to corrupt. All of our would-be 

techno-utopias are created out of greed, the desire to exploit for personal gain, and as 

such will inevitably lead to dystopia if they haven’t already. 

12. The problem isn’t the technology, it’s who gets to control the technology. 

13. The concept of Truth (w/a capital T) has undergone quite a journey in the past 100+ yrs: 

from a solid state—immovable, concrete, statuesque; to a liquid state—wet cement, 

malleable; until today when it exists purely as vapor—an unseen force that chokes you, or 

something unseen that dissipates when you try to hold it in your hands. We either 

fumble blindly through it, or clutch it in our hands w/misplaced certainty that it will still 

exist when we open our fists. The way Truth exists, the way it functions, is better 

understood in terms of how Power exists/functions than anything else. That is to say, it 

is produced from one moment to the next, at every point, or rather in every relation from 

one point to another. Those are the words of a dead French philosopher. He wrote them 

at a time when he & other French philosophers were recognizing the primacy of text over 

author, and as such it feels like a betrayal of his/their ideas to credit him. 

14. Life in the 21st century is a bad trip and all of us looking for a quiet tent to lie down in for 

a while. 

15. To live in the USA today is to live under the rule of a surveillance police state. And as the 

empire has become Elsinore, we are all becoming Hamlets: experts in misdirection, 

finding safety in a multiplicity of persona, using play & performance to uncover the truth 

about our illegitimate kings. In one’s own instability, there’s a power to be held over 

others. The deliberate expression of one’s self as a series of fragments, the cloaking of 

one’s true self behind a public avatar. Fluidity in everything: in gender, in thought, in 

beliefs. We have no attributes. There’s nothing inherent in our being. Identity is doing. 

All of us quantum persona, identity constantly in flux. To measure is to distort, and a 

distorted picture can’t accurately reflect what we’re seeing—or more precisely, what 

we’re trying to see.  Every dissection produces the death of its subject. Fluidity in 

everything but ethics. We don’t control the universe—we don’t control any part of it, not 

really—but we can control how we respond to this lack of control. And to any US patriots 



out there, I’d say the idea of ‘self-invention’ is inherently American and at the root of 

every cultural gift we’ve ever given the world. 

16. Our insistence on meaning, as a fixed state of existence, is just a dumb reflexive 

twitching of nerves, our severed psyches reaching out vainly for their decapitated 

phantom limb. 

17. We communicate now through hyperbole. Everything is either the best or the worst. Our 

response to something funny is to say I’m dead. There are two reasons for this. One is 

that to try and cut through all the noise & chatter of daily life, we shout to make 

ourselves heard. The second reason is a lack of perspective brought about by a 

bombardment of stimuli. In a moment-to-moment existence, every experience is 

extreme. When someone says it was literally the craziest thing I’ve ever experienced, in 

that moment they are telling the truth. When someone asks, what is your favorite movie? 

The only honest answer is whichever one I’m currently watching. In a life such as this, 

even boredom is dramatic, if not melodramatic. Everything amplified, everything 

distorted. We are living through the most exciting, and most terrifying, time to be alive in 

human history. 

18. All my dreams are made of silicon oxide; all my nightmares are filled w/trees. Everything 

in front of my eyes is science-fiction as imagined 20 yrs ago, as imagined 10 yrs ago, as 

imagined last week. 

19. I’m looking at a beautiful blue sky, framed by white cottony clouds, and it signifies 

absolutely nothing. It might as well not even exist. As an image, it’s been drained of 

whatever sublime man v. nature awe-inducing power it might have once had. Centuries 

ago, the sky determined our lives, the climate affected our ability to survive. Several 

consecutive years of bad harvests meant starvation, famine, death. Today, the sky has 

been drained completely of even its symbolic value. It exists as a relic of an earlier, more 

pastoral age. It does still exist, in a scientific sense, as a barrier/filter against the sun’s 

radiation & heat. But even that, it seems, is disappearing more rapidly than it should. 

20. Hypermodernism means that it is now impossible to keep up, that it is impossible to 

understand, or even fully describe, the totality of lived experience—our own lived 

experience as well as the experience of others. Maybe it was always like this and we only 

thought we could understand the totality. It’s incredible to think that 30 yrs ago people 

read their local newspaper, talked to their small circle of neighbors & friends, maybe 

watched the evening news, or read Time magazine, and go  through their lives certain 

that they fully comprehended life on this planet. Maybe our belief in narratives—grand 

or otherwise—has always been a deliberate fantasy, and reality is actually sensory 

bombardment & quantum chaos. But today we have a fixed/unfixed direct relationship 

to reality not unlike quantum physics. Everything is in flux; nothing is constant. On one 

hand, this is a good thing, in the sense that our society now more closely resembles the 

universe itself. We need to understand that what feels like dissonance is actually 

harmony. We have always lived within an eternally shifting chaos—the truth (or Truth) 

or (‘Truth’) we have steered ourselves by has always been an illusion, a way to beat back 

the terror of existence through a faith in rationality and a deliberately limited 

understanding of the universe. One can only hope, now that the true chaotic nature of 

life has caught up with us, that we are able to evolve fast enough to exist comfortably 

within this new reality. Younger people appear better able to navigate this new reality; 



most of them do this effortlessly & without fear. In this there is hope. It is, at this 

moment in existence, the only thing on the planet to feel hopeful about. 

21. To end at #20 feels too clean, too perfect, too dishonest, too corrupt. 

 

  



#55 - The Death of America 

When I was growing up people started worrying if The American Dream—the idea that 

opportunity was available to all, that if you worked hard enough you could get ahead, etc.—still 

existed. The recession of the early 90’s had called the dream into question. That generation of 

young people, my generation of young people, looked like they would be the first generation not 

to do as well (‘well’ measured in terms of wealth b/c wealth is the value we value the most) as 

their parents’ generation. Of course for a great many Americans, that dream had never existed. 

Or let’s just say The American Dream has always been a hell of a lot more likely to come true if 

your family already had money, or if you were born white, male, or christian. 

But people have been obsessed with The American Dream (it needs to be capitalized to do 

justice to its hubris) for a long time. It’s the closest thing we have, as a people, to a unifying 

ethos. Our most representational US lit—Twain, Fitzgerald, Hawthorne, Melville, Stein, 

Thompson, etc.—revolves around what the dream means. And yet The American Dream has 

obviously been dead for several decades now and the wealthy & powerful have been shoveling 

dirt (more accurately, hiring someone to shovel the dirt) to make sure it never comes back to 

life. 

I feel the need to provide evidence, as if everything leading up to this book hasn’t been evidence 

enough. I feel certain that no one will hear me. I am not sure, even if you heard me, that you 

would ever believe me. 

By any metric you want to use, wealth inequality is greater than ever in the US and class 

mobility is basically non-existent. You have a better chance to improve your quality of live is you 

live in Germany, or Canada, or any of those Scandinavian countries—that’s right democratic 

socialism is better for The American Dream than free-market capitalism—and on some level we 

already know this. You’d have to be a delusional fool to think you can get anywhere in this 

country by working hard at your job. For anyone at the bottom of the economic ladder, 21st 

century US work life means incremental 10-cent-an-hour raises once a year and a never-ending 

string of part-time jobs. And if you’re one of the people lucky enough to get promoted—manager 

of your very own Dollar General!—you’ll get put on salary and forced to work so many hours that 

your hourly wage still won’t be much higher. And those benefits you get? Your monthly 

premium will eat up ⅕ of your paycheck and you’ll still be paying deductibles out the ass. 

And that’s if you’re one of the successful ones. Despite all that, Americans are working harder 

than ever. Since the early 1970’s, productivity has increased 73.7%. The problem is our wages 

have essentially stagnated. All the money generated by all that hard work has gone in the 

pockets of the wealthy. It has stayed in the pockets of the wealthy. And they’re looking to keep 

even more of it. 

So fuck that noise about The American Dream and does it still exist. The question itself feels 

offensive. The real question worth asking is if America itself is dead. We’re talking America as a 

http://www.businessinsider.com/social-mobility-is-on-the-decline-and-with-it-american-dream-2017-7
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concept, as an image, as an ideal. This is an important question. The USA exists more as a set of 

symbols than it does a country. The USA is a flag; it is a series of myths. The words we think of 

when we try to define America—Freedom, Liberty, Justice—are so vague as to almost have no 

meaning at all. I have my idea of America, you have yours, somebody else has theirs, and all of 

these can completely different. In fact, they can completely contradict one another. In 21st 

century America it feels like none of us can agree on what anything means, and that’s the 

defining idea of America. To some people freedom means inventing a better smartphone, other 

times it means grabbing a gun and shooting everyone you see until you either run out of bullets 

or someone shoots you dead, either way I guess you could say we’re a nation of people who 

aren’t afraid to dream big. 

The point being, I guess, that these ‘uniquely American’ ideas seem ridiculous today. Justice? 

Liberty? Opportunity? Are you fucking kidding me? The only American ideals I see today are 

greed & violence. You can tell a lot about a group of people by the things they hold sacred. In 

21st century America there are only two things that you aren’t allowed to criticize without 

repercussions. One is the police, and the other is the military. And any society that worships the 

military & police the way we do is one that has at least nine of its ten toes firmly dipped in the 

swimming pool of fascism. 

We’ll get back to the f-word in a minute, but we need to focus on how depraved & corrupt this 

country is. What other American ideals are out there? Democracy? The USA works to make it as 

difficult as possible for poor people to vote. 51% of US workers make under $30,000 a year, but 

only 17% of those workers voted in the 2016 election. This is by design. In 2017, the USA is 

defined by its lack of democracy, its lack of freedom, its underfunded shitty schools, its shitty 

healthcare, its corruption, its crumbling infrastructure. 

Opportunity for all? Our government subsidizes energy companies and megacorporations. That 

has nothing to do with free markets and it sure as fuck has nothing to do with capitalism, let 

alone America. American banks are dependent on public subsidies. If they fail, the government 

will bail them out. That isn’t capitalism, it’s the taxpayers assuming all the risk for someone’s 

gambling addiction. 

Freedom of Speech? Tell that to the people facing a prison sentence for merely being at a 

political protest where some windows got broken—as if more property doesn’t get destroyed 

every time a college football team wins a championship. If we aren’t free to protest, if we aren’t 

free to say what we believe, to speak out against what we see as injustice, then there is no 

freedom of speech. And if there’s no freedom of speech then America as we once imagined it no 

longer exists. 

I mean, what kind of free society demands that its citizens worship a fucking flag? 

The United Nations is aghast at the poverty in this country, to the point of calling it a human 

rights violation. And I quote: 

http://www.motherjones.com/politics/2017/12/the-republican-overseeing-the-alabama-election-doesnt-think-voting-should-be-easy/
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http://www.newsweek.com/alabama-un-poverty-environmental-racism-743601?utm_campaign=NewsweekTwitter&utm_source=Twitter&utm_medium=Social


“The idea of human rights is that people have basic dignity and that it’s the role of the 

government—yes, the government!—to ensure that no one falls below the decent level. Civilized 

society doesn’t say for people to go and make it on your own and if you can’t, bad luck.”  

You can almost hear your fellow Americans, your congresscritters, your elected officials, your 

self-employed libertarian chucklefucks, your Silicon Valley innovators, scoffing at such an idea. 

This isn’t a country ‘by the people, for the people.’ This country is currently run by oligarchs, for 

oligarchs. They run the government and dictate its policies. That recent tax cut? 75% of 

Americans are against it, but that doesn’t matter. There is no economic justice in America today. 

And an unjust economy creates an unjust society, and an unjust society creates an unjust 

economy. Place those two ideas in a circle, a feedback loop, a hellish escher ramp that creates a 

feeling of inevitability, a deliberate breeding of cynicism & hopelessness that ensures we will 

never escape. 

That cynicism & hopelessness will have consequences, possibly too dark to imagine. The history 

of this country, and esp. the events in this country since 9/11 have demonstrated that a 

significant number of americans will happily tolerate the murder of their fellow citizens—by 

overzealous policemen, by drone attack—in the belief that these murders make them, as white 

people, as wealthy people, safer. The death & suffering of others—the non-white, the non-binary 

gendered, the poor—only adds to their fantasy that they are special, that America is a good place 

b/c America loves them. The most patriotic among us have little more than fear & contempt for 

most of their fellow Americans; they hate the people who live in the country they love. That is to 

say, they worship the state. 

The future of this country is far less stable than people realize. 

Whether we’re willing to admit it or not, all of us are living under a system of terror. We either 

live under the boot of authority, or we are passionately licking & cleaning its boot with our 

tongue. Some of us manage to do both at the same time. 

I need to be clear about something. This country feels so utterly & irredeemably fucked, but 

solutions do exist. It is possible to imagine a scenario where things could get better. Protests 

work. There is power in numbers, in union, in solidarity. If people work together, if people make 

sure they’re able to vote, if we make the effort as citizens to change this country, there’s a 

possibility things could get better. Just because a particular future feels inevitable doesn’t mean 

you have to willingly go along with it. The system has always been rigged against the powerless. 

Organizing & activism can change this country for the better. There have been enormous 

positive changes in this country, even in the past 50 years. 

But just because something is possible, doesn’t mean it’s going to happen. And while it’s possible 

to imagine a scenario where things get better, that doesn’t mean it will. I mean, it’s possible to 

imagine a scenario where the San Diego Padres win the World Series next year, or where this 



book sells a million copies, or where Charles Koch is visited by three ghosts this christmas eve 

and decides to change the error of his ways. 

The sad fact is that while it’s incredibly easy to move this country further to the right, to serve 

the interests of the powerful, it takes years, even decades of struggle, to win small, incremental 

victories for the powerless. And the process of fighting for these victories is met by all kinds of 

violence, injustice, suffering, and murder (see US labor struggle, early 20th century; Civil Rights 

movement, mid-20th century). 

Even if we make it through the Trump years with our systems of government intact, a template 

has been established: a path to implementing fascism while convincing the general population—

enough of them, at least—that they are the freest people on earth. 

The truth is, all of us are fucked in some form or another. The problem is that half of us don’t 

know that we’re fucked, and the other half don’t know why we’re fucked. We live in a stark 

dystopia of ignorance & suffering. Everything around us is atrophy. To be an American at the 

end of the 21st century’s second decade is to be a 300lb flesh sac filled w/chemicals & lard, 

consumed by misplaced anger. 

The future is despair. Our inheritance is death. Soon this country will be a third-world 

backwater that starves its citizens and electrocutes its dissidents. Or should I say, it will become 

more so than it already is. To believe otherwise, is to be a small child telling one’s self glorious 

fantasy in order to calm one’s anxiety long enough to sleep. In this sense, we are a nation of 

dreamers furiously scratching lottery tickets we know will never pay off, just so we can indulge 

our fantasy, so we can allow ourselves to imagine a better future—a better reality, a better 

world—than this sad sick parade of lies & injustice that is 21st century american life. Deep down 

we are certain that change isn’t possible. And anyone who tells you any different is trying to sell 

you something. 

For most of us our fate is endless alleys & dust and a slow death from a curable disease. The 

future is blood, unfathomable amounts needlessly spilled. The country, as we have known it, as 

we once imagined it, is dead. 

 

 

 

 

 



Eplilog - Xmas In Tennessee 
 
I’ve come to Wendy’s to escape my wife’s family. I didn’t want to go to Wendy’s, I wanted 
something more substantial, but I also wanted a place w/internet access, b/c in the past two 
days all my information about the outside world has come from a TV in the kitchen that’s always 
on, and always turned to Fox News. 
 
The Wendy’s is in Gray; Brigette’s grandparents are in Gray. I’m not being poetic. This is the 
name of a town in TN just outside Johnson City. Maybe it’s less gray during the summertime. I 
wouldn’t know. I only come here at christmas. 
 
I can feel a meanness in this room, a sense of defeat mixed w/barely contained violence. Half the 
people here look like they’re on opiates. Their skin is sallow and they stagger as they walk. It is 
three days before christmas, and it’s possible some of these people are just stopping off I-26 on 
their holiday travels. Some of these people may never be here again. 
 
A young guy sits over in the corner or the room watching something on his phone as he eats, and 
b/c he isn’t wearing earplugs, the rest of the room can also hear it. I can’t make out what the 
person in the video is saying—the whole thing sounds like a harsh trebly screech—but I can 
make out that they’re excited. The guy is dressed in camouflage from head to toe including his 
baseball cap, though he looks more like someone who’s hunted more often than he hunts. 
 
He also looks like someone who is deeply haunted, and capable of haunting others. 
 
After several false starts, the Wendy’s wi-fi eventually gives up and refuses to work. So much for 
keeping abreast of current events. Nothing to do but eat my double burger and look out the 
window, or around the room. Every now and then someone comes in who doesn’t look like they 
have less than 3 yrs to live. They drive a car that is large & expensive. They have at least two 
children. Everyone in the family is dressed in that uniquely southern aristocracy style of clothing 
that is incredibly expensive while also looking incredibly boring—khakis, jeans, sweaters, polo 
shirts, sweatpants, sneakers. All of it the highest end of the low-end, i.e. the most expensive stuff 
you can find in the local Kohl’s, or Belk, or Bealls. 
 
They ooze comfort & obliviousness, cruelty dispensed as an afterthought, as natural as 
breathing, so natural they don’t even realize they do it. They are insulated by their religion, by 
their christ, and by the dominant cultural tradition in the US south where no one ever addresses 
anything honestly & directly. 
 
The wealthy are dumb, and the wealthy are weak. The wealthy are cruel, and the wealthy are 
deeply, profoundly strange while also managing to be unspeakably dull. 
 
A lady suddenly taps me on my upper arm, startling me. With total sincerity, she wishes me a 
merry christmas. Maybe b/c I’m eating alone, maybe b/c I’m typing on a laptop, she thinks I’m a 
sad lost soul who’s alone at xmas. Either way, I nearly flinched out of my seat when she touched 
me, and she seemed either not to notice or care. I mumble a flustered thank you and then watch 
her as she leaves. Her husband is already on his way out to the car, a recent model Lexus that 
looks like it could drive over a Honda Civic w/o having to slow down. I look around the room. 
Children are screaming as generic xmas songs play over the thin round speakers. Machines are 
beeping. Everyone around me is numbed, and nobody is dreaming. The rest of the world no 
longer exists, and never in my life have I felt such a yawning gulf between my thoughts & the 



thoughts of others. Or maybe it’d be more accurate to talk about my own thoughtlessness & the 
thoughtlessness of others.  
 
My stomach begins to burn again. The ulcer is worsening. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


