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by Pachinko - https://www.facebook.com/pachinkoblues



7/30/13 
by E. Machiodi

 The radio was talking about the economy on the way 
home from work. More jobs were created recently but not 
enough full-time ones. They discussed the people dropping 
out of the workforce, frustrated at years of unemployment, 
the median income in 2013 versus 5-10 years ago, Amazon 
adding thousands of new jobs. Eradication never came up. 
People are becoming obsolete. Employment is becoming 
obsolete. 
 Many companies are posting record profits–Apple 
supposedly has $145 billion in cash reserves; Google has 
$50 billion–but that doesn’t mean they’re sharing the 
wealth or creating jobs. They have no reason to, because 
the positions necessary don’t exist. Like I said, people 
are becoming obsolete. 
 My grandma was a switchboard operator for a 
hospital; she was replaced by a computer. I used to work 
at a video store; I was replaced by Netflix. Audits, 
leading to corrections in our system created redundancies, 
where people counting numbers saw their jobs vanish like 
the numbers they were counting. Subdivisions sit empty or 
are being bulldozed to make more subdivisions that will 
sit empty. When people talk about the economy they never 
mention this. 
 I saw a video about making guns with 3D printers. It 
wasn’t the Vice one but a BBC report. I’m too preoccupied 
with Breaking Bad via Netflix and the library’s graphic 
novel collection to watch it. Not too long ago I saw a 
company giving free CAD files for a dildo. If you want the 
vibrator part they’ll sell you the motor. People made 
Freud and Justin Bieber dildos though the templates. That 
kills me. I’m not entirely certain what role 3D printers 
will play in our lives but I feel it’s going to be major. 
They make me think of the replicators on Star Trek: The 
Next Generation. 3D printers are crude in comparison 
but they’re the start of something revolutionary. Maybe 
Soylent Green, made with the surpluses from the dwindling 
workforce. 
 I read an article where punks in Detroit are 
organizing their squats, trying to legitimize them. The 
city is bankrupt. When I was in Amsterdam I went to a 
few shows at a squat called Occii. It had a better sound 
system than Will’s Pub and you could smoke pot at stoner 
metal shows. The punks started squatting there in 1984. 
By 1989 they took over the building legally and started 



a venue. Almost 25 years later and they have hardcore 
shows multiple times a month. The Occii is right outside 
Vondelpark, where it’s legal to have sex off the beaten 
path. I rode my bike through there one day and found an 
independent movie theater where they were screening David 
Lynch movies all month. I didn’t see anybody having sex. 
One night I went on a guided tour of the Red Light 
District where the guide told me heroin was such a problem 
in the ‘70s that junkies were literally sleeping in 
Amsterdam’s gutters. When they allowed coffee shops it 
started changing everything, maybe not immediately but the 
next generation coming of age could legally smoke pot and 
take mushrooms. Now the crime rate is extremely low but 
you can’t buy mushrooms anymore. Instead, they’ll sell you 
a kit to grow your own in a very short time. The legal 
drinking age for beer and wine is 16; you have to be 18 to 
smoke pot or drink liquor. 
 Maybe the answer is for Detroit to legalize 
marijuana. Then again, they should legalize marijuana 
everywhere. Imagine millions of Americans legally smoking 
pot, staying indoors and watching television or playing 
video games, buying content directly from the producers 
over an internet speed slower than South Korea that costs 
way more, having their toilet paper delivered by Amazon 
Prime, their food delivered by Doorstop Delivery or 
possibly made by a 3D Printer (along with their sex toys). 
Then again, how are they going to pay for this with no 
jobs?



by Maegan Wynn
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by Jennifer Medina - http://lulannie.tumblr.com/



by Max Stark - http://maxstark.imgur.com/





My Mother knew the very instant she was going to 
have a girl. 
by Javiera Guarda
 
I can picture her: 
Lips moving in silent prayer

 much like they did when we moved to the states,
palms pressed against rosary beads. 

As a child I wouldn’t understand this supplication 
to a God I still found foreign.  

It would not be until years later 
that I would appreciate this as a dialogue between mothers:  

The one surrendering her world for her children
seeking the one who gave her child to the world 
But now those hands are bead free;
fingers laced over the spot where my not-quite body
struggles to find form.  
Eyes shut so tight that crow’s feet form at the lids’ 
corners 
(an action which under normal circumstance she finds 
completely unacceptable
normally taking thumb and forefinger to keep the skin 
stretched taut
even while laughing
even while crying)  
But now? Now she’s focused. On the spot between the iris and 
the darkness. 
Painting pictures on lid backs,
rolled tight with prayer tongue
 and sent down her spine.
  She is showing me:
This is fire, and this is love; take caution with both.
This is power, and this is faith: you’re supposed to use 
them together. 
And this is art, and this is air…  
Now I have yet to find a difference, 
and ojalá you never will either,
   and never, ever, never let anyone open you like a door:
 simply to gain entry.
But rather as a window. The silent knowledge that they are 
only visiting a world
they cannot wholly possess. 
For the blood you’ll born into
will be the same as those before you
and it will come back to remind you.
And your tears will find solace 
in the oceans of our own.
Hija, that is why they taste like salt water.



 We will talk about oceans. 
Me? I never much liked the clam.
take away the meat, all you have’s an empty shell. 
 
I prefer the conch. 
Endless layers spiraling.
   Hija, 
We will talk about layers.  
For you see I too had a mother,
and she in turn had her own, 
and the name that she wore
will be the name that you wear
And in this way
we will never die. 

Nautilius by Tyler Cooley - http://www.graphicgrafix.com/
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by Russel Kramer



by Vanessa Andrade



Alliteration
by Lauren Wilson

A marksman never meets his maker, but masterfully 
manipulates his motifs mechanically, mind you, 
making more a monstrosity of mounted monuments of 
more misguided monarchy than mind can measure.



$ocial $ecurity Carton by Cody Z.
http://soundcloud.com/pop_nazi
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by Tara Atefi
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