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Causal Friday 
Vivian Kearns

Suddenly something happened then suddenly it didn’t.
One summer I spent working turned into six or seven.
My old man, big on foundations, told me toil’d build character
But I only built frustrations and weak knees from day-in 
day-out praying for a break. I worked my wrists arthritic,
too stiff to write down why, too busy laying waste to
ever-sprawling durations of my own drawling life
to notice every chance I had to really love crawling by.
Remember when you were one more thing for which I’d no time?
You didn’t know how taxed I was, stuck behind my nine to five
so you found another lover for whom there was no struggle,
who, unlike me, could afford to stay home all day and cuddle.
So not for want of labor do I write you still. 
It’s more of a reminder of what it took to pay the bills
and distinctions in people I don’t want to believe in.
Like how, to me, your parents’ house was always a mansion.
Or how, growing up, other kids languished summers in romance,
had pool parties and keggers, exotic sojourns to France
while I was doing anything to not become a beggar,
sometimes soiling truths about myself that made me different.
Missed passing flirty glances dirtying my hands for some
corporate mogul’s benefit. I got sick enough of it
to quit six jobs a season, lost track of all the reasons
I’d worked in the first place: dreams of slightly better days,
new cars and paid vacations, uncashed-in-on escape plans.
To Paris! And a life there that stopped waiting for me and
To Paris, my sincerest embarrassment for being
American and too scared to run from wage slavery.



1/13/14
by E.Malchiodi

 I got home from work today and saw three 
articles about police officers doing horrid things. 
The first was about an ex-cop that shot somebody in a 
movie theater because they were texting; the second 
was about a Sergeant that pulled a gun on a teenager 
in a McDonalds drive-thru because it was taking too 
long; the third was about two Los Angeles cops that 
got off for beating a schizophrenic homeless man to 
death. What is going on? 
 The worst part is that these aren’t isolated 
incidents. It’s not like the police don’t violate 
people’s rights on an hourly basis. There are 
thousands of videos on YouTube where cops beat 
people up, violate civil rights, and are just being 
terrible. I even saw a video recently where a police 
officer, wearing a small camera, shot somebody in the 
head. It was like watching a real-life first person 
shooter. It reminded me of the Atlanta Security 
Guard videos that were popular last year. If you 
haven’t seen those, it’s about a rent-a-cop at the 
Metro Mall (like a mixture of Flea World and the 
Magic Mall here in Orlando) in Atlanta, Georgia that 
kicks people out for selling drugs or stealing—
except he tazes them and has even pulled a real gun 
on some. He was wearing a GoPro or a smaller camera, 
capturing entire incidents and possibly making a few 
bucks through monetizing his uploads on YouTube. 
Sometimes it’s like he was instigating violence, 
just so he could post it on WorldStarHipHop.com. 
I hate to admit that I like that site but I do. I 
can’t avoid the spectacle. 
 Like I said, cops beating the shit out of 
people isn’t new. Cops killing people without real 
provocation isn’t new either. Shit, authority 
figures maiming or killing people goes back to the 
beginnings of human civilization. I used to watch 
videos online of cops violating people’s right 
before there was a YouTube. I remember watching some 
horrible things on Consumption Junction. Is that 
still a thing? I actually hope not. 



 What I’m really questioning here is why the 
media is all over this suddenly? It’s not like they 
haven’t covered police violence before but it’s 
been a while, probably since the Rodney King trial, 
that I’ve seen reporting like this, with this level 
of intensity. Back then, people didn’t like the 
verdict and destroyed a section of Los Angeles. I’m 
curious what they’ll do nowadays, whether they’ll 
break things or just eat it, go home, and bitch on 
Facebook. 
 I remember people at work saying there’d 
be riots if George Zimmerman was found innocent. 
Nothing happened. I doubt anything will happen in 
Los Angeles because we’re a nation of ballsacks. 
I’m using the term ballsack because I find pussy to 
be inaccurate, as a vagina is very tough while the 
testes are quite fragile. It seems like a byproduct 
of a patriarchal society. I’m not trying to be 
politically correct, just accurate. 
 I don’t deny that I’m a ballsack, too. I’m 
not going to go out and riot over most anything. I 
have a job and enjoy my jail-free life. I’m skinny 
and weak. As much as I despise the police, I rely 
on them to keep me safe. Granted, I don’t have very 
expensive things but I’m typing this on a laptop. 
I don’t know the going rate for crack but I’m sure 
this device could keep somebody high for a day or 
two. This thing could fund a family’s food bill for 
a few weeks probably, provided they’re willing to 
cook and not spend the cash on McDonalds. McDonalds. 
McDonalds. I get paid every time I type that. 
 That was probably insensitive. McDonalds. I 
don’t really care. I’m gainfully employed and while 
I don’t make much I make enough. And I’m white. And 
I live in Florida. That combination is helpful in a 
place like this, where people like George Zimmerman 
can kill an unarmed black kid, pull a gun on his 
soon to be ex-wife, and then get another girlfriend 
and physically threaten her, too. That’s insanity. 
How did that guy get another girlfriend? He’s not 
very attractive and his face was everywhere for the 
last two years, connected to killing a minor and 
marrying a fat girl from Lake Mary High. 



 I wonder if the media (McDonalds) is trying 
to instigate something, start some riots so people 
will watch their channels again. I don’t watch the 
news. I don’t even have cable and I don’t miss it. A 
few months ago I wrote about how I got anxious while 
watching commercials in a hotel room and I wasn’t 
trying to be dramatic. OK, maybe a little, but I did 
honestly get anxious. I started pacing the room. The 
television was yelling at me and the more I watched 
cable news while I was on vacation last autumn the 
more paranoid and nervous I became. Moving away 
from watching traditional television, especially 
the news, has calmed me down a bit. I stopped 
giving a shit about the economy, since I still have 
Netflix, a computer, and most importantly a job. I 
have the money necessary to pay for shelter, food, 
electricity, and still have a little left over to 
fuck around and save up for when I’m old and need an 
undereducated nurses aide turn me over so I don’t 
die like Superman did all those years ago. The 
lesson here: never ride a horse. 
And always eat McDonalds. M-c-D-O-N-A-L-D-S.





Plastic Birth
Rachel Fox

Gyrations
can change
a life. Ideas
previously
ink in the tube
struggle to take
hold as they flow 
towards electric fruitfulness
to cease stagnation 
as motion begins.
Cells split, collide,
weave, divide inside
phallic plastic
cribs. The liquid 
flowing brain
hopes to induce 
neutralization of 
the flaming modern 
womb’s whisper 
spirit. Synthetic 
sleep captures the
abomination within 
that android 
tomb.

Wee hints of rumble tumble here.
The seed laces coarsely round
 the back. Commingled
   minds all whip
          forth towards hazardous
                labor.









 1/11/14

 I’ve spent all weekend watching John Waters 
movies. Since 1964, Waters has directed 14 full-
length films and a few short movies. Every single 
one takes place in Baltimore. I work with a lady 
originally from Baltimore and she’s never seen a 
single one. She’s heard of Hairspray and Cry Baby 
but hasn’t watched them. I thought about lending her 
Polyester but then realized she’d think I was insane 
and possibly fire me. 
 In his heyday, Waters was a purveyor of 
everything trashy. His first large scale success, 
Pink Flamingos, was hailed as the most disgusting 
thing ever committed to film; Roger Ebert called 
it, “depraved and disgusting,” refusing to give 
it a rating because Pink Flamingos, “should be 
considered not as a film but as a fact, or perhaps as 
an object.” I disagree with Ebert and thankfully he 
can’t say anything in rebuttal because he’s dead. 
 Pink Flamingos is a brilliant piece of shit, 
like a golden turd found in a pile of diarrhea 
left by the homeless in back of the downtown Pita 
Pit after drinking two bottles of Wild Irish Rose. 
The horrible acting coupled with the absurdly 
hilarious dialogue works as the best satire of film 
I’ve ever seen. Instead of trying to make a movie 
audiences can take seriously, Waters made the polar 
opposite—a film that exploits every taboo in the 
movie industry and uses the worst acting possible 
to show the ridiculousness of sitting and watching 
something that’s made primarily for profit with art 
as a secondary byproduct. He glorifies crime and 
celebrates outsider acting. I guess I can understand 
why most people haven’t seen his movies. 
 I started watching John Waters movies with 
the audio commentary. He’s very personable and 
extremely funny. He jokingly refers to himself as 
mentally deranged but I question that. Waters grew 
up in suburban, middle-class Baltimore. It was 
post-World War II, America was prosperous, and in 
many parts of the country black people still had 
to use different bathrooms because whitey thought 



they’d get black diseases. Waters was a gay teenager 
living in an affluent yet bizarrely repressive place, 
stealing Little Richard records and experimenting 
with drugs. Yet, suburbia has its secrets, its 
hidden debaucheries, its fucked up side. Waters had 
to laugh at it, using his buddies (drag queens, 
juvenile delinquents, and drug addicts) to make 
movies. Peculiar, yes but I can’t help but feel 
like his movies are almost anti-movies, like a punk 
version of film. After all, punk started as nothing 
more than first world bitching. You couldn’t play 
Holiday in Cambodia around the Khmer Rouge because 
they’d kill you. Or you were already dead. Punk made 
it possible for anybody to start a band and Waters 
proved that anybody could make a movie, as long as 
they were determined and had a few dollars for 8 or 
16mm equipment. 

 Waters’ middle-class background directly 
influences his rebellion, living in an environment 
where pushing boundaries gained results. He was 
shocking because he could be, because it worked. 
I’ve always thought of punk as a genre where you 
pay money to listen to kids learn to play their 
instruments and that’s what Waters’ early movies 
were—you would watch a movie lacking the finesse 



of Orson Welles or French New Wave directors like 
Jean-Luc Godard but Waters made up for it with 
debauchery and shock value. Over the years, Waters 
became a better director, receiving more money 
and better equipment to make his movies. His only 
mainstream box office success, 1988’s Hairspray, was 
rated PG and cost $2 million (a large move from the 
$25 thousand budget and X rating of 1974’s Female 
Trouble). Stylistically, Hairspray is a better movie 
than anything Waters made in the ‘70s and while I 
love it I can’t help but look at it like Dinosaur 
Jr.’s Green Mind or the later Talking Heads records—
yes, that stuff is great but it lacks the punch, the 
energy, or the creativity that comes from squalor. 
Yet despite the larger budgets of Waters’ later films 
he still managed to be subversive, even while trying 
to gain acceptance with mainstream America. 

 
 Much of what’s in Waters’ early films isn’t 
really outrageous anymore. Their absurdity and 
cleverly funny dialogue keep them from becoming 
artifacts, as the styles in movies like Pink 
Flamingos or Female Trouble have been copied and 
recopied, been correctly and incorrectly used in 
various media, and are now almost archetypes of 
a past age. Last night I mentioned to a friend 
that Robocop is almost 30 years old. He replied by 
saying, “Shit, I’m getting old.” Cyberpunk, although 
incorrect physically but intellectually accurate, is 



older than most people reading this. We don’t walk 
around with mechanically enhanced limbs but we’re 
never without a smartphone. Just like how Robocop 
is nearing middle age, Pink Flamingos is 42 years 
old. There are parents alive now who’s parents were 
toddlers when Divine was eating dog shit for the 
camera on a cold, Baltimore sidewalk just to gross 
people out and sell more tickets. 
 Waters has managed relevancy quite well in the 
21st century. He hasn’t made a film in 10 years but 
he tours constantly, doing a one-man show called 
This Filthy World. There’s a Broadway adaptation 
of Hairspray that was made into a movie where John 
Travolta tries to play Divine. It’s embarrassing. 
Waters also writes articles and books. His next 
book is about hitchhiking across the country in the 
summer of 2012. He’s taken something that wasn’t as 
taboo or dangerous in his youth and is exploiting 
it in a time where everybody fears it. There’s no 
way I’d pick up a hitchhiker. I’m skinny and fairly 
ineffectual against attackers but Waters does it. He 
even brought his own mixtape. 
 I truly wonder if Waters is done making films, 
as the last few he made weren’t profitable. Most of 
the Dreamlanders (Waters’ Baltimore troupe) are dead 
or old: David Lochary died from drugs decades ago, 
Edith Massey died in the ‘80s, Mary Vivian Pearce is 
still alive but old and had brain surgery a while 
back, and Divine died in 1988. She was supposed to 
start on Married…With Children a few days after he 
was found dead.  
 Mink Stole, who has appeared in every Waters 
movie, is still active. Her column, Think Mink, 
appeared in The Baltimore City Newspaper until 2006, 
she still acts in B-movies regularly, and even 
sells autographed 8x10’s on her website. She also 
delivered my favorite line from any Waters movie: “I 
wouldn’t suck your lousy dick if I was suffocating 
and there was oxygen in your balls!” The only thing 
I find funnier from a Waters movie is The Baltimore 
Foot Stomper—Divine’s son in Polyester, who looks 
like an early ‘80s punk and only gets off by sniffing 
glue and stomping on women’s feet. It’s so strange 



it’s funny. 
 In 2012 I met John Waters. Briefly. He was 
performing This Filthy World live in Ft. Lauderdale. 
I landed a press pass and was able to attend the 
after-party. I got him to sign a copy of the book 
Role Models and had a photo taken with him. His 
teeth were very yellow and he looked tired. Somebody 
told me he checked out my ass. I’m not sure if 
that’s true but I like to think it is. After about 
90 minutes of meet and greet, Waters was driven to 
his hotel. I think people were expecting Waters to 
party with them, find a tacky bar, and tell Divine 
stories. He’s a senior citizen now and even though 
he hitchhikes for research I doubt he wants to 
tell them same anecdotes to a group of strangers. 
Even during the show I felt like some of his jokes 
weren’t original, like he has writers. One of the 
bits reminded me of something David Cross did a 
decade ago. I hope he writes all his own material 
but this is show business and I have my doubts. If 
anything, I just hope the stories he tells on stage 
are true.  


















