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2/3/14                                       E. Malchiodi

 Somebody mentioned Dog the Bounty Hunter the other 
day. I haven’t watched that show in years. I don’t even know 
why I watched it in the first place. Boredom. Intoxication. 
Ozzy Osbourne does the theme song, talking about the 
“Big Bad Dog.” Dog’s a Midwestern doofus and thinks he’s 
Lorenzo Lamas, the guy from Renegade, a bad syndicated 
show from the ‘90s. Lamas played an outlaw, riding a 
motorcycle through the desert and beating up criminals. 
He’d usually get laid here and there, too. Renegade was 
also part Native American. Dog prides himself on being 
part Native American. I hate when white people claim 
Indian heritage, incorporating it into shitty American 
styles, like wearing a feather in your light blonde hair, 
which in Dog’s case is both a pompadour and a mullet. 

 The premise for Dog the Bounty Hunter is simple: 
white trash bounty hunters fight meth addicts in Hawaii. 
He’s supposed to be bad, bad to the bone, bad to the marrow 
and even down on a genetic level he’s fucking bad. But 
he’s also found Jesus and after aiming a taser or mace 
can at your eyeball he gives you a cigarette and talks 
about God. I use capital G here because Dog (capital D) 
isn’t selling spirituality but his own shitty brand of ex-
biker Christianity. Then he takes you to jail. I’ve never 
seen him go after anybody truly dangerous and doubt he 
actually does. He might’ve before television but not now. 

 My favorite thing about the show, and something they 
never touch on, is that Dog’s not a great bounty hunter. 
It’s not that hard to find somebody on an island. They 
have nowhere to go. Serious drug addicts aren’t going 
to book a flight to the mainland; they’re too busy being 
drug addicts. That’s a full time job. No, Dog goes after 
poor people that smoke ice, which I found out is a purer 
form of meth. Then he basically ties them up and blabs 
about Jesus. I don’t know exactly how bail bonds work but 
I’m sure he makes enough money for pomade and feathers. 
He also has a small fleet of giant SUVs, too. I hope 
he has one of those Terrorist Hunting Permit stickers. 

 I don’t know why I like shitty television shows. 
I just do. I haven’t watched much television in a while 
but I still remember many of the shows I’ve seen. I know 
what’s going on because of coworkers, the grocery store, 
and the Internet. I loathe that I know what celebrities are 
doing because I’m buying orange juice. I don’t really care 
how brave Angelina Jolie is because she’s going to have 



another kid. Honestly, that’s not bravery; it’s satisfying 
your biological imperative. A similar thing happens when 
you put food in your mouth and shit comes out your ass. 
I lifted that from Bill Hicks. That asshole from the 
Transformers movie ripped off comic artist Dan Clowes 
and wore a paper bag on his head to a movie premier the 
other day in mock shame. I saw today that Bill Murray 
said Transformers guy is acting stupidly because his name 
is so terrible. I think that’s funny but why is Google 
News telling me what Bill Murray said about that asshole? 

 It’s annoying that Dog is rich and famous for 
screwing with drug addicts and taking their money. Like 
I said before, being a serious drug addict is a full 



time job. It doesn’t pay well, the 401k is filled with 
despair and probably cancer or hepatitis, you work more 
hours than a lawyer, and you have no time for personal 
relationships. The benefit is free medical care because 
you’re almost always poor. Picking up drug addicts with a 
gang of five or six guys in riot gear touting non-lethal 
weapons (followed by a camera crew) sounds pretty easy. 
Even being skinny and ineffectual like myself I could 
probably take down an ice addict when running around with 
a mob of testosterone riddled rubes. It seems like an 
unfair fight, like if Mike Tyson walked into a nursing 
home, listened to a decaying World War II veteran talk 
about his life, and then beat the living shit out of him. 

 Drugs killed Philip Seymour Hoffman yesterday. People 
online lamented his loss like he was Gandhi. Don’t get me 
wrong, I like Philip Seymour Hoffman’s movies. I loved him 
in P.T. Anderson’s films and the way he said “Dude” in The Big 
Lebowski is still funny. I wonder how these digital mourners 
will react when somebody in their family dies, if they’ll 
devote the same amount of kilobytes to their mother or father.

 Supposedly, Hoffman was into heroin for a long time. 
I heard months ago about how he was going into rehab for 
heroin. Now everybody’s really down on smack, talking 
about how heroin overdoses are on the rise and it’s a 
tragedy when it kills a famous person. Nobody ever mentions 
the successful heroin or opiate stories. When William 
S. Burroughs died after a lifetime of heroin use people 
only questioned why he didn’t die sooner. It’s because he 
wasn’t an idiot about his drugs; it’s also possible he was 
incredibly lucky. Iggy Pop did heroin for decades and gave 
us The Stooges and a few amazing solo albums. Now that 
he’s sober we get terrible Stooges records and he does 
voice work for Nickelodeon shows. Lou Reed did heroin, 
or at least talked about it flirtatiously. Reed’s best 
work was when he was young, romanticizing heroin with The 
Velvet Underground. I’m on the fence about his later work.

 Reed died a few months ago, less than a decade shy of 
a male’s average life expectancy in the United States. I 
think Reed’s collaboration with Metallica is more culpable 
than his decades of drug use. Once again, people dedicated 
gigabytes to Reed, probably terabytes are dedicated to 
Reed online, all of them mourning him like their parents. 
It’s more like when a family cat dies when a celebrity 
goes—they brought you years of joy and companionship but 
are replaceable, just like a Lou Reed album.



 I personally love when people dedicate their vehicles 
to dead people.

There’s nothing more touching and permanent than a car. 
The way it depreciates in value with every passing mile, 
destined to end up in a Bithlo scrapyard, picked over 
for parts. I’m not saying the gesture isn’t sincere but 
it lacks something. Then again, it’s a fairly thrifty 
dedication—I’m sure the vinyl stickers only cost a few 
dollars. It’s way cheaper than a headstone. I hope somebody 
I know dedicates their car to Philip Seymour Hoffman. 
That way, people will drive by them every day, thinking 
they’re related to the dead actor or at least saying, 
“Hey, isn’t that the guy from Boogie Nights? I love him.” 
Just don’t dedicate anything to Dog the Bounty Hunter 
when he croaks. Ok, maybe a line of tributary pomade 
is acceptable, with a free feather while supplies last. 









The Art Of Being Unextraordinary          Taylor M. Cohen

            It’s a cynical world out there for the ill pre-
pared. Among the façade of the present middle class, this 
desperate generation is faced with the ignorant pleasant-
ry of faux-remarkableness. Not one of us in this cycli-
cal society, on this queer planet is exempt from our ego 
or insecurity and as a result of this seemingly obvious 
truth, a person will react in an array of manors. Some 
take these crippling burdens and turn them into undisputed 
masterpieces, the kinds of things that can shape an en-
tire generation, while others find solace in sitcoms and 
stress eating. Am I rambling? I’m rambling. If you haven’t 
gathered yet, let me reveal that I, myself, am among the 
unextraordinary.
            As I lay here on my parents’ couch, a twenty-
three-year-old future has been, I can assure the reader 
that I am an expert on unexceptionality, as well as the 
art of making up words that aren’t actually words. Aside 
from that, however, my talents are relatively sub-par. If 
you are among the remarkable, use this piece to better tol-
erate and understand us simple folk. If you happen to be 
among the troops of us supporting mediocrity, I’m here to 
help you capitalize on your existing skill-set.
            Before anything, let the reader know, and be-
lieve, that your incompetence is no fault of your own. 
Begin by choosing someone to blame, an obvious example be-
ing one’s parents. If I may address the overly supportive 
moms: Moms, don’t be shocked if your former future running 
back, neurosurgeon, certified superstar-astronaut is cur-
rently working at the mall while wasting your hard earned 
money on their third year at community college. It is your 
own overzealousness, praising of C+ness, “Everyone-is-a-
winner-your-father-and-I-are-so-proud-of-you-for-trying-
ness,” that formed such a sedentary citizen in the first 
place. So stop enabling your terrible, nonsensical, par-
ticipation trophy winning, vegan blogging kids, and en-
courage them to start working for the Fortune 500 Company 
of their choice. Some kids get 99% and some kids are des-
tined to be the 99%.
            But the “why?” as we know all too well, is 
never very important. Nature and nurture form a beautiful 
disillusion in our durable, delicate psyches and that’s 
about it. We don’t absolutely know the cause, but we know 
the “is.” We know we exist. To best utilize your gift of 
normalcy, understand that the conning and lying can get 
you far. It may sound revolting, but don’t fret, the mass-
es have become experts at pseudo-intellectuality. We're a 



nation of copiers and pasters; we reiterate memes better 
than anyone could ever well fathom. To make clear my point, 
here are two things that I lie to strangers about watching: 
Shark Week and The Olympics. I reveal to my counterparts 
here and now that I am more likely to be watching reruns 
of Roseanne or The Golden Girls in place of the social 
manditories. Why do I do it? Is it wrong of me not to care 
about these overachievers, entertaining Great Whites and 
competing for metals against the best of the best on this 
entire planet? I'd rather find out for the tenth time why 
Darlene is mad at David or what young stud Blanch is boink-
ing this week.
            Alike deceiving, being a jack-of-all-trades and 
a master of clichés will get the consumer anywhere they 
may wish to be in life. However, once a desired position 
is obtained, whether it concerns career, relationships, 
social standings, or the alternatives, here is where it is 
most typical to be discovered. That is when people become 
mean. They disguise their own insecure inadequacies in 
sheets and drapes of egotistic, self-involved misanthropy. 
This tactic, it works, I know because I’ve seen it with 
the very eyes following the ink on this pad. Don’t succumb 
to this plain, lazy, droll technique. If you want to cre-
ate something of your current standings, you’d be better 
off employing the redundant, played out adage, “fake it 
‘till you make it.” Become an utter deludinoid. Create the 
unadulterated image of your superstar-astronaut space ex-
plorative, quarterback alter ego and live as if he exist-
ed. You will, without any doubt, become this, whether it be 
in outer-space, between padded walls, on social media, or 
beneath tender, bloody eyelids, between bloodshot, dulling 
eyes, you will become your imaginative you.
         Here, I have displayed the most typical, usual, 
obvious tactics for harbuoring and fostering a god-given 
normalcy. It is for this reason that no one would be to 
blame for employing any of them. To me though, being the 
underwhelming, over-loathing, content being that’s become 
me, these options sound blasé and to be frank, super ex-
hausting. The obviousness of righteousness all too often 
falls through the proverbial cracks for most, not for me 
though. I’ve become egomaniacal in this realm. I’m sick 
with it, I thrive on it, I’m the best at it. Someone of my 
stature and head shape would do service to themselves to 
accept that they will never be the smartest, nor the most 
handsome, clever, or interesting. Besides, I just can't 
figure a suitable reward in fooling anyone that would com-
pensate for the anxiety that my pretending would produce. 
It would be enough to send me into a coma and not a nice, 



well deserved, three-day coma either. I cannot fathom 
what's so wrong about enjoying an ordinary meal, ordinary 
clothes, mundane days, or simple experiences shared be-
tween other everyday people. Our sedentary species should 
then take solace in the fact that, thought they can't be 
the greatest, they can be the kindest. Human kindness, 
compassion, and relative empathy, these are the missing 
subjects to creating any sort of society that even resem-
bles functionality. It is also these things that make a hu-
man matter, special, and even kind of wonderful. In a per-
son’s personal quest, it is proper to recognize that there 
isn’t such thing as that. At this point, you know that you 
are unextraordinary, but we? We can be superb. When every 
aspect of your day, week, year, life, is dissected, being 
magnificent is nothing compared to being part of something 
of the same name. 
         My dad once told me about the concept of infinity; 
that everything of every part of what we lazily call “noth-
ingness,” continues on, and on, and further on, for a con-
cept we’ve come to know as “forever.” If this is the case, 
we are all the centre of the universe. It is important to 
understand this of your neighbour as well as of yourself, 
but don’t think too hard. It’s all so much simpler than 
you’re making it. Use your manners, smile at a stranger, 
and remember that you were much, much brighter as a child. 
Knowing these elementary truths is what will indisputably 
tie us all into something that is actually extraordinary. 
Each other. 





It’s Just the Blues                       Nick Sinnott

Mary, you suck me in
like a semi on the sinewy road
down to Asheville

Mary, every second has my stomach
in my throat, like my insides
are going to blow 
right out of my chest

Mary, I’m sorry, January 23rd, 
for every mean word I wrote

Mary, Joan Baez is singing 
where the needle cuts the wax 
and I picture you 
on the stage stark and naked
tremoloing through the night 
and out my window feet first

Mary, what am I going to do

Mary, I still dream 
of Socrates biting at the hose out back, 
the holes in the rubber from his teeth 
five hundred miles and fifty years
from Birmingham

Mary, I’ve been listening
to Miles Davis, just like you said,
and I’ve been swayed by the cool

Mary, I am stuck 
-in a cold war, a papier-mâché 
spacecraft leaking venom
in swirls of purple greens
-in my chute caught on a branch just outside Vierville 
seventeen year old Germans bayoneting 
my guts to ribbons 
-in the red clay Khe Sahn foxholes 
with mortar fire dragging across the hills 

Mary, I’m as sorry as you are

Mary, I’ll never get over Anne’s face in that picture, 
black and white and hair waved 
like she’s peering down from the Annex 
at me biking down the street, as if to ask
why I let the trains leave every Thursday 



for Poland

Mary, I should have told you how good you looked in 
that dress

Mary, my sister had a kid this weekend 
almost six months to the day since John died, 
and I could only think
of his mangled face slammed
full-force against the highway
barrier as I held
all six pounds on my forearm

Mary, my little brother still asks 
where you’ve gone, and I tell 
him to shut the fuck up 
and it hurts, I can see it 

Mary, when are we allowed to get some sleep?

Mary, I’m gaining weight 
by the bubonic ton, by the iron load,    
and I can’t seem to make myself care 

Mary, I already bought a gun
and I’m on my way to Detroit
or Camden to shoot the windows
out of every sunken building

Mary, I’m still locked in
the grip of your thighs, I still
have that trembling teenage fear tucked
away in my boot like a switchblade

Mary, I should’ve said your name out loud more when I 
was talking to you

Mary, did I ever tell you
      
Mary, I think of your breath hot
out of your nostrils against my chest 
when I step outside for a cigarette

Mary, there’s no shore you’re sleeping on 
dripping wet I can reach, no dive bar you’re slouched
down in I’m allowed inside

Mary, the screen door slams 
and you’re still on the front porch, 
no closer to my front seat







Voter Literacy Test                        Joshua King 
       
State yr name. Yr present address. The place & date of 
yr birth.

a) My gender blooms
b) YES, it is possible to describe
c) On February 13, 1258,
d) My Holy Torturer
e) There is in fact, no way back either to the wolf or 
to the child.

Please read aloud. A single word, mispronounced, will 
disqualify you for the purposes of this test.

a) like a desert flower my slow
b) the perverse insistence of my body
c) the Mongols sacked Baghdad. Destruction
d) lets himself in thru the back gate
e) From the very start there is no innocence & no 
singleness.

In the space below draw three circles, one inside 
(engulfed by) the other.

a) pollen settles over the cooling dunes,
b) on the imitation of the actions
c) reigned for 7 days. The caliph was trampled.
d) i am home invaded
e) Every created thing, even the simplest, is already 
guilty, already multiple.

Spell backwards forwards

a) the rest of me dissolves,
b) of the bodies that surround it
c) The library was burned. &then flooded. "The ink of 
scholars
d) by the reflexive properties
e) It has been thrown into the muddy stream of being & 
may never more swim back again to its source.



True or False: Women may now serve on juries in Florida 
State Courts.

a) into mirrors.
b) as pathetic and feeble --
    -- but I'd prefer u didn't.
c) is worth more than the blood of martyrs." 
    Baghdad has never recovered.
d) of capital
e) The way to innocence, to the uncreated & to God leads 
on, not back, not back to the wolf or to the child, but 
ever further into sin, into human life.

LINES E TAKEN FROM HERMAN HESSE'S "STEPPENWOLF" USED 
WITH SPECTRAL PERMISSION MY COPYRIGHT WAS INEVITABLE 









STATE FAULTS – Resonate/Desperate              David Norman

 STATE FAULTS first caught my attention with their de-
but EP. Twas nothing to write home about, with the excep-
tion of “Tigerlilly”, which was an absolute jaw-dropper 
of a song. The band then released the ‘Desolate Peaks’ LP 
which, although decent, didn’t really grab me the way I 
expected it to - with only 2-3 songs that really drew me 
in.
 Last year the band dropped ‘Resonate/Desperate’ 
which, damn my excessive folder of new music, I let sit 
until January of 2014 because I expected it to be good, 
but not mind-blowing. How wrong I was. Had I properly lis-
tented to this in 2013 it would have easily climbed into 
the best LPs of last year. I was so upset with myself for 
sleeping on this that I actually messaged the band and 
apologized. Because I’m weird.

I should proba-
bly talk about the 
band’s sound. Think 
epic Raein-meets-At 
The Drive In hazy/
noodly guitars that 
weave through massive 
breakdowns, solos, 
driving chords and 
twinkly bits. There’s 
even a little Cave 
In, Gifts From Enola 
and Codeseven spacey 
guitars stealing the 
instrumental spot-
light for at least a 
few songs - “Incan-
tations” and “Disin-
tegration” come to 
mind. The bass and 

drums are as thick as Putin’s skull and really carry the 
transitions and breakdowns.  The singer has always been 
above average, but he’s at the top of his game, both vo-
cally and lyrically, as the guy continues to shred his 
voice on a grater with each passing track. By the time 
“Old Wounds” rounds out the 11 tracks it’s a wonder that 
he hasn’t , out his vocal chords in a plume of dust. The 
closest comparison I can make of his voice is Raein crossed 
with Van Johnson, but he tops even those phenomenal bands.
  Standout tracks include 9 of the 11 tracks on the 
album. That’s fucking insane. My personal favourites in-
clude “Ultima” and its drop in the solo about halfway 



nosleepsampler.com/album/resonate-desperate

through the song, the opening vocals in “Wildfire” and the 
deep build of “Disintegration”. The latter track coupled 
with “Amalgamation” also exemplify how to properly do the 
low/high dual screaming vocals. For a heavy record, the 
instrumentals have a lot of chill bits, but they work won-
derfully. Seriously, get this album.

95% - easy.







Literally Adding Insult to Injury            Sally Hansen

I create the content you wish was your life. With the right 
framing, every night is a party, just add water (Pabst Blue 
Ribbon is an acceptable substitute). The transition from 
consumer to creator has its perks, for sure, but all the 
alcohol and bottle rockets in the world don’t make nights 
spent alone sting any less. There is a giant, invisible 
middle finger from the universe saying Fuck You and then 
Listen To This as you have to take a piss sans earplugs 
and hear the throes of passion seeping out from under the 
cracks of every bedroom door. It’s all expected but to hear 
those throes in progress makes them more real, commits 
them to memory, and it’s enough to blow your brains out. 

 Everyone must think that life doesn’t go their way. I 
don’t know a single person who says they perceive themselves 
to have “good luck” except with bargains on things like bar 
drinks or garage sales. And as much as I become invested in 
self-sufficiency as a path to happiness, the urge to put my 
lips on someone else’s is a persistent itch on the area of 
my back I cannot scratch. Platonically seated next to one 
another with a comfortable (increasingly uncomfortable) 
space between my right thigh and your left, I can feel my 
face heat up, my whole Self flush with nervous blood. “A 
solder bridge occurs when two solder joints have melted 
together, forming an unintended connection between the 
two.” Projection has a lot to do with it. Every inch of my 
Self anticipates physical contact, fucking aches for it, 
is embarrassingly responsive 
toward every small movement 
tracked in its peripherals. 
There’s something to be said 
of someone you fuck but also 
do karaoke with. But I’ve 
found “funny” don’t fly. A 
flawless public rendition of 
The Thong Song will leave you 
drunk and alone for the nth 
time in months. At least it 
looks like I have fun.





Falling Through the Floor with Cockroaches in C Minor
                                             Vivan Kearns

 Everyone knows what's going on. They have an idea 
anyways. Friday is when the knife guy comes and takes all 
the knives and replaces them with sharpened ones. Fuck-
your-day-up sharp. Even though she's a lesbian, Jessie 
thinks he's hot. I think he's greasy looking, scheming, 
a predator. Something about the eyes. I like to watch 
where people's eyes go when they're talking to you or 
don't know you're watching. Sometimes when they do. Like 
how Clarisse, the owner, looked at the knife guy on his 
way out and I don't know if she saw me seeing it. If she 
wanted me to. But I see a lot of looks between people and 
I mostly keep my conjectures to myself. Run into trou-
ble voicing certain theories. Because everyone thinks 
they know what's going on. Between the owners, with the 
banks, with the whole future of the restaurant and wher-
ever that leaves us that run it. See, Clarisse and Sean 
used to be a couple. I wasn't around back then, when they 
opened the place up together, so I don't claim to know 
what all led up to things being in the state they are 
now. This is what I do know: Sean. Freckly, geeky, tim-



id but with attempted composure, attempted manly poise. 
An upstart entrepreneur of sorts, values hard work above 
all else. Well traveled, well spoken, still enjoys dick 
and fart jokes. Has seen Run Ronnie Run more times than 
you can count with your fingers and toes. Clarisse: Drop 
dead gorgeous babe of the porcelain white, hoity-toity, 
upper crust variety. Maintains a clever ruse that she is 
not of the aforementioned variety. A strong-willed, mo-
tivated businesswoman deeply concerned with appearances. 
Well groomed, well mannered, fascinated by the exotic, by 
modernity. Never gets angry, upset, annoyed or sad. Licks 
her lips calculatedly, with a cold, practiced precision, 
at just the right time.
 Dylan is one of the old staff who's been here since 
the beginning. Dylan's as old as Sean and Clarisse, in 
his late thirties, but just works in the kitchen. Always 
has. His family is from my home country, so I get along 
with him better than anyone else. Once while I was wash-
ing dishes he was eating a sandwich perched on the edge 
of the mop sink by the dishwasher. A unique habit of his. 
He told me he once dated a man who identified as a woman. 
“Wow! Thats's...interesting,” I did really mean that, I 
just couldn't find the word.
 “Betcha wouldna guessed that about me, huh?" He bit 
the sandwich, skinny elbows triangulating with his face, 
the plate on his lap catching bits of tomato and tempeh, 
drips of dijon dressing. “Yeah I met her back when I was 
playing the Dungeon every week with my noise rock band,” 
he said through a mouthful of mashed bread.
 I asked, “what's mayonnaise rock?”
 He swallowed and said, “No no no, my noise rock 
band is what I said.”
 “What's noise rock?” 
 “To me,” he said, standing up, suddenly proclama-
tory, “it is the ultimate musical culmination of experi-
mental freedoms. Of art, music, rock and roll, everything 
man. It's everything and it's anything.” I nodded along, 
trying to understand. “We were called Hypertension. I 
played sax. We had this song with this part that was 
like,” Dylan started blaring through an invisible saxo-
phone, trumpeting noises through pursed lips. A portly 
guy with long graying hair and yellow skin popped into 
the dish pit from the employees only door. Dylan's face 
lit up. “Holy fuck! Jackie?” Dylan threw down the pretend 
saxophone and ran past me into a flying hug at the portly 
guy. “Aw shit man, how are you? Are you alright, how've 
you been, fuck it's been so long.”
 “Alright man. Hangin in there, y'know?” He was 



looking, it seemed, at the grout between the floor tiles.
 Just then, Dylan seemed to remember I was in the 
room. “Oh yeah, J.T. this is Vivian, Vivian this is J.T.” 
Dylan displayed J.T. to me, who stuck out his hand for a 
shake.
 J.T. was old crew too, but he'd been in and out of 
the hospital for over a year for an unknown illness that 
was destroying his liver and kidneys. He and Dylan were 
best friends back before, lived together down the street 
when the restaurant opened. I can't say exactly why they 
stopped being best friends. This is what I do know. 
Dylan: Hip, sexy, new ager. Curly blond with mint green 
eyes, enviable tan, radiating health. Finger on the pulse 
of every trend. Music. Clothes. Movies. Knows tantric sex 
moves, delights in regaling you with them. J.T.: Nervous, 
fattish and sickly. Retired his coolness before it was 
cool. Mumbly and reserved. Carries rain clouds and a grey 
pallor with him at all times. Has a reverence for tradi-
tion, wisdom, oldness in general.
 J.T. fell in love with Deborah, a girl who worked 
the register at the restaurant up until her and Dylan 
had sex and all of their relationships became unbearably 
tense. Deborah...Deborah. Inconsequential...or is she? 
Deborah came in that day I got hurt on the knife and let 
go because according to Clarisse “Sean wouldn't pay the 
workers' comp” according to Sean, “Clarisse never put 
you on the insurance,” and even though J.T. threw a fit 
because “back in the day everyone had a say in who got 
hired and fired.” Jessie was nodding along, but I saw she 
was looking at me, not at what happened to my hand, and I 
don't know with what intent.
 My favorite part of the restaurant is this piano in 
the dining room. Sometimes professionals come and play 
for events. Occasional customers will use it to impress 
girls, or kids who are terrible but wonderful at the same 
time will pound away on it their insatiable desire for 
self-expression. I don't really play but I had lessons as 
a child and I remember my C minor scale. I've got a knack 
for remembering specific things, plus I just like the way 
it sounds. Every night after close I'll finish mopping and 
play C minor for fifteen minutes or so while I wait for 
Justine, the night manager, to finish up so she can lock 
the door and I can walk her to her car because it's night 
and the only parking is across the street and I know 
she's afraid. Friends of hers around here have been ac-
costed and followed and once even assaulted. The restau-
rant has wooden floors that resound noticeably with chords 
in C minor. If I play a particular chord in the lowest 



octave with enough force you can feel the floor panels 
vibrate wildly. Once Justine was walking into the din-
ing room as I played it and said, “I swear one day this 
floor'll collapse beneath us.” Here's the thing: I don't 
know how to say the things I'm thinking, sometimes. I 
lack the language. So I keep playing different chords and 
maybe one day she'll feel differently about me. 
 Cockroach is a word we're not supposed to say. The 
restaurant's walls are paper thin; guests can hear ev-
ery hushed utterance mumbled in the kitchen. If you find 
a cockroach living or dead, it is evidence of a nearby 
cockroach civilization. Cockroaches only go out alone to 
forage and scout—they  are naturally social insects. We 
call them “guests” or “friends” when we find them, which 
is what we call customers too. If you find one alive at 
the restaurant you are supposed to dispose of it with the 
least fuss possible. This became quite difficult for Dylan 
during a period when he'd taken up Zen Buddhism. He'd 
spend twenty minutes escorting one bug to the nearest 
patch of greenery and almost lost his job, Sean having no 
tolerance for mysticism, especially if it infringes on 
productivity.  
 The store gets busy. Super busy. Line-out-the-door-
all-day busy. The kitchen printer spits out tickets with 
a soft electric gurgle. Sweat and lettuce fly through the 
air, litter the floor. On good days the kitchen is noisy 
with the clink of dishes and manic joking between staff. 
We sing along to dumb pop songs we hate on the radio, 
laughing and acting goofy. On bad days, no one talks and 
only the oppressive whir of industrial cookware exits the 
kitchen. It is these days when we most relish our mo-
ments fresh off the clock. Drinking, smoking cigarettes, 
letting out frustrations. When everyone's gone home and 
it's just me and Justine or J.T. like it was this time, I 
like to read to them things I've written, especially if 
I wrote it on break that day. It seems more relevant to 
them, even if it's not.
 “Major media outlets seem like a web of the same 
propaganda. Especially the news, which blasts trite ba-
nalities into explosive political scandals or else mysti-
fies otherwise lucid bondage of the masses to a globalized 
police-state consumer-based military industrial complex. 
Their foes, the 'liberal' media, spout tragedies like 
stream of consciousness dream-painting, thickening the 
palette of illusion. On the internet we find mostly dis-
enfranchised amateurs paraphrasing hearsay into criti-
cal theory, some who are perhaps only fulfilling the role 
of doomsayer to discredit the act of doomsaying. Israel, 



Vietnam, Watergate, 9/11, MK Ultra, Rothschild, Roswell, 
Pyramids, Maya Calendar. We are inundated with unanswers 
to the shadowy goings-on of the power struggle.” Justine 
and J.T. look at me, slightly agape. “There's more, not 
exactly finished but...”
 “Go on,” J.T. says.
 “It's long is all.”
 “Read it,” Justine this time. 
 “We once accepted Democracy as a global political 
doctrine but our worldview has shifted. Conspiracy re-
places Democracy as paradigm. With this comes compla-
cence, or rather, new ignorance to a hidden worldview 
occluded by our own acceptance of a dark unseeable po-
litical realm of which every organism is an interrelated 
part but not every organism has control of or even a say 
in. And despite whatever may seem clear about even this 
writing, I feel it is a product of the political forces 
in my life and therefore lacks the language to express 
the way it is oppressed by these systems without which 
there would not even be the language to express the lack 
of the language.”
 
 We had a staff meeting once, before. It was after 
close so myself, Justine, and J.T. were still mopping in-
side when Clarisse showed up with Jessie, Cheyenne, and 
Wesley (her inner circle, so to speak, of older staff). 
Cheyenne and Wesley were these radical hippie types, a 
sister and younger brother, respectively. Cheyenne, a 
heavy set lady with dreadlocks and bits of skull and yarn 
and other voodoo for hair, always in multi-tiered gowns 
of hemp and other sustainably sourced fabrics. Wesley, 
this perpetually stoned bearded guy in flip flops and a 
tie-dye shirt or robe. We arranged the patio chairs into 
a circle. By the time everyone had arrived it was dark 
except for the faint pollution of streetlights. Fatigued, 
I retreated to a sleepy corner of the patio where perhaps 
I'd doze off unnoticed. 

(The meeting ends up splayed quite symbolically. SEAN and 
CLARISSE at the same end of the circle separated by Jan, 
the gardener. To CLARISSE's right: CHEYENNE, WESLEY, JES-
SIE. To SEAN's left: DYLAN, J.T., DEBORAH, JUSTINE, and 
finally TYRONE, another old staff member who'd gone part 
time a while back and only really worked once a week)

SEAN: (fidgeting, looking at his hands as he laces them 
together different ways, sitting forward like a dad apol-
ogizing to a crying daughter) I want to start this meet-



ing off by explaining its objectives and setting ground 
rules. The purpose of this meeting is to elucidate the 
future of the restaurant, and of Clarisse and my rela-
tionship as business owners. This is not a forum for 
venting frustrations, hashing out old grudges, or working 
out any kind of personal grievances. This is a business 
meeting and as such I want all questions and comments to 
regard only restaurant matters. I want this to be fair 
and I want everyone to feel safe speaking their mind but 
again, this is not a forum for interpersonal drama. This 
is a business meeting. Clarisse and I will take turns 
speaking and then addressing each question or issue suc-
cinctly. We've asked Jan, who I believe you all know is 
the main gardener here and has been with us since the 
beginning, to act as a mediator. She will call on you if 
you raise your hand with a question and will also cut 
anyone off who is speaking unfairly or out of turn. (Long 
pause.) As of May of this year I have filed for corporate 
disillusionment. This is essentially just a business di-
vorce. My relationship with Clarisse as a business part-
ner has, in the past five years, become unproductive to 
say the least. I've offered to buy Clarisse out of her 
portion of the business, which I'm more than capable of 
doing. She refused. I've tried settling with her a num-
ber of ways, including establishing a separate business 
for her using our funds, but she won't have it. I'm at my 
wit's end...(looks at JAN who's just checked her phone 
for the time)...and with that I'll give Clarisse a turn 
to speak before we open the floor to you all. 
CLARISSE: (sits perfectly upright with timed blinks and 
manicured gesticulations from a clipboard on her lap 
where her hands lay otherwise still) Well... I wanna 
start by saying what a fantastic crew you all are and 
what a special place it is we have here. I mean, this 
restaurant is unlike any other we've all helped make it 
that way and I'm sure Sean would agree that we'll con-
tinue to grow and prosper and impact our community in 
more and more meaningful ways the more we keep at it. In 
fact, Sean and I agree about a lot when it comes to the 
restaurant and our values as a business and so on... but 
I don't agree with him that this meeting should be limit-
ed to business issues because I believe the business is 
our lives and if we don't discuss our lives than we're 
not discussing business, am I right? And I don't agree 
with him in that corporate disillusionment is an extreme-
ly risky process that could ultimately hurt or even de-
stroy our business. I've watched friends, other business 
owners, undergo this process and lose everything. I think 



that we should really make sure we've explored every op-
tion before we do something so rash. I've asked Sean to 
give me time to raise funds to buy him out for the...
amount he's asking but to do that I need investors and to 
get investors I need full access to our financial reports 
which Sean has made very difficult for me.
Sean: That's not true! I send you the reports every month 
and the sales for each day are posted visibly in the back 
house (JAN looks sharply at SEAN, clears her throat). 
CLARISSE: I want to say also that I'm completely willing 
to continue business partnership with Sean if not for the 
ways I've been relentlessly blocked from my capacity as 
owner and creative director of this establishment. 
(SEAN, red-faced, stifles another comment audibly.)
JAN: So does anyone have any questions at this time? 
(Checks the time on her phone. Streetcars from a distance 
fill the silent void. TYRONE's hand comes up casually, his 
other hand slumped over his beergut like he's napping in 
a recliner.)
JAN: Ty?
TYRONE: This question is more for Clarisse, and it's more 
of a comment I guess...a long time ago, and a lot of you 
are too new to really know about this but I'm sure J.T. 
and Dylan at least can confirm this for me but there was 
a time when Sean did actually leave and the business 
was just yours and...shit was really hard back then. I 
mean, this place was falling apart. Me and J.T. closed 
seven nights a week, people would walk out on shifts in 
the middle of a rush and come in drunk and months would 
go by waiting for our paychecks and we had a real real 
bad roach problem and...I guess what I'm trying to say 
is what are you gonna do differently this time if Sean 
leaves? I mean, Sean basically saved this place from go-
ing under and things have just been better and better 
since he came back.
CLARISSE: First I wanna say that that point in time that 
you're talking about when things seemed so bad that we 
might lose this place, when I was answering to bank-
ers every week and stalling them from shutting us down, 
was the same year I was pregnant with Angie, and it was 
the year that the economy hit an all time low. I remem-
ber reading about it a few months ago and realizing it 
was the same period of time as when I gave birth to An-
gie and feeling like, “Whoa, it's remarkable how we all 
made it through that.” And to answer your question, if 
this business does transfer into my hands or if Sean and 
I compromise in a way that unbars me from my visions for 
this place than I'm going to give you guys a lot more 



control of your workplace, start instituting things like 
profit-sharing, health benefits, retirement plans, you name 
it. But all by giving you guys the freedom to really ex-
press yourselves with your work and making this place the 
unique experience that it is.
(J.T.'s hand goes up.)
JAN: J.T.
J.T.: Um...this is also for Clarisse...what you were just 
saying about giving us more control is...kind of exact-
ly what you did five years ago when everything was shitty 
like Tyrone is talking about and just to expand on what 
he was saying, it really sucked back then and we were 
working ourselves to death to keep this place up and you 
were just gone. You left. We didn't see you for weeks.-
(SEAN's face is concentrated like he's trying not to rev-
el. Before CLARISSE can respond, DEBORAH has her hand up 
like a rocket pulling her off her seat.)
JAN: (somewhat confusedly or hurriedly) Deborah?
DEBORAH: I have a question for Clarisse. (DEBORAH has a 
notebook she is clearly reading from) What are you tell-
ing investors to get them looking at this place and what 
are you telling them about our tens of thousands of dol-
lars of debt?
CLARISSE: Deborah, I sense some hostility in the way you 
phrased that—
DEBORAH: You called me Elizabeth for the first year I 
worked here.
JAN: I think we need to cool down a little and make sure 
we're not saying things we'll regret.
(Enter, stage right, the orange-lit street nearby, CHAZ 
in flip-flops hopping off of a blue mountain bike. He care-
fully kneels to lock it, the whole meeting turned towards 
him watching in silence as he meticulously weaves the 
lock through the bike and signpost, fiddles the lock code 
back into a random position, and saunters up to an empty 
seat next to CLARISSE. JUSTINE's hand's gone up so that 
as everyone zeroes back in on the meeting, they all see 
her poised there, hand up but cocked in this way, this 
cruel way that smiles at you as it eats your from inside. 
SEAN's face is red like a dawn or peach. He snarls at 
CHAZ.)
JAN: J-J-Justine?
JUSTINE: Clarisse, if you don't really enjoy doing 
restaurant work, which, to us, you clearly don't, consid-
ering how little you do here every day, then why are you 
so interested in owning a restaurant? Don't you think you 
could use your talents for something you enjoy doing?
(CHAZ strokes his beard from behind CLARISSE and lets out 



a slight humph.)
SEAN: (buckling under a roiling fury seeping out of his 
nearly magenta skin) I'm sorry I have to interrupt but 
Chaz, what the fuck are you doing here?
CHAZ: (so calm) Why Sean? Does it bother you that I'm 
here? I can leave if you'd like. Clarisse asked me to be 
here. 
SEAN: Yes, could you please leave. This is a staff meet-
ing. It's for staff members only and seeing as you are 
not a staff member you have no reason to be here. Clar-
isse, why the fuck is Chaz here?
JESSIE: Can we just move on to something relevant?
J.T.: I don't see any reason Chaz shouldn't be here but 
Chaz...why are you here?
CHAZ: Clarisse asked me to be here.
DEBORAH: I have a feeling Chaz is only here to make Sean 
look like an asshole.
CLARISSE: Sean, I invited Chaz here because I wanted to 
feel safe. Sometimes the way you talk to me is very ag-
gressive and I just wanted someone here in case anything 
happened. (she licks her lips)
SEAN: Like what? In case what happened? (jumping out of 
his seat in anger and sitting back down, again and again, 
like a dance.)
DEBORAH: This is bullshit.
JESSIE: Okay Chaz. Sorry, but you said you'd leave if 
Sean wanted you to and he did, so could you please go? 
We're sorry, we love you, but we need to carry on with 
our meeting.
CHAZ: That's fine. (CHAZ gets up, the crowd again silent 
as he reverses the slow process of his arrival and exits 
stage right.)
SEAN: I want to say, in regards to corporate disillusion-
ment, which should be the focus of this meeting, that 
although my business partner feels threatened by it, I 
think that this place is strong enough to go through this 
experience and come out on top, not even miss a day or 
skip a beat, and that we'll be better off for having gone 
through it. And again, this is a last resort. I can no 
longer work with Clarisse. My goal is to end my relation-
ship with Clarisse in every way.
 
 After the meeting people started taking sides. If 
you weren't on a side, people from one side thought you 
were on the other side and vice versa. I didn't know re-
ally. I saw everyone's perspective, everyone's flaws. I 
thought. That day I went to the hospital I'd been in the 
dish pit all morning. Knife day. Friday. Everyone knows 



you don't put knives in the dish pit, especially not in 
the sink. I came back from break. It was busy. Sweaty 
busy. The dish room reeked of grease and rot, itself 
sweaty. The sink clogged and flooded. Not even on the 
clock. I reached in to unclog it, felt something, yoinked 
at it. Strange sensation of fluid entering the hand, fluid 
leaving the hand through the palm and the insides of the 
fingers. Hand out of the water oh yes very bloody. Opened 
up like tent flaps. Now pain. Now black. 

 Tyrone was the last person I knew who worked there. 
Even though he'd been close to Sean, he somehow nev-
er got fired when Clarisse took over. He'd always been a 
strange one, hard to gauge. He was so sarcastic that his 
humor became indistinguishable from his actual anger. 
He made light of anger so much and became angry so of-
ten that both seemed ludicrous. But I got along with him 
because I'm non-confrontational, I think. He'd been at 
the restaurant the day I ran into him at Dick's Hangout, 
a run-down old pub we used to stop by after work in the 
evening's wee hours. His pantleg looked bloody and he was 
walking with a limp. I asked him what happened. “Today 
was a wreck man,” he sipped his first sip of beer, an in-
visible edge peeled off. “Worked a fucking double. Almost 
slit that new kid Tim's throat.”
 “What for?”
 “Just being a dumbass. I dunno. Giving a celiac 
a sandwich or something. Cheyenne heard me chewing him 
out,” he glugged, squinted like he was examing the par-
ticles of empty space in front of him, “She gave me a...
uh...crystal healing. Said she felt heaviness in my fre-
quencies.”
 “How's that?”
 “Crystal Healing? It's like this shit she does with 
cups like weird wine glasses that vibrate at these fre-
quencies that heal you or some shit. And you wear this 
fucking hat. This, like, glass hat.”
 “And you feel better?”
 “I dunno...get this, she started doing it, she kept 
using bigger and bigger cups or whatever and shaking her 
head like, 'hmm...that's no good' and she whips out this 
big mother, like a fucking fruit bowl. She does some shit 
to the hat, hums some shit, taps the bowl and it just 
breaks, like, almost shatters completely. This one of a 
kind healing crystal thing.”
 “Shit, so then what happened?”
 “Hey, Craig, can you beer me,” he motioned his emp-
ty bottle at the bartender, a wrinkly old man deep eyes, 



a face assembled of various skin flaps. “I work the sec-
ond half of my double, right? I've had a shift beer, a 
joint, I'm feelin loose even if Cheyenne's crystal broke. 
There's this guy playing piano, playing Bach or something 
you'd've known. It's like,” Tyrone hummed a melody with 
the syllable duh. Craig plopped a beer on the bar, reced-
ed to the far corner by the T.V., the game. 
 “Yeah, that's Prelude and Fugue number two.”
 “Word. Well anyways, I'm running food out, it's 
busy as hell, code inspector's there and it's already 
hairy with them and I take a step in the dining room and 
I shit you not my foot goes right through the floorboard, 
plates go flying out of my hands, people gasping and then, 
and then get this,” he leans in  close to me, whispering 
like we're suddenly being secret, “guests...guests start 
pouring out from where my crotch is. Everyone horrified. 
Women and kids fucking screaming.”
 “Holy shit. What did you do?”
 “I walked out man. I got my shit and left. I came 
here and started drinkin.”
 “What do you think's gonna happen?”
 “To me? Or the restaurant?”
 “Both.”
 “I don't know. I don't care.”




