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Meconium Aspirations 

 

 

I was born full of shit.  It’s called meconium aspiration. You see, I had 
what was the equivalent of a bowel movement when my mother went 
into labor because the umbilical cord was wrapped around my neck 
and that made me very, very nervous. This pre-natal stress caused me 
to fall victim to rapid heartbeats that threw me into rapid breathing. 
 
Technically speaking, meconium isn’t shit because I didn’t eat any 
food, but it would be shit if it could be because it’s the waste that 
collects around an embryo. When my heart starting pounding and I 
begin gasping for breath, I accidentally swallowed this crap so the 
moment I popped out of the birth canal they slapped me into the 
Intensive Care Unit and pinched me full of antibiotics. I’m not certain 
why they did this to me because meconium, unlike true shit, is sterile 
and offers no risk of infection.  
 
Yet here I lie, taped and punctured, in a no-frills basinet where I’m 
poked and prodded by mostly dark skinned, white masked intruders. 
It’s not the most exciting of times, what with my unrequited cravings 
for the maternal tit, but it does give me time to think. 
 
When you’re born full of shit you can go one of two ways.  You can 
either become a natural liar or turn into an inspired storyteller. I’ll let 
you decide into which category I fit. 
 
My mother is a very natural person.  When her mucus plug came out—
this block of black, bloody goop—and she knew my birth was 
imminent, she asked for the car keys from my father and drove to the 
woods surrounding a nearby park to squat and have gravity, not a team 
of doctors, assist in my birth. But the shithead found her and insisted 
on taking her to the hospital, where I now lie in a chilly room with a 
bunch of other tiny looking freaks who may or may not be swallowing 
their own shit.  
 
I know, I know, you’re thinking how the hell can a newborn be 
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offering up journalistic observations, historical veracities and 
judgmental insights? I can’t answer that question, but I am leaning 
towards a belief in some sort of reincarnation.  Maybe I’m the next 
Dali Lama.  
 
Sometimes I feel like I have all the damn answers, but truth is I don’t 
even know what century this is or why the hell I’m being put here. I 
think I’ve born into the past, but I’m not sure who’s past and that 
makes me kind of nervous.  I get a feeling I might be here to hurt 
somebody.  I wish you could tell me if I’m a boy or a girl because I’m 
not sure.  I do know that I was spit out of that warm slime and into the 
freezing room, and right away I knew my crying would get me what I 
wanted.  Was that out of respect for who I’m going to be, or is it 
because they just see me as some sort of pathetic little bastard?    
 
I can’t seem to communicate with any of these obnoxious puffs of 
flesh in here, lying in their streaked stained diapers, sleeping and crying 
like a bunch of old fools. The grown-up sons of a bitches in here gave 
me a spinal tap when I was less than an hour old.  You believe that?  
Do they have any idea how painful that is? Sticking needles in you and 
draining stuff until your back feels like it’s exploding?   It still hurts. I’d 
like to shove a needle up their asses to see if I’d enjoy hearing them 
scream as much as they must’ve enjoyed hearing me. It’s hard to figure 
out who to trust around here. I’m almost blind and naked and they 
won’t let me have any secrets. 
  
I think I’m going to need teeth to be able to tear into words, but right 
now I feel kind of sleepy. It’s tiring trying to figure out if you’re 
supposed to be an asshole or a genius.  Why does the hatred of the 
world burn away at me while I sleep? All I can do is dream about being 
loved while drool drips down my chin. I shit my diaper and they rob 
me of my filth.   
 
Do you want to adopt me? 
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Sentenced to Death by the Muse 

 

 

Sir, I have registered your desperate entreaty for guidance.  A 
meaningful dialogue between two receptive adults articulates in a 
myriad of styles.  Sensuality offers a portal to the subtle communication 
often not available in our daily lives. 
 
Thousands of decades of life, love and experimental understanding 
have nurtured a powerfully feminine and wisely balanced woman. I 
offer a manner of engagement reflective of another era indeed; when 
grace, sensitivity and the healing power of intimacy were the standard. 
 
As discriminating as I hope my clients to be, I take very few 
appointments after testing our communication skills to assure a 
mutually enjoyable and enriching encounter. Please offer your inquiries 
with a respectful metaphysical introduction and allow things to move 
from there. I present myself with straight-forward integrity and expect 
the same in return. That being said, I will simply not respond to queries 
that are blatantly solicitous or unforthcoming. 
 
I welcome mature and urbane gentlemen to my hired accommodations 
in or around my Temple of Trust with availability thru 5 p.m. Weekend 
afternoon and evening visits to your discreetly hired accommodations 
are negotiable as well. 
 
Given my desire to develop a repartee prior to our interlude, I cannot 
accept requests for meetings with less than 36 hours prior discussion. 
 
You will find me quite generous with my time; an encounter being 
about a connection and its development rather than a mere 
chronological passage. However, I am a very private woman and 
therefore am not available for booked appointments exceeding two 
hours in duration. 
 
Appropriate emolument as follows: 

A. Genuflection for hour one 
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      B. Total obedience for hour two 
 
Please respect my professionalism and maturity by referencing my 
entire conditions as well as reputation prior to contact. Specific details 
noted within my enclosed Gyneocracy Coda will not be discussed. 
 
Please refer to me as Cyn.  I make all arrangements through petition—
without exception.  
 
I shall be in touch soon regarding my decision to select or reject you as 
a client.  
My rendered judgment is dependent on consultations with my Sisters 
as well as the honorable, aesthetic sincerity of your petition to join my 
ethereal chorus of revelatory arousal.   
 

GYNECOCRACY CODA:  
I have holistic orgasms of innovation that allow for me to achieve an 
altered state; men do not. Men have ejaculations of thoughts. The 
Olympian patriarchy calls ejaculations orgasms because they never 
want women to consider themselves superior in any way.  Thus, they 
pretend sensual artistic encounters are reduced to simple spasms that 
are equal for both genders. It is a fallacy that leads to the small death of 
visionary inventiveness.   
 
It has been my experience that men are generally less adventurous.  
Most like to repeat the same things and do not budge. My tastes often 
change on whimsy. Boys grow up with chronic mental masturbation 
and too often train themselves to limit their view of sublime sensuality 
to strictly physical pleasure. True imaginative sensuality encompasses 
the enriching aspects of both pleasure and pain and is why men too 
often suffer pregnancy envy. 
 
I can always tell if a man is aroused simply by looking at him. My 
response isn’t obvious thus I can make ta man work harder to prove 
his passion by feigning a lack of desire so he puts more effort into 
pleasing me. His testosterone will poison his ego if he thinks he is not 
as desirable or cannot please. One of my greatest excitements is when I 
can sense a man’s intense desire for me. That is a 
visual/intellectual/emotional power I can choose to withhold until he 
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consummates his desire with an exquisite display of heartfelt 
imaginative curiosity and discipline.    
 

SUPPLICANT REJECTED DUE TO SALACIOUS INTENT 
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Silent Danger 

 

 

It was starting again.  His father slammed the bedroom door so hard 
that Nicholas could feel the vibrations travelling down the hallway, 
searching for him. He jumped off the kitchen chair. 
 
Nicholas knew those vibrations. Like lightening, they were attracted to 
metal and it didn’t take a genius to know that the new kitchen set his 
mother recently bought had chairs with aluminum legs. 
 
After the vibrations weakly shook the chair, the yelling began.  His 
mother Lucille, and his father Charlie, were now locked in their 
bedroom. 
 
Nicholas like living in the city but when the yelling started, he always 
wished he was living in the country.  It wasn’t the trees or grass or 
fresh air Nicholas longed for, it was a house. A big house far enough 
away from his neighbors so that his parents’ yelling couldn’t be heard. 
Everyone in the building could hear their screaming and the next day at 
school Nicholas would be teased about it. 
 
No one called Nicholas by his given name, not even his parents. His 
father was always asking, “Hey, Nick, how’s it going?”  Nicholas would 
answer, “Things are going swell and my name’s Nicholas, not Nick.”  
That’s when his mother would laugh and say, “Lighten up, Nicky.” 
 
The first time Nicholas realized he hated the name Nick was one 
morning at the breakfast table.  Nicholas was busy scooping out raisins 
with his spoon when his father burst into the kitchen.  He had his hand 
on his throat and blood was seeping through his fingers. 
 
Lucille jumped up from the table.  “My God, Charlie, what did you do 
to yourself?” 
 
“I didn’t do anything!  It’s these cheap razors you buy.  Even when I 
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use a fresh blade, I nick myself.”  Charlie pulled his hand away so his 
wife and son could admire his wound.  The sight was so ugly that 
Nicholas’ cereal stopped tasting sweet, but he finished his bowl of 
raisin bran anyway. 
 
“If you stop buying such expensive liquor, I might be able to spend 
more on razor blades!” shouted Lucille. 
 
“Since when have you complained about the quality of booze I bring 
into this apartment?” Charlie shouted back. 
 
“Since it’s given you the shakes so bad in the morning you cut your 
own throat!” 
 
“Ha!  You’re the cut throat in this house!” snapped Charlie. 
 
“How dare you say that to me, especially in front of Nicky!” cried 
Lucille. But she need not have worried.  Nicholas was already running 
down the apartment stairs, heading for school. 
 
As much as Nicholas disliked the name Nick, he hated Nicky even 
more.  It rhymed with sticky, tricky, sicky and much worse.  More than 
once he was the subject of some other hot-shot fifth grader’s rap song.  

Hey you little dicky Nicky, 
Clean that fat ass so sticky 
But it might be a little bit tricky 
So buy a dog to quicky licky 
You into not smelling so icky 
But be careful its teeth don’t give you a hickey  

 
No, you could keep Nick and Nicky, but Nicholas he liked.  It had 
dignity.  It was a long enough name that people had to make an effort 
to say it. 
 
Nicholas tip-toed down the hallway as he made his way to his room.  
He didn’t want his parents to hear him.  Despite all the loud arguing 
coming from their bedroom, he still had to be careful if he didn’t want 
to be detected.  That’s because a strange thing happened whenever they 
started their shouting matches.  Whoever was doing the screaming had 
the other’s complete attention.  The two voices never overlapped, 
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never collided.  When one parent stopped, yelling there’d always be a 
slight pause before the other parent started in again. 
 
It was these pauses that were dangerous.  As soon as they were aware 
of their son’s presence, they’d stop yelling long enough to ask Nicholas 
to judge which one of them was in the right.  No matter what Nicholas 
said it always seemed to make things worse. 
 
One night at the dinner table he asked his parents about their fighting 
style.  “Mom, Dad, how come when you fight you never scream at the 
same time?” 
 
His father straightened up in his chair.  “It’s because we’re civilized 
people, Nick.” 
 
His mother placed her spoon by her dish.  “And we respect each other, 
Nicky. Your father and I respect what the other has to say, so we 
listen.” 
 
“Oh,” said Nicholas as he dipped his spoon into a cup of chocolate 
pudding.  
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Exterminating Angel 

 

 

They’re hard to see.  By you can smell ‘em. Yeah, they’re here alright. 
This is their most favorite room in the entire hotel. 
 
Smell that?  It’s like rotting raspberries wrapped in a stanky sheet. You 
can smell it, right? It’s the odor of indecency. Thought I got ‘em all last 
week. Or most.  And no one comes better than me, Crispin Colvin, 
exterminator extraordinaire!  Damn straight! Know what my motto is? 
“My extermination clears a path to your liberation.”)  Your liberation, 
from fear and suffering and infection      
 
I know what you’re thinking.  You’re thinking why does that fool spray 
all that deadly chemical and not wear a mask?  A mask?  I don’t need 
no friggin’ mask. I ain’t got nothing to hide or be ashamed of.  Purity 
protects me. Purity of essence!  
 
You doubt me?  You think I’ve sniffed too many fumes and delude 
myself that spirit is superior to body?  My body of work speaks for 
itself. And I’m here to protect all of you from the evil that goes by 
many names--- chintzes, mahogany flats, red coats, wall louse, crimson 
ramblers. Yes, I’m talkin’ bed bugs. Those little demons are masters of 
deception.   Anywhere you can slide a credit card a bed bug could fit. 
They can flatten themselves down to fit in any crack or crevice.  
Feeling itchy my friends?  
 
I’m like a freakin’ suicide bomber, willing to die for a cause or a reason 
in any season in order to flush away all of their bloodsucking trauma 
and filth. Filth, you say? Don’t all the magazines and newspapers 
stories make a point of telling us that bed bugs aren’t attracted to dirty, 
unclean, grimy places?   It’s true. They don’t even inject any dangerous 
diseases in the warm succulent flesh they feast on. Your flesh. That’s 
not their brand of torment.  The filth I’m talking about is 
PERVERSION!  A filthy perversion of body and soul! Your body and 
soul! 
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Do I hear snickering? Go ahead, laugh. Laugh and show your 
ignorance. There’s a national epidemic of bed bugs in these United 
States of America and not because of physical filth. It’s because of 
moral filth. Within the fabric of American life are the crevices where 
these gluttons skulk and hide, waiting for the opportunity to siphon 
your  
blood to fuel the most despicable acts of sexual depravity this side of a 
Tiger’s wood!  
 
You ever hear the label scientists put on bed bug mating rituals? They 
call it  
TRAUMATIC COPULATION!   That’s right.  And do you know why 
they call it traumatic? It’s because the male ignores the female’s 
genitalia. Rejects her pathway to creation. He refuses to gently place his 
sperm into a female opening. Oh no. If they did that it would mean the 
males would have to court the females and show them respect by 
trying to please or appease them. The pen may be mightier than the 
sword, but not in the wicked world of bed buggery!  
  
A male bed bug's sex organ is a weapon greater than my own. It’s a 
long sharp spear with a hypodermic hook attached at the end. The 
male pounces on the female, holds her firmly while she struggles, and 
then rapes her by stabbing his razor sharp hook over and over into her 
back, her stomach, any exposed area on her body. He stabs and squirts 
these huge doses of sperm directly into her mutilated flesh. If she’s 
lucky enough that this mating wound doesn't develop a serious 
infection and kill her, then his seed swims to her ovaries. Every time he 
gores her flesh it leaves a scar.  
 
I ask you, can a society that treats its females like this be less deserving 
of extinction? I am a warrior for righteousness. 
 
Brace yourself, my friends.  There are even more shocking perversions 
male bed bugs commit against all that is decent and true in nature. 
They indulge in bestiality.  You heard right. Bestiality.  Twenty percent 
of their sexual encounters are with foreign animals. The little hopheads 
will bang anything that even looks like a bed bug. These perverts have 
sex up to 200 times a day and they don’t give a damn who it’s with. 
These gangsta bugs spend their whole lives just stabbing and shooting, 
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stabbing and shooting. They stab anything that moves with their 
pointed pricks and shoot a disgusting amount of splooge into 
whomever or whatever they gash and slash. If a male bed bug were 
human in size, he’d be shooting seven gallons of man milk with each 
ejaculation! It ain’t human and it ain’t decent. Killing them is a sacred 
privilege.  
 
Domination! Abomination!  Proliferation! Irritation!  Aggravation! 
Defecation! Fornication!  And Homo-gen-iz-ation of an entire 
generation of male miscreants! 
 
Yes! Yes! Yes!  These bloodsucking fiends engage in homosexuality 
more than any other depraved sexual activity.  Fifty percent of their 
illicit intercourse are the rape of other males who have just sucked—
your---blood. And when the sperm of the rapist enters the male, the 
jism searches for ovaries. When none are found it mixes with the raped 
male’s man gravy and is passed on in his next encounter with a female. 
Sick. Sick. Sick. 
 
You wanna scratch?  You feel them chewing on your tender skin? 
Where’s the itch? The itch is in their lust for your blood. They cannot 
indulge their dirtbag dicks without feeding on your juicy red plasma. 
They must feed on and steal your lifeblood energy in order to satisfy 
their corrupt desires. It’s the warmth of your bodies and the sweetness 
of your breath that draws them to your vibrant flesh.   
 
I smell them!  
 
I listen to them!  
 
I fill my weapon with venom and wait... wait... wait... wait…. 
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Mother’s Milk 

 

 

My lips tremble as if I am about to cry.  Please let your mother’s milk 
steel me against the animal I become when my brain confuses 
intellectual arousal with physical pleasure. 
 
Why do I nurse wounds that flow from the expectations of others?  
Sometimes it feels like I’m the suckling of a Tin Woman who warns me 
she has no heart, yet dopamine builds with each puckered kiss 
swallowed in humiliation or spit back in defiance.  
 
You lactate a complex flow of contradictions that dribbles down my 
chin with the shame of a stain.  I want to forget the day I found that 
first red stain on my nine year old’s Wonder Woman panties.  Terrified, 
I run upstairs to tell Nana.  My gentle grandmother slaps me across my 
face.  
 
I cry: “Why did you hit me?”  Nana says, “Ask your mother when she 
comes home from work.”   
 
The moment I hear your key click in the keyhole I run to the door.  
 When I speak, you slap my face too.  You, who never laid on a 
hand on me.  Why?   
 
You shrug: “I don’t know.  It’s what mothers do.  That’s what Nana 
did to me.”  
 
Why doesn’t your mother’s milk offer me the nourishment and 
immunity from judging myself as being nothing more than my 
menstrual flow?  From fertility to maternity to menopause, must I 
believe that I am simply what I bleed?   
 
Your milk sours in my mouth whenever you try to convince me your 
slap was done with love to awaken me from my childhood slumber.  I 
was nine years old.  
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If I’m ever blessed to one day suckle my own daughter, I will offer up a 
kiss, not a slap, when she comes to me with her first red stain.  I will 
celebrate her menstrual flow as sacred, not shameful, as it honors her 
passage from childhood and will continue to do so right up to her old 
age.   
 
And should someone ever claim her blood is a curse, I will ask why is it 
painful to be reminded of your youth each month?  
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Six Pounds of Sin 

 

 

My first exposure to personal injustice occurred at my baptism.  My 
godfather, Uncle Nicky, held me over the baptismal fount just as the 
priest was about to anoint me with holy water.  Uncle Nicky exploded a 
fart. The startled priest dropped his cup of christening water as my 
uncle immediately blamed me for his his flatulence.  Nicky held me at 
arm’s length, turning his head and scrunching his face as family 
members recoiled from a stench so severe even the non-religious could 
believe in the Devil.  
 
My godfather handed me over to my mother and insisted she change 
my diaper. Many pinch noses nodded agreement. She quickly exited the 
sacristy, but to her surprise found my diaper empty. When we returned 
I felt exonerated, vindicated. 
 
Yet Mother chose to remain silent.  
 
I shall never forget the indignant eyes of the priest looking down at me 
with apprehension and disgust while he moistened my forehead with 
salvation, amid the giggles of family and friends.   
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No Head, No Pain 

 

 

FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE  
TYRONE HEMHOLTZ GALLERY 
“fine arts forever” 
  
Tyrone Hemholtz is proud to be the first arts institution to sponsor an 
IORGO VALVA Memorial Retrospective, NO HEAD, NO PAIN. 
 
An intensely private, reclusive artist who refused to attend exhibitions, grant 
interviews and was so obsessive about not exposing his face in public that he daily 
wore facial masks decades before the Covid Pandemic. The board of directors at 
Tyrone Hemholtz offers its gratitude to the Iorgo Valva family for allowing the 
publication of the only known photograph of this multi-disciplined artistic genius.   
 
The paintings of Iorgo Valva (1953-2021) reinforces the premise that 
everything transitory is merely a smile. Everything we see is a proposal, 
a possibility, an expedient. The real truth, to begin with, remains 
invisible beneath the surface. The colors that captivate us are not 
lighting, but light. The graphic universe consists of light and shadow. 
The diffused clarity of slightly overcast weather is richer in phenomena 
than a sunny day. It is difficult to capture and represent this, because 
the moment is so fleeting. Mr. Valva has infiltrated our soul with the 
formal fuse of THOUGH I’M SCAT I STILL LOVE LITTER 
BOXES, using organic materials embedded into canvass.  
 
Simple motion strikes us as banal. Valva’s work eliminates the time 
element. Yesterday and tomorrow are simultaneous. His FRISBEE AS 
CHOCOLATE CHIP and UP THE SCHOZZIN NOZZIN 
overcomes the time element by a retrograde motion that would 
penetrate consciousness, reassuring us that a renaissance might still be 
thinkable.  
 
Early works indicate his demonical visions melt with the celestial. This 
dualism shall not be treated as such, but in its complementary oneness. 
This conviction is always present. The demonic is already peeking 
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through here and there and can’t be kept down. For truth asks that all 
elements be presented at once, as is exemplified by the artist’s 
ORGASM SEEPS FROM DAMAGED BOOT and damned near 
didactic with the completion of his last major painting, the encaustic 
NEW ENGLAND NEUTERS, as well as conveyed through the lesser 
sculptures commemorating his recent period of QAnon fanaticism.  
 
IORGO VALVA was born in the Bronx, New York, in 1953. His first 
contact with the art world came at an early age. In 1954, at the height 
of the bohemian “BEAT” tradition, Mrs. Chloe Valva was changing 
the future painter’s diapers in the Women’s Room at Crotona Park 
when Allen Ginsberg and Jackson Pollock, both in drag, each asked the 
artist’s mother for a dime and admired the streak-stained diaper Iorgo 
had created.  
 
After a period of twenty-two years during which time Iorgo did not 
create art because of his paralyzing fear that ferrets would seek him out 
and defecate on his paint brushes, Mr. Valva went into a frenzied 
period of work that lasted until his death at age sixty-eight, when he 
was bitten by a rabid woodchuck while collecting organic materials for 
an anti-environmental collage.  
 
Not only was Mr. Valva a prolific painter and sculptor, he also 
published many articles and essays of art history and criticism, as well 
as an acclaimed autobiography, I’m Not Paranoid Because My Fears Are 
Real, and a novella, Stories I Stole From My Father.  
 
This novella led to a thirty-year court battle with his sister, Katya, when 
she discovered that the book was pirated from the uncopyrighted 
Estonian fiction of their father. The case was still in litigation at the 
time of the artist’s death and was said to be a major reason for renewed 
interest in Iorgo among art critics, who cited the novella title as the 
ultimate statement in truth, thus earning Mr. Valva a new and deeper 
examination of his oeuvre. 
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Mysterious Waters of the Naked and 

Nervous 

 

 

She begins her life along with nine-thousand seven hundred and 
fourteen other siblings in the shallowest part of the water, just four 
days after she was laid as a jelly egg attached to a fern leaf that bent 
over the water. On the seventh day she sallies to neighboring weeds 
using a very circular route. She quietly clings to these weeds and 
watches with terror as her brothers and sisters are repeatedly attacked 
by sharp beaked birds that swoop down and chew the helpless 
tadpoles, devouring the membrane that cover their gills and necks.   
 
She is one of the few tadpoles to survive to day ten when she officially 
became a tiny pitch-black pollywog with a tail that continuously wiggles 
and a small round mouth that she opens for the first time as her horny 
jaws scrape across tiny plants, searching for something to eat.  She 
greedily swallows the microscopically small animals she finds inside the 
ooze of the pond bottom and the slime that clings to the pond’s 
surface.  
 
While devouring a particularly tasty pond ooze meal, she is horrified to 
witness some of her tadpole brothers and sisters actually eating each 
other. It disturbs her to think that her siblings are extending their 
bellies by swallowing their extended family. 
 
She is mostly tail with a fine stippling of gold. Within the next twenty-
four hours she is breathing through the two gills at each side of her 
throat. Hind legs suddenly sprout, rounded buds that soon will turn 
into toes.  She begins to use her legs as well as her tail for swimming 
and is amazed at how fast she can propel herself in the water, away 
from murderous dive-bombing birds of color. 
 
Her courage is first demonstrated when she successfully attacks a black 
fish that has menaced her for more than three hours. She sucks on the 
fish fins until they are ragged although it isn’t anger or self-defense that 
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motivates her fish attack much as it is the tasty algae trapped within its 
fins.  
 
But it does feel good to be able to destroy instead of being destroyed. 
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Being Frank 

 

 

I gotta be honest with you. I ain’t much. I’ll tell you a story that might 
help you figure out who I am.  It’s something my brother told me. He 
once said I was the type of guy that sits in his room masturbating and 
thinks it’s an explosion. I ain’t exactly sure what he means, but it 
sounds truthful. 
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Window Pane 
 

 

It was time for Ralph’s first real haircut. Ralph’s mother said it was 
time, as did the next-door parents of his best friend, Emmitt.  The only 
person who did not think it was time for a real haircut was Ralph.  He 
did not want to go to the barbershop. 
 
Ralph liked having his mother cut his hair.  Last month she was so 
tired after working a double shift at the hospital she accidently sliced 
his ear with the scissors.  There was a lot of blood.  On Sunday Mother 
announced that Bright’s Barber Shop had finally opened after being 
closed for nearly four months because of the virus.  She scheduled an 
appointment for Ralph on Friday. 
 
Thursday night Ralph could not fall asleep.  Every time he shut his eyes 
all he could see was the huge window in front of Mr. Bright's 
barbershop.  Ralph hated that window.  He had to pass it every week 
when his mother took him to the babysitter before she went to work at 
St. Ann’s Medical Center. 
 
Even though Ralph hated the window, he would always look inside as 
he passed by.  He couldn't help himself.  And what he saw truly 
frightened him.  A large bald-headed man with a bushy moustache 
named Mr. Bright was always chopping off somebody's hair.  Ralph 
remembered seeing men, boys, and even a lady tied to a chair, looking 
like prisoners as Mr. Bright danced around them waving sharp tools. 
 
Friday morning Ralph was very very nervous and refused to leave the 
house. He climbed up to the large living room bay window and pressed 
up against the glass.  Ralph felt as trapped as the frogs he stalked, 
caught and tossed into his pail.  For the first time in his life Ralph 
wished he were a frog.  Frogs don’t have hair.  
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Pandemic Prophet 

 

 

Proud Paleo Perfect People!  Come forth and purify yourselves in our 
annual pageant of truth, the D.O.A. Dervish!  Help squeeze the pus 
out of the pimple of humanity’s darkest time, the Dawn Of 
Agriculture, when we were forced from our true nature of 
hunter/gatherer into the curse of sagging and shapeless humankind 
that does not want us to venerate and expose the powerful purity of 
uncontaminated genes, free of chemical additives and crop failure 
famine.  Flabby factory farming has stripped us of our true PPPP 
heritage.  Dance to resist this molestation of grain growing and 
incestuous ranch animal husbandry.  Dervish away the putrid D.O.A. 
domesticated abomination of that very first Dawn Of Agriculture, 
13,763 years ago.  
 

 Better Dead Than Bread! 
 Homeostasis in the Highest!   
 Praise be the Lard and all other natural byproducts!  
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P.S. –An Epistolary Tale 

 

 

March 24, 2022 
 
OCCUPANT of Apt. 2K  
31-25 Queens Blvd.  
Long Island City, NY 11101  
 
Dear Neighbor:  
 
Just because I HAVEN'T (any) APPROPRIATE TIME to speak 
ORALLY to you, therefore I took the liberty to write directly to you in 
the hope that you'll be kind enough to take into consideration the 
following request:  
 
Consequently, if you permit me, I'll ask you (right now), as follows:  
 
Did you (ever) anything hear considering someone, or (did you) see) 
somebody who was looking for me (in front of (my) Apt. 3K, (in the 
hall) in connection with any message, news, or information) in the past 
days, weeks, or during the last months, or within the past several years, 
(somehow, somewhere in the building), ANY TIME?  
 
Thank you for your very kind attitude toward the matter.  
 
In expectation of your reply IN WRITING EXCLUSIVELY in the 
near future, I remain,  
 
Sincerely,  
 
(Q. Shabraya)  
 
p.s.:  
I would not want to create the impression that you'll not do me a favor 
that I just requested.  
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If you're interested regarding our ORAL CONVERSATION AT 
YOUR AND MY EARLIEST CONVENIENCE, if that is the case, 
I'll be glad to talk to you as one gentleman to another, to exchange our 
views, to discuss about subject that you and I wish.  
 
Your (eventual) any FRIENDLY remark, CONSTRUCTIVE 
objection, LOGICAL observation, RATIONAL comment, etc., 
WELCOME!  
 
It's not only an APPROPRIATE, BUT HIGHLY DESIRABLE  
 
Thanks, again.  

 

 

 

 

March 25, 2022 
 
Dear Mr. Q. Shabraya:  
 
Thank you for taking the time to write me a letter and to slip it under 
my door. I was surprised, pleasantly surprised, as we have been next-
door neighbors for close to two years now, and we've only met three 
times in the elevator. I've appreciated the hello you've given me on 
those three occasions.  
 
Mr. Shabraya, as the walls to these apartments are paper thin, I cannot 
help hearing you from time to time. I think it is healthy for a man to 
scream occasionally. I believe it purges the soul the same as water 
purges the body. Your screams are never disruptive as I am a sound 
sleeper.  
 
Mr. Shabraya, I was wondering, do my screams disturb you? I try hard, 
very hard, to muffle them with my pillow, but I don't always succeed. 
Your screams are never whimpering outbursts of self-pity like mine. 
Your screams never seem to deteriorate into tears. I know— it is 
unmanly to cry, and I hope I have not embarrassed you on the 
occasions when this has happened to me. You never cry, do you? I 
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have the utmost respect for you because you do not. Please don't judge 
me harshly.  
 
Once again, thank you for your unexpected correspondence, and I look 
forward to hearing from you again.  
 
Respectively Yours,  
Louis Mirabella   
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Gravity Grateful  

 

 

Looking down from high places don’t bother me at all, but when I 
have to look up at things, like buildings, it makes me nervous because it 
feels like some kind of force like a magnet or something is going to pull 
me up and lift me off the ground, which is a lot worse than falling 
because if you’re falling down you know you’re falling and that’s that, 
but if you get pulled off the ground and lifted into the air you’re not 
falling, but you could fall at any moment, and there’s no end because if 
you fall, you have to land, but if you’re lifted up it could go on forever 
and I hate that.  
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The Biology of Courage 

 

 

My name is Jull Soares and I am a bastard. This is not a particular 
opinion that I, or anyone else that I'm aware of, has placed on me. It is 
objective truth. My mother was an unlicensed sex worker and neither 
she or I have any inkling of who fathered me, although a couple of 
gringos are among the suspects.  
 
There is nothing more painful than longing for things that never were. 
Many of my friends grew up with fathers and when I was young, I was 
very jealous. However, based on what I’ve witnessed in films and in 
real life, it doesn’t seem that I missed out on much. If you are loved—it 
doesn’t matter by whom or how many—you’ll be fine as long as you 
feel worthy of being loved. 
 
I am old now, but I do not think that I fear death. Sometimes I get 
upset that while I am rotting in the dirt others will be drinking beer and 
dancing, or laying on a beach with closed eyes, caressed by the sun. My 
love of history has been an enormous help in smothering my panic of 
not being alive.  
 
Ever since I was a child, I’ve adored hearing city elders tell stories 
about Cartagena. How my ancestors fought and killed the Spanish 
invader Juan de la Cosa when he tried to steal a 132-pound golden 
porcupine from our Sinu temple. And how we citizens repelled an 
attack of the English armada that included George Washington’s half-
brother Lawrence. Or when the great North American female matador, 
Patricia McCormick, one of the finest bullfighters of her time, slew a 
bull at the beloved Circo Teatro. Streaked in blood, she knelt by the 
animal she just killed and stroked its head while screaming out, “I love 
this brave bull!”  
 
I can accept and enjoy that all these events took place without my 
being alive to witness them, so why should I regret events I will be 
unable to experience after I die? I have come to believe that when we 
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die, we return to wherever we were the year before our birth. As I was 
born in 1959, I will simply return to whatever I was doing in 1958 and 
that’s where I will be for eternity. There seems to be very few second 
chances in life and I suspect the same will be true in death.  
 
I like lying on this ledge, becoming part of this glorious mural. I feel as 
if I’m a horizontal recruiter enlisting pedestrians to take some time outs 
during the day and not to fear exposing themself in public. Often kids, 
mostly teenagers, come over and tease me that I look dead when they 
shake or kick me into awakening. I can appreciate their concern or 
forgive their mockery, but I don’t like it when they pee in a wine bottle 
and try to force me to drink. Or pour it over me while I sleep.  
 
Sleeping in public can give you interesting insights into human nature. 
It’s been my experience that the good are pretty evenly matched with 
the bad, although it does tip a bit more in favor of the positive. Many 
people think I’m just a homeless misfit and don’t realize I’m actually 
giving them a chance to join me in creating a temporary public family. 
 Compassion and cruelty are what I frequently dream about 
while I sleep on this beautiful ledge, and is what I often wake up to.  
 
Since I was a child, I’ve always hated shoes. Most men like to appear 
tough. If a person really wants to be tough it must start with their feet. 
Our ancestors probably went tens of thousands of years travelling in 
their bare feet—tough, grizzled, calloused—but not indifferent. 
Growing up without family except for my mother, I don’t think of 
being shoeless as a sign of poverty. I am walking in the footsteps of my 
ancestors where each step I take is headed in the direction of a family 
reunion. The soles of my naked feet scrape along the same paths where 
the souls of my forebears once walked. Please forgive my clumsy 
attempt at poetic wordplay, but it is a holy trail.  
 
A human head should always be cradled. That is why I always carry a 
pillow in my pouch. A good pillow allows you to dream in color. My 
pillow is very old and even when I wash it has a distinctly peculiar smell 
to it. That’s because of the many beautiful dreams and disturbing 
nightmares burrowed inside it. My sweat and tears puddle into the 
stains of my life. A kind European visitor once told me I should 
consider my pillow as a work of textile art. I’m not sure what that 
means, but I like how it sounds.  
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Freedom is isolation. Slavery is the obliteration of isolation. I abhor 
flophouses, government housing and charitable hostels. Once you lose 
your ability to desire isolation, you become a slave. Creativity can only 
flourish in silence and solitude. If I was in some kind of forced shelter, 
do you think I would be writing in this notebook and accompanying 
these words with images torn from magazines, newspapers and 
catalogues? The European woman who told me my pillow was textile 
art also said that I have a collagist mentality when I showed her a few 
of my notebooks. 
 
Do not pity me as homeless. Celebrate me as one who possesses the 
special gift of being able to live alone. Boredom is not having nothing 
to do, but feeling like nothing is worth doing. No one volunteers to 
experience life. We don’t have a choice. That is why anyone who 
completes this journey without taking short cuts is heroic.  
 
Can you spare a few pesos in support of a pilgrim’s progress?  
 
Thank you. 
 
May you be spared a life of inertia in motion.  
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