
 



  



 

 

 

 

 

 
 

The Truths found in the static of 

this book are known only to the 

imagined ego 
  



 
The Hues of Magic 

 
 
     amber  
     is combat magic 
     and war and blood and loyalty 
 
     honey 
     is light magic 
     and sun and pine and longevity 
 
     lapis 
     is water magic 
     and waves and mud and purity 
 
     basil 
     is earth magic 
     and sand and clay and integrity 
 
     merlot 
     is fire magic 
     and fuel and ash and sanity 
 
     pewter  
     is air magic 
     and breath and rust and fidelity 
 
     orchid 
     is healing magic 
     and tears and grass and clarity  
 
     iron 
     is dark magic 
     and space and bone and humanity 
 
     everything is magic—in a way 
     the real, the abstract, and us 
 
  



  



How to Survive a Deathtrap Dungeon 

This world is crawling with ghoulish bogeymen that won't hesitate to keep you 
from the things you love - the things you neeeed. They use long titles & strange 
acronyms - The DMV, HR, The University of _____ Office of the Registrar. Their 
sole purpose (their "soul" purpose??) is to keep you from your money, your car, 
even your future! 
 
Beauracracies are modern deathtrap dungeons - one moment you're Indiana 
Jones, with an antediluvian idol gleaming in your eye, and the next thing you 
know you forgot to notarize your travel Visa and are hauled off by CBP faster 
than the boulder trap you also triggered can even crush you! 
 
I suspect your cardio could use some work. It's okay - mine could too. That's why 
I want to help you, so you never have to outrun any boulders or CBP agents, and 
we can all continue to enjoy the donuts, beer, and upcoming Halloween candy 
that will keep us winded for years to come. 
 
With that said, there's one thing you need to keep in mind that will inform the rest 
of your journey through choked jungles or the Department of Motor Vehicles: 
 
Beauracrats do not make commission! 
They get paid the same whether you have to pay $6,000 for this semester's 
tuition, or $600. That's why when your very life depends on some paperwork 
getting through in good form, you need to help yourself. 3 of the best things you 
can do are: 
 
1. Prepare Ahead of time 
When you have a question or need to bring documents, don't waste your time 
waiting in line only to find out you're missing something or a document wasn't 
prepared or signed in the right way. Call ahead, and confirm you have everything 
they need to ensure the process goes as smoothly as possible. If possible, print 
out any documents you need ahead of time. 
 
2. Get Names 
If whatever office you're in can't help you, or says they can't, immediately find out 
who does, and try and collect names of the people you've contacted with - It's 
easier to counter, "Oh, we don't do that here...," with, "Well ______ said you do!" 
 
3. Stay Composed 
You're still dealing with people here, even if sometimes they feel like ghoulish 
bogeymen, people who didn't write the rules they are held accountable to 
enforce. Unduly venting your frustration on these frontline soldiers for the 
machine places the blame on the wrong people. A little appreciation goes a long 
way. If you can absolutely make no progress, anger should be your last resort 
only after all other resolution methods have failed, 
 
Its not easy slogging through the endless expanse of dank, cobweb-infested 
hellholes ready to suck the light from your eyes and keep you from the things you 
need to live in the 21st century. Hopefully with my help your likelihood to break 
out and survive just went up 5~10%! 



 



 



BREAKING NEWS: Everyone’s Favorite Serial Mansplainer Returns for Season 2 

Watch out world, he’s back, and ready to explain “logic” to us one again. We’ve 

been missing having someone to explain ethical eating to a small group of 

unassuming vegans in the shopping mall. I think we can all agree that our 

definitions of Communism have been getting as loose as the Mansplainer’s 

understanding of a sexually-active woman’s vagina. 

Fortunately, our hopes, prayers, and midnight screaming fits have been 

answered, because Everyone’s Favorite Mansplainer has been released from the 

Mall Security Office after three oddly long weeks. I know we all miss having our 

canonically inaccurate Matrix trilogy theories corrected (How could I forget 

about the Animatrix?). Our Yugioh spelling has lost its hyphens. Worst of all, 

we’ve been setting our TVs to 16:9 for standard definition shows. I don’t know 

about you, but I, for one, have absolutely missed having two black bars on the 

sides of my morning Spongebob. 

Now we wait with bated breath as Everyone’s Favorite Serial Mansplainer 

returns from a stint with the boys in blue after another heroic attempt to get a 

free Rainbow Dash fedora from Hot Topic. His prowess and hatred for corrupted 

capitalism have left a landmark scar on the façade of the American shopping 

system. We’ll all revel in his oily skin – and even oilier ponytail as he saunters 

out of the corrupt chains of our wicked criminal justice system. 

EDITOR’S NOTE: It appears that Everyone’s Favorite Mansplainer Season 2 has 

been postponed once again after a bit of an incident involving a gallon of boiling 

cheese at the pretzel stand just outside the Mall Security Office.  



 

Life Hacks for Life 

Writing on your hand is a very handy 

– if poisonous – way to keep reminders 

present. especially if you don’t like to 

wash after peeing. 

 

List your pets as missing and put out signs now so 
when they actually do run away you’ve got the 

heavy work done early. 

 

Only bestow damning knowledge upon those who wish to 
know for purely curiosity’s sake and never for their 

personal gain. 
 

College too 

expensive? 

$ave money by 

dropping out! 

 

’



 



You are in your bed. The memories of the dream you just had are 
already receding from your mind as you open your eyes. You feel a 
sharp pain behind them, as though someone is pulling at your 
sockets. Has it always felt like this? You can’t remember. You 
shudder as the pain crescendos sharply and then recedes 
temporarily. You clutch your blanket, desperate to find some small 
distraction to the pain that is washing over you again. You sit 
through several more ebbs and flows of agony.  

You look down at the blanket. A primitive claw has attached itself 
desperately to it. You can make out the outlines of ligaments and 
bone from beneath its cracked skin. Diverted from the pain, your 
curiosity pushes you. Your eyes follow up the claw, the skin of 
which is pulsating to the rhythm of your own heart, its features 
change from wrist to elbow to shoulder to… your body. You look at 
both of your hands more closely. They are yours, you recognize 
small familiar scars and other landmarks.  

As you squeeze your hands into balls, you can hear your body 
directing your hands’ motions, the muscles contracting and relaxing 
at the orders of a disconnected consciousness. The fluidity that was 
normally there is gone; rigid motions are taking its place, as if your 
hands had never been used before.  

As you stare at your hands, the boundaries of your body go away, it 
is no longer possible to define the beginnings and endings of 
yourself. Molecules from what was your body blend with molecules 
from your surroundings. Intense energy pulsates through the room 
to the beat of an unseen heart.  

Silence. The energy dissipates, and you dissipate with it. Its vitality 
recedes from the room. The connections you’ve had with your body 
are fully severed, and you fleetingly wonder if you ever had a body 
to begin with. It doesn’t matter; you have left the room, that body is 
gone, and new connections are spreading from your consciousness 
to the world around you at an infinite pace.  

You briefly inhabit a baby bird, still inside an egg, stretching 
muscles that haven’t been developed yet. Within this bird, you 
inhabit an atom, a building block of matter. Time folds into itself as 
you observe the past and future of this atom. Just like you, it is 
instrumental but unaffected by the world around it.  

Your consciousness drifts, fusing with all matter that comes across 
its path. The symphonies of infinite universes wash over you as you 
waft away. 



 

 



We Are This 

Ruby knew he’d always be safe in his mindscape. That was why he came 

here so often. The world outside was brutal and gave him no happiness. In here, 

he could be himself, love himself. He could don his dress—a beautiful maroon 

15th century gown with a few modifications—and explore a world of his making. 

Outside, he would have to wear gendered clothes and take pills to keep 

hopelessness at bay. 

 The worlds Ruby created often resembled the fantasy realms from his 

favorite books—with dragons, knights, and magical powers. His favorite role to 

play was always the princess. But sometimes his worlds were science fiction in 

nature, involving absurd technology and alien species. Or sometimes they were 

worlds with super heroes, set in the present day, and he’d save the world and 

protect the innocent. 

 These worlds were a respite from his daily life, and the stories he acted 

out always followed a similar pattern. Evil arose and threatened the otherwise 

peaceful lives of the world’s inhabitants, and Ruby would don the mantle of a 

hero and vanquish it. Good always won, and the innocent were always 

protected. There were no casualties, ever. It was simple and calming, and Ruby 

had started to live in the mindscape more than in real life, meditating many 

hours a day. He was happy. 

 Ruby lay in the grass and felt it brush against his wrists and the back of 

his neck. His hair was in a neat braid and bright purple. He felt the cool breeze 

on his shaved legs. Clouds drifted by as Ruby gazed at them—lazily searching for 

recognizable patterns. He sighed with happiness; everything was perfect. 

 “What are you doing out here, John?” Amber asked.  

 “What?” said Ruby, his voice uneasy. 

 “I said, what are you doing here, Your Highness?” repeated Amber. 

 Ruby relaxed back into the grass. Amber came and stood over him, and 

Ruby noticed how Amber’s green tunic brought out his eyes.  

 “Oh, sorry,” said Ruby. “I didn’t hear you.” 

 Amber laughed, flopping to the ground. They lay in silence, side by side, 

for a while. After a moment, Amber sighed and turned his head to look at Ruby. 

 “It’s beautiful out here,” said Amber. 

 “Isn’t it?” asked Ruby, not looking at Amber. 

 “Did you enjoy the new garden, Your Highness?” asked Amber. 

 “There’s a new garden?”  

 “Of course, it is right over there,” said Amber, gesturing at some 

hedges.  



 Ruby jumped up and was running for the hedges before Amber finished. 

He nearly tripped on the hem of his dress but continued at an enthusiastic pace 

toward the hedges. Amber followed, struggling to keep pace.  

 Ruby stopped in front of the hedge wall. It was a gorgeous green with 

small white flowers sprouting throughout. It looked neatly trimmed and long. In 

fact, there appeared to be no break in the hedge either way Ruby looked. 

Amber ran up, breathing heavily. He laughed at Ruby. 

 “You can’t enter here,” said Amber. “We need to go back to the main 

garden and follow the path from there.” 

 “Is the new garden past this 

hedge?” asked Ruby. 

 “Yes, Your Highness.” 

 “Then we’ll go through here.”  

Ruby raised his arm and an 

ornate birch staff materialized in his 

hand. He made a swooping motion with 

the staff, and the hedge melted away in 

front of them. 

 “Ruby, the King and Queen are 

not going to be happy about that,” 

Amber whispered, then blushed at his 

informality. He knew that telling Ruby 

this wouldn’t change a thing anyway. 

 “I’ll put it back later,” said Ruby, 

and he ran off to explore the new 

garden. 

 Hours later, Ruby and Amber sat on a marble bench staring at a 

beautiful new flower. The bush it grew from seemed to be made entirely of 

sharp black thorns. They looked lethal. And beautiful. But the flower was the 

true object of their attention. It had a brilliant bluish-grey hue and glowed 

faintly in the dusk light. Each petal was the size of their heads and curled faintly 

at the tip. 

 “It’s beautiful,” whispered Ruby.  

 Amber reached out and held Ruby’s hand. He squeezed gently, and 

Ruby noticed the tiny, silver, embroidered leaves creeping up Amber’s sleeve.  

He laid his head on Amber’s shoulder and smiled. 

 The soft silence was cut by a faint whooshing noise followed by a small 

thud. It took a moment for either Amber or Ruby to recognize the sounds as 

dangerous. Ruby realized first. 



 “We’re being attacked,” cried Ruby, noticing the arrows sticking out of 

the ground.  

 Amber looked shaken, and Ruby realized it would be his job to confront 

the danger. But why were they being attacked? He hadn’t expected anything to 

happen today. Any “raids” were usually planned by him to create a conflict 

worthy of a hero. He must have just forgotten had just forgotten. He felt giddy 

as adrenaline poured into him; he liked the surprise. 

 Ruby looked toward where the first volley of arrows had flown from. 

They had come from over another hedge, one on the border of the castle 

grounds. Ruby swung his staff and dispelled the obstacle, expecting to find an 

army waiting. Instead, there stood a hooded man, bow drawn. Only his smile 

was visible. 

 The man released the string, sending an arrow past Ruby faster than he 

could react. For a moment, he was grateful it missed him. The gratitude 

shattered when he heard a weak grunt escaping Amber’s lips.  

 It didn’t happen like in the movies. Amber, with an arrow sticking from 

his chest, was dead before he hit the ground. Ruby screamed his name and 

rushed to his side. He clutched Amber’s hand one last time as he checked his 

pulse. There was nothing left.  

 Ruby faced the man, revenge turning his eyes bloodred. The man 

bolted, disappearing into the nearby trees. Ruby took off after him, running 

faster than he had ever run before. Trees and foliage melted away before his 

staff, and he quickly gained on the fleeing man. Ruby launched an enormous 

fireball at the hooded figure. It somehow missed the man, but entirely 

decimated the trees between them.  

 Suddenly, the man was gone. Ruby kept running until he came to a 

stream. He stopped. Between his heavy breaths, he heard splashing. Ruby used 

a spell to hover, then launched upstream. Ahead, he could see the man climbing 

a rock wall near a waterfall. Ruby raised his staff and unleashed a ball of 

hardened air capable of destroying the frontline of an army. It sliced through 

the air toward the man, but at the last moment, he slipped behind the waterfall. 

The spell slammed through the waterfall and into the rocks, leaving a gaping 

wound on the rock face. Ruby desperately flew straight into the waterfall, 

tumbling to the cold floor of a cave. He wiped the water from his eyes. Before 

him stood the man who had killed Amber.  

The man’s hood was drawn back now, but what Ruby noticed first were 

his shoes. A pair of white Nikes. Ruby’s white Nikes. The man that stood before 

him, in Nikes, a t-shirt, and shorts, was him, Ruby. The other Ruby, or John—his 

given name in the real world—was smiling. 

 “How?” cried Ruby. 



 “I’m here to take you back,” replied John simply. 

 “Take me back?” asked Ruby, still clutching his staff. 

 “To the world, John,” said John. “You’ve played here long enough.” 

 “It’s Ruby,” he responded. 

 “No, it’s John. You have to come back and quit this nonsense.” 

 “You killed my friend,” said Ruby, fire in his voice as he raised the staff. 

 “Friend?” said John, taking a step back. “That thing wasn’t even real.”  

 “He was to me.” 

 “It wasn’t real, and it’s a weakness.” 

 “A weakness? How dare – ” 

 “You need to cut these weak parts out of yourself, out of us. They are 

what make our life so hard. They are why you come here to hide.” 

 “No.” 

 “Yes, John. These feelings,”—he spat the word—“are what make you 

weak.” 

 “You’re the weak one,” yelled Ruby. “You’re the one I hate. Because you 

hate yourself. You are too weak to love yourself. You’re why I come here.” 

 “We are not this.” John gestured to Ruby’s outfit. 

 “Yes, we are. We are this. We are loving Amber. We are different. And if 

you can accept that, we can be ourselves. If not, I’ll live here. Forever.” 

 “How can I accept that if everyone will hate us for it?” 

 “I don’t know. That’s up to you.”  

Ruby looked into John’s eyes with sadness, and John knew what was 

coming. Ruby lifted his staff and incinerated him. On the rock wall, only a 

charred outline of a silhouette remained.  

Ruby felt his body again, hard against his floor.  He had come back to 

consciousness and was sitting on the carpet in his room. He stared into the full-

length mirror before him, saw his dress, and smiled. He didn’t feel ashamed. He 

felt pretty. He thought that maybe he’d wear it on his date with Amber. 

 



  





The Automated City 

 This is the city where one only works when one wants. If a 

person wishes to stay inside all day watching TV, that is not only 

acceptable, it is encouraged. Robots attend to their chores, cleaning 

windows and washing dishes, mopping and sewing and any other 

household need is accomplished by an ever-learning Artificially 

Intelligent Home, or AIH. There is no need to go to a day-job that 

you hate to make your next dollar, because all agriculture is 

automated, food is processed and prepared, and meals are cooked 

by your robot helpers. Electricity is taken from the sun and wind, 

and any necessary repairs for solar panels and turbines are done by 

robotic intelligence. Robots also mine for minerals and other 

natural resources that cannot be created within the city walls, and 

artificial scouts search for ways to take resources without 

destroying the surrounding nature. Other robots go in and extract 

as much of the resources as possible without permanently 

damaging the surrounding ecology, and the area is catalogued to be 

mined in the future. There is no lack of resources, because the 

entire Automated City has been engineered to be as efficient as 

possible. 

 There is no need for a police force, as the city’s thousands of 

camera eyes vigilantly watch us to be sure that there are no 

infractions on the few rules that do exist. The most important rule 

is that everyone is free to do anything that they wish, so long as 

they do not infringe on the freedom of anyone else. These sins 

include anything from hurting others to destroying public property 

to bullying, and these rules are strictly enforced. Freedom of 

speech, and questioning the AI of the Automated City, are greatly 

encouraged, and any issue with the city’s programming is to be 

brought forth as quickly as possible as to avoid entering a robotic 

police state. The main punishment for those who do infringe upon 

the rules is being banned to a work camp for a few days. There 



people are no longer handed everything on a robotic platter, and 

they must toil outside of the comforts and support of the city. 

 This just leaves time for humans to be human. Walking 

around, seeing movies, playing videogames, socializing, and all 

other forms of entertainment is freely available to anyone who 

wants it. Religious and other group activities are encouraged, so 

long as one does not impede on the freedoms of another. Those 

who are interested are free to leave at any point, as well as return 

as wished. There is a “Red light district” of sorts, where drug use 

and other questionable acts that are better separated from children 

is permitted. The drugs and simulated sex are freely available, and 

you are welcome to take as much as you like. The consequences 

and side-effects are warned to each user before using, and if one 

decides to take so much of a drug that it kills them, they will be 

warned but not stopped. The most intense addicts may also be 

removed from the rest of society until they decide to get help, 

which will be offered but not forced. 

On top of all that, this is a society that values the arts and 

higher thinking above all else. There is no reason to toil all day, but 

materials for engineering, painting, filmmaking, videogame 

designing, and advancing humanity are all made freely available to 

anyone who is interested in engaging with it. Humans can learn as 

much as they want about anything they want, follow careers that 

truly engage them, and follow their dreams. While they have the 

freedom to do nothing all day, the ones who do decide to follow 

their passions will be written down and remembered for years to 

come. Their work will become available for others to enjoy, and the 

reward will be the accomplishment of being a human who 

completed something of their own accord. 

This prototype city will allow humanity to reach its highest 

potential, singling out the best and the brightest with equal 

opportunity granted to all. 



 

  



This article by Jane Robinson 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Notice how there is no article here. Jane didn’t send me one. She got two 

extensions and delayed our publication by three weeks, but here we are. 

Nothing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fuck you Jane. 

  



“nos amores sont nouveau math” 
 

What are you, stiff coax of mingled vines behind my home?  

Deep in the season you follow me 
 

Your blank mists leave me folding 

Every hand I am dealt 

And shifting where I stand, 

Humid 
 

Your name is still the theme growing throughout my forests 
 

Brother of black keys, who could not count you out, 

I wonder why when and how, despite whether it rains at a ceremony 

In the hallway where we can whisper, 

We chime in when we need. 
 

I like to sing to you when it’s dark 

And listen whenever I can. 
 

Although most days, have organs tuned out, 

Do drone on those chords 

With dissonance dangling in the distance since before I was born; 

Thanksgive your smile pressed to mine. 
 

Once more there is not a time you have not wanted 

to lift the veil 

The drop is high and people forget. 
 

Dance with me, in time, along crystalline margins 

Reach the lush red of oneness 

Dimed and done, here to invent a peak. 

Invent with me a sky. 
 

Granite king, your pillars stand at a height unnoticed in the mirror. 

Granite king see your land and your oceans, and please kiss along the tall 

rainfall; 

Upon you drifts hoarded depths of green, 
 

I wanna hold your hand 

As long as age allows. 



 

  



  



 Let me tell you a story, with the few moments left in my life. A 

story of loyalty, commitment, and honor. It is the story of how I die, a 

story of how you should live. I tell this to you for your elevation. There is 

only one way to Salvation, and it is Her. Listen close, I am using my last 

breath to reach you with this tale, to exalt the only Goddess. Learn well 

how each servant can but give Her their body, their soul, their life. This is 

Salvation, praise be Her name.  

As I clamber over the last rocky obstacle, I feel the lightless chasm 

a short distance away. My heart races from the excitement of my task. I 

had been commanded by Goddess to retrieve an ancient, terrific item 

from this alcove. Reflecting on that moment, my body shakes in terror 

and delight. I squint, attempting to see in the near emptiness. I left the 

light behind long ago. It is nearly impossible to see anything, even with 

my eyes adjusted to the dark. I feel the rock wall to my left. Running my 

hand along it, I take delicate, purposeful steps. Then, I see Her orb. Not 

with my eyes, but with the minds eye, as if it is calling to me. I know it. I 

know its visual aspects, its internal elements, its purpose, and its being. It 

is beautiful.  

 I know that I do not matter. I know, despite its magnificence, it 

does not matter. There is only loyalty, loyalty to Goddess and loyalty to 

Her word. I must obtain this orb, and I must bring it home to Her. I step 

toward it, trusting or not caring that the ground will be under my feet. I 

hear a swooping sound and feel droplets of liquid sprinkle my face. Then, 

the orb, the newfound symbol of my devotion tumbles into the void. I 

feel my body move, and I am falling with it.  

 There is a serenity to falling when you have the purpose of a deity 

behind you. The orb is falling below me. I do what I must to reach it. I 

retrieve what little magical reserves I can to cast a spell that sends me 

flying at the orb faster than naturally possible. I feel separate from my 

body. I feel one with Her purpose. I salvage the last of my energy to 

create a teleportation vessel. It is barely large enough. I feel the 

formidable item in my hand, and praying to Goddess, I imbue it with my 

soul formed as a kiss. I send it to Her, fully understanding my impending 

demise.  

  



Catnip: The Film That Never Was 

 

In the spring of 2014, I experienced smoking catnip for the 

very first time. It was a strange high, and it left me with both a 

headache and an abstract train of thought. in those days I was 

always sure to engage in “productive” activities while using drugs and 

other mind-altering substances (with a very loose definition of the 

term). My idea I first had upon smoking catnip was to create an 

abstract film inspired by Koyaanisqatsi, created from visually 

interesting clips and fascinating audio I had in my extensive library 

of silly video footage. I amassed about 30 minutes of pure garbage 

in cinematic form. Each shot was utilised to flow into the next, but 

they were completely disparate in their meaning and context. This 

project was sadly was ill-fated, as there was absolutely no 

organization to the files.This was partially due to my lack of 

experience and mostly because I was high on catnip. I had originally 

planned to only show this project in private screenings to others who 

it were also smoking catnip, and maybe release it into the 

mainstream long after the statute of limitations for the crimes 

committed in the footage was expired. Unfortunately, I quickly grew 

tired of the effects the catnip had on my mind and I soon forgot about 

the project entirely. Now all I have is a couple test renders that are 

honestly not all that interesting. Sometimes ya smoke the dope and 

sometimes the cat nips your ass amiright? 

  



 



Back vs. Chest: What's Good For What? 

Ah, the age-old argument. You see, many weightlifters (often casual) will debate 
whether building the chest or bulking the back more is better. The two are 
essential muscles and will show ne'erdowells you mean business, and they will 
show the ladies you've got game. Beyond those two things, these muscles will 
make you look in the mirror and think, “Wow. That's me?” Yes, it is. But still, we 
have to ask: which muscle is superior? 
 
Let's look at the chest. You can browse any number of professional weightlifters, 
including the likes Arnold Schwarzenegger, Ronnie Coleman, Lou Ferrigno, and 
others, and you will immediately be awestruck by their awesome, protruding 
pectoral muscles. These things stick out further than trunks on a tree and could 
easily land them a position at Hooters, given there's no hiring freeze. Seriously, if 
you didn't know any better, you'd say, “Alright, I'm gonna do bench press only for 
the rest of my life!” 
 
Don't. To give it its due, though, the chest muscle is insanely important. It is what 
fills your shirt, gives the illusion of looking wider, and its exercise will give you the 
notorious “pec bounce.” Integral exercises include the bench press, the incline 
bench press, dumbbell flies, pushups, the pec deck, dips, and a variety of others 
that will make you look like a Greek god in no time, given a proper diet and strict 
regimen.  
 
Word to the wise: Don't eat liberally and consume everything in sight. Believe 
me, eating copious amounts of Ho-Hos will not make you muscular.  
 
Now, let's take a look at the back. This muscle is beyond vital. When Arnie 
stretches his back, you'd think he'd be able to fly. His back, along with other 
bodybuilders' backs, is so jaw-droppingly wide, it looks like a pair of wings. The 
truth is: the back provides the envied V-shape that so many men wish to attain 
but never do. An especially defined back can make men insanely jealous and 
can drive women crazy.  
 
You know that V-shape you see from the front of a guy's body? Yeah, that's 
actually caused by an impressive back. 
 
Particularly beneficial back exercises include the classic pull-up, pulldowns, 
barbell rows, one-arm dumbbell rows, T-bar rows, hyperextensions, deadlifts, 
seated close-grip rows, etc. A variety of machines will also assist men in attaining 
a glorious back. 
 
So, what's the point here? It's not incredibly certain, but back and chest exercises 
are both vital to one's physique. If you're on your way to physical fitness, no 
matter what age you are, chest and back exercises will be imperative to your 
growth. The chest creates the illusion of one who doesn't take anything from 
anyone while the back provides the physique longed for by men, almost 
universally. So, if you want that V-shape, hit the back hard and you'll see those 
results. But if you want your chest to stick out past your nose, it's time to become 
best friends with the barbell. 



  



 

 



The world smells of petrichor 

Her fingers dance sparks through the air 

I lie on my back beside her 

The air is charged with static 

 

Her fingers dance sparks through the air 

Her hair rises up like seaweed 

The air is charged with static 

Our fingers clasp together gently 

 

Her hair rises up like seaweed 

This is my favorite part 

Our fingers clasp together gently 

My body tenses with a pulse of energy 

 

This is my favorite part 

I raise my hand—reaching for destiny 

My body tenses with a pulse of energy 

Sparks fly from my fingers 

 

I raise my hand—reaching for destiny 

Each spark is bright and instantly exists 

Sparks fly from my fingers 

Each spark instantly vanishes 

 

Each spark is bright and instantly exists 

Her lightning magic is briefly mine 

Each spark instantly vanishes 

Prickles tremble across my palm  

 

Her lightning magic is briefly mine 

I forget that I’m powerless in a world defined by magic 

Prickles tremble across my palm 

The world smells of petrichor 



who am i? 

who am I ::  a submissive leader 

who am I ::  a self appointed general with no testicles 

who am I ::  the mania of a binge-eater's surfing best friend 
who am I ::  the forgotten left-overs of a narcotics agent obsessed with their exes exes exes ex.   

who am I ::  a flaming hot Cheeto narcissist 

who am I ::  a half-serious nihilist 

who am I ::  a planner with no tangible goals 

who am I ::  a co-dependent sea captain 

who am I ::  a football player that hates cleats 

who am I ::  a violent car crash with no causalities 

who am I ::  an empty mansion's sentient chandelier 

who am I ::  an ironic fashion sense for a hateful politician 

who am I ::  JFK after the assassination 

who am I ::  an indulge-r of indulging others 

who am I ::  an astrology chart that refuses to take itself seriously 

who am I ::  a man Connor Gregorio punched for no reason 

who am I ::  7,000 drones flying towards a peace rally 

who am I ::  a torn ACL belonging to a rubber sealant salesmen 

who am I ::  a brainstorming session that ends in suicide 

who am I ::  the bacteria of a spinster spitting through a spinning fan 
who am I ::  the screenplay that history's most inconsequential hurricane co-wrote 
who am I ::  a winning lottery ticket bought by a young man aggressively losing their hair 

who am I ::  the inevitable yellowing of an awkward Polaroid prom photo 
who am I ::  an extraordinary excuse that comes really close to justifying itself 
who am I ::  an ongoing sexual crisis between a mortician and their two-headed landlord named Albert 
who am I ::  a softball team on the verge of a regrettable albeit memorable orgy 

who am I ::  the helping hand of a pastor turned reptile 

who am I ::  the indecision of an eccentric trillionaire 
who am I ::  the half-empty water glass of Hollywood's luckiest provocateur 

who am I ::  a never-ending crescendo of humanity's most ambiguous desires    



  



Told You: A Play 

Characters: 

Ash- Any gender. In school, around 13 but can be played by adult. 

Doesn’t care. 

Morgan- Any gender. In school, around 16 but can be played by adult. 

Cares a lot. 

 

We are in a regular room in a house. Kitchen, living room, bedroom. It 

is not crowded with furniture.  Morgan is playing with a razor scooter 

like a Skip-It (google it, it’s from the 90s). Ash is sitting on the floor 

calmly playing with something. 

 

Ash: (not looking up) You know you’re gonna hurt yourself with that 

thing. 

Morgan: So? 

Ash: Whatever. 

Morgan: When is mom getting home? 

Ash: Don’t know. Didn’t say. 

Morgan: Is she with Tony? 

Ash: Don’t know. Didn’t say. 

Morgan: Well what did she say? 

Ash: There’s leftover pizza in the fridge and she’s going out. 

Morgan: Helpful. 

Ash shrugs 



Morgan: So.. How’s school? 

Ash: Dumb. 

Morgan: (beginning to struggle with breath) Well, anything cool happen? 

Ash: Depends what you mean by cool. 

Morgan: (getting frustrated now) Just, anything new or different. 

Ash: I guess. Mrs. Sansby had meth in her desk. 

Morgan is shocked and immediately forgets to jump. Their foot is cut off at the 

ankle by the razor scooter. It is ridiculous and bloody and good luck with this, 

props crew. Morgan doesn’t notice. Ash doesn’t notice. 

Morgan: WHAT?? Why didn’t you tell me?? Who found it? Are you 

kidding?? That’s.. that’s.. 

Morgan realizes the scooter is still spinning around but they’re no longer 

jumping. They look down. See the severed foot. Blink. Stare.  

Morgan: Um.  

… 

Um. Ash. 

Ash: (without looking up) What? 

Morgan: (still looking at leg stump, there’s so much blood now) Ash. 

Ash: (turning around as they say) What?  

… 

Oh. 

Told you not to do that.  

(looking at the audience now) You saw me tell him/her/them not to do 

that. It’s called a razor scooter, guys. (rolls eyes, resumes playing with 

whatever they were before) 

Morgan is shocked and is now staring at Ash. No one says anything. It is 

painful for everyone. Morgan looks up at the audience, still bleeding. 

Blackout 



  



Podcasts I’m Listening To 

Welcome to Nightvale – A creepy and eclectic podcast taking place in 

the fictional town of Nightvale. A spooky good listen in the dark! 

Turning the radio to static and hearing the audio of the Big Bang 

reverberate throughout the universe – According to a pop-science 

magazine I read, 1% of all radio and TV signal static is actually the echo 

of the Big Bang! Neat! 

S-Town – This fascinating, 7-episode podcast dives into a corrupt, racist, 

and otherwise “Shit Town,” as well the eccentric man who made it all 

happen. Great for a road trip! 

Turning off all audible distractions and just hearing the ringing in my 

ears – I have hearing damage called “Tinnitus.” I just can’t hear silence 

anymore! 

This American Life – This fantastic series explores the many aspects, 

nuances, and stories in American Life. Great for Americans, as well as 

those who wish to hear a snippet of the American experience. 

Listening to ducks quack and trying to interpret their language into 

English – What could they be quacking about? We need answers! 

Freakonomics Podcast – This is a fascinating one, created by one of 

the writers of the Freakonomics book! Hear about the numbers behind 

everything, and how strange, complex ideas start to make sense while 

having fun! 

Recording audio throughout my day and then listening to it back all 

night so I can really remember the audio of my day – I’m pretty sure 

we all do this. 

The Last Podcast on the Left – This series is basically three comedians 

recounting some of the most messed up, scariest people and 

organizations while making you laugh about murder and blood. Fun! 

Playing several radio stations and TV channels at once so I can get 

a real sense of what’s happening in the world – For when you really 

want to be “in the know.” Not a great way to convince your family you 

don’t need your meds, though. 

The Joe Rogan Experience – This is the podcast that got me into 

podcasts. Joe is my idea of the “ultimate man,” with fascinating topics of 

conversation, wild insights, and his interviewing skills are unmatched by 

all! 

Youtube fail compilations – They’re even better when you turn off the 

screen and listen to the goofy music! 



  

 What    are you                                        selling                                     the days 

 

 

 

   of       your 

                                                                                       life   

                                                                                                    for?  



  



A Defense for Objectifying Humanity 

This is a controversial point, I know, but bear with me here. We 

should stop valuing consciousness above lack of consciousness. In 

the standard of human reasoning, Humans are valued above 

Animals who are valued above Plants who are valued above Fungi 

and Bacteria who are valued above Objects such as rocks and 

water and houses and computers. The main reasoning for this is 

that each level higher has a higher level of reasoning and 

consciousness closer to our own. Obviously, we would choose to 

save a human life over the life of a rabbit, and we would choose to 

save a rabbit than a bush. In this instance, size, shape, and age are 

all completely irrelevant, as the rabbit is most likely the youngest 

and smallest but is still valued between the human and the bush. 

My defense, however, takes levels of consciousness and intellect 

out of the equation. Instead, I say that value should be determined 

by how much other objects benefit from one. For instance, we all 

benefit from the sun, as it is what gives light and heat to the life on 

our planet, it holds our planet within the solar system, and without it 

plants and animals could not survive. Other large objects such as 

the polar ice caps and the rainforests as a whole keep life on our 

planet in balance and can therefore be considered more valuable 

than any one person. Why do we honor people above these huge 

objects that keep our understanding of our corner of the Universe in 

balance? 

Because of this argument, it could be said that life itself is 

meaningless because of how little it benefits the rest of the 

universe. To that, I ask what the point of the universe is if there is 

nothing to experience it? There is value in consciousness, as 

without it the universe is just a big chemical reaction that could 

begin and end with nothing to appreciate it. In that regard, 

Humanity is important, as we are able to marvel and manipulate the 

Universe in our tiny ways. Because of this, we are no less and no 

greater than the largest mountain or smallest piece of sand. In this 

understanding, a tree is nothing but a collection of sticks and a 

beach is a conglomeration of sand. 

We are all one, whether a collective consciousness or a lonely 

apple falling from a tree. 



 

  



  



My Lifeline 
 
Sitting under the green sea turtle 
sandbox lid that covers a hole in the ground, 
I feel the cool soil against my palms, 
and imagine a world inside this pit. 
 
A world enveloped in the scent of rust,  
like the many metal trinkets in the ground 
little presents from the people  
who lived in this house before us. 
 
Inside my parents fight or worse, 
sit silently until one leaves. 
But outside, in the blatantly American  
boxed backyard, lie the shovels. 
 
My brother, kind and pure 
and much too young for the pain he’s felt 
struggles with a shovel and glances at me, 
I push back my fear and join the fight. 
 
Afterall, he needs this just like me. 
Weighing little more than the shovels, 
we jump, planting our feet on the shovels, 
and planting them in the ground.  
 
We dig in silence, only breaking it 
to discuss our battle plans. 
Plans for a war with the Earth, 
a war we would rather wage on our life. 
 
Down we fall, with each dive of our shovels, 
‘til we can’t see the world, 
‘til hopefully it can’t see us. 
And I sit, under the green sea turtle shell 
 
dreaming of a world where I never stop digging 
alongside my brother, my lifeline 
  



Mine Eyes 

“It’s stronger than normal,” she warned, “just so you’re not caught with your 

pants down.” 

“Good. Last time I barely noticed it.” I drew my lips together in a mock-pout and 

raised my eyebrows at her. “Maybe you can help me,” I drew it out with a 

suggestive glance for good measure, “get the most out of it.” 

She laughed, short and honest, and glanced away before meeting my eyes 

again. I held my gaze and felt my smile hit my eyes. She returned it ten-fold 

before walking away. A few steps toward her kitchen she flipped a generic 

brand soda can in one hand and catching it.  

“Don’t give me that one, I don’t want to make a mess on accident.” I raised my 

voice as she disappeared into her kitchen, one hand trailed behind her with a 

“shoo” gesture before following the rest of her. I stopped myself from 

wandering after her and closed my eyes. 

My mind drifted over the room. 

Her couch was soft to the touch but her whole living room had that same feel to 

it. Large white billowy curtains blocked most of the light from her south-facing 

windows but the light still filtered through. Much less harsh than the afternoon 

sun would have made it unfettered. I felt warm and soft. Quite comfortable in 

the corner of her big L-shaped couch, my mind passed over everything else 

around me, ignoring my own well-known shape.  

She liked pinks and white for decor. A large pastel pink plush carpet filled most 

of the empty space in the middle of the living room. This couch, a desk and 

single white task chair in a corner, an end table and a coffee table. The furniture 

was all whites, but only the task chair and desk were bright white. Beside the 

desk a hallway led deeper into her apartment. I turned my thoughts away from 

there and back towards the room. 

 Light greys with accent pillows thrown here and there. Seven on the couch in 

alternating pink and white. A few around the large carpet drew my attention. I 

could roll around and always lay my head somewhere. The pillows were slightly 

redder pink than the carpet, I noticed. Two large pillows that seemed to be 

made to seat a whole person were on either side of the room. One white with 

pink trim sat behind the white workspace just out of the way of the task chair. 

One large pink pillow with white trim sat under the windows and still caught 

some light.  

I felt the same vibe as the rest of the room, but so much stronger there. Warm, 

soft, fuzzy.  

It shifted. My eyes snapped open and I turned towards it. 

“Hey!” Her voice from down the hall. 

“Yeah?” 



“Do you want to me to make a tea or should we just eat them raw?” She made 

the word, “raw,” seem somehow disdainful. As though raw was obviously the 

worst option one could think of. 

I called back, “Let’s do tea!” The idea of gnawing on dried mushrooms didn’t 

really sit well with me anyway. Texture has always been important to me. A nice 

warm tea beats chewy dry fungus any day. 

My mind began to settle back down and relax and I pondered her making tea. 

She got out a cute white pot with pastel green and pink flowers for highlights. It 

was a big pot fitting six or even eight cups of tea. Her kettle was already on, 

obviously from before she asked how I wanted to take my trip with her. She 

wanted me to feel like this was more spontaneous instead of planned. 

My eyes snapped open again.  

Too far. I looked too far. If I relaxed too much I would lose myself in the sea of 

other apartments as my focus drifted. If I looked too closely in here? I invaded 

her privacy by default.  

I peaked in her mind.  

Back to the living room my focus was on trying to set up some new distraction. 

She had a TV mounted to the wall. A big flat screen and black unlike anything 

else in her place. It didn’t fit.  

Not like I fit.  

I uncurled from my corner of her couch and looked around for a remote. A small 

disk sat on the coffee table. I reached for it and a tone played from the TV as my 

hand passed over it. It tracked my hand and a menu displayed.  

After minutes of scrolling through streaming services I decided I was definitely 

not in the mood for shows or movies. Maybe later I would find that more 

alluring.  

Music felt a lot better. I gestured and flicked through her recent music and 

found her search history.  

A whistle came from the kitchen. It was done. She would come out soon. I 

hoped she would use that big pot. 

My eyes caught on the top search. Her search was apparently, “good music for a 

trip with someone you like,” and the result was too good to be true. It 

suggested, “top 100 road trip sing-along anthems.” 

I laughed. Something furry and white with bells on jingled across the room. It 

pranced from the pillow I forgot about down the hall and ducked into what 

must have been her bedroom. 

She stood at the door to the kitchen, an actual tea tray in her hands, and 

watched her cat’s tail disappear in a way I must have when watching her before.  

She turned back to me and smiled that tenfold smile. 

“Put some music on that, babe. Let’s have some fun.” 



  



A Hill to Die On: A Review 
 

Regardless of whether you love them or hate them, it can’t be denied that powerhouse script writing 
duo King Thing and Queen Bean are successful in their craft. Behind such blockbuster hits as 
“Grandpa’s Attic” and “The Cool Cat Dynasty”, they have redefined storytelling with a compelling 
and complicated mix of morally grey characters in scenes that seem influenced by acid flashbacks.  
It was a surprise then, when they announced their newest project, “A Hill to Die On”. A coming of 
age dark comedy set in a post-apocalyptic “Peanuts” universe, the film was universally denounced 
as a generic cash grab from the film community. The angry reaction from most fans of their previous 
work does not need to be repeated here, as it dominated news networks for several weeks following 
the announcement, and many US cities are still working with FEMA to clean up residual property 
damage. 
This only contributed to the hype surrounding the release. The world held its breath as it waited for 
what has become the most anticipated film of a generation. Thousands camped out in New York’s 
Times’ Square to see the premiere and talk to veteran film star Helmut Si’falm, the lead actor of the 
project. Tickets were sold out within seconds when they first became available online, destroying 
box office records and selling three times over the next highest grossing movie did in its entire 
lifetime--within a week. There is no question that the cultural phenomenon surrounding the film will 
be talked about for decades, perhaps centuries to come.  
It seems almost a waste of time even write a review of “A Hill to Die On”; nearly everyone has already 
seen it and talked about in length, there are 10-page essays deconstructing the actions of extras and 
other small details, and fan-clubs, billions of people strong have cropped up overnight, but reviews 
still need to be written for posterity’s sake.  
The movie is so sacred that the termed “shitposting” of memes about “A Hill to Die On” has been 
outlawed in 34 states.  
The opening scene sets the tone for the rest of the movie’s nearly three and a half hour long run 
time. It’s nearly impossible to dissect this scene and subsequent ones. Colors literally drip from the 
characters as they drift through space and time, expertly sending the film into something from the 
silent era. The creators' brilliant use of 3D to show the literal depth of each character as we learn 
more about them contributes to their self-actualization further into the film. The use of dynamic 
fourth-wall breaks, which change with each subsequent viewing of the film was a risky choice by the 
filmmakers, but it paid off, as many viewers have rewatched the film, sometimes immediately 
afterwards, to get the full experience and reexamine its themes.  
The movie is also very LGBT-friendly. With a scene depicting two (white) male characters, years apart 
in age, as they make love to one another makes this movie one of the most progressive in years and 
sets a standard for movies to come. To make a bold claim, forthcoming films without same-sex sex 
scenes will be considered subpar. It only goes to show the prowess behind the literary efforts of 
Thing and Bean. 
I went with several other critics to a showing, and each of us had radically different experiences. I 
came out crying, having been reminded of incredibly sad moments from my own life. It even 
prompted me to get back in touch with my estranged mother. Another critic came out of the same 
movie joyful, saying it had restored her faith in humanity. She has subsequently quit her career and 
gone back to school to become a physician. Yet another was so moved by the film that he stayed to 
rewatch it again and again. He had to be physically carried from the theater, three days after we left 
him, and was hospitalized for dehydration. It was good he was found in time; many others have not 
been so lucky, as theaters across the world have reported finding many movie-goers unresponsive, 
and in some cases dead, from either dehydration, heart failure, or suicide.  
Say what you want about the film, no other has had an effect upon the viewer as much as “A Hill to 
Die On”. It’s a litmus test for the character of each movie goer, something to reflect upon, and grow 
with. A paradigm shift at this level has never occurred in humanity’s short existence, but we are all 
waiting with bated breath for the sequel. 
 
Final review: 8.5/10 



  



True Facts About The World 
(And some that aren’t) 

• Four babies are born every second. Slow down, babies. 

• Slightly askew from Déjà vu, if you’ve experienced an 

event in a dream before, you feel déjà rêvé. 

• A group of pugs is called a “grumble”. 

• A group of people with crippling mental illness is called an 

“Art Collective”. 

• 100% of people pour the milk for a bowl of cereal first, 

according to a study done on one person who was “like, 

really smart and wouldn’t lie about that kind of thing.” 

• The Earth is more of a geoid shape, so both flat-earthers 

and the other, more sane people, are wrong. 

• Beaver anal glands are used in the creation of many 

foods, under the name “natural flavorings”. 

• The Eco in “Eco-friendly” actually stands for: Et Costs O-

lot. 

• There are several ways scientists predict the universe will 

end, including: The big crunch, the big slurp, and the big 

pour. All facets of a balanced breakfast. Coincidence?  

• Dogs are universally considered “good boys”.  

• When our eyes move in “saccades”, or the jerky, 

simultaneous movements associated with reading, our 

brain pauses the information coming from our eyes and 

makes up what it thinks it should be seeing. 

• In February of 1865, there was no full moon.  

• On October 24th of 2019, there was no moon at all, and 

there never will be again. What you are seeing is a fake. 

Goodnight, moon, goodnight. 

• Abraham Lincoln’s dog, Fido, was also assassinated. 

• Sometimes, if you listen close enough, nothing happens. 



  



Help this beetle find within my pages: 

1. A sweet pair of sunglasses 

2. A cutie (and hairy) booty 

3. A four-eyed crier 

4. A nervous surgeon 

5. A flying fish 

6. A scary scooter 

7. A floating bone 

8. A little lightbulb 

9. A swirly circle 

10. A stoned skull 

11. A dollar $ign 

12. A happy birthday hat 

13. A demon doggo 

14. A bright bulb 

15. A secretive snail 

16. A list of listlessness 

17. A mustachioed man 

18. A beautiful building 

19. A perfect circle 

20. A drippy drop or four 

21. A reader’s nose a bit too close 

22. A two page spread with face of dread 

23. A thirsty cup 

24. A word “EGO’ three times over 

25. A dozen eyes on a single page 

26. A dark dress 

27. A swirly space man 

28. A peaky pair of halos 

29. An earthly giant 

30. A slimy secret  

31. A squared off scribble 

32. A manly mushroom 

33. A staple or few 

34. A quick qr code 

35. The reason my wife left me 

36. Please come back jane the kids miss you 



  



 

 

  



The Vote is Cast 

The towering purple rhino-skinned creatures come each year to 

deliver an ultimatum. Anonymous voting decides who leaves with them. 

Everyone gets to vote for one person. Each person who is voted for must 

leave. Those who leave never return. I like to imagine that they go 

somewhere kinder than here. But I don’t believe it. The creatures reek of 

mold and decay. Recently, the village decided to start a democratic vote. 

Everyone is to agree on one person to vote for, one sacrificial lamb to be 

taken. It works most times. Now, only one or two people are taken each 

year. Compared to the hundreds taken during the Great Reaping.  

It is hard for us though. No one wants to be taken, not really. 

Some accept it with silent obedience, but most bargain or reason that it 

should be someone else. The worst are those that threaten to vote 

someone else off with them. Seven years ago, a man threatened to vote 

out the woman’s seven-year-old son. The woman threatened to do the 

same to the man’s wife. The families and their friends continued to 

threaten until the whole village became a battleground, and we were 

forced to pick sides. Each side was eventually looking for the eradication 

of the other on principle: we couldn’t have such troublemakers around 

next year when the creatures came. That was the year of the Great 

Reaping. Hundreds of people from both sides, defeated and sobbing, 

trailed behind the creatures as they marched from the village. 

This year, I couldn’t participate. I couldn’t vote another innocent 

out to save the rest. Screw democracy. Who gives a damn about utility? 

Who gives a damn about ethics? So, I didn’t compromise. I did the only 

honest thing: I voted for myself.  



  



A letter to those in the Throes 
Dear reader, 
 It’s easy to get caught up in the day to day. The minutiae of the moment, the 
current ebb and flow of our lives encircling those around us. But in the dead of night, 
when the distractions are far away and we are alone with ourselves, we still come to the 
one question, most of us at least.  
 “What’s the point of all this?”  We ask. "Why are we here at all? Is there some 
greater purpose for us out there, somewhere on earth, or maybe somewhere far 
away?" 
 These are worthy questions. They have stood the test of time in humanity's 
miniscule scale. But without the appropriate knowledge, they are impossible to answer. 
Let's start by getting some perspective. 
 We number somewhere around seven-billion human beings on the blue jewel 
of our solar system, the Earth. The much debated 7 or 8 (and sometimes even 9 if you 
ask the right people) planets revolve around our sun, a G-type main sequence star, 
which is to say that it is normal and on scale with what we see elsewhere throughout 
the wider universe. This universe is impossibly vast. We are a speck of a planet in a 
speck of a solar system in a speck of a galaxy that is one of anywhere between 200 
billion and two trillion galaxies in just our observable universe alone. 
 We are, as you can tell, very, very small. Inconsequential. We cannot, even with 
humanity's greatest technological advances and discoveries, ever scratch the surface of 
what is out there. No matter our legacy, it will all fade with time. So, what then, is the 
point of all this? Why go on at all if none of it matters? If no matter what we do it all 
turns to cosmic dust? If even after time our sun burns out, the earth collapses, and the 
universe ends? How can any of this possibly make sense? 
 I'm not sure if we ever get to answer this question. But I have a theory, a belief, 
really. 
 Nothing matters in the grandest scheme of the universe. We cannot stop the 
march of time. We each have a set amount, and then we disappear. Nothing is left of us, 
save in the minds of others. This is terrifying, truly, paralyzingly terrifying. But it is our 
sole lot in life, our duty as the random stroke of luck we are, to press on anyway. We 
have been gifted, maybe by some greater being, or a true anomaly of the universe, 
sentience. 
 We are, each and every one of us, a resident of the planet earth. A human 
being full of thoughts and feelings. We are each fundamentally unique, having been 
made up of a mishmash of already used material, reformed in another way. We are 
curious beings. We make and we break, we test and experiment. We love and we lose. 
We rise, fall, and rise again. Simply put, we live. 
 We must, in the face of the horrors of the unknown and the uncertain, be 
brave. We must continue to strive for a great answer to a great question, and we must, 
at the right time, decide our own answer to it, however flawed it may be. We must love 
the journey more than the destination. 
 The only advice I have for you is this: Be brave, dear reader, be brave and live. 
When there is no weight to your actions, find them yourself. Put your hand on the scale 
and lash out with righteous indignation. When nothing matters, you get to choose what 
matters, at least to you.  

Choose well.   
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