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REASON FOR BEING 

“Adults and children sometimes have boards in their bedrooms or living-rooms on which they pin pieces of 
paper: letters, snapshots, reproductions of paintings, newspaper cuttings, original drawings, postcards.  On 
each board all the images belong to the same language and all are more or less equal within it, because they 
been chosen in a highly personal way to match and express the experience of the room's inhabitant.  
Logically, these boards should replace museums”

------ John Berger

Many of you, I'm sure, have often wondered amid the multiple collective existential threats facing us, 
just within the United States alone, what good are the arts not to be confused with the activity of art-
making)? Yes there are legitimate social utilities in the arts. But given the climate change-led natural 
disasters, the continued and rising institutional inequalities, the rise of fascism, the diabolical agenda of one 
major political party and ineptitude, fecklessness and complicity many of the only other major political party 
and the general decay of most of our public institutions, if we as socially conscious and political activists are 
“living that in our art by bearing witness, giving a voice to the silent, creating safe spaces for the oppressed 
and vulnerable, or showing a new way of being, then what exactly is the advantage of having the work 
ordained by literary, art, academic and other official institutions? What criteria ushered out those preserves 
inspires a need for them? 

Of course, duh, it's one of the only ways you can receive any material compensation –monay!-- for 
your labor. At this point, that is the only relevance I see to revere designated space, i.e., separate and 
exclusive, to the “preserves” of art and literature. Despite efforts of well-to-do liberals,  the majority of 
folks, just as in the time of Berger writing the above, are really not into it. Should we care? Why do I care? 
There is something inevitably exclusive about all of these institutions. I believe that the insulation that ensues 
within these many urban and educated elite circles increases our vulnerability. If I'm wrong, oh well, what 
interesting worlds open anyway in seeking what is outside all the things that make someone like myself 
comfortable on an income that generally borders the Federal Poverty Level. There is nothing noble in any of 
this. It's still about identity: the circumstances and sensibilities of Enduring Puberty Press's (EPP) current 
editor-in-chief lead us to this weird kind of not entirely defined populism.

At a minimum, EPP wants to elevate in a quasi public light what online social media seems to tease 
and take away from us: the conversation-based relationships between too people (or parties).  And as much as 
possible already as we enter deeper into this period of likely ecological, social and political-economic death 
and disruption, allow for an acceleration of cultural production (or maybe de-production) withing physical 
community space

At the same time EPP wants to give credit to the traditions of correspondence art; also found objects 
and personal ephemera (as exemplified by Found Magazine); also the so-called “sharing economy” that 
emerged earlier this decade; also the strand(s) of folk art by laboring artists who never went professional, the 
tradition of the epistle (letter), and to the very unexplored residential curations that people all over the 
world may put on in each other's homes (sometimes with out knowing it).  

In addition EPP has 4 goals:
*to publish the works of developing artists, particularly those who are underprivileged, and not  
cozily accepted by their local communities.                                                                                                  
*to exercise and promote a venture into the tradition of hand-made correspondence art, which may at some 
point be turned into a more arts & crafts sorts of business                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        
*to help exchange ideas, eventually provide local journalism which is badly needed, especially as the current 
set of global and national crises happening around the world will certainly force us to rely more on a local 
supply of most goods and services. i.e., To fill the void that corporate media is still creating                       
*To help share dreamed, and planned creative projects with which any single one of us, by themselves won't 
have the privileged time to complete, in the hopes that some of them may be realized with collaborative 
effort                                      

Of course, this could change, or we could just stay the same as this here issue #1 in front of you, collecting 
really good works from a variety of individuals (only next time, more women, persons of color and members of 
other underrepresented groups), and even our minimal relationship to web and to said institutions is 
negotiable. 
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FROM THE EDITOR

“It's not that I'm not doing it, it's that I'm doing it. I'm doing it and eight people know about it”     
--------Paul Auster

“Privacy Invades back” is a curation of some really good writing, visual art, and other features, all of 
which this editor feels capture certain plays of forces that are unavoidable in navigating life in public as an 
ostensibly private being. It does not include many examinations of --or attempts to undermine-- the 
surveillance and police state that we are now living in, nor is there much covering the newish reality of living 
so much of our lives within social media. Those two epitomes of reality are not easy to take for granted; my 
hope, speaking as a Gen Xer, or Xiennial as has been more discriminately dubbed (those born between 77-84 
or some slight variation thereof), is that those born in a time after this reality, millennials, don't take that 
reality for granted either, and interrogate it. Obviously –obvious, if you have a sense of history and  you're 
paying attention to trustworthy news sources-- they're doing a way better job than folks my age.

More than a literary form, the epistle as a feature in this mag is a document of others'  interpersonal 
correspondences in a slowed down manner.  Regardless of the two parties' correspondence, the power 
dynamic or the nature of their relationship, it presupposes some sense of intimacy and level of attention or a 
boundary thereof in combination with an attention that doesn't seem possibly common online.  It's not that 
EPP is by/of/for luddites, but the experience of human beings connecting with one another may be enhanced 
by this media atavism in juxtaposition with the internet.

Honestly, this wouldn't have happened if not for stubbornly clinging to just the right little bit of resentment 
towards the need to be wanted, the need for praise on the interlocutors would be seeking it. As juvenile and 
dangerous as this particular resentment as a ruling passion would be in one, it's also a bit of backlash against 
the sad notion of “Likes”, “followers” and “clicks” being a form of social currency. Which has to be a 
unhealthy thing, right? Right, my 8 or so readers? Do not answer the question in writing, draw a wordless 
picture.  Better yet just send it in an air balloon.

For as long as I can remember, I haven't been willing, or able, to accept things as they are.  This has 
taken the form of many things, from wetting my pants semi-regularly till the ripe age of nine, to extensively 
fantasizing my own parallel childhood in which my friends and I started our own Television network with (what 
I thought of as) adult themes, to participating in a group art show and create within it a sculpture disguised as 
a funeral for a frog disguised as a psychedelic toad, to keeping old but still well-soled shoes together with 
duct tape, to becoming a political activist, to proposing an idea for a restaurant where the dining was 
standing only (to promote digestion), to not owning a car for 19 adult years, to employing a sexual politics 
that often embraced a very public celebration of unconventional beauty, and others' sexual agency (for which 
I lost a few friends), etc.  For the most part it as been a deliberate, or conscious struggle to get away with 
being as fully authentic as humanly possible. 

It occurred to me that most of this, especially the more creative stuff was a product of my long 
time(s) spent alone in the privacy of my body and my home. It seemed to me that what was cultivated in my 
room should be extended to the outside. And there's still this alienated thing that arises in public, when 
everything is indifferent or hostile to what you cultivate. In the broadest net possible I dedicate this to all 
who have experienced (or remember experiencing) this.   

Of course our authenticity must be tested publicly to really mean anything. At the same time, we are 
all living in a time of unfolding crises.  All of them holding destructive consequences for “the public good” 
which is supposed to protect and enable individuals. More than anything this dying public (and republic) will 
inevitably force us on a very daily and personal level to change our way of living, public and privately. So it 
seems to me that the divisions we set up between public and private must be observed, questioned, fucked 
with, politicized, innovated or ultimately transcended. Feel free to disagree. 
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Poems of Doubt

by Jonathan Mayhew

I saw a woman I knew walking down the street with her son
Then I realized she had no son 
She was not the woman I was thinking of 
Or she only seemed to be walking with him 
Or he was being cared for by her 
Though not her son 
Or there was some other relationship between them 

*

I feel the vibrations of a motorcycle passing by
in my wooden table 
I am inside and the motorcycle is outside 
so there is no difference between inside and outside 
as far as vibrations are concerned 

*

I know nothing, you see 

My deepest convictions are nothing 
I can know about 

Yours are no better 
I can’t tell you this, though: 

They are ways of  life for you 
meaningful to you 

forms of  your feeling 

*

What is love? 

Noone knows 

*
What is desire? 
Everyone knows what it is 

through personal experience 
That is the only way to know something: 
personally 

*
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Poetry is socially constructed 
unlike the sea 

*

They ask me to have self-discipline 
but what part of  the self  must discipline what other part of  the self ? 
I look into myself  and try to 'nd out where one self  begins and the other ends
It is a third moi looking into the darkness trying to 'nd these other two selves 
I have a hard enough time being one person, and they want me to be three? 

*

They ask what my epistemology is but I do not know 
Must one have one? 

My epistemology is I do not know 

*

What is the self ? 
It is me they are asking that? 

*

But 

there are things we 
know well enough / enough about 

to get by 
'ne 

*

The bank clock says it is ninety seven degrees 
but who made banks in charge of  the temperature? 

*

Barbed wire 
induces no doubt 
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For a day you should observe yourself  
See what you are doing, observe every action and thought 
and take copious notes 
You might be surprised by what you are doing 
For lack of  self-observation many lives have been wasted 
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2 Poems by Christopher Marsh

FAMILIAR

this room is familiar

nobody runs and hides anymore
from the hands on the window
or the ghouls at the door

they all know
that this room
is familiar

that there are paths of least resistance
and those paths all end here

that there are suppers being made
of their sensibilities

that there are only boxes here and they
are all filled with prejudice

that through this basement window
i look out and forgive the sun’s intrusion

that I would rather hold a plank
to stay the rain than build
a house and thrive.

they all know
this air tastes agoric

but the disruption is there

“hungry whisper,
Is that your voice rapping
on my windowpane?”
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CONSENSUAL

red hand  caught little crooks 

how you  quiver at the touch 

and the bones of your words  rattle with new frequency 

how you pass  your salt and kiss with saliva 

will you bleed your fingers into my mouth? 

will you  make  my muscles move? 

12



Our Broadcasting Day 

By Paul Edward Costa 

Quen Uroth, thirteen years old and trembling slightly, listened for silence throughout the rest of 

the townhouse. He figured his aunt and uncle—with whom he and his four year old sister Tiul lived—

must still sit reading in the quiet of the basement. 

Tiul groaned painfully through her fitful sleep in a nearby room. 

He held the headphone shape of noise-cancelling ear muffs in his hands. He determined that it 

was safe to try them on for the first time. 

He reached up, undid the stiff latch on the dirt caked bathroom window and slid it open. 

From his vantage point on the third floor he saw the expanse of Strotha City, almost completely 

ruined. It had been leveled into crumbling haunted structures and gray rubble under a layer of fine 

quarry-like dust. The few buildings still standing in functional use stuck out of the broken stone heaps 

lining the barely cleared roads running between them as pale imitations of city streets. 

The open window faced south-east. At the very edge of the city he saw the east, south- east, 

and south Voice Towers. The towers—in the shapes of black cylinders—rose high into the sky. Atop 

them sat massive silver loudspeakers constantly broadcasting the words of each tower’s voice in an 

ever escalating conflict of volumes whose sound waves had de-stabilized and toppled most of the city 

into its present crumbling state. 

The towers stood so tall that Quen often sat imagining the lives of the “Flapears”—the 89% of 

citizens distinguished by their normally shaped ears—who lived within them in crowded but beautiful 

apartments where it is said they often danced to the intricate rhythms of the Voice Tower’s speeches. 

“Smoothheads” like Quen had been born without ears and with flat, misshapen holes instead in 

the sides of their heads. They made up only 11% of Strotha City’s population but occupied the large, 

decaying city center. 

For each Smoothhead the constant broadcasts of the Voice Towers brought deep physical pain 

for some inexplicable reason; each and every heartbeat slammed like a hammer into their ribs, a 

strange ringing headache took hold of them, and the nerves in their neck muscles inflamed into sharp 

points of pain. 

It was this pain that agonized Tiul. She lay on a steel cot in a bare room on the third floor. 

She’d been experiencing an unusually intense sensitivity to the Voice Tower’s broadcasts. Tthis 

pervasive discomfort gave her no rest during the day, and lingered often into the quiet of nighttime. 

The frequency and distress of her cries had caused their aunt and uncle to stay in the slightly more 

insulated basement. The only sleep Tiul experienced on that afternoon was due to sheer insomniac 

exhaustion shutting down her consciousness, but she still writhed and groaned. Like the Voice Tower’s 

broadcasts, Tiul’s voice could be diluted by relocating to another part of the townhouse, but not 

blocked out entirely. 

This desperate situation led Quen to procure the earmuffs he held.                                           

All the Voice Towers once broadcast different, contradicting speeches simultaneously... 

(East Voice Tower)...SPEAK FREELY, FOR A CHAIN ON ONE IMPRISONS US ALL... 
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(West Voice Tower)...BUT REMEMBER ALWAYS THAT ONE CAUSTIC WORD BURNS MANY... 

(North Voice Tower)...FOREVER SEEK OUT THE CERTAIN, AND DO NOT WAVER... 

(South Voice Tower)...BUT NEVER PLACE TRUST ON THE WINDOW SILL OF OUR BLURRED 

EYES... 

...until, at a point no one remembers, the Voice Towers all began broadcasting the same 

messages simultaneously, eight voices continuing constantly throughout every daytime hour, only 

stopping at night for the necessity of order and sleep, giving all Smoothheads a moment of respite 

from their pain induced by constant, amplified announcements. 

For years the Voice towers had broadcast strict orders for the Smoothheads to think for 

themselves, to maintain optimism, to not let silence lead them into stagnation, and to not be allured by 

the wonders they saw rising out of Octal City in the distance, (which most Smoothheads referred to as 

the “Octal Oasis” for the wondrous vegetation and constructions they saw rising above its walls): 

(All Voice Towers)...HAVE TRUST IN OUR HIGH ALTITUDE WHEN WE PROCLAIM THAT OCTAL 

IS NO OASIS... 

THEIR GLEAMING LIMESTONE STATUES, HALLS, AND SKYSCRAPERS PROVE THAT THEY 

MANICALLY AVOID SOME PETRIFYING NIGHTMARE, 

THEIR PALM TREES STRETCHING FAR UP ARE FERTILIZED BY THE ASHES OF THOSE 

THEY’VE BURNED, 

THEIR LACK OF EXPLOSIONS AND SABOTAGE SHOWS A PAINFUL REPRESSION IN THEIR 

MINDS, 

THE SILENCE OF THEIR CITY CLEARLY INDICATES A SEVERE OPPRESSION OF FREEDOMS, 

THE PILLARS ON WHICH THEIR CITIZENS MEDITATE ARE STABALIZED BY HEAPS OF 

CORPSES, 

AND THE HARMONIC SONGS THEY CHANT THERE MEAN PERSONALITIES BEING ERASED... 

Quen heard the voice towers’ words presently through the bathroom window he’d just opened, 

eight voices proclaiming at once “...HEADACHES ARE A BADGE OF HONOUR, A REWARD FOR 

YOUR CONTINUED LISTENING, FOR THEY PREVENT YOU FROM LOUNGING IN 

IDLENESS, AND THEY ARE A BLESSING WE’VE BESTOWED UPON YOU, FOR YOU’D FEEL 

A MORE DEVASTATING PAIN IN THE PEACE OF DAYTIME SILENCE...” 

Quen winced and closed the window. He gently touched the side of his head with his right 

hand. He passed his palm over one of the two flat, misshapen holes through which he processed sound 

on either side of his head. 

Experiencing that pain fresh helped him overcome his nerves. 

He put on the ear muffs. 

He sighed in the immediate relief of the silence they brought. He also guiltily enjoyed the 

absence of Tiul’s cries. Through that silence he heard a sound he couldn’t describe, the sound of 

himself, a constant rushing of cavernously deep winds forming wide fields of storm. He felt lighter on 

his feet and marvellously unaware of his own body for once. He sensed a fading of his physical 

definitions. He closed his eyes and focused on that sensation. He delved into the present moment, 

which for the first time was not alight with an internal pain permanently filling him with thoughts of a 
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future containing some dreamed of—but never achieved—peace. 

Quen opened his eyes. 

He looked at the long, narrow bathroom around him, at its cracked egg-white tiles, the scuzzy 

film on them, the chipped four-legged bathtub, and the broken mirror hanging askew from one nail on 

the wall above the blackened sink. He blinked. Quen felt—through his external visual perspective—

present in the room physically, but inside himself he felt comfortably far away in a remote place within 

the shifting tectonic plates of the earth. He smiled, experiencing a transcendent immaterial high. He 

reached up, unclasped the window, and slid it open a crack. 

He didn’t dare open the window all the way while wearing the ear muffs, unwilling to risk 

letting someone on the street below see him wearing them. 

As per one of the Voice Tower’s many instructions, the use of ear muffs had been made strictly 

illegal in Strotha City, and any observances of their use would be reported to one of the towers, who’d 

then call out the offender by name and set all nearby citizens against them. 

Quen deeply feared this punishment, and quietly dreaded the embarrassment of hearing the 

Voice Tower’s loudspeakers addressing him personally. 

Quen heard a young man named Mikhail Weyland be identified once when he was a child 

sitting on the front step of his family’s townhouse. Reports of a man wearing headphones leaning 

against the wall behind a defunct gas station spread along the ruined streets until they reached one of 

the towers. Within moments the loudspeakers on all the Voice Towers abruptly changed the topic of 

their speaking: “...SMILE OFTEN AND WORRY NOT FROM WHOM THE SMILE COMES 

BECAUSE SMILES BRING PEACE AND SHOW AN APPRECIATION OF HOW MUCH OF LIFE 

STILL REMAINS, AND THE WORTH OF THAT WHICH REMAINS IS INCREASED IN 

PORPORTION TO THE RANDOM DESTRUCTION SURROUNDING IT— BUT MIKHAIL 

WEYLAND BY THE STROTHA GAS STATION IN THE EAST DEEMS IT MORE DESIRABLE TO 

LISTEN TO SILENT NOTHING THAN A HELPFUL VOICE, PREFERING SILENCE, BUT

REMEMBER THAT SILENCE LEADS TO STAGNATION, AND THOSE LIKE MIKHAIL BLAME THE 

PAIN THEY CLAIM TO EXPERIENCE ON VOICES LIKE THIS VOICE, BUT IT IS ACTUALLY 

BURNING MOTIVATION THEY FEEL WITHIN THEMSELVES, BROUGHT ON BY THESE WORDS, 

NOT PAIN, AND THEY RESIST MOTIVATION SO MIGHTILY BECAUSE THEY ARE OF THOSE 

WHO LEECH RATHER THAN CREATE, WHO WOULD BE HAPPY NEVER TO SEE OUR CITY 

REBUILT...” and soon after other Smoothheads milling about on the street in their torn clothes all 

rushed down towards the East Strotha gas station, infuriated by the arrogance and laziness of the man 

there idling in a silence no other Smoothhead was allowed, doing apparently nothing and not picking 

up or stacking any of the city’s smashed bricks. 

When he finished recalling that memory, Quen Uroth stood on his tip-toes and peeked out the 

bathroom window he’d re-opened just a crack in the euphoria of the silent high his ear muffs brought 

him. He became almost giddy when he thought of somehow finding a way to wear concealed ear 

muffs while walking about outside, past other citizens and under the looming Voice Towers, brazenly 

yet secretly breaking rules right before those who set them. 

As his eyes danced over the piles of rubble and the stark shapes of the surviving structures he 

forgot about the other Smoothheads he knew in Strotha City and felt like some lone survivor in an 

inescapable no-man’s land. 

Quen felt vibrations through the floor in his bare feet. He quickly took off the ear muffs, exited 
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the bathroom, and entered Tiul’s room, shutting the door quietly behind him. As he went he heard the 

heavy steps of his uncle coming up the first set of rickety stairs. 

His uncle stopped on the second floor and rummaged through the pantry. 

Quen turned and looked at Tiul where she lay on her cot. She wore a green nightgown and her 

hair spread out over a flat pillow under the misshapen holes in the sides of her head. She often tossed 

and turned, burying one side of her head in the lumpy cushion under her, but she still heard the Voice 

Tower’s broadcasts through the other still-exposed hole. She made guttural, deeply unpleasant high 

pitched utterances of pain in her half sleep. 

Quen frowned, looked down at his hands (still holding the ear muffs), and shuffled slowly to 

her bedside. 

Tiul hissed through clenched teeth, turned, bit the pillow, strained her whole body, and 

collapsed onto her back. 

Quen lifted the headphone ear muffs towards her and hesitated. He knew that she’d never fully 

forget the oceanic serenity of the ear muff’s silence if he put them on her. She’d forever wish to defy 

the Voice Towers by possessing a pair. In a sense, he’d never be able to truly take them off her. He 

wished he could discuss this with her, but at her age of four he couldn’t be sure she’d not turn him in 

for possessing the ear muffs, along with their aunt and uncle for harboring him. 

Tiul’s breathing quickened and another spasm of pain began erupting in her. Quen placed the 

headphone ear muffs on her and flinched back, but she didn’t wake. Her body relaxed and she slept for 

a few peaceful hours while Quen watched over her and kept an eye on the door. When he removed the 

ear muffs from her head, before she got close to waking, he left the room quickly before general pain 

overtook her again. 

Quen only stopped briefly when it occurred to him how he’d never be able to tell Tiul of the 

temporary cure he’d administered to her for years, if ever. 

***

 Night fell over Strotha City soon afterwards. 

The Voice Towers fell silent. 

Around the city limits lay the fallen remains of prior Voice Towers, predecessors who collapsed 

due to a past construction race to build the tallest, most dominant voice tower capable of amplifying 

announcements into Strotha City. 

The Smoothheads exhaled in relief and ventured outside when the Voice Towers’ broadcasts 

ceased at sundown, bartering with each other and tending to their gardens growing in between 

scattered debris. 

The Flapears went to sleep in their towers at nightfall, finding the necessary silence abhorrent, 

although they could not say why, for they found it too uncomfortable to ponder for any length of time. 

They slept with their transistor radios tuned to white noise and thought nothing of it. 

16









The following poems are from David McLoghlin's Santiago Sketches, his latest book of short, 

imagistic poems entirely set in Santiago de Compostela, where the small and the local are revealed to 

be universal, mirroring the process whereby this small city near Finis Terrae (The end of the earth to 

the Romans) became central to human patrimony and declared a world heritage site by UNESCO.”

3 a.m.—I walk home 

mist through the Old Town. 

Gong! Gong! 

Rim of my silence. 
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Walking out of the city along R1a do Pombal 

in the late afternoon, prostitutes lean in doorways.

 They don’t call to me, even tiredly. I glimpse 

empty beer crates in shebeen bars, 

beds behind bead curtains at the back of them. 
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DAILY, QUINTANA 

Couples in gold-rimmed sunglasses and English shooting jackets with Collies and Huskies—

proud parents of exotics—take over the lower square. Kids on BMXs with training wheels pass 

me, perched on a rattley orbit. Quarter past five in the afternoon with a hangover can be 

pleasant. Frail perceptions. I’m alive in the sun. Someone’s asleep on the bench along the 

convent wall. Two Policia Municipal in blue-black come down the Via Sacra. The beggar who’s

been shouting, sits down. A hippie woman whistles to her white wolf dog, and goes. The cops 

stand a while, then stroll on towards the Obradoiro: the public face. A man in a beret swigs from

a carton of red wine, scowls at the little girl skipping past in a school uniform and Paddington 

Bear toggle coat. The punk boy beside him yawns, a knee drawn to his chest. He has a high-

shouldered, consumptive look. Tight jeans and red Doc Martens; the West German army surplus

coat hangs off him, back cricked from squat living, face like someone coming down. 
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The junkies shelter 

under the arches in the Toural. 

Old men stand beside the police. 

The police ignore them, the old men 

keep nodding as if they were included. 
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Old men sit talking 

at the PlaterDas door of the cathedral. 

¡Me cago en dios!—“I shit 

on God!”—one routinely punctuates. 

The arcade arches 

of R1a Nova and R1a do Vilar 

sheltered them in the winter. 

Now in late June 

they still walk in the shade. 

Cicadas make a deeper silence 

and summer opens its distances. 
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COLEGIATA DEL SAR 

Half past two in the afternoon: metal shutters 

slamming down. Shade this side of the street. 

A greased-back black-haired guy—smoker’s cough— 

goes by. Cars, then silence of a side-street 

on Saturday afternoon. Flap of a pigeon’s wing. 

A dark-eyed girl in purple slippers with her boyfriend. 

This suburb, almost countryside. In the shade of the Romanesque 

church: wedding rice. A white terrier barking at me. 
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LOST AND FOUNDED VOLUME 1: THE PRIVATE 
CREATIVE LIFE: The Brief Wondrous Hobby of Robert “Bob” 
Barnett, and the discouragement of its development.

The author of this article likes to collect certain old stuff, namely  old political advertising, old magazines 
of many kind, sheet music with beautiful covers, vintage community resource literature, vintage educational 
material (remind us of how far we've come and/or fallen), business religious and school yearbooks, 
abandoned photo albums, abandoned art (if it's interesting) and letters! Ultimately the endeavor to collect 
can only bring inertia and clutter [see page 89] , especially if you're working poor like the author.  for 
sharing, everything collected will hopefully be recycled out into our many future collaborated mail parcels.  
“Lost And Founded” feature stories and art from some of that beautiful junk.

In keeping with the spirit of the unprofessionalism & private aesthetics (for lack of a 
better phrase), and in keeping with the private-public theme of this, our first issue, we 
want to do some serious remembering and recognizing of someone no longer with “us”; 
someone who had hobbies they practiced, kindled into dreams that were never achieved.  
Someone, whose artistic output, previewed here in the following drawings, the artist very 
well may have kept to himself, even forgotten by him, for many decades.  Drawings of 
would-be bodybuilding magazine covers The postage on the envelope (on the next page) 
shows that the response from Weider Barbell Co.to these drawings was sent in April of 1950, 
roughly a decade after the the company owner published the first issue of the first of many 
muscle and fitness magazines.  

Weider Enterprises was founded by brothers Ben Weider, and Joe Weider (“The 
Father of Bodybuilding”) Canadian bodybuilder and entrepreneur who also founded the 
International Federation of BodyBuilders, as well as creating the Mr. Olympia and Ms 
Olympia contests. They went on to publish several magazines, and sell many “nutritional 
products”.  In later years he ran into trouble with the law for making false claims about his 
products.  Fitting to note that the investigation into their claims about their supplements 
was led by U.S. Postal Inspectors. None of their white collar crimes (of course) would 
diminish (but maybe enhance) their place in history. But that's digression.

Enduring Puberty Press came upon this neglected envelope of kitsch treasure in an 
antique store in Noel, Missouri, just a bit north of the Arkansas border. Charolette Bice a 
store owner who had been his former neighbor bought it at a yard sale by his sister Joanne 
Smith. After many searches online I connected Barnett to a recently deceased woman in 
Lawrence, KS who was the former mother-in-law of a friend.  From him I learned that 
Robert Barnett was an accomplished professional engineer. He helped design the battery 
that got the Apollo 13 ship flight home from space after it had an oxygen tank explosion, 
preventing a safe moon landing and return. Barnett, according to another correspondence 
found at the store had a special interest in nautical ship design. Two of his nieces dropped 
by EPP's office, indicating, as expected, that they weren't aware of their uncle's interest in 
bodybuilding or drawing. They informed us that Barnett's wife, the sister of their recently 
deceased mother, was the artist of the pair.  Could she have been the ghost artist for her 
husband...but wait...startling news has just hit that it couldn't be the same Robert 
Barnett...to be continued.  For now behold the correspondence and drawings.

EPP would like to thank the following for their assistance in this feature: George Laughead, Charlotte 

Bice, Janet Marrs Laughhead, and surviving family members of Robert Barnett.





















Dolce & Gabbana does Deleuze & Guattari 

by Trevor Bashaw

What do you desire? 

Meaning not, what do you lack? 

Meaning, what do you wish to produce? 

With others or a machine? 

Resistance FUTILE (AND PROBLEMATIC)

Assimilation DEFEAT (AND SUPER PROBLEMATIC)

Are sameness and difference different or the same? 

   | 

  |        (de�nitely different) 

| 

  | 

   Roiling we wrestle for the answer 
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Tell me what you mean by love. [tell me what i mean when i say really when i mean i don’t know 

what really is and not really. now i know what you’re thinking, really? the world hangs upside down. 

what do you mean when you don’t say what you mean. don’t be mean don’t be average don’t stand in 

the middle of the road. the pinnacle of the bell-curve. something about a pinnacle. something about 

Calpurnia and a pinnacle tumbling down. something about documentation, social media socialism and 

an irony shield I cannot connect with you I cannot connect to wifi DATA DATA DATA out of data one 

month later im back from the dead and everything is bad and getting worse DEATH BODIES LIKE 

SILENT WINDCHIMES BODIES ASLEEP IN THE STREETS BODIES LIKE PRISONS BODIES 

LIKE VACANT HOMES BODIES LIKE THE GROCERY STORE BODIES ADHERE TO BODIES 

A PILE OF BONES A STREET PERFORMER MASSACRE ONSLAUGHT OF THE CROWS AND 

THE MAGGOTS IT WILL BE THE SUN DISINTEGRATING TO ASH IT WILL BE THE BROWN 

WATERS RISING] 

Just kidding! [everything is hanging in delicate stasis and chaos how are you fine thanks the weather 

always the weather the environment affects the individual and therefore the collective and therefore the 

environment is a verb but wherefore wherefore where for art thou romeo that is person is inseparable 

from place and thing, that is nice weather we’re having, that is we have a lot in common just by being 

here together, that is we are so far apart, that means that, that, that] 

“I feel so close to you right now,” is always said with me against you, if not within you, if not 

inside you, if not without you but never you. [thank god never you because never me right? if hell is 

other people then what does that make me? heaven or earth? if i’m one then what’s the other? you, like 

you in particular? you have nothing to do with this] 

Stop inserting yourself in situations where you don’t belong. I said 
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Eat my shorts! 

Eat my crocs! 

Eat my staccato!            (STOP, POINT, CHORTLE.)

And my fermata            (LOOK AND LOOK HARD.) 

Comments or concerns? 

Only doing never being? Then             (JUST DO IT) 

                    !

put on a dress                     !          

      swoosh

         with nike

         a 

Two men stop their car on the crosswalk I’m crossing so I can’t move forward so I can’t get past 

them. The men roll down dark windows and point and laugh at me. Sneer. I don’t know what to do so 

I wave. I’m wearing a t shirt shorts and hot pink crocs. The men yell, what is that, what is it – ‘it’ isn’t a 

gender neutral pronoun I think it implies disgust. I am trying not to define my fashion just through its 

trauma. I am putting cool rocks in my purse so I am able to swing it 

real hard, real good. 

[I COULD HAVE BOLDED HARD BUT CHOSE NOT TO] 

[IT’LL TAKE ME A SECOND TO GET TO THE POINT. LIFESTYLE ISN’T RESISTANCE SO I’M NOT SURE IDENTITY CAN BE EITHER BUT I 

FEEL IT SOMETIMES AND THAT’S INVALIDABLE TO ME, ISN’T IT, FEELING, BUT I THINK FEELING TAKES THE BACKSEAT 

SOMETIMES IN RELATION TO MORE IMPORTANT ISSUES LIKE SYSTEMIC ONES LIKE THE NEOLIBERAL RHETORIC OF PERSONAL 

HARM AND TRUAMA DICTIONARIES THAT ARE REALLY REALLY HELPFUL AND INFORMING BUT THEN THERE ARE THOSE WHO 

WOULD THINK WE WERE IN A FOOTBALL STAND EATING HOTDOGS AND DRINKING MILLER LITE AND THROWING THE MILLER 

LITE CAN ON THE GROUND AND BELCHING, NOT BELCHING BURPING, NOT BURPING FARTING, NOT FARTING CUMMING INTO THE 

DIRT SO NEW PLANTS CAN GROW WITH MY SEED WITH MY FACE ON THE LEAVES WINKING HELLO CATCALLING PASSERBY AS MY 

BARK GETS GNARLY MY CROTCHES MULTIPLY MY FOLIAGE FLUSHES HOLLOWS PULSING INVITING HANDS TO REACH IN AND 

PULL ME OUT OF MY OWN FETISH, THAT’S MY FETISH, DEPENDENCY, THAT’S MY KINK, RECIPROCATION, NO PROVOKATION IN 

PROVO, UTAH BECAUSE THE JELLO BELT IS RESILIENT LIKE PLIANT BAMBOO.] 
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SHAPE OF MMMMMMMOUNNNNTTAAAAAAAA IIINNNNNNNSSSSsssssssss 

FEEL OF RRRRRRUUsssss 

T t tt t t tt t ttttttt 

(ME, DESPERATELY): 

What kind of person should I trust? 

The kind that seam themselves shut with sewing machines? 

(YOU, EARNESTLY):

 “Well, you know I heard Sue sued Susie, so she sewed a so-so sosa-sipping Cadillac 

      patch for the holes in her jeans." 

(ME, DESPERATELY): 

Pure sadness (NOTHING IS REALLY PURE) is not bad (HAS THIS GUY NOT DECONSTRUCTED MORALITY YET? HAS THIS GUY 

NOT DISCARDED VALUE JUDGEMENTS ALTOGETHER?) It just is. I think apathy is bad, but I think apathy is 

separable from sadness. (OBVIOUSLY, THAT’S WHY THEY’RE TWO SEPARATE WORDS ALREADY) Overwhelming 

sadness might make one apathetic and apathy might make one sad, and they can be mutually 

reinforcing... (SOLID ANALYSIS) But, I do not think that it is an endless cycle. (BOLD STATEMENT!) I do not think 

it is always an endless cycle. (OH YEAH?) Not everything is an endless cycle always. (REALLY?) I’m not sure 

if there is anything that is truly always an endless cycle. [...] I guess I will never know. (OH SHIT 

NOW I’M CRYING) 

Sometimes I just get really, really obsessed over one singular thing like endless cycles

 

                              (ESPECIALLY ENDLESS CYCLES) 
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NARRATOR (MAYBE THE SPEAKER, MAYBE EVEN (!!!) THE AUTHOR): 

• Complicate notion of me as author / subject capable of providing coherent analysis of anything 

outside my own experience and even then im only one of the many 'experiencers' in what I just did - 

but my account is still valid in that I think that it happened to me so I might as well share it and explore 

it, especially with others and their accounts of their experiences as well. And it would be 

thoughtful/empathetic of me to imagine what it would be like to experience things as another person, 

organism, or being 

I do not think 

I want this topic anymore. 

Or topics in general. 

an eyelash sashays 

shisha!? hash!? 

   Gasp*"/**

  (*PRONOUNCED GASP)

  (** PRONOUNCED SLASH)

a sash 

thin as ash 

“Mustard” masquerading as “‘Mascara’” (A SCARY THOUGHT) 

handkerchief band-an’a TEXAS if everything is smaller 

         is an armadillo opossum 

(I’M NEVER GOING BACK) 
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Il Maestro!
by Tasha Haas

She had fire poker eyes, that’s right, eyes like the pricked black end of a fire poker, the 
charred iron star you stick in the fire to stir the coals with and a flaring mass of wiry, probably 
permed black hair that gave the impression a wild, slightly hysterical animal were clinging to 
the top of her head. She was leaning up against the brick wall of the army surplus store in her 
scarecrow body, one bony knee bent and her stiletto heel stuck between the bricks in a half-
hearted attempt to hold herself up. ‘What a caricature,’ I thought when I first laid eyes on her. 
‘What a cliché of a burnt-out city hooker,’ and yet, I could not take my eyes away.

She was beautiful, I guess, in a mauled and damaged way, those dully burning eyes, the 
strong features, a straight nose and jawline and something peculiar about the region around 
her eyes that gave her an . . . unusual look if not quite exotic, that made you look twice at that 
face to see if you were getting it right, that is, if it had a peculiar beauty or if it were just odd. 
From a distance she would have been striking but up close you couldn’t escape her ravaged 
skin indented with little marks, probably the leftover scars of a bad case of adolescent acne 
but they looked like teeth marks, tiny compulsive bites made by a rat or by the repeated 
sinking of the tip of a knife—not too deep, just deep enough—into the skin on those high 
cheeks. Though that skin wasn’t sagging yet—she was still young, in her twenties, I guessed, 
not much younger than myself, it would sag soon enough given the life she was leading. Nor 
had she done herself any favors with the dark lipstick the color of dried blood that made her 
look fresh from the grave, other than that she hadn’t bothered to put on any makeup, not to 
cover those scars or enlarge those pitted eyes, she hadn’t gone to any trouble to make 
herself attractive to her clients, she hadn’t taken the time or had the energy, that is, she hadn’t 
‘given a fuck’ and the fact that she hadn’t and didn’t ‘give a fuck’ (as no doubt she would have 
put it) was written all over her face, she was not in the mood for it tonight: ‘tonight I’d rather 
not, tonight I’m not in the mood for being fucked in two by strangers, I’ve showed up, I’ve 
clocked in but that’s all I can bring myself to do tonight . . . ’ I couldn’t say I blamed her for not 
wanting to make herself up for that kind of work like a teenager getting ready for the prom, 
still, her shabby self-presentation was a poor business move, it had to be costing her money, I 
wondered if she ever thought about that. She might at least have made the effort to smile or 
put on a coat of mascara, a single coat of mascara can transform a woman’s entire face and I 
thought I should stop and tell her this. 

Of course, she had those legs. Perhaps she was counting on those mile-long matchstick 
legs (which made her look rather like a marionette) to draw them in. At least she’d dressed 
appropriately, her skirt was so short it couldn’t really be called a skirt, it was more like one of 
those old-fashioned swimsuit bottoms women wore in the fifties to cover their hips but reveal 
their thighs, a square of red lycra that had to give a lot to make it over her wide but mannishly 
straight hips but that’s what lycra is good for. She was leaning up against the brick wall well 
away from the street, too, she couldn’t bring herself to go out to the curb as she should have 
done were she serious about making a decent living and as her competition was—which, if it 
wasn’t stiff, it was abundant: the street was lined with a motley crowd of hookers, ten or fifteen 
of them paraded boredly up and down the block, their goods squeezing out of brightly colored 
miniskirts and bikini tops. On stilted heels they pranced out onto the furthest reaches of the 
curb like the most laissez-faire of tightrope walkers, balancing on a half-inch of curb between 
their heels and the gutter and calling out catcalls and hoots at the rolled-down windows of the

passing by cars or twisting adeptly on their stilettos in concentric circles that spiraled in and
closed down on themselves until there was nowhere to go and the hookers stopped and just
stood there, lost, suspended, until they lit a cigarette and shifted back into motion amid the
swirling blue and red and yellow lights of the city streets and the steady flow of their nightly
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offices. 

I pass through that sleazy zone every night on my walk home from the theater. Typically 
I keep my eyes drilled ahead of me and don’t even register the ladies of the night holding rank 
along that two or three block stretch in the otherwise pleasant walk to my apartment. It’s not 
like I’m passing judgment on them. I’m a well-educated person and I’m well aware of the 
shoddy state of the economy these days, I know that even a job in a discount store or gas 
station or selling cigarettes in a kiosk or cleaning toilets in the subway must be hard to come 
by these days and that a woman could get to such a place where her only recourse is to 
submit herself to the clammy hands and hard-ons of strangers in order just to make the rent 
and buy the groceries, and yet, I could never do so myself, I could never bring myself to that. I 
know that compared to them, those out-of-luck ladies, I was born lucky, even though I grew 
up in the stinking industrial suburbs of Boston with a crazy mother and no father and have 
had to scrape and claw and fight my way to get where I am. Nothing in my life has been 
handed to me on a silver platter or a bronze one—not my full-ride scholarship to Juilliard and 
not my lead roles in two off-Broadway plays and thirteen off-off-Broadway plays (I won’t play 
anything but the lead, taking minor roles is the fastest way to ensure you don’t become a 
star). I’m not one of the stuck-up privileged that come from old money New York and the 
theater crowd is full of, unlike them, every rung I’ve mounted up the silver ladder to success 
I’ve done so by my own sheer will and determination—of course, my raw natural talent hasn’t 
hurt, although my voice isn’t that strong. My voice really could be stronger.

Nor am I one of those sexually uptight or morally constipated women, I’ve slept with lots 
of men but I’m not promiscuous. I’m not averse to going to bed on the first date if I’m having a 
good time or simply feel like having sex but I don’t take stupid risks, I always use protection 
and I don’t sleep with toads or men without graduate degrees, and when it comes to dating, I 
only allow myself to be seen with stylishly dressed men with respectable professions (and 
never with wives). At this point in my career a nasty rumor (or nasty disease) could ruin 
everything. Also I’m well aware that these days the vast majority of prostitutes are liberated 
women who don’t do that many drugs and don’t have that many kids. They don’t leave their 
crack babies on the apartment floor for days, they take them to free day care, and they don’t 
put up with physical or verbal abuse from their pimps—they leave, they find themselves a new 
john who respects them. They have resources. Even though they’re still depicted the old way 
in Hollywood movies, I know that the vast majority of prostitutes these days are nothing less 
than professionals serious about making ends meet and establishing themselves in their field.

I thought maybe we had this in common. I thought I could help her. 

Even though I’m not passing judgment on them, I’m aware I might look like it as I go 
click click clicking by in my designer heels and wool overcoat, clutching my tan Chanel 
handbag with my salon-coiffed blond hair bouncing on my shoulders, my Japanese-print silk 
scarf and oversized ethnic jewelry distinguishing me as a woman of the arts and not one of 
those stuffed-ass power-suit-sporting corporate bitches—surely, I thought, the hookers would 
hate those women more, everyone admires artists.

It was ten or ten-thirty and I was on my way home after a brief, irritating rehearsal. It had 
ended at eight or eight-thirty but I’d fretted around the theater afterwards pretending to check 
on this or that detail for tomorrow night’s opening performance when in reality I was hoping to 
catch the thief who’d been making off with my makeup sponges—I was sure it was my 
understudy and I hung around the      

shadows watching my dressing room door waiting for her to show up and try to sneak in. She
never did, perhaps she’d noticed I hadn’t left yet and was going to outwait me, finally I

scooped all the sponges in a plastic bag and put them in my purse, that was one way to foil
her if not as satisfying as catching her red-handed. It wasn’t the director’s fault I was getting
home late on the night before opening night, it was my own. This director is known for his
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short, to-the-point final rehearsals and he hadn’t kept us long, in fact he’d let us go so early 
the cast decided to go out and were at that very moment getting drunk at the Irish pub around 
the corner from the theater, they’d be in no shape to match me onstage tomorrow night. They 
had, to their credit—though I could see it pained them—asked me to come along, I declined, 
it’s of no importance whatsoever to me to ‘bond with’ my supporting cast as they claimed was 
their professional motive for going out the night before our pathetic little historical whodunnit 
penned by a drop-out Columbia graduate student with stars in his eyes opened. I let them 
know it, too, hinting that I had something better to do, someone rich and handsome to meet, 
ha ha, they’ll never know otherwise. 

Anyway I like to go over rehearsals in my head afterwards, a sort of rehearsal of 
rehearsal in reverse, there are always plenty of off-key lines and missed beats and botched 
gestures to cringe over and I liked to do this on my walk home. I take a perverse pleasure in 
torturing myself with mine and the rest of the cast’s failures and shortcomings and this is what 
I was thinking about while at the same time looking forward to sliding into a hot bath with a 
glass of wine and going over my lines one more time before tomorrow night when my eyes 
landed on her.

As I approached I saw she was shivering. She was gripping herself by the elbows as if 
that would make up for all the skin she was showing to the frigid air. 

“Hi,” I said, the click-clack of my stride breaking as I found myself stopping before her. 

A smirk. “What do you want?”

“You look cold.”

“Okay, I am cold. It’s fucking December.”

“Actually, today is the last day of November. Tomorrow is December the first.”

“Yeah, I know,” she said in a totally unnecessarily nasty way. “I have to make rent 
tonight.”

“Of course. Well—that’s something to work for.”

She gave a bitter laugh but said nothing.

I started to dig in my Chanel handbag, expecting her to stop me, she didn’t. I took out 
my pocketbook. I really didn’t have that much to spare (off-off-Broadway plays do not as a 
rule pay well), also it’s never a good idea to take your pocketbook out on the street and it’s 
plain stupid at ten-thirty at night. I snapped it shut. 

“I’m sorry, I can’t help you out. I never carry cash.” She re-crossed her arms and half-
smiled as if she knew I was lying.  She put a finger to her mouth and started gnawing on a 
ragged nail or hangnail, a bad habit either way.

“I don’t ask, okay? Now fuck off.”

She was from somewhere, Eastern Europe, Romania or somewhere, you could tell by 
her pale,    oppressed face and she had a slight accent (“ok-eay,” though otherwise her 
English wasn’t bad and just like an American she had a love of the F word. She looked off 
down the street at nothing and a wild idea occurred to me.

“You look like you could use a hot cup of coffee. In fact, I have an espresso maker, I’ll
make you a nice strong latte, that’ll keep you going.” The silver beast of my new espresso
machine that had arrived last month from Italy—Il Maestro!—rose in my mind. Actually I

hadn’t used it yet, I was still walking the six blocks to Starbucks for my morning cappuccino,
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the thing intimidated me that much. 

“Look, I just live up the street, why don’t you come to my place for a few minutes? You 
can even take a shower if you want. I have a great shower. It has a stereo in the wall.” I would 
play Beethoven for her—no, Tchaikovsky. She looked at me. “A little break to help you get 
through the rest of the night. I’m sure it can’t be easy.” 

“Why would I?” she replied surlily  a s  if I were asking her a favor!—the finger going 
back to her mouth.

I opened my hands (still clutching the Chanel tightly, you never know with these types). 
“Suit yourself, I’m just trying to help. One woman to another, you know.”

I held her gaze, those burnt black stars under bare lids. I thought she was going to turn 
me down, and it would have been for the best, it would have, for her, for me, but then with a 
great effort she pushed herself off the building, her angular body unfolding stiffly like an 
origami crane, and put both feet down on the concrete. She was taller than me and I’m a tall 
woman  o f  course, her heels were much higher than mine, much higher and much cheaper.

She took her finger down, she’d gnawed it to the quick, it was pink and raw. “Okay, I will 
take a coffee. No shower.”

“Great. You’re going to like my place. And I make fabulous lattes,” I lied.

It was a cold, drizzly night, more typical of late December than November. The streets were 
slick with wet trash, fast food wrappers and cigarette butts and soggy condoms and near the 
theater district there had been a damp carpet of ticket stubs flattened by thousands or millions 
of pedestrian soles, tomorrow night the ticket stubs of my own play would be among them, 
tossed down in disgust if things did not go well and if they did, by a lack of sentimentality or 
inability to recognize a rising star (if you think somebody’s going to be famous, you keep the 
ticket, you know). Though very few wet leaves since there’s not a tree around for miles in this 
part of the city, these streets are nothing like the tree-lined avenues around the campus of 
Juilliard, where I was awarded my BFA in drama in three and a half years (most people it 
takes four) and whose November sidewalks would have been—were being, at this very 
moment—pasted in yellow and red and orange leaves by the soles of passing students, their 
tense faces straining as they hurry along reciting lines or trilling triplets or scaling scales over 
and over and over again in their heads. Juilliard is an incredibly competitive school and 
there’s no laughter or beer drinking for the students there, there’s no time for that and that’s 
what makes it turn out such great artists.

We click click clicked along in silence, her heels marking the off-beats of mine. 

“I knew the date because tomorrow is the opening night of my play. I’m an actor, see.”             
She didn’t look over.

“Not in the movies, on the stage.”

“Okay.” She used the word for all purposes, she was definitely from somewhere else, 
Bulgaria or somewhere. A beat passed, wherein she must have taken in what I’d said 
because then she said, “You’re an actress?”

“I’m an actor. No one says ‘actress’ anymore, it’s sexist.”

“But in English it’s actress.”

“It is, but it’s no longer used.” She looked over sort of cross-eyed. Up close, her skin was
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like a Brillo pad. “It’s an attempt to even things out. Women have always gotten less 
recognition in the arts—in everything, really—and language is power, you know, the very 
words we say shape how we . . .”

Just then the drizzle expanded into a full-on downpour. I snapped open my umbrella and 
held it out for my unlikely companion to join me under but she wasn’t interested, too intimate, 
probably. Well, that was all right, it was too intimate for me, too, I was only trying to be nice 
but truth be told, I didn’t want to get too close to her, who knew what she might be carrying 
even if the vast majority of hookers these days do use protection and get themselves tested 
regularly. They’re very responsible, that’s what I hear and read, though perhaps the foreign 
ones are less so, less well-connected to social services, you know. She trotted ahead through 
the rain, a silly-looking teeter-totter run in her tight red skirt and obnoxiously high stilettos. She 
wouldn’t be getting away from any abusive pimps or homicidal clients with that run, I 
wondered if she ever thought about that. 

*

When we came in my apartment it was awkward. It’s always awkward to have guests over, 
people striding into your personal space and casting their cold stares over the intimate details 
of your life, on top of which ours was an unusual situation and therefore doubly awkward, in a 
social way, I mean. I’m definitely going to regret this, I thought as I went around turning up all 
the dimmers on all the lights. I wanted to make it difficult or impossible for her to steal 
anything—really, I thought, I’m doing her a favor by helping her resist the temptation. I have a 
lot of nice things, little sculptures and vases, knickknacks and framed art, a pair of Egyptian 
striped cats made out of marble that would fit neatly into the pockets of the gray pleather 
jacket she’d produced from somewhere, apparently her little yellow plastic purse though I 
couldn’t see how it fit in there. I asked if she wanted to come with me as I went from room to 
room, to check things out, see if anyone was hiding out but she just shrugged and stayed put 
and so I kept one foot in the living room (which she stood uncertainly in the middle of) and 
one eye on her while I went around turning up all the dimmers. She wasn’t the smartest 
hooker, anyone could have been hiding out in the closets or under the bed. Any loony tunes.

The second we walked in she’d torn off her gray pleather jacket (exposing bony 
shoulders in a black and white striped tube top that was as tacky or even tackier than her skirt 
(hers was an 80’s hooker look, understandably, Eastern European fashion runs thirty years 
behind American, or maybe all hookers dress that way, maybe her outfit wasn’t outdated, just 
cheap) as if she was in a hurry to get out of her clothes. It must have been what she always 
did with clients: expose the goods, bare the merchandise so they knew what they were 
getting and could decide if they were willing to pay for it or perhaps it was her way of hurrying 
things along, of getting it over with.

She stood swaying in the middle of the blazing living room. Her black eyes scanned my 
apartment, the white walls and black hardwood floor and glass table and mirrors and art deco 
light fixtures, those fire poker eyes poking into everything, poking into me as they examined 
the intimate details of my life. They also reminded me of jacks, those metallic toys in the 
child’s game I used to play on the sidewalks of my Boston neighborhood growing up, scuffing 
my bare knees and dirtying the too-tight white dresses my mother was so fond of dressing me 
in, even on weekdays. My mother was an uptight woman, all about appearances and no 
substance. She sends me a birthday card every year, which I promptly tear into bits and burn. 
It’s a ritual. 

“Nice pad,” she said finally, I couldn’t tell if she was being sarcastic or not.
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“Thank you. Please, have a seat.” I have excellent manners for having grown up in a working 
class family. I have my mother to thank for that. My mother never had a penny and she never 
had a husband but she always had manners (to other people) and she always dressed well. 

The hooker gave me a wary look but stepped tentatively toward the loveseat, her heels 
snagging in the hand-woven Turkish throw rug. She extricated them by shaking her ankles 
free and folded herself onto the low leather couch, white, from Marshall Fields, a nice couch 
but not that nice. And not something she could leave a stain on, I thought, being leather.

She held her hand over her eyes as if shielding them from the sun  honestly, the 
gesture was melodramatic.  

“Oh, sorry, too bright for you?”

 “Okay, lady, it’s night,” she said, as if I should know what that meant. 

“Of course.” I turned the dimmer for the living room chandelier down only slightly (not 
enough to tell). “You prefer the dark. I’m sure you’re more accustomed—I mean, you work 
mostly in the dark, right? It’s just that  w ell,  you have to see things my way, I mean, you don’t 
have to but it would be nice. I’m taking a risk inviting you in, aren’t I? I have to protect myself, 
I’d be a fool if I didn’t. I don’t even know you, after all. And  w ell  y ou  must know the 
reputation you . . . your . . . how some people must think of you—not me of course, but some 
people . . .” I trailed off pathetically, I was doing my best to be polite but it’s not easy when you 
don’t have much to work with.

She gave me a look and reached in her jacket. For a split second I thought she was 
going to bring out a miniature revolver and blow a miniature hole through my heart or worse, 
my throat, leaving me alive but destroying my vocal cords so that my body would still walk 
around and my head still sport its flaxen, Greta Garbo hair and my face would still be beautiful 
on top of my body but my voice would be shot (ha ha). An actor’s voice is her pièce de 
résistance and if she loses that, she’s done for. My fingers fluttered over my throat. The 
Japanese scarf felt like it was strangling me.  

Instead she produced an ordinary cigarette. Her nails were long but unpainted, or rather 
they had been painted days or weeks ago, all that remained was a scratched-up fluorescent
—was that really fluorescent?—pink polish. 

“What is it, lady?” I must have been staring. She put the cigarette between her dark lips. 
I shook my head.

     “I’m sorry, I can’t put my voice at risk tonight. My play opens tomorrow night and I 
have to handle my voice with kid gloves tonight. In fact, I shouldn’t even be having this much 
conversation. I don’t want to strain it, if my voice were to give out it’d be disastrous.”

Her thin eyelids lowered, the black pinpricks barely visible beneath them. 

I went on. I’m a chatterbox when I’m nervous. “I play the lead. I have over three 
hundred lines—well, all right, some of them are pretty short but still—and this is a very 
important play for me. Also we’re expecting the critics tomorrow night, and I know it sounds 
cliché, but this one could be my big break. Sure, it’s still off-Broadway but it’s just around the 
corner, ha ha . . .”

She wasn’t following, she lifted her lighter to the cigarette. 

“No!” I screeched. “No smoking. Secondhand smoke. My lungs can’t tolerate it.”

She took the cigarette down but then set it on the glass coffee table along with the
lighter, clearly indicating she intended to smoke it later, when I wasn’t looking. All while
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keeping her eyes locked on mine—defiant, like a rebellious teenager.

“I’ll just start on your latte. You do like milk with your espresso?”

“I like to smoke,” she said, then added after a second, “Okay, milk, if that’s how you like 
to do it.”

She was a very ill-mannered hooker. She was surly, that was her way. I wondered if 
her attitude was surlier than most or if it was the norm, probably they were all kind of bitter but 
could you blame them. Fortunately the living room in my apartment is separated from the 
kitchen by a half-bar so I could keep an eye on her while I made her latte, at least, I could 
keep an eye on her long calf and foot, the skinny leg crossed on top, the toe bobbing—she 
appeared to be quite at ease, unlike myself.

I quickly decided to make a double batch. No, triple. I wasn’t having any myself (even 
though I would be up half the night going over my lines, caffeine late at night makes me 
anxious) but I thought she would want more than one cup—if I were in her position, that is, if I 
still had five or six hours of fucking strangers ahead of me, I would. 

I turned to the gleaming stainless steel espresso machine. Il Maestro!  had cost a 
pretty penny, but that’s how I motivate myself, by overusing my credit cards and then I have to 
pick up more roles to pay them off. The thing was incredibly complicated or it looked that way 
to me, all those lights and gauges and spigots and what was worse, the little one- or two-word 
descriptors on tiny stainless steel placards next to each light or gauge or spigot were all in 
Italian, which I loved, but it wasn’t very practical. Also the instruction booklet was in Italian and 
while I took two semesters of Italian at Juilliard, I merely memorized what I needed at the time 
to read for Rigoletto (a part I didn’t even get), and there’s nothing in that opera about how to 
work espresso machines. The instructions could be found in English on the internet, the 
company assured in a polite little note in childlike English but I hadn’t gotten around to it and 
now I was going to pay for it. 

The water went in all right—there was only one place for that, right? I scooped up the 
Fair Trade organic Brazilian grounds (gorgeous coffee far outclassing my guest), measuring, 
probably foolishly but we would see, intuitively. That’s when I heard the unmistakable scrape 
of a cigarette lighter. 

I came around the bar like a house afire. In a voice that could cut glass I said, 
“Perhaps you didn’t hear me, I said I’d rather you not smoke in here.”

“I heared you,” she replied, sounding like an idiot. The pelt of that unidentifiable wild 
animal was rising off her forehead as if rearing back to fight. Under it, I saw her widow’s peak, 
vampiric. Widow’s peaks have always given me the creeps, maybe it’s just the name. 

She lowered the cigarette to her thigh. Its thread of curling gray smoke traveled up 
between our faces.  “Look, I am not rude. But . . . okay? I have to smoke. It calms me.” 

“Well, you can go outside.” I pointed to the balcony, where, admittedly, the rain was 
coming down in angled sheets.

She looked disinterestedly there, then twisted her mouth to the side. Shrugged and 
stayed sunk down in the couch. A direct affront, a power play. 

“Put. It. Out.”

She needed an ashtray, I saw that. No. She—outrageously!—ground the burning end 
into my glass coffee table, no doubt leaving a permanent scorch mark.
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“Okay. Okay, that’s fine. Good.” 

I saw I had a choice: I could grab those skinny arms and try to pull her off the couch 
and throw her out, or I could be kind. Generous. Understanding of a woman less fortunate 
than myself. 

“Smoking calms you huh? Are you anxious? You don’t seem like it. You don’t have to 
worry, I’m not going to ask you to do anything weird or anything like that  ”  a high, tinkly 
laugh I hardly recognized came out of my throat  “ I ’m  not into that kind of thing. In fact I 
asked you here to give you a chance to relax, remember?” In the kitchen Il Maestro! let out an 
explosive belch in Italian. I added, perfunctorily, “But I’d rather you not smoke.”

The hooker, whore, prostitute, or streetwalker—what am I supposed to call her? I’m not 
sure what is the politically correct term these days—“sex professional”?  t ook  her time. She 
took her time making her point. In a slow motion movement, she drew her pack of cigarettes 
out of her purse, extracted one, brought it up deliberately as if her hand were attached to a 
pulley or to marionette strings, slipped it between her lips and lit it. All the while keeping those 
eyes which were like coals dug from the dregs of a dead fire fastened on mine. In a low 
voice  her  voice was already low, almost masculine, it had a weightiness ill-matched to her 
skinny frame  i n  an even lower voice than her normal one, she said, “It calms me.”

I saw what I was dealing with. She could be dangerous. I could, too, were I pushed far 
enough. 

“Fine.” I went to the balcony and flung open the French doors. The rain was pouring 
down, it would come in and ruin the floor and I’d have to pay thousands of dollars to repair it.  

I fled to the kitchen, stopping at the wall to turn the dimmer down ever so slightly more, 
it really was like broad daylight in the room. My feet were hurting. I slipped off my Jimmy 
Choos, feeling her eyes on me all the while, my throat already feeling scratchy from her 
poisonous smoke, feeling her watching me bend over, watching my skirt tighten around my 
hips as I did so, watching me place the lizard skin heels neatly side by side on the black 
hardwood floor. I’m not an unattractive 

woman and I know it (unlike most women who have no idea how beautiful they are). Suddenly 
I felt self-conscious, exposed in my bare feet. I slipped the heels back on, I didn’t want to give 
her the wrong idea.

In the kitchen I poured myself a glass of wine (“it calms me”). I really needed to get in 
the bath and go over my lines, bits of them drifted through my head—good morning Miles and 
how did you sleep . . . but Sheriff we were all here in this very room . . . wait, don’t answer the 
door! 

I didn’t see any coffee in the charming little silver pitcher yet, no water seemed to be 
dripping into it but there was plenty of steam puffing out the stainless steel crevices, the 
machine was doing something.

Then from the other room I heard her say, “You are an actress?” 

The tone was conversational, perhaps even friendly. I cleared my throat. 

“I’m an actor. As I’ve already told you, no one says ‘actress’ any more, it’s a pointless
patriarchal distinction. What does gender have to do with one’s acting ability?” 

I still had three hundred and three lines (plus all the lines between the lines, everyoneelse’s 
lines also had to be recited in my head as well before I could recite my own) to go over before 
morning. I reminded myself that I needed to focus on what was important, on my                       
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career. I needed to get the hooker out of my apartment.                                                        

She ignored my question; that was okay, it was rhetorical anyway. “You are in the 
movies?” 

“God, no, I wouldn’t stoop to it. My love is the theater.”

“You can make lots of money in the movies, yeah?” I could see the toe of her foot 
bobbing in her shoe and the thread of her cigarette smoke meandering into the room, in no 
hurry to exit through the French doors. 

I gave a deliberately fake laugh. “I didn’t go into acting for the money. I’m an actor 
because I care about acting. I do it for the art.”

Silence. Of course, she didn’t understand such an idea, I’d probably made her 
uncomfortable. I came around the half-bar and perched awkwardly on the loveseat opposite 
her. I was about to tell her I’d unexpectedly run out of coffee—she should go—when she 
leaned forward and ground out her cigarette on the sole of her stiletto. For some reason it 
struck me as a very sexy gesture, something Lauren Bacall would do, something I have never 
done and would never do. Was she being gracious, putting it out in my presence, opting for 
her shoe and not my table this time? She set the butt on the table next to the other one and 
fixed her dead stare on me, appraisingly. “You have a man?”

“Just one? Why limit yourself?” I smiled, she didn’t. Of course, she didn’t limit herself, did 
she. The string of men I’d dated in recent weeks rose in my mind—Godfrey, the 
stockbroker  d inner  on the patio of a French restaurant throughout which he’d smoked 
cigars, ruining my lapin á la moutarde and anyway he’d never called back, or Daniel, the 
Elizabethan poetry professor who had a mustache that collected food. He hadn’t called back 
either, I was secretly glad, I’m not interested in men who are intimidated by me (or who 
repulse me). “I go out with lots of men. I’m not interested in settling down with one, though. 
My career’s my highest priority right now.”

The hooker nodded, perhaps thoughtfully, if so it was the first politeness she’d shown 
since I’d invited her into my home. She reached in her purse, took out another cigarette. 

“Please don’t light that,” I said, shaking my head. 

She actually put her hand down, though she kept holding the cigarette. 

“Do you? Have a man. I mean, besides . . .”

“I don’t like men.”

“Oh. Really. That’s ironic, isn’t it?” 

“Fuck off, lady.”

“What? I only meant it’s odd, right, considering the line of work you’ve chosen?” 

She rolled her eyes but was silent and we sat there, listening to the rhythm of the rain on 
the balcony—pitter patter pitter patter pitter patter—and staring at our legs, hers bare, mine 
encased in old-fashioned panty hose which for some reason I continue to wear (probably my 
mother’s influence, she insisted on them), though other than that they weren’t that different, 
both legs were long, streamlined, muscular, the quintessential legs men want. Neither of us 
should have been in the situations we were in. Romantically, I mean.  

“So, listen: I was thinking how you could increase your customer flow. Improve your act.
It is like acting, isn’t it? Well, it’s not what I do, but I imagine you do have to act the part, right?
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Make them think you’re into it.” 

She frowned. 

“Or maybe they don’t care.”

“They don’t care.”

“Still, I imagine you would get more business if you put on a little makeup. You could 
cover up that acne.”

Her hand went absentmindedly to her cheek, the ragged fingers running over the ragged 
skin. She looked at her reflection in the long mirror on the opposite wall, sadly, I thought. “I 
don’t like makeup.”

“But they like it. You ought to know that.”

Her perpetual scowl deepened, drawing the pelt of frizzy hair over her widow’s peak.

“At least smile then. I mean, you’re attractive, but you look so unapproachable.”

“I don’t want to smile for these fucks.” I couldn’t tell if she was using the term—“these 
fucks”—to refer to the sex acts or the actors, the men themselves. It didn’t matter. What 
mattered was hearing her, getting it. I did get it: women expected to smile in the most 
unsavory and unpleasant situations, to be friendly and good-natured at all costs, even when 
they are being stolen from off their very own dressing tables or sodomized by flabby old rich 
“fucks” (which is how I imagined most of her clients). It was just another way of repressing our 
pain and keeping the patriarchal thumb smashed down on women’s collective heads. 

“You’re right. Don’t then. We have to demand respect if we’re ever going to get it.”

She took this solidarity as permission and brought the cigarette to her lips. 

“Don’t light that fucking cigarette!”

A half-smile deliberated on her lips. She flicked her lighter once or twice, teasing me. 
Then she dropped it on the table and said, “Do you make coffee?”

“It’s—I’m just waiting for it. I’ll check on it.” I jumped up, calling back over my shoulder in 
the most casual way as if she were a houseguest, an old college friend come to visit, “Did you 
want to take a shower? You’re welcome to. I have great water pressure, and there’s the 
stereo . . .”

Of course I didn’t want her in my shower. But then, the stereo set into the marble wall was 
impressive, she’d probably never seen anything like it. I took the milk out of the fridge. The 
coffee wasn’t ready, I saw with one glance. In fact, there was still nothing dripping down. In 
fact . . . I leaned in to inspect Il Maestro! . . . Alas! Tiny brown rivulets were trickling out the 
seams of the machine and down onto the countertop, where they spread into rivers dotted 
with black grounds streaming down the cabinets and over the tile floor, conquesting the 
kitchen like army ants. 

Apparently the water was not going where it was supposed to. Apparently I’d poured it 
into the wrong place, or perhaps I’d poured it in the right place but neglected to remove some 
plastic tab or microscopic piece of tape such as they put on new machines in order to protect 
their delicate parts during transit and which the directions, were one read to them, would have 
plainly explained in little languageless drawings must be removed before operation but I had  
not read                                                                                                                                       
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Or perhaps the machine was simply defective? Why does everything always have to 
be my fault?

I threw some kitchen towels on the floor and unplugged the machine. I straightened my 
spine and drew myself up, breathing, centering myself as I do before stepping onto stage. I 
stepped onto stage. 

“Look,” I said, standing before the hooker as if I were on trial, “I really need to go over 
my lines. It’s getting late, and I always go over my lines the night before opening night. Over 
the whole play, really. You have no idea how tragic it is to forget a line, not that I ever have. 
And I’m afraid the coffee’s taking longer than expected.” 

She didn’t say anything—she didn’t get the hint, she wanted her latte. She sank further 
down in the couch (leather does that, it sucks you down, that’s the only thing I don’t like about 
it). Suddenly she looked very young and very pathetic to me. There really wasn’t much left in 
her eyes. Suddenly I saw she really didn’t want to go back out there. Who knew what she had 
been through, what kind of life she’d had and what had been done to her. I’ve never wanted 
children and the last thing most people would describe me as is maternal, but looking at her 
there, slumped in my couch like a skeleton with the blood, the life, the spirit or whatever 
makes people give a fuck all drained out of her, I was touched, I was moved. I sat down on 
the edge of the loveseat and in a soothing voice (like you’d use with a wounded animal, not 
that I’ve ever spoken to a wounded animal), I said, “You don’t have to do this any more.”

She kept staring at her foot in the stiletto, bobbing, bobbing. 

My hand ventured forth, I watched as if it were not attached to my body, it found her 
thigh. She jerked a little. 

“Did you hear me?” I said very softly. “You don’t have to keep doing this . . . I mean it. 
You can stay here, just for a little while, until you find a respectable job. There must be 
something else you could do. I don’t mind. I have a guest room, do you want to see it? It has 
a queen-size bed. We have to stick together, after all, we have to help each other out.”

With an effort she sat up and took the cigarette she’d laid on the table and lit it. Then she 
brought those fire poker eyes to my eyes and puffed a huge cloud of smoke right in my face. 
“I like my job, okay? Where’s my coffee?”

I bounced off the couch like a jack-in-the-box. “Unbelievable. You are—no wonder—you 
people—” She was staring at me, yes, she was smiling. Smiling! “No wonder you’re so fucked 
up is what I was going to say. You’re ungrateful, that’s what you are. It turns out I’m out of 
coffee.” I started to get my purse. “I’ll give you a couple bucks, you can go to Starbucks.”

“That’s out of my territory. And it’s pouring.”

A switch in me flipped. “Get out!” I screeched. “You need to get out of my apartment 
now.”

The hooker stood, wobbly on her stilettoes. She opened her mouth to say something but 
I never found out what because at that moment Il Maestro! erupted. 

A great cloud of hot steam filled the kitchen, drifting over the half bar into the living 
room.  

I rushed into the kitchen. The machine was trembling, its delicate lights flashing, steam
shooting out its top. Scalding water sprayed my hands as I punched at the still-lit red power
button. Hadn’t I unplugged it? It hadn’t been enough, Il Maestro! was unstoppable. It kept
puffing away, spraying my kitchen in a gritty black mist. The power button appeared to be
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stuck on, the thing must have had a backup battery or built-in generator, the Italians 
weren’t about to go without their coffee in a power outage or perhaps it was simply 
possessed. I scrabbled at the switch, a caper-size button inlaid in stainless that I couldn’t 
budge. 

I heard the hooker behind me. I turned to see her coming at me with the icepick heel of 
my Jimmy Choo held aloft, a determined look on her face. All right, maybe she was looking 
past me at the machine, all right, maybe she was aimed there and not at me but what would 
you have thought? It’s instinct to defend ourselves. I wasn’t about to be murdered in my own 
apartment the night before opening night. I fought back. I scratched her face with my 
fingernails and she scratched mine with the Jimmy Choo, the sharp heel coming down in a 
slash across my face from left eyebrow to right jaw. When we both paused to catch our 
breath, she held up the shoe and went to Il Maestro! Where she poked the heel at the button
—it fit precisely, as if made for it—the light went out, and the beast fell silent. She dropped the
shoe, smirked, and left. Only later did I notice my purse had been thoroughly rifled through. 

*

It’s really not like I’m passing judgment on them (although I know you’ll think I am anyway).
Women like her: they are what they are, shaped irremediably by abusive childhoods and

fucked- up parents, and in her case no doubt poverty, violence, the gamut of social problems
—Bulgaria, Romania, those places 64

are all war-torn and miserable—and you can try to help them but there’s no point because 
you can’t, not really. That was my mistake, I tried to help her. But women like her don’t want 
help. 

It took a lot of makeup, but I managed to cover the long screeching mark she made 
across my face, it wasn’t deep, it wouldn’t scar. I only hope in the blazing stage lights it didn’t 
show through, I’d never know, no one would have the nerve to tell me if so. I didn’t miss a 
single line. My performance was rotten, horrendous—but I didn’t miss a single line, I had to 
stay up all night after she left but I made it through the entire play. Twice. I earned those roses 
making their way down the aisle to me in the arms of my takeout delivery boy, one of the 
Chinese boys who brings me my kung pao or one of the Thai boys who brings my curry, 
they’re more than eager to make an easy fifty bucks on their night off. The curtain draws 
together behind me and I step out from the line of the cast and approach the glow at the edge 
of the stage. Yes, here he comes, right on cue, two dozen white roses land in my arms. Of 
course the audience thinks I don’t deserve them. Their half-hearted pitter-patter applause 
gives them away, while out on the street, there’s no doubt about it—ticket stubs are being 
flung down like hot potatoes. 
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Observe Stagger

By David Prihoda

Thin, white, polyester.
This facility supplies a quilt  
much like the proffered stipend  
that masquerades as recompense  
for sucking my dignity by the liter:  
thin and transparent. 
I wrap myself in its reach,  
a cowboy lost in Manhattan  
finding respite in the arms of a Wyomian prostitute. 
Security is hard to come by  
in a building founded on the dying dreams  
of indebted college students 
and depressed mid-lifers looking for deliverance.
But this tawdry swathe of linen  
is my only home here,
and I return to it between each staggered procedure,
ready for blood. 

“Staggered” means I'm special--  
as unique as an account number 
in the eyes of a Debt Collector--
I get my own time to dose.
And chalky, stale bedding  
keeps me cozy in that identity,
for as long as my blood can stand it in my body.
I'm always wrapped in that cover— 
a throbbing present for the nurses,
pillow for a bow,
engorged as to be more receptive
to their blissful passing hymns  
of pleasantry and hemophilia 
played out with the accompaniment  
of violin-like syringes.  

In a moment of absolute frailty,
I notice my toes are cold,
almost frigid.
Panic strikes as I quickly unravel  
my fetal posture and move my hand 
to my lower appendages.
It's clockwork, really,
for a clock becoming its cogs;
I'll wrestle the blanket a bit
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and cover my exposed flesh.
But when my hand reaches its way down
I discover that my feet are completely covered.
This is just me.
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These poems are based on Francis Bacon's four idols.

By Colin James

      IDOLS OF THE CAVE

     At the poetry reading
     it became apparent
     that the poet was not well.
     He was an albino
     with unhealthy looking skin
     and incredibly long

        eyebrows and eyelids
     that hung down over his face

         like Spanish moss.
      He read in a barely discernible whisper

     that had us on the edge of our seats
     trying to catch a word.
     At the end of his reading he asked
     if there were any questions.
     A person near me stood up and said,
     "You look like Andy Warhol's ghost!
     How is Andy?"
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      IDOLS OF THE TRIBE

            I was awarded "The Most Unlikely
                To Attend But Showed Up Anyway"
                award at my high school reunion. 
                It was presented on a toilette roll
                magic marker orange flowers,
                green semblance of undigested 
                grass dripping backsides.
                The presenter looked vaguely familiar.
                That voice, Betsy something or other.
                Very peppy, even now after much divorce.
                The relevant embracing the irrelevant
                with firm handshakes and sensible smiles.  
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            IDOLS OF THE MARKETPLACE

   Left the embalmer's studio
   and got a haircut as instructed
   to temporarily relieve a cowlick.
   Followed my yoga pant wearing therapist
   up a long flight of stairs without complaint.
   Sat in an imitation plastic chair

    and confided in her questions.
   Avoided the topic of her cat

    with the two meanings.
   Returned to work not particularly energized

    since the dour image of conformity,
   initiated by the eye contact-less
   disrupted my rhythm of arrival.  
   Cleaned the computer screen thoroughly.
   Responded to the Sygo Cooperation in Sweden,
   assuring them the arrival of their polymers was     imminent.
   Stood over a rather fowl smelling urinal,
   while contemplating a seemingly hastily drawn mural

`    which needlessly chewed on its theme,
   the iconic face of Jesus.
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      IDOLS OF THE THEATER

   The voyeurs watched themselves
   which was a bit awkward,

     and we asked them to move on
   as this was a public retreat.
   The sea and land seemed
   to attract every type of commoner
   if you bother to account for spontaneity,
   that candid right to sensibilities. 
   The food was tepid, crackers and flax.
   Speeches occurred as soon as possible,
   some skill set of primeval need
   awakened by marginalized elocution.
   Had to share the ride back

      with a couple of biddies from Wrexham, 
   who complained all the way
   about a driftwood sculpture that
   was set afire near their tent.
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RESIDENTIAL WONDERS

                             

IN THE MUSEUM OF ODD, THE PRIVATE HOME OF RANDY WALKER

Every issue of Enduring Puberty Press features an interview-based story set in someone's living quarters. Some 
of the interviewees will be less publicly inclined as the the interviewee of this here, our nascent issue.  The whole 
idea of Residential Wonders is to establish curations by and of residencies.  This is where much of the art action 
is, outside of, and independent of institutions, or in the case of Randy Walker in the self-made institution that is 
Randy Walker's Museum of Odd, his home of many years, and Dead Dog Vintage, his booth in a local Antique 
Mall



EPP: so you're kind of legendary, known in many “circles” of folks who've lived in this area for a 
while. First, I think of you as having the largest collection of sock monkeys. What are some of the 
other /rst things you say when you give a tour of the House of Odd?

RW: Well, we do the sock monkeys, then we do the cow hairballs, I probably have the world's biggest 
collection of those—I always tell them, “it's the largest collection of cow hairballs in North America,” 
just because it's stupid sounding, and nobody knows what they are.  Then we go from that to the 
cabinet of curiosities, in which there's a lot of stuff, some hokum, like the rock that Helen Keller 
once touched, my celebrity tooth brush collection, the Laurie Anderson cigarette pack.  She came 
and ate one time while in town for a show, and I stole her empty box, I think it was Benson & 
Hedges, then we go into the the bottle cap men, little sculptures of men made of bottle caps which 
/lls the kitchen, and then we go into “the sin room”, which has a variety of stuff, a lot of Elvis stuff 
in there, Elvis hair, Elvis underwear, Elvis Toenails; a whole variety of kitsch she from the forties. 
Nudie statues and so forth... 

EPP: that's how I /rst discovered you, it was a nudie girl salt & pepper set I bought for an old room 
mate from Kitchen.

RW: that's stuff I don't show as often.

EPP: What interests EPP most about what you do, is the bare bones approach that most individual 
junkers like yourself take.   You dub your house, a museum, the house of odd to be open to a curious 
public, also with very little advertising, it's a throwback to what used to be way more common to 
this country 80-100 years ago, is still very common in small towns in the US, and most places in 
the world.  I guess what I'm getting at is that there's this purity of commerce of the seller and the 
buyer, and maybe the prospective buyers, and non of the bullshit roles in between. Are you 
comfortable with calling what you do a trade? And if so, are there very de/nable and tangible skills 
that you could easily describe.

RW: yeah it's a trade. People way smarter than me can make a lot of money out of it.  Yeah it's 
teachable.  But most of the people who do it they have a passion for it.  There's been a large 
democratization of selling which as brought so many people into collectibles and antique selling.  
For most of the people into it, it's a passion, they can't get it out of their system.  They do it all their 
lives.  It's not like a solemn avocation.  It's something that bites you and they're forever infected.  
That bite can be pretty deep and sustaining.  When you buy something for a dollar and then sell it 
for a hundred, that's something you don't forget. You wanna do it over and over again.  It's very 
much like gambling.  You pit your understanding of what you're buying vs what you think you can 
sell it for, and you're gambling that you can sell it for 3,4 or 5 times more than what you're buying it 
for.  And sometimes you can and sometimes it works for suckers at that point. I've known guys 
who've made a complete, really good living doing it. With the advent of eBay and Etsy that's given 
them the opportunity to turn it into a full time job.  Whereas before you had to have the bricks and 
mortar, you had to have a booth.  But that opens up a whole can of worms of why eBay destroyed 
the whole market anyway.  On the one hand it opened up a global market, on the other it kind of 
destroyed what we were selling.

EPP: Are there relationships that you've had with buyers, that have changed since this 
change...other than the obvious fact that there's the direct change of buying and selling behind a 
screen...

RW: well way back in the old days, the only place you could sell your stuff was at Bea market and 
you had to man your booth.  You were there on a Saturday or Sunday, and you got to know a lot of 
the people.  There was a nose-to-nose relationship.  That changed to when you didn't have to be 
there. I'm never at the booth here at Lawrence Antique Mall downtown, but I've had one for over 
twenty /ve years. Then with the advent of Internet selling you're almost anonymous.  It's all fairly 
sterile.  It's like all the Internet, you don't who is buying and selling. You see the middle man, you
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see the product, but you don't see who's got it and how they got it.  That's a little sad, people you 
used to ask you about what they were thinking about buying. If there was a providence behind it 
the buyer would kind of give you a history about what they were buying.  Now nobody can give you 
an explanation.  It's changed so dramatically since I /rst started.
When I was a kid I had a booth at Things Unlimited on Westport rd., a Bea market in Kansas City, 
one of the /rst in Kansas City and probably in the United States (save for southern Missouri).  This 
was in 73ish or 74ish, before I could drive.  I would get down and—mom and I would go down and I'd 
talk to to this gal who had a booth and lent me a shelf for I think, 10 bucks a month.  And my 
grandparents were bringing items down from Iowa.  because they were long time junkers.  Their 
whole relationship with junking was because they lived off the grid and they didn't have much 
money. He would go to dumps and pick up items and then rework them, strip them and put them 
back together again and reselling.  They lived through the depression so everything in their 
existence had a duel purpose or they would make something out of nothing.  My mom as a little girl 
would crank the smelter, and he'd get pieces of metal, turn it molten  and make his own nails. Ever 
seen square nails? That's how they built stuff, which is pretty crazy. You get a working smelter 
cranking and it'll melt anything.

EPP: So you came to junking by your grandparents?

RW: yeah, a couple things happened. they would take me to this place called the Murray Dump, and 
dumps weren't land/lls.  People would burn their trash, then they'd take the good stuff they didn't 
want any longer and take it to the dump.  So it was more like a depository for broken...and they'd 
throw a way nice things too.

EPP: similar to the college neighborhood dumpsters that we see and use today.

RW: Right. as a big deal, we'd visit my
grandparents in the summer time and
he'd take me to the Murray Dump, and I
think that's where I got bit.  Prior to that
my parents and I had lived in Europe.
My parents and I traveled a lot and they
made sure that we paid attention to what
we were looking at when we we were
looking at.  So there was a sense of
history that I probably wouldn't have
gotten if I hadn't been there.  Because
you have to have a sense of history to be
into old stuff.  So it was a combination of
those two things, my grandpa taking me
to the Murray Dump and traveling
Europe.  One day we were out at the
dump and I found all these
daguerreotypes, old tintype
photographs.  I kept wanted to get them
all and take them home; of course my
mother wouldn't let me
 because there were like 500 of them, 
and I wanted to take them all.  It also 
disturbed me that people would throw 
their families away, the pictures of their  
families.  I wanted to pick them up, of                                
course now  I wish I had, because they're 
worth a ton of money.  The fact that this 
stuff was out there, that kind of 
transferred into being interested in old 



stuff, which my grandparents supported 
by bringing stuff down from Iowa, when I was a teenager, I'd have antique sales out of my garage in 
Overland Park, probably  one of the /rst ones to be doing it.  I was about thirteen. Grandpa would 
bring down antique furniture and /x it up, and Roosevelt Pottery, then I'd be selling it to all these 
Johnson County ladies.  I thought I was making a bunch of money. Of course I wasn't making any 
money.

EPP: Junking as business. Your thoughts on that?

RW: it's a fun business, but very dif/cult to make money at.  Most people who do it are not that 
successful at it.  They are hobbyists, which is /ne.  It's really competitive. Now that the market has 
changed so much, with  so many players involved it's even worse.  And now that the millennials 
don't want anything to do with collectibles, the market is getting worst.  I just pulled out this article 
in the New York Times, “Aging Parents With Lots of Stuff, and Children Who Don't Want It” 
[interviewer laughs], so that trend is getting to be the norm.  The boomers are getting rid of all 
their stuff and their kids don't want it.  You might be able to buy that stuff cheap, but you ain't got a 
market to sell it.  What I think is happening, is that there has been a perfect storm brewing where 
boomers are downsizing.  There was a huge buying spree for about 25 years, where the boomers 
were buying up their nostalgia, everything that they didn't get for Christmas as a kid they bought.  
Now in retirement mode they're wanting to get rid of it all.  Not only are they Booding the market 
with these items, the millennials don't want any of this stuff.  Boomers bought high and now the 
value of all this stuff has gone down to seed.  It's just supply and demand, when you have so much 
that nobody wants it, then obviously the price goes down to nothing.  A good example is china. 
There's a lot of things that people did from the 1920s to the 1970s that people don't do anymore; 
every woman used to want and have a china set for company and whatever, and Sunday dinner.  
Now millennials don't have no use for it.  They don't have the same rituals now.  I sold a set the 
other day for ten dollars.  In its hey day, it was probably worth $1500.00.  It's kind of sad because 
these are high quality items, really good pieces of good china.  This was rimmed with 24 carrot 
gold.  This devaluation happened with almost everything, from glassware to pottery—furniture to a 
large degree also; clothing, it goes in and out.  So the people who really make a business out of it, 
who make a lot of money, are the people who own the malls and rent space out.  Even that has its 
limitations. A lot of people who still think they can get in the game and make money at it.  Of course 
most of them will get their asses kicked.  What will happen is that they won't make money and 
eventually quit.  And then there's a whole bunch of people who do it as a hobby because they enjoy 
the process of it, those are the ones who'll be viable. I have seen just in the last ten years, a hundred 
[junkers] go down.  It's a real issue there.

EPP: what about the role of nostalgia? Assuming that human beings [or civilization] survive, what 
about the nostalgia of generation X and the millennials?

RW: yeah, the Xers and the millennials are buying up their own nostalgia now.  That's what Etsy is 
producing.  Theirs was in the 90s, and good luck with that, because (laughs) what was going on in 
the 90s? It wasn't a powerhouse for design.  What do you have, earth tones?  But they are buying, 
and they will continue to buy, because that's their nostalgia and that's what every generation does. 

EPP: Soliciting your thoughts on junking as the feeding of nostalgia

RW: junking presupposes that it's at least 5 years old or more.  There's a nostalgic factor.  It's 
always predicated on that there is some nostalgic de/nition to it.  My generation looked at the 
forties, /fties and sixties. Now it's late 80s and 90s.  Can you imagine?

EPP: that brings up another point, that some people are nostalgic for the things they missed that 
[stuff they were too young for to be with it].

RW: sometimes, or the things they were comfortable with, or think they were comfortable with.  
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And you'll see places like Urban Out/tters playing on that.  They'll /nd vintage stuff and mass 
reproduce it. They'll think it's a new idea, but it's an old idea warmed up.  There's nothing new 
under the sun.  
Neon came out in about 82, in California and it was everywhere there. When I got back, it took 
about two or three years for it to come [to midwest].  In about 85 it showed up, had a run for about 
6 months and did not sell, and all the stores yanked it.  Then they brought it back out in about 89 
and it just took off.  That went pretty hard and fast for 4 or 5 years, then it died out.  Then in about 
2012 neon came back, and everybody started wearing it again.  Look at the platform shoe.  That's 
been going in and out since basically the twenties.

EPP: Are there any new things you like?

RW: I used to be good at that, but it's hard for me to do it.  I'm not connected to the youth as much 
as when I was younger.  The youth just doesn't seem to see much value in antiques and collectibles.  
The millennials are buying some 50s and 60s kitchenware, but if you look at Etsy, it's really weird 
because they're buying up a bunch of stuff that I would have at my garage sale.  They don't know 
what's good or bad.  It's usually stuff that's mainstream, and was not that cool to begin with.  A good 
example of this a mug rack that spells out the word mug.  It sold like hotcakes because it looked like 
it came out of 1989, 1991 or whatever. It was a big piece of junk.  They don't have the life 
experience to inform them that--what they're looking at is really commonplace versus really rare, 
let's put it that way.  So they're buying up a bunch of commonplace.  Plus they don't want to hunt 
for it, they just want to buy it.  Whereas in my generation, there was a whole excitement in the 
search.  Everybody went out to the thrift stores.  Once they realized they could buy hip clothes at   
the thrift stores, every hip kid in the United States was at the Thrift Stores tearing it up.  That was 



the same with the Bea markets and antique malls.  Now they don't want anything to do with the 
hunt.  If there is one thing I want to talk about in junking is that it's the hunt, at least for me.  It's 
the process of getting in the car, driving two lane roads, visiting mom & pop operations, little shit 
shops, and junk stores that are out in the middle of nowhere, I eat at local cafes, I do, and the most 
exciting part is going into the next place.  It has nothing to do with what I buy in there or what I 
/nd, it's the journey of it.  That's what I'm addicted to.  If I /nd something, great.  If I don't, there's 
another place down the road.  The process is the endgame it's what I'm ever.  And if you're in this 
long enough you'll /nd stuff.  Everyone says, “this stuff is all disappearing” that's crap, somebody's 
got it, unless they threw it away. 

EPP: so from the twenties, thirties and forties isn't that stuff more scarce than when you started? 
And the reason I ask that because I look around your living room and see that a lot of the stuff you 
have comes from the thirties and forties.

RW: yeah I'm more apt to collect stuff from the thirties, forties and /fties more than anything else.

EPP: in a sense that was the peak of American culture, in terms of manufacturing...

RW: Not only that but...yeah it was prior to when the Japanese got into the business.  Before the 
war, Americans made everything and sold it to everybody else. After the war the Japanese started 
making stuff and importing it.  I remember back in the 70's when they started importing cars, and 
everybody got bent out of shape, about how they were gonna take over the world. Of course they 
were just being smart about manufacturing cars, cause they were made better than GM. I kept 
thinking one, that's our fault, and two, that's a bunch of crap.  Nowadays they're doing the same 
thing to China, which makes a lot of crap. China's different than Japan.  But when you look at what 
Japan was doing was electronics—huge electronics, all the transistor radios were Japanese.  They 
put out a tremendous amount of stuff.  A lot of the stuff I collect comes out of that Japanese period, 
whether it's a bunch of kitsch or, even a lot of the nudie girl stuff.

EPP: really?

RW: Oh yeah,

EPP: what are the oldest pieces from that, Japanese men.

RW: Probably right after the war. There's little [kotches? inexplicable] I got was a period when it 
was even occupied Japan, there's even stuff stamped with that, “made in occupied Japan”, 
probably the mid /fties to maybe mid-seventies, maybe creeping up a little to the late eighties, but 
by then other countries were kicking in.  Now you go to Bea markets and it's all full of crap from 
China –totally different situation than Japan-- they're trying to sell.  And that's ruined a lot of 
malls.

EPP: you have to wade through even more crap to get to the good stuff.

RW: yeah you really do.  I understand why some people do it [sell the crap], because you have make 
a quick buck, but it's really been terrible to the malls.  And they even reproduce very old stuff.  
Made to look old but it's not.

EPP: so back to nostalgia, there's a Portuguese word “Saudade”.  It's translated in a lot of different 
ways, meaning the ability to turn darkness into light.  But it's also a kind of homesickness but in a 
good feeling;  I would add another nostalgia that I'm interested that is kind of this elusiveness, this 
thing that could be represented in many different quotidian objects.  Something that just captures a
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vibe of place or ideas.  What of those things captures your sense of nostalgia.

RW: my aesthetic?

EPP: yeah I wouldn't narrow down to it, but I think you can say that. it has a strong aesthetic 
component.

RW: I'm pretty eclectic.  The next house I get is going to look a lot different. Obviously anything 
politically incorrect is a draw for me.  Anything kitsch is a major draw for me. I like buying stuff to 
show you how stupid it was the /rst time they made it, and then somebody said, “well this is a great 
idea, let's make a thousand of them,” and then they did, and somebody bought him.  Which always 
blows me away.  Particularly American Kitsch it's always so...I'm like, “oh my god, who in the hell 
decided to make that the /rst time?”  And they did... it is very much an anthropology.  If I came to 
you and said, we're going to make a 3D poodle picture, you'd be looking at me like, “you're out of 
your mind.” But somebody says yes, they did make them and they sold a bunch of them.  So there's 
no given to taste.  Americans have some bizarre taste.  But kitsch has been around for ever.  But 
with the dumbing down of America I think there was really an explosion of people who really liked 
it, and then some of the technology enabled it. For instance the plastic /sh and you hit a button and 
it would Bop out...

EPP: ...oh like (singing) “take me to the river” (interviewer laughs)

Behold: in the center, one of the world's largest cow hairballs



RW: or even back in the sixties.  The pet rock was the most brilliant idea I've ever heard of.  The 
marketing was brilliant.  They got round rocks from the river, put them in a nest of hay in a box, 
and it sold like crazy. Who in the hell does that shit?

EPP: anything from your childhood that you collect, or anything that you come upon that recalls 
memories?

RW: no, I either have it for my own childhood, or I don't have it.  What I do is that I...I'm done buying 
that crap.  I was never into it much in that way.  
[at this point Randy leads the interviewer away from the microphone and into the “sin room” 
which hosts most of Randy's most outrageous things]
The stuff I'm interested in is pretty obscure stuff, the sideshow stuff I'm really into, but it's getting 
harder to /nd.  Or this thing I bought that I'm really into it, it's got the animal part on it, ya know, 
the leg [at this point he shows me a lamp with four hoofed legs providing the base.  Mad laughter 
ensues] who the hell does this shit? They say, “let's kill this thing and make a lamp out of it” That's 
what blows me away. I have a lot of the animal pieces  and parts I have because when I show people, 
I'm like, “what is wrong with you?” Here's a good example...if I /nd this shit and it's cheap I'll buy it. 
I got a half of dozen more of these things, this hoof ashtray. Who decided that this was a good idea.
EPP: [more laughter] oh my god!  I guess I should get an arial shot to make sure everybody knows 
what this is. Is this real though

RW: yeah, it's his foot.  You know what's really strange, if you want to talk about junk, this is 
another thing is that there's variations of a theme, whether you go to the east, the midwest or the 
west.  You go past Denver and you'll /nd more of this stuff.

EPP: is there anything going out in the world right now that you're excited about

RW: well, uhm...[long pause]...there's a bunch of stuff.  There's a bunch of things. I like the tiny 
house movement.  I don't want to get in to how much I think the United States is going in the wrong 
direction.  I don't know if we're going to outlive Trump or not but uhm...you know I guess one of the 
things is people don't know how to decorate this stuff.  There's a whole subset of women in Johnson 
County...[Randy digresses, or rather ends the digression by explaining how the quality of stuff, 
furniture in particular being made now is so poor compared to back then, providing the solid 



example of the recent history of dumpster diving. 

EPP: do you ever have dreams in which your house has a signi/cant role?

RW: No but I do have buying dreams, where I score a bunch of stuff, and I'm trying to /gure out how 
to get it back home, the car is full and I'm trying to /gure out how to duck tape it to the car. 

EPP: Have you had a more or less consistent sense of place that has inBuenced the way you live?

RW: yeah, I suppose my traveling, in my formative and later years, is a big inBuence. The sense of 
history and probably the sense of always wanting to create a sense of home.  People need to create 
a sense of place and a home for themselves.  The older you get you need to create a home for 
yourself. Comfortable stuff.  A lot of people will come in here and say, “feel so comfortable.”

EPP: Do you ever get excited about peaking into the private lives of people with the work you do.

RW: yeah with the estate sales I'm privy to opening up to a lot of their worlds.  It is kind of 
voyeuristic, you get to feeling like you know them.  But you don't really.  In Atchison, at the home of 
this retired couple that their son, Dave was moving them out of, I kept pulling out notes between 
these little girls to this little boy, and it wasn't the son, Dave, it was Rick.  Then I kept /nding other 
hints and odds and ends things with Rick's name on it. Dave had a brother, and he died.  That was 
Rick.  I found those notes, and his Jr high track out/t. I never mentioned it to them and they never 
mentioned it to me.  But I kept picking up traces of the son.  I've found everything [at the houses I 
manage for estate sales] from ashes, to teeth, to sex toys.  It can make you melancholy if you let it.  
It's a strange thing digging through people's possessions, especially if they haven't been touched in 
a while.  There was some love letters I found between from a guy while he was /ghting in World War 
II to his sweetheart back here in Kansas. The whole correspondence was pretty amazing. The 
people who owned it didn't want it. That always makes me sad. It was very poignant where it was 
life or death.  Neither of them knew when or if he was coming back. There was a lot of courtship 
going on, but a lot of anxiety expressed as well.
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EPP: any words you want to share with Enduring Puberty Press readers?

RW: buy more junk—buy my junk! Go down to the mall at booth 150 and buy all my stuff at Dead 
Dog Vintage.  You know I've been thinking about changing the name of it, because it's so brutal...

EPP: how about Resurrected Dog? 

RW: The reason I called it that is that I was really talking about how sore my feet got after a day of 
junking.  My feet were tired as a dead dog...

EPP:...so it had nothing to do with the stuffed dog at the booth.

RW: No

EPP: so Privacy does invade back at Dead Dog Vintage and Randy Walker's House of Odd.

Well Randy, Enduring Puberty Press has questioned its name as well.  We 
say solidarity to you in your pursuit of an honest buck off the inevitable 
residential curations of all the ghostly special objects of this here 
decaying United States of America. Special thanks to Randy Walker for 
this generous interview.  You can visit him by appointment at his 
deceptively humble abode by calling in advance at (785) 843-8750. You 
can also visit his booth, Dead Dog Vintage, at the Lawrence Antique Mall 
on 830 Massachusetts St. in Lawrence, Kansas.  He also runs an estate 
sale business. Pretty sure he'll do weddings, birthdays, bar mitzvahs,     
bachelor and bachelorette parties.
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